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  This is dedicated to my husband who has supported me every step of the way. To my parents and sister who put up with my over-flowing room full of books and supported my dream to be a writer. To my cousin who kicked my butt every day to make sure I got the words on the page.


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  NAUGHTY DINNER PARTY


  


  Candace sat at the bar nursing a drink, waiting for her husband to return from the restroom. Her friends, Amy and Claire, were still on the dance floor, gyrating with their boyfriends. Candace flexed her feet, savoring the burn of alcohol as it went down her throat. Dancing for two hours with no break had wreaked havoc on her feet. A night out dancing seemed like a good idea at the time but now her feet protested enough that she might have to get Jason to carry her to the car.


  Amy pounced onto the stool beside her, ordered another round then focused her attention on Candace. "Enough sitting out. Dance with us!"


  Candace groaned, her feet screamed. "Jason's in the restroom."


  "He'll know where you are. Come on."


  Candace downed the rest of her drink in hopes the buzz would numb her feet. She hopped down from the stool and followed Amy as they weaved through the throng of people. At thirty-eight she felt way too old for this. When had a night out dancing changed from being fun to being a chore? Sure, she was having an okay time but cuddling on the sofa with Jason, munching popcorn, and watching a movie appealed to her more these days. When had she lost her sense of adventure?


  She joined her friends in the middle of the dance floor, gyrating to a dance tune she loved. Her lips mouthed the words to the song as she moved. From her vantage point she spotted Jason making his way through the crowd, drink in hand, to the railing surrounding the dance floor. Disappointment filled her when he parked himself on a stool and turned his attention to the game on the big screen on the wall to the right.


  Out of the corner of her eye she spied a hot guy, a few years younger than her, dancing towards her. She ignored his approach, swiveling her hips in time to a new funky tune. Suddenly, she felt someone behind her. Heat seeped into her ass from the close proximity of the person. She peered over her shoulder to see hot guy gyrating in time to her moves. She flashed him a smile and moved away.


  Amy grabbed her hand. "Do you know that guy?" she yelled in her ear.


  Another reason the sofa and movie appealed more than the bar. She didn't have to yell to be heard. "No."
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