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         Praise for Wallbanger:
         

         “Wallbanger is an instant classic, with plenty of laugh out loud moments and riveting characters—highly
            recommended!”
         

         ~NYT and USA Today Bestselling Author Jennifer Probst
         

         “Hilarious, romantic, and compulsively readable, Wallbanger delivers the perfect blend of sex, romance, and baked goods.”
         

         ~Ruthie Knox, best-selling author of About Last Night

         “Alice Clayton strikes again, seducing me with her real woman sex appeal, unparalleled
            wit and addicting snark; leaving me laughing, blushing, and craving knock all the
            paintings off the wall sex of my very own.”
         

         ~Brittany Gibbons, brittanyherself.com

         “Caroline Reynolds. Finally a woman who knows her way around a man and a KitchenAid
            Mixer. She had us at zucchini bread!”
         

         ~Curvy Girl Guide
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         Dedication

         To my mom, for letting me have coconut on my birthday cake

               even though no one else likes it.

         To my dad, for reading me Garfield comics

               until we laughed so hard we were both crying.

         Thank you

      

   
      
         Chapter One

         “OH, GOD.”
         

         Thump.

         “Oh, God.”

         Thump thump.

         What the…
         

         “Oh, God, that’s so good!”

         I scrambled up out of sleep, confused as I looked around the strange room. Boxes on
            the floor. Pictures propped against the wall.
         

         My new bedroom, in my new apartment, I reminded myself, placing both hands on the duvet, grounding myself with the luxurious
            thread count. Even half asleep, I was aware of my thread count.
         

         “Mmmm…Yeah, baby. Right there. Just like that…Don’t stop, don’t stop!”

         Oh boy…
         

         I sat up, rubbed my eyes, and turned to look at the wall behind me, beginning to understand
            what had woken me up. My hands still stroked the duvet absently, catching the attention
            of Clive, my wonder cat. Butting his head under my hand, Clive demanded to be soothed.
            I stroked him as I looked around and oriented myself in my new space.
         

         I’d moved in earlier that day. It was a gorgeous apartment: spacious rooms, wood floors,
            arched doorways—it even had a fireplace! I had no clue how to actually build a fire,
            but that was neither here nor there. I was aching to put things on the mantel. As
            an interior designer, I had a habit of mentally placing things in almost every space,
            whether it belonged to me or not. It drove my friends a wee bit mad at times, as I
            was constantly restaging their knickknacks.
         

         I’d spent the day moving in, and after soaking in the incredibly deep, claw-foot tub
            until well past prune, I settled myself into bed and enjoyed the creaks and squeaks
            of a new home: light traffic outside, some quiet music, and the comforting click-click of Clive exploring. The click-click came from his hangnail, you see…
         

         My new home, I’d thought contentedly as I slipped into an easy sleep, which is why I was so surprised
            to be woken at…let’s see…two thirty-seven a.m.
         

         I found myself gazing stupidly at the ceiling, trying to return to a relaxed state,
            but I was startled again as my headboard moved—banged into the wall was more like
            it.
         

         Are you kidding me? Then I heard, very distinctly:
         

         “Oh, Simon, that’s so good! Mmm…”

         Aw, jeez.

         Blinking, I felt more awake now and a little fascinated by what was clearly going
            on next door. I looked at Clive, he looked at me, and if I wasn’t so tired I’d have
            been pretty sure he winked. I guess someone should be getting some.

         I’d been in a bit of a dry spell for a while. A very long while. Bad, rapid-fire sex
            and an ill-timed one-night stand had robbed me of my orgasm. She’d been on vacation
            for six months now. Six long months.
         

         The beginnings of carpal tunnel were threatening to set in as I tried desperately
            to get myself off. But O was on seemingly permanent hiatus. And I don’t mean Oprah.
         

         I pushed the thoughts of my missing O away and curled up on my side. All seemed quiet
            now, and I began to drift back to sleep, Clive purring contentedly beside me. Then
            all hell broke loose.
         

         “Yes! Yes! Oh, God…Oh, God!”

         A painting I’d propped on the shelf above my bed fell off and rapped me soundly on
            the head. That’ll teach me to live in San Francisco and not make sure everything is
            securely mounted. Speaking of mounted…
         

         Rubbing my head and cursing enough to make Clive blush—if cats could blush—I looked
            back at the wall behind me again. My headboard was literally banging against it as
            the ruckus continued next door.
         

         “Mmm…yes, baby, yes, yes, yes!” the loudmouth chanted…and concluded with a contented
            sigh.
         

         Then I heard, for the love of all that’s holy, spanking. You can’t misinterpret the sound of a good spanking, and someone was receiving one
            next door.
         

         “Oh, God, Simon. Yes. I’ve been a bad girl. Yes, yes!”

         Unreal…More spanking, and then the unmistakable sound of a male voice, groaning and sighing.
         

         I got up, moved the entire bed a few inches away from the wall, and huffed back under
            the duvet, glaring at the wall the whole time.
         

         I fell asleep that night after swearing I would bang back if I heard one more peep.
            Or groan. Or spank.
         

         Welcome to the neighborhood.

      

   
      
         Chapter Two

         THE NEXT MORNING, my first official morning in my new place, found me sipping a cup of coffee and
            munching a leftover donut from yesterday’s moving-in party.
         

         I wasn’t quite as awake as I’d hoped to begin unpackingpalooza, and I silently cursed
            last night’s antics next door. The girl was plowed, spanked, she came, she slept.
            The same for Simon. I assumed his name was Simon, as that was what the girl who liked
            to be spanked kept calling him. And really, if she was making up a name there were
            hotter ones than Simon to be screaming out in the throes.
         

         The throes…God, I missed the throes.
         

         “Still nothing, huh, O?” I sighed, looking down. During month four of The Missing
            O, I’d started to talk to my O as though she were an actual entity. She felt real
            enough when she was rocking my world back in the day, but sadly, now that O had abandoned
            me, I wasn’t sure I’d recognize her if she saw her. ’Tis a sad, sad day when a girl doesn’t even know her own orgasm, I thought, looking wistfully out the window at the San Francisco skyline.
         

         I unfolded my legs and padded to the sink to rinse out my coffee mug. Placing it in
            the sink to drain, I pushed my light blond hair back into a sloppy ponytail and surveyed
            the chaos that surrounded me. No matter how well I planned, no matter how well I labeled
            those boxes, no matter how often I told that idiot moving guy that if it said KITCHEN it did not
               belong in the BATHROOM, it still was a mess.
         

         “What do you think, Clive? Should we start in here or the living room?” He was curled
            up on one of the deep windowsills. Admittedly, when I was scouting new places to live,
            I always looked at the windowsills. Clive was fond of looking out on the world, and
            it was nice seeing him waiting for me when I came home.
         

         Right now he looked at me, and then seemed to nod toward the living room.

         “Okay, living room it is,” I said, realizing I’d only spoken three times since waking
            up this morning, and every word uttered had been directed at a pussy. Ahem…
         

         About twenty minutes later Clive had started a stare-off with a pigeon and I was sorting
            DVDs when I heard voices in the hallway. My noisy neighbors! I ran to the door, almost
            tripping over a box, and pressed an eye to the peephole only to see the doorway across
            the hall. What a pervert I am, honestly. But I made no attempt to stop peeping.
         

         I couldn’t see very clearly, but I could hear their conversation: the man’s voice
            low and soothing, followed by unmistakable sighing from his companion.
         

         “Mmm, Simon, last night was fantastic.”

         “I thought this morning was fantastic too,” he said, planting what sounded like one helluva kiss on her.
         

         Huh. They must have been in another room this morning. I hadn’t heard a thing. I pressed
            my eye back to the peephole. Dirty pervert.
         

         “Yes, it was. Call me soon?” she asked, leaning in for another kiss.

         “Of course, I’ll call you when I’m back in town,” he promised, swatting her on her
            bottom as she giggled again and turned away.
         

         It seemed she was on the short side. Bye-bye, Spanx. The angle was wrong for me to see this Simon, and he was back in his apartment before I could get any sort of sense of him. Interesting. So this girl does not live with him.

         I hadn’t heard any “I love yous” when she left, but they did seem very comfortable.
            I chewed absently on my ponytail. They’d have to be, what with the spanking and all.
         

         Pushing thoughts of spanking and Simon from my mind, I went back to my DVDs. Spanking Simon. What a great name for a band…I moved on to the Hs.
         

         An hour later I was just placing Wizard of Oz after Willy Wonka when I heard a knock. There was scuffling in the hallway as I approached the door,
            and I stifled a grin.
         

         “Don’t drop it, you idiot,” a sultry voice chided.

         “Oh, shut up. Don’t be so damn bossy,” a second voice snapped back.

         Rolling my eyes, I opened the door to find my two best friends, Sophia and Mimi, holding
            a large box. “No fighting, ladies. You’re both pretty.” I laughed, raising an eyebrow
            at them.
         

         “Ha ha. Funny,” Mimi answered, staggering inside.

         “What the hell is that? I can’t believe you guys carried it up four flights of stairs!”
            My girls did not do manual labor when they could get someone else to do it.
         

         “Believe me, we waited outside in the cab for someone to walk by, but no luck. So
            we schlepped it ourselves. Happy housewarming!” Sophia said. They set it down, and
            Sophia fell into the easy chair by the fireplace.
         

         “Yeah, quit moving so much. We’re tired of buying you stuff.” Mimi laughed, lying
            down on the couch and placing her arms over her face dramatically.
         

         I poked at the box with my toe and asked, “So what is it? And I never said you had
            to buy me anything. The Jack LaLanne Juicer was not necessary last year, truly.”
         

         “Don’t be ungrateful. Just open it,” Sophia instructed, pointing at the box with her
            middle finger, which she then turned upright and displayed in my general direction.
         

         I sighed and sat on the floor in front of it. I knew it was from Williams Sonoma,
            as it had the telltale ribbon with the tiny pineapple tied to it. The box was heavy,
            whatever it was.
         

         “Oh, no. What did you two do?” I asked, catching a wink from Mimi to Sophia. Pulling
            at the ribbon and opening the box, I was pleased as punch with what I found. “You
            guys, this is too much!”
         

         “We know how much you miss your old one,” Mimi laughed, smiling at me.

         Years before, I’d been given an old KitchenAid mixer from a great aunt who passed
            away. It was over forty years old, but still worked great. Those things were built
            to last, by God, and it had lasted until just a few months ago, when it finally bit
            it in a big way. It smoked and went wonky one afternoon while mixing a batch of zucchini
            bread, and as much as I hated to do it, I tossed it out.
         

         Now as I stared into the box, a shiny, new, stainless steel KitchenAid stand mixer
            staring back at me, visions of cookies and pies began dancing in my head.
         

         “You guys, it’s beautiful,” I breathed, gazing with delight at my new baby. I lifted
            it out gently to admire. Running my hands over it, splaying my fingers to feel the
            smooth lines, I delighted in the cold metal against my skin. I sighed gently and actually
            hugged it.
         

         “Do you two want to be alone?” Sophia asked.

         “No, it’s okay. I want you to be here to witness our love. Besides, this is the only
            mechanical instrument that will likely bring me any pleasure in the near future. Thanks,
            guys. It’s too expensive, but I really appreciate it,” I said.
         

         Clive came over, sniffed the mixer, and promptly jumped into the empty box.

         “Just promise to bring us yummy treats, and it’s all worth it, dear.” Mimi sat up,
            looking at me expectantly.
         

         “What?” I asked warily.

         “Caroline, can I please start on your drawers now?” she asked, stutter-stepping her
            way toward the bedroom.
         

         “Can you start doing what to my drawers?” I answered, pulling my drawstring a little
            tighter around my waist.
         

         “Your kitchen! I’m dying to start placing everything!” she exclaimed, running in place now.
         

         “Oh, hell yes. Have at it! Merry Christmas, freakshow,” I called as Mimi ran triumphantly
            into the other room.
         

         Mimi was a professional organizer. She’d driven us crazy when we were all at Berkley
            together—with her OCD tendencies and her insane attention to detail. One day Sophia
            suggested she become a professional organizer, and after graduation, she did just
            that. She now worked all over the Bay Area helping families get their shit together.
            The design firm I worked for sometimes had her consult, and she’d even appeared on
            a few HGTV shows filming in the city. The job suited her to perfection.
         

         So I just let Mimi do her thing, knowing my stuff would be so perfectly arranged I’d
            be astounded. Sophia and I continued to putz in the living room, laughing over DVDs
            we’d watched throughout the years. We paused over each and every Brat Pack movie from
            the eighties, debating whether Bender ended up with Claire once they all went back
            to school on Monday. I voted no, and I further bet she never got that earring back…
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         Later that night, after my friends left, I settled on the couch in the living room
            with Clive to watch reruns of The Barefoot Contessa on the Food Network. While dreaming of the creations I’d be whipping up with my new
            mixer—and how one day I wanted a kitchen like Ina Garten’s—I heard footsteps on the
            landing outside my door, and two voices. I narrowed my eyes at Clive. Spanx must be
            back.
         

         Springing from the couch, I pressed my eye against the peephole once more, trying
            to get a look at my neighbor. I missed him again, only seeing his back as he entered
            his apartment behind a very tall woman with long, brown hair.
         

         Interesting. Two different women in as many days. Manwhore.

         I saw the door swing shut and felt Clive curl around my legs, purring.

         “No, you can’t go out there, silly boy,” I cooed, bending down and scooping him up.
            I rubbed his silky fur against my cheek, smiling as he lay back in my arms. Clive
            was the manwhore around here. He would lie down for anyone who rubbed his belly.
         

         Returning to the couch, I watched as Barefoot Contessa taught us all how to host a
            dinner party in the Hamptons with simple elegance—and a Hamptons-size bank account.
         

         A few hours later, with the imprint of the couch cushion pressed firmly into my forehead,
            I made my way back to my bedroom to go to sleep. Mimi had organized my closet so efficiently
            that all I had left to do was to hang pictures and arrange a few odds and ends. I
            quite deliberately removed the pictures from the shelf above my bed. I was taking
            no chances tonight. I stood in the center of the room, listening for sounds from next
            door. All quiet on the western front. So far, so good. Maybe last night was a one-time
            thing.
         

         As I got ready for bed, I looked at the framed pictures of my family and friends:
            my parents and I skiing in Tahoe; my girls and I at Coit Tower. Sophia loved to take
            pictures next to anything phallic. She played the cello with the San Francisco Orchestra,
            and even though she’d been around musical instruments all her life, she could never
            pass up a joke when she saw a flute. She was twisted.
         

         All three of us were unattached at the moment, something rare. Usually at least one
            of us was dating someone, but since Sophia had broken up with her last boyfriend a
            few months ago, we’d all been in a dry spell. Luckily for my friends, their spell
            wasn’t quite as dry as mine. As far as I knew they were still on speaking terms with
            their Os.
         

         I thought back with a shudder to the night when O and I had parted ways. I’d had a
            series of bad first dates and was so sexually frustrated that I allowed myself to
            go back to the apartment of a guy I had no intention of ever seeing again. Not that
            I was averse to the one-night stand. I’d made the walk of shame many a morning. But
            this guy? I should have known better. Cory Weinstein, blah blah blah. His family owned
            a chain of pizza parlors up and down the West Coast. Great on paper, right? Only on
            paper. He was nice enough, but boring. But I hadn’t been with a man in a while, and
            after several martinis and a pep talk in the car on the way, I relented and let Cory
            “have his way with me.”
         

         Now, up until this point in my life, I’d shared that old theory that sex was like
            pizza. Even when it’s bad, it’s still pretty good. I now hated pizza. For several
            reasons.
         

         This was the worst kind of sex. This was machine-gun style: fast, fast, fast. This
            was thirty seconds on the tits, sixty seconds on something that was about an inch
            above where he should have been, and then in. And out. And in. And out. And in. And
            out.
         

         But at least it was over quick, right? Hell, no. This horribleness went on for months.
            Well, no. But for almost thirty minutes. Of in. And out. And in. And out. My poor
            hoohah felt like it had been sandblasted.
         

         By the time it was over, and he yelled, “So good!” before collapsing on top of me,
            I had mentally rearranged all my spices and was starting on the cleaning supplies
            under the sink. I dressed, which didn’t take that long as I was still almost fully
            clothed, and departed.
         

         The next night, after letting Lower Caroline recover, I decided to treat her to a
            nice long session of self-love, accented by everyone’s favorite fantasy lover, George
            Clooney, aka Dr. Ross. But to my great regret, O had left the building. I shrugged
            it off, thinking maybe she just needed a night away, still experiencing a little PTSD
            from Pizza Parlor Cory.
         

         But the next night? No O. No sign of her that week, or the next. As the weeks became
            a month, and the months stretched on and on, I developed a deep, seething hatred for
            Cory Weinstein. That machine-gun fucker…
         

         I shook my head, clearing my O thoughts as I crawled into bed. Clive waited until
            I was situated before snuggling into the space behind my knees. He let out one last
            purr as I turned out the lights.
         

         “’Night, Mr. Clive,” I whispered and fell right to sleep.
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         Thump.

         “Oh, God.”

         Thump Thump.

         “Oh, God.”

         Unbelievable…
         

         I woke up faster this time, because I knew what I was hearing. I sat up in bed, glaring
            behind me. The bed was still pulled safely away from the wall, so I felt no movement,
            but there was sure as hell something moving over there.
         

         Then I heard…hissing?

         I looked down at Clive, whose tail was at full puff. He arched his back and paced
            back and forth at the foot of the bed.
         

         “Hey, mister. It’s cool. We just got a noisy neighbor, that’s all,” I soothed, stretching
            my hand out to him. That’s when I heard it.
         

         “Meow.”

         I cocked my head sideways, listening more intently. I studied Clive, who looked back
            as if to say, “T’weren’t me.”
         

         “Meow! Oh, God. Me-yow!”

         The girl next door was meowing. What in the world was my neighbor packing to make
            that happen?
         

         Clive, at this point, went utterly bonkers and launched himself at the wall. He was
            literally climbing it, trying to get to where the noise was coming from, and adding
            his own meows to the chorus.
         

         “Oooh yes, just like that, Simon…Mmmm…meow, meow, meow!”

         Sweet Lord, there were out-of-control pussies on both sides of this wall tonight.
            The woman had an accent, although I couldn’t quite place it. Eastern European for
            sure. Czech? Polish? Was I seriously awake at, let’s see, one sixteen a.m. and attempting
            to discern the national origin of the woman getting plowed next door?
         

         I tried to get a hold of Clive and calm him down. No luck. He was neutered, but he
            was still a boy, and he wanted what was on the other side of that wall. He continued
            to caterwaul, his meows mixing with hers until it was all I could to do to not to
            cry at the hilarity of this moment. My life had become theater of the absurd with
            a cat chorus.
         

         I pulled myself together because I could now hear Simon moaning. His voice was low and thick, and while the woman and Clive continued to
            call to each other, I listened solely to him. He groaned, and the wall banging began.
            He was bringing it home.
         

         The woman meowed louder and louder as she undoubtedly climbed toward her climax. Her
            meows turned into nonsensical screaming, and she finally yelled out, “Da! Da! Da!”
         

         Ah. She was Russian. For the love of St. Petersburg.

         One last thump, one last groan—and one last meow. Then all was blessedly silent. Except
            for Clive. He continued to pine for his lost love until four mother-loving a.m.
         

         The cold war was back on…

      

   
      
         Chapter Three

         BY THE TIME CLIVE finally settled down and stopped his cat screaming, I was thoroughly exhausted and
            wide awake. I had to get up in one more hour anyway, and I realized I’d already gotten
            whatever sleep I was going to get. I might as well get up and make some breakfast.
         

         “Stupid meower,” I said, addressing the wall behind my head, and I padded out into
            the living room. After switching on the TV, I turned on the coffee maker and studied
            the pre-dawn light just starting to peek in my windows. Clive curled around my legs,
            and I rolled my eyes at him.
         

         “Oh, now you want some love from me, huh? After abandoning me for Purina last night?
            What a jerk you are, Clive,” I muttered, stretching out my foot and rubbing him with
            my heel.
         

         He flopped onto the ground and posed for me. He knew I couldn’t resist when he posed.
            I laughed a little and kneeled next to him. “Yeah, yeah, I know. You love me now because
            I’m the one that keeps you in vittles.” I sighed, scratching his belly.
         

         I headed back into the kitchen, Clive at my heels, and poured some food into a bowl.
            Now that he had what he needed, I was quickly forgotten. As I headed for the shower,
            I heard movement in the hallway. Like the Peeping Caroline I was quickly becoming,
            I pressed my eye to the peephole to see what was happening with Simon and Purina.
         

         He stood just inside his doorway—far enough inside that I couldn’t see his face. Purina
            stood in the hall, and I could see his hand running through her long hair. I could
            practically hear her purring through the goddamned door.
         

         “Mmm, Simon, last night was…mmmm,” she purred, leaning into his hand, which was now pressed against her cheek.
         

         “I agree. A fine way to describe the evening and this morning,” he said quietly as they both chuckled.
         

         Nice. Another twofer.

         “Call me when you’re back in town?” she asked as he swept her hair back from her face.
            Her freshly done face. I miss that face.
         

         “Oh, you can count on that,” he answered, and then pulled her back into the doorway
            for what I can only assume was a kiss that killed. Her foot came up like she was posing.
            I started to roll my eyes, but that hurt. The right one was pressed so firmly against
            the peephole, you see.
         

         “Do svidaniya,” she whispered in that exotic accent. It sounded much nicer now that she wasn’t
            caterwauling like a kitten in heat.
         

         “See ya,” he laughed, and with that, she gracefully walked away.

         I strained to see him before he went back inside, but nope. Missed him again. I had
            to admit, after the spanking and the meowing, I was dying to see what he looked like.
            There was some serious sexual prowess going on next door. I just didn’t see why it
            had to affect my sleep habits. I pried myself away from the door and made for the
            shower. Under the water, I pondered what in the world might be required to make a
            woman meow.
         

         As seven thirty rolled around, I hopped a cable car and reviewed the day ahead of
            me. I was meeting a new client, finishing up some details on a project I’d just completed,
            and having lunch with my boss. I smiled when I thought about Jillian.
         

         Jillian Sinclair headed her own design firm, where I’d had the good fortune to intern
            during my last year at Berkley. In her late thirties, but looking in her late twenties,
            she’d made a name for herself in the design community early in her career. She challenged
            convention, was one of the first to sweep “shabby chic” off the map, and had been
            an early trendsetter in bringing back the quiet neutrals and geometric prints of the
            “modern” look that was all the rage now. She hired me after my internship was over,
            and she’d provided the best experience a young designer could ask for. She was challenging,
            discerning, had a killer instinct and an even more killer eye for detail. But the
            best part about working for her? She was fun.
         

         As I jumped off the cable car, I caught sight of my “office.” Jillian Designs was
            in Russian Hill, a beautiful part of town: fairy tale mansions, quiet streets, and
            a fantastic view from the taller peaks. Some of the larger old homes had been converted
            to commercial space, and our building was one of the nicest.
         

         I breathed a sigh when I entered my office. Jillian wanted each designer to make their
            space their own. It was a way to show potential clients what they could expect, and
            I’d put a lot of thought into my work space. Deep gray walls were accented by plush,
            salmon pink curtains. My desk was dark ebony with a chair draped in soft gold and
            champagne silks. The room was quietly distinguished—with a touch of whimsy coming
            from my collection of Campbell’s Soup ads from the thirties and forties. I’d found
            a bunch of them at a tag sale, all clipped from old issues of Life magazine. I had them mounted and framed, and I still chuckled every time I looked
            at them.
         

         I spent a few minutes throwing out the flowers from last week and arranging a new
            display. Every Monday I stopped in a local shop to choose flowers for the week. The
            blooms changed, but the colors tended to fall within the same palette. I was particularly
            fond of deep oranges and pinks, peaches and warm golds. Today I had chosen hybrid
            tea roses of a beautiful coral color, the tips tinged raspberry.
         

         I stifled a yawn and sat down at my desk, preparing for the day. I caught sight of
            Jillian as she breezed past my door and waved at her. She came back and stuck her
            head in. Always pulled together, she was tall, lean, and lovely. Today, clad in black
            top to bottom but for the fuchsia peep-toe pumps she was rocking, she was chic.
         

         “Hey, girl! How’s the apartment?” she asked, sitting in the chair across from my desk.

         “Fantastic. Thank you again so much! I can never repay you for this. You are the best,”
            I gushed.
         

         Jillian had sublet her apartment to me, which she’d had since she moved into the city
            years ago. Now she was refinishing a house in Sausalito. Rents being what they were
            in the city, it was a no brainer. The rent control made the price obscenely low. I
            prepared to gush further when she stopped me with a wave of her hand.
         

         “Shush, it’s nothing. I know I should get rid of it, but it was my first grown-up
            place in the city, and for the rent it would just break my heart to let it go! Besides,
            I like the idea of it being lived in again. It’s such a great neighborhood.”
         

         She smiled, and I stifled another yawn. Her sharp eyes caught it.

         “Caroline, it’s Monday morning. How can you be yawning already?” she chided.

         I laughed. “When’s the last time you slept there, Jillian?” I looked at her over the
            rim of my coffee cup. It was my third already. I’d be cruising soon.
         

         “Oh boy, it’s been a while. Maybe a year ago? Benjamin was out of town, and I still
            had a bed over there. Sometimes when I was working late I’d stay in the city overnight.
            Why do you ask?”
         

         Benjamin was her fiancé. Self-made millionaire, venture capitalist, and knockout gorgeous.
            My friends and I had a killer crush.
         

         “Did you hear anything from next door?” I asked.

         “No, no. I don’t think so. Like what?”

         “Hmm, just noises. Late-night noises.”

         “No, not when I was there. I don’t know who lives there now, but I think someone moved
            in last year, maybe? The year before? Never met him. Why? What did you hear?”
         

         I blushed furiously and sipped my coffee.

         “Wait a minute. Late-night noises? Caroline? Seriously? Did you hear some sexy times?” she prodded.
         

         I thumped my head on the desk. Oh, God. Flashbacks. No more thumping. I peeked up
            at her, and she had her head thrown back in laughter.
         

         “Aw jeez, Caroline. I had no idea! The last neighbor I remember was in his eighties,
            and the only noise I ever heard coming from that bedroom was reruns of Gunsmoke. But come to think of it, I could hear that TV show remarkably well…” She trailed off.
         

         “Yes, well, Gunsmoke isn’t what’s coming through those walls now. Straight up sex is coming through those
            walls. And not sweet, boring sex either. We’re talking…interesting.” I smiled.
         

         “What did you hear?” she asked, her eyes lighting up.

         I don’t care how old you are, or what background you come from, there are two universal
            truths. We will always laugh at…gas if it happens at the wrong time, and we are always curious about what goes on in
            other people’s bedrooms.
         

         “Jillian, seriously. It was like nothing I’ve ever heard before! The first night,
            they were banging the wall so hard a picture fell off and hit me on the head!”
         

         Her eyes widened, and she leaned forward on my desk. “Shut up!”

         “I will not! Then I heard…Jesus, I heard spanking.” I was discussing spanking with
            my boss. Do you see why I love my life?
         

         “Nooo,” she breathed, and we giggled like schoolgirls.

         “Yeesss. And he made my bed move, Jillian. Made it move! I saw her the next morning,
            as Spanx was leaving.”
         

         “You call her Spanx?”

         “You bet! And then last night—”

         “Two nights in a row! Spanx got spanked again?”

         “Oh no, last night I was treated to a freak of nature I’ve named Purina,” I continued.

         “Purina? I don’t get it.” She frowned.

         “The Russian he made meow last night.”
         

         She laughed again, causing Steve from accounting to stick his head in the door.

         “What are you two hens clucking about in here?” he asked, shaking his head.

         “Nothing,” we answered at the same time, then cracked up again.

         “Two women in two nights, that’s impressive.” She sighed.
         

         “Come on, impressive? No. Manwhore? Yes.”

         “Wow, do you know his name?”

         “I do, in fact. His name is Simon. I know this because Spanx and Purina kept screaming
            it over and over again. I could make it out over the banging…Stupid wall banger,”
            I muttered.
         

         She was silent for a moment, and then she grinned. “Simon Wallbanger—I love it!”

         “Yeah, you love it. You didn’t have your cat trying to mate with Purina through the
            wall last night.” I chuckled ruefully and laid my head back on the desk as we continued
            to giggle.
         

         “Okay, let’s get to work,” Jillian finally said, wiping the tears from her eyes. “I
            need you to land these new clients today. What time are they coming in?”
         

         “Ah, Mr. and Mrs. Nicholson are here at one. I’ve got the presentation and the plans
            all ready for them. I think they’ll really like the way I redesigned their bedroom.
            We’re going to be able to offer an en suite sitting room and an entirely new bathroom. It’s pretty great.”
         

         “I believe you. Can you run through your ideas with me at lunch?”

         “Yep, I’m all over it,” I answered as she headed for the door.

         “You know, Caroline, if you can land this job, it would be huge for the firm,” she
            said, eying me over her tortoiseshell glasses.
         

         “Just wait until you see what I came up with for their new home theater.”

         “They don’t have a home theater.”

         “Not yet they don’t,” I said, arching my eyebrows and grinning devilishly.

         “Nice,” she appraised and left to start her day.

         The Nicholsons were definitely a couple I wanted—everyone did. Mimi had done some
            work for Natalie Nicholson, blueblood and well heeled, when she reorganized her office
            last year. She referred me when interior design hit the table, and I immediately started
            plans for their bedroom remodel.
         

         Wallbanger. Pffft.
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         “Fantastic, Caroline. Simply fantastic,” Natalie raved as I walked her and her husband
            to the front door. We’d spent almost two hours going through the plans, and while
            we’d compromised on a few key points, it was going to be an exciting project.
         

         “So, you think you’re the right designer for us?” Sam asked, his deep brown eyes twinkling
            as he wrapped his arm around his wife’s waist and played with her ponytail.
         

         “You tell me,” I teased back, smiling at the two of them.

         “I think we would love to work with you on this project,” Natalie said as we shook
            hands.
         

         I internally high-fived myself, but kept my face composed. “Excellent. I’ll be in
            touch very soon, and we can get started on a schedule,” I said as I held the door
            for them.
         

         I stood in the doorway as I waved them off, then let the door close behind me. I glanced
            over at Ashley, our receptionist. She raised her eyebrows at me, and I raised mine
            right back.
         

         “So?” she asked.

         “Oh yeah. Nailed it,” I sighed, and we both squealed. Jillian came down the stairs
            as we danced about, and she stopped short. “What the hell happened down here?” she
            asked, grinning.
         

         “Caroline got hired by the Nicholsons!” Ashley squealed again.

         “Nice.” Jillian gave me a quick hug. “Proud of you, kid,” she whispered, and I beamed.
            I freaking beamed.
         

         I danced back to my office, putting a little bump and grind in it as I made my way
            around the desk. I sat down, twirled in my chair, and looked out onto the bay.
         

         Well played, Caroline. Well played.
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         That night when I went out to celebrate my success with Mimi and Sophia, I may have
            imbibed more than a few margaritas. I continued with tequila shots, and I was still
            licking at the now-nonexistent salt on the inside of my wrist as they walked me up
            my stairs.
         

         “Sophia, you’re so pretty. You know that, right?” I cooed, leaning on her as we crawled
            up the stairs.
         

         “Yes, Caroline, I’m pretty. Good grasp on the obvious,” she said. At almost six feet
            tall with fiery red hair, Sophia was keenly aware of her looks.
         

         Mimi laughed, and I turned to her.

         “And you, Mimi, you’re my best friend. And you’re so tiny! I bet I could carry you
            around in my pocket.” I giggled as I tried to find my pocket. Mimi was a petite Filipino,
            with caramel skin and the blackest hair.
         

         “We should have cut her off after the guacamole left the table,” Mimi muttered. “She
            is never allowed to drink again without food present.” She dragged me up the last
            few steps.
         

         “Don’t talk about me like I’m not here,” I complained, taking off my jacket and starting
            in on my shirt.
         

         “Okay, let’s not get naked here in the hallway, huh?” Sophia shot back, taking my
            keys from my purse and opening my door. I tried to kiss her on the cheek, and she
            pushed me off.
         

         “You smell like tequila and sexual repression, Caroline. Get off me.” She laughed
            and opened my door. As we traveled to the bedroom, I caught sight of Clive on the
            windowsill.
         

         “Hey there, Clive. How’s my big boy?” I sang.

         He glared at me and stalked off to the living room. He disapproved of my alcohol use.
            I stuck my tongue out at him. I flopped down on the bed and surveyed my girls in the
            doorway. They smirked in that you-are-drunk-and-we-are-not-so-we-judge way.
         

         “Don’t act all high and mighty, ladies. I’ve seen you more drunk than this on many
            an occasion,” I noted, my pants going the way of my blouse. Ask me why I kept my heels
            on, and I will never be able to tell you.
         

         The two of them pulled down the duvet, and I crawled under the covers and glared.
            They tucked me in so well that the only things sticking out were my eyeballs, my nostrils,
            and my messy hair.
         

         “Why is the room spinning? What the hell did you guys do to Jillian’s apartment? She’ll
            kill me if I mess up her rent control!” I cried, moaning as I watched the room move.
         

         “The room isn’t spinning. Settle down.” Mimi chuckled, sitting next to me and patting
            my shoulder.
         

         “And that thumping, what the hell is that thumping?” I whispered into Mimi’s armpit,
            which I then sniffed and complimented her deodorant choice.
         

         “Caroline, there’s no thumping. Jesus, you must have had more than we thought!” Sophia
            exclaimed, settling down at the end of the bed.
         

         “No, Sophia, I hear it too. You can’t hear that?” Mimi said in a hushed voice.

         Sophia was quiet, and all three of us listened. There was a distinct thump, and then
            an unmistakable groan.
         

         “Kittens, lay back. You are about to get Wallbanged,” I stated.

         Sophia and Mimi’s eyes grew wide, but they stayed quiet.

         Would it be Spanx? Purina? Anticipating the latter, Clive entered the room and jumped
            up on the bed. He stared at the wall with rapt attention.
         

         The four of us sat and waited. I can barely describe what we were subjected to this
            time.
         

         “Oh, God.”

         Thump.

         “Oh, God.”

         Thump thump.

         Mimi and Sophia looked at Clive and me. We just shook our heads—both of us, really.
            A slow smile spread across Sophia’s face. I focused on the voice coming through the
            wall. It was different…The pitch was lower, and, well, I couldn’t really make out
            exactly what she was saying. It wasn’t Spanx or Purina…
         

         “Mmm, Simon —” giggle “— right —” giggle “— there!” giggle.

         Huh?

         “Yes, yes —” snort “— yes! Fuck, fuck —” giggle-hee haw “— fuck, yes!”
         

         She was giggling. She was a dirty, dirty giggler.

         The three of us tittered along with her as she giggled and snorted her way toward
            what sounded like one helluva climax. Clive, realizing quickly that his beloved wasn’t
            making an appearance, beat a hasty retreat to the kitchen.
         

         “What the hell is this?” Mimi whispered, her eyes as wide as apple pies.

         “This is the sexual torture I’ve been listening to for the last two nights. You have
            no idea,” I growled, feeling the effects of the tequila.
         

         “LaughyPants has been getting done like this for the last two nights?” Sophia cried,
            slapping her hand over her mouth as more moaning laughter filtered through the wall.
         

         “Oh, hell no. Tonight is the first night I’ve had the pleasure of this one. The first
            night was Spanx. She was a naughty, naughty girl and needed to be punished. And last
            night Clive met the love of his life when Purina made her debut— ”
         

         “Why do you call her Purina?” Sophia interrupted.

         “Because she meows when he makes her come,” I said, hiding under the covers. My buzz
            was beginning to fade, replaced by the distinct lack of sleep I’d experienced since
            moving into this den of debauchery.
         

         Sophia and Mimi peeled the covers from my face just as the chick screamed, “Oh, God
            that’s…that’s —” hahahaha “— so good!”
         

         “The guy next door can make a woman meow?” Sophia asked, raising an eyebrow.

         “Apparently so.” I chuckled, feeling the first wave of nausea wash over me.

         “Why is she laughing? Why would anyone be laughing while they’re getting done like
            that?” Mimi asked.
         

         “No idea, but it’s nice to hear she’s enjoying herself,” Sophia said, laughing herself
            at a particularly loud guffaw. Guffaw my aunt Fanny…
         

         “Have you seen this guy yet?” asked Mimi, still staring at the wall.

         “Nope. My peephole is getting a workout, though.”

         “Glad to hear at least one hole is getting some around here,” Sophia muttered.

         I glared at her. “Charming, Sophia. I’ve seen the back of his head, and that’s it,”
            I answered, sitting up.
         

         “Wow, three girls in three nights. That’s some kind of stamina,” Mimi said, still
            looking in wonder at the wall.
         

         “It’s some kind of disgusting is what it is. I can’t even sleep at night! My poor
            wall!” I wailed as I heard a deep groan from him.
         

         “Your wall, what does your wall have to do —” Sophia began, and I held up my hand.
         

         “Wait for it, please,” I said. He began to bring it on home.

         The wall began to shake with the rhythmic banging, and the woman’s giggles got louder
            and louder. Sophia and Mimi stared in wonder, as I just shook my head.
         

         I could hear Simon moaning, and I knew he was getting close. But his sounds were quickly
            drowned out by this evening’s friend.
         

         “Oh —” giggle “— that’s —” giggle “— it —” giggle “— don’t —” giggle “— stop —” giggle “— don’t —” giggle “— stop —” giggle “— oh —” giggle-snort “— God —” giggle-giggle snort-snort “— don’t —” giggle “— stop!” giggle.

         Please. Please. Please, stop, I thought.
         

         Giggle-sniffle.

         And with one last giggle and groan, silence fell across the land. Sophia and Mimi
            looked at each other, and Sophia said, “Oh.”
         

         “My,” added Mimi.

         “God,” they said together.

         “And that’s why I can’t sleep,” I sighed.
         

         While the three of us recovered from the Giggler, Clive returned to play in the corner
            with a cotton ball.
         

         Giggler, I think I hate you most of all…
         

      

   
      
         Chapter Four

         THE NEXT FEW NIGHTS were blissfully quiet. No thumping, no spanking, no meowing, and no giggling. Admittedly
            Clive was a little forlorn from time to time, but everything else around the apartment
            was great. I met some of my neighbors, including Euan and Antonio who lived downstairs.
            I hadn’t heard or seen Simon since that last night with the Giggler, and while I was
            grateful for the nights of perfect sleep, I was curious about where he’d disappeared
            to. Euan and Antonio were only too glad to fill me in.
         

         “Darling, wait until you see our dear Simon. What a specimen that boy is!” Euan exclaimed.
            Antonio had caught me in the hall on my way home and had a cocktail in my hand within
            seconds.
         

         “Oh my, yes. He is exquisite! If only I were a few years younger,” Antonio crooned,
            fanning himself as Euan looked over his Bloody Mary at him.
         

         “If you were a few years younger you’d what? Please. You’d never have been in Simon’s
            league. He is filet, while—face it, love—you and I are tube steaks.”
         

         “You would know,” Antonio cackled, sucking pointedly on his celery stalk.

         “Gentleman, please. Tell me about this guy. I admit, after the show he put on last
            week, I’m a little intrigued about the man behind the wall banging.”
         

         I’d broken down and told them about Simon’s late-night antics after realizing that
            unless I dished the dirt, they would not reciprocate. They clung to every word like
            fat kids at a buffet. I told them about the ladies he made the sweet love to, and
            they filled in a few more blanks.
         

         Simon was a freelance photographer who traveled all over the world. They guessed he
            was currently on assignment, which explained my quality sleep. Simon worked on projects
            for The Discovery Channel, The Cousteau Society, National Geographic—all the bigwigs. He’d won awards for his work and even spent some time covering the
            war in Iraq a few years ago. He always left his car behind when he was traveling:
            an old, beat-up, black Range Rover Discovery, like the kind you’d find in the African
            bush. The kind people drove before the yuppies got a hold of them.
         

         Between what Euan and Antonio told me, the car, the job, and the international house
            of orgasms from the other side of the wall, I was beginning to piece together a profile
            of this man, who I still had yet to see. And I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t more
            and more intrigued by the day.
         

         Late one afternoon, after dropping off some tile samples at the Nicholsons, I decided
            to walk home. The fog had burned off, revealing the city, and it was a nice evening
            for a stroll. As I rounded the corner to my apartment, I noticed the Range Rover was
            absent from its usual place behind the building. Which meant it was out and about.
         

         Simon was back in San Francisco.

         [image: • • •]

         Although I braced myself for another round of wall banging, the next few days were
            uneventful. I worked, I walked, I Clived. I went out with my girls, I made a great
            zucchini bread in my now well-broken-in KitchenAid, and I spent time researching my
            vacation.
         

         Each year, I took a week and vacationed somewhere totally alone. Somewhere exciting,
            and I never went to the same place twice. One year I spent a week hiking in Yosemite.
            One year I went zip-lining through a rain forest canopy at an ecolodge in Costa Rica.
            Another year I spent a week scuba diving off the coast of Belize. And this year…I
            wasn’t sure where I was going to go. Going to Europe was becoming prohibitively expensive
            in this economy, so that was out. I was considering Peru, as I’d always wanted to
            see Machu Picchu. I had plenty of time, but often half the fun was deciding where
            I wanted to spend my vacation.
         

         I also spent an inordinate amount of time at my peephole. Yes, it’s true. Whenever
            I heard a door close, I actually ran to my door. Clive looked on with a smirk. He
            knew exactly what I was up to. Why he was judging me, however, I will never know,
            as his ears perked up every time he heard noises coming up the stairs. He was still
            pining for his Purina.
         

         I still hadn’t actually seen Simon. One day I got to the peephole in time to see him going into his apartment,
            but all I caught was a black T-shirt and a mess of dark hair. And even that could’ve
            been dark blond—hard to tell in the muted hallway light. I needed brighter lighting
            for better sleuthing.
         

         Another time I saw the Range Rover pulling away from the curb as I came around the
            corner on my way home from work. It was going to pass right by! Just as I was about
            to get the first peek at him, actually see the man behind the myth, I tripped and went ass over applecart on the sidewalk. Luckily
            Euan spotted me and helped me, my bruised ego, and my bruised bum off the concrete
            and inside for some Bactine with a whiskey chaser.
         

         But all remained quiet at night. I knew Simon was home, and I could hear him occasionally:
            a chair leg moving across the floor, a quiet laugh or two. But no harem, and therefore
            no wallbanging.
         

         However, we did sleep together most nights. He played Duke Ellington and Glenn Miller
            on his side of the wall, and I lay in bed on my side, listening shamelessly. My grandpa
            used to play his old records at nighttime, and the pop and crackle of a needle on
            vinyl was comforting as I fell asleep, Clive curled up at my side. I’ll say this for
            Simon: he had good taste in music.
         

         But this calm and quiet was too good to last, and all hell broke loose again a few
            nights later.
         

         First, I was treated to another round of Spanx. She had once again been a very bad
            girl and certainly deserved the resounding spanking she received—a spanking that lasted
            almost half an hour and ended with calls of, “That’s it! Right there. God, yes, right
            there!” before the actual walls began to shake. I’d lain awake that night, rolling
            my eyes and growing more and more frustrated.
         

         The next morning, from my post at the peephole, I saw Spanx leaving and got my first
            really good look at her. Pink-faced and glowing, she was a soft, round little bit
            of a girl with curvy hips and thighs, and packing some serious junk in the trunk.
            She was short—really short—and a little plump. She had to stand on tiptoes as she
            kissed Simon goodbye, and I missed seeing him because I watched her walk away. I marveled
            at his taste in women. She was the total opposite of what I’d seen of Purina, who
            looked like a model.
         

         Anticipating that Purina was soon up on the roster, the following night I gave Clive
            a sock full of catnip and a bowlful of tuna. My hope was to get him wasted and passed
            out before the action started. The treats had the opposite effect. My boy was ready
            to party down when the first strains of Purina came shrieking through the walls about
            one fifteen in the morning.
         

         If Clive could have put on a mini smoking jacket, he would have.

         He stalked the room, pacing back and forth in front of the wall, playing it cool.
            When Purina began her meows, though, he couldn’t contain himself. He once again launched
            toward the wall. He jumped from nightstand to dresser to shelf, scaling pillows and
            even a lamp to get closer to his beloved. When he realized he would never be able
            to burrow under the plaster, he serenaded her with some weird kind of kitty Barry
            White, his yowls matching hers in intensity.
         

         When the walls began to shake, and Simon was bringing it on home, I was amazed they
            could maintain their control and focus with the racket going on. Clearly, if I could
            hear them, they must have been able to hear Clive and all his carrying on. Although
            if I were impaled on the Wallbanger Wondercock, I imagine I could compartmentalize
            as well…
         

         For now, though, I was impaled on nothing and getting angry. I was tired, I was horny
            with no release in sight, and my cat had a Q-Tip sticking out of his mouth that looked
            frighteningly like a tiny cigarette.
         

         After an abbreviated night’s sleep, the next morning I dragged myself to the peephole
            for another round of HaremWatch. I was rewarded with a brief side profile of Simon
            as he leaned in to kiss Purina goodbye. It was quick, but it was enough to see the
            jaw: strong, defined, good. He gave great jaw. The best thing about that day was the
            jaw sighting. The rest of the day was shit.
         

         First, there was a problem with the general contractor over at the Nicholson house.
            It seems he was not only taking extremely long lunch breaks, he was actually blazing
            it up in their attic every day. The whole third floor smelled like a Dead concert.
         

         Then, an entire pallet of tiles for the bathroom floor arrived cracked and chipped.
            The amount of time needed to reorder and reship would set the entire project back
            at least two weeks, leaving no possibility of finishing on time. Any time major construction
            takes place, the project end date is an estimated time of completion. However, I had never missed a deadline, and this being such a
            high-profile job, it made me very warm (not in a good way) to realize there was nothing
            I could do to speed things up short of flying to Italy and bringing back those tiles
            my damn self.
         

         After a quick lunch, during which I spilled an entire soda all over the floor and
            thoroughly embarrassed myself, I headed back toward work and stopped in a store to
            look at some new hiking boots. I had plans to go hiking over in the Marin headlands
            this weekend.
         

         As I examined the selection, I felt warm breath in my ear that I instinctively flinched
            against.
         

         “Hey you,” I heard, and I froze in terror. Flashbacks poured over me, and I saw spots.
            I felt cold and hot at the same time, and the single most horrifying experience of
            my life passed through my mind. I turned and saw…
         

         Cory Weinstein. The machine-gun fucker who’d hijacked the O.

         “Caroline, lookin’ good in the neighborhood,” he crooned, channeling his inner Tom
            Jones.
         

         I swallowed back bile and struggled to keep my composure. “Cory, good to see you.
            How are you?” I managed.
         

         “Can’t complain. Just touring restaurants for the old man. How are you? How’s the
            decorating business treating you?”
         

         “Design business, and it’s good. In fact, I was just on my way back to work, so if
            you’ll excuse me,” I sputtered, beginning to push past him.
         

         “Hey, no rush, pretty thing. Have you had lunch? I can get you a discount on some
            pizza just a few blocks away. How does five percent off sound to you?” he said. If
            it was possible for a voice to swagger, his did.
         

         “Wow, five percent. As much as that does sweeten the pot, I’m gonna pass.” I chuckled.

         “So, Caroline, when can I see you again? That night…damn. It was pretty great, huh?”
            He winked, and my skin begged me to tear it from my body and throw it at him.
         

         “No. No, Cory. And hell no,” I blurted, the bile rising again. Flashes of in and out
            and in and out and in and out. My hoohah shrieked in its own defense. Granted, the
            two of us were not on great terms, but nevertheless I knew how afraid she was of the
            machine gun. Not on my watch.
         

         “Oh, come on, baby. Let’s make some magic,” he cooed.

         He leaned in, and I could tell he’d had sausage recently. “Cory, you should know I’m
            about to vomit on your shoes, so I’d back up if I were you.”
         

         He blanched and stepped away.

         “And for the record, I’d rather staple my head to the wall than make magic with you again. You and me and your five-percent discount? Not going to happen. Bye-bye
            now,” I said through clenched teeth and stalked out of the store.
         

         I stomped back to work, angry and alone. No Italian tiles, no hiking boots, no man,
            and no O.
         

         I spent the night on the couch in a funk. I didn’t answer the phone. I didn’t make
            dinner. I ate leftover Thai from the takeout container and growled back at Clive when
            he tried to sneak a shrimp. He flounced to the corner and glared at me from under
            a chair.
         

         I watched Barefoot Contessa, which usually cheered me up. Tonight she made French
            onion soup and took it to the beach for lunch with her husband, Jeffrey. Normally
            watching the two of them made me all warm and fuzzy inside. They were so cute. Tonight
            they made me nauseous. I wanted to be sitting on the beach in South Hampton, wrapped in a blanket and eating
            soup with Jeffrey. Well, not Jeffrey per se, but a Jeffrey equivalent. My own Jeffrey.
         

         Fucking Jeffrey. Fucking Barefoot Contessa. Fucking lonely takeout.

         When it was late enough that I could justify going to bed and putting this terrible
            day behind me, I dragged my sad-sack self back to my bedroom. I went to get my pjs,
            and realized I hadn’t done any laundry. Dammit. I dug around in my jammies drawer,
            looking for something, anything. I had plenty of sexy little numbers, from back in
            the day when O and I were on the same page.
         

         I grumbled and fumed and finally pulled out a pink baby doll nightie. It was frilly
            and sweet, and while I used to love to sleep in beautiful lingerie, I currently hated
            it. It was a physical reminder of my missing O. Although, it had been a while since
            I’d attempted to contact her. Maybe tonight would be the night. I was certainly tense.
            No one could use the release more than me.
         

         I shooshed Clive out and closed the door. No one needed to see this.

         I turned on some INXS, since tonight I needed all the help I could get. Michael Hutchence
            always got me close. I climbed into bed, arranged the pillows behind me, and slipped
            between the sheets. In the tiny nightie, my bare legs slid along the cool cotton.
            There’s nothing like the feeling of freshly shaved legs on high-thread-count sheets.
            Maybe this was a good idea after all. I closed my eyes and tried to slow my breathing.
            The last few times I’d attempted to find the O, I was so thoroughly frustrated that
            by the end I was near tears.
         

         Tonight I began with the usual fantasy roundup. I started with a little Catalano,
            allowing my hands to slip under the bottom of my nightie and come up to my breasts.
            As I thought of Jordan Catalano/Jared Leto kissing Angela Chase in the basement of
            the school, I imagined it was me. I felt his kisses thick and heavy on my lips, and
            it became his hands sliding up my skin toward my nipples. As my/Jordan’s fingers began
            to massage, I felt that familiar tug low in my tummy, getting warm all over.
         

         With my eyes still closed, the image changed to Jason Bourne/Matt Damon attacking
            my skin. With the two of us on the run from the government, only our physical connection
            kept us alive. My/Jason’s fingers trailed lightly down my belly, sliding inside my
            matching panties. I could feel it working. My touch was waking something, stirring
            something inside. I gasped when I felt how ready I was for Jason, and for Jordan.
         

         Jesus. The thought of the two of them together, working to bring back the O made me
            actually twitch. I moaned and went for the big guns.
         

         I went Clooney. Flashes of Clooney came to me as my fingers teased and twirled, twisted
            and taunted. Danny Ocean…George from Facts Of Life…
         

         And then, I went for it.

         Dr. Ross. Third season of ER, after the Caesar haircut had been rectified. Mmmm…I moaned and groaned. It was working.
            I was actually getting really turned on. For the first time in months, my brain and
            the rest of me seemed to be in tune. I rolled onto my side, hand between my legs as
            I saw Dr. Ross kneeling before me. He licked his lips and asked me when was the last
            time anyone had made me scream.
         

         You have no idea. Make me scream, Dr. Ross.

         Behind tightly closed eyes, I saw him lean toward me, his mouth getting closer and
            closer. He gently pressed my knees farther apart, placing kisses on the inside of
            each thigh. I could actually feel his breath on my legs, which made me shiver.
         

         His mouth opened, and that perfect Clooney tongue flickered out to taste me.

         Thump.

         “Oh, God.”

         Thump thump.

         “Oh, God.”

         No. No. No!

         “Simon…mmm —” giggle.
         

         I couldn’t believe it. Even Dr. Ross looked confused.

         “So —” giggle “— fucking —” giggle “— good…hahahaha!”
         

         I groaned as I felt Dr. Ross leaving me. I was wet, I was frustrated, and now Clooney
            thought someone was laughing at him. He began to back away…
         

         No, don’t leave me, Dr Ross. Not you!

         “That’s it! That’s it! Oh…oh…hahahahaha!”

         The walls began to shake, and the bed-thumping began.

         That’s it. Giggle this, bitch…
         

         I scrambled to my feet, the Catalano and the Bourne and the ever-loving Clooney fading
            away in wisps of testosterone-laden smoke. I threw back the covers, whipped open the
            door, and stalked out of my bedroom. Clive held out a paw and started to reproach
            me for shutting him out, but when he saw my face, he wisely let me pass.
         

         I stomped to my front door, my heels pounding into the hardwood floor. I was beyond
            angry. I was livid. I’d been so close. I opened my front door with the strength of a thousand angry Os, denied release
            for centuries. I began to pound on his door. I pounded hard and long, like Clooney
            had been about to pound into me. I banged again and again, never relenting, never
            letting up. I could hear feet slapping toward the door, but still I didn’t let up.
            The frustration of the day and the week and the months without an O unleashed itself
            in a tirade the likes of which no one had ever seen.
         

         I heard locks rattling and chains coming undone, but still onward I banged. I began
            to yell. “Open this door, you asshole, or I will come through the wall!”
         

         “Take it easy. Quit that banging,” I heard Simon say.

         Then the door swung open, and I stared. There he was. Simon.

         Silhouetted by soft light from behind, Simon stood with one hand grasping the door
            and the other hand holding a white sheet around his hips. I looked him over from top
            to bottom, my hand still hanging the air, clenched into a fist. It was pulsing, I’d
            been banging so hard.
         

         He had jet black hair that stood straight up, likely from the Giggler’s hands buried
            in it as he plowed into her. His eyes were piercing blue, and cheekbones just as strong
            as the jaw. Completing the package? Kiss-swollen lips, and what looked like about
            three days of scruff.
         

         Jesus, there was scruff. How had I missed that this morning?

         I gazed down his long, lean body. He was tan, but not a premeditated tan—outdoorsy
            tan, weathered tan, manly tan. His chest rose and fell as he panted, his skin coated in a thin sheen of sex sweat.
            As my eyes traveled down further I saw a smattering of dark hair low on his torso,
            which led below the sheet. Below the six pack. Below that V that some men have, and
            which on him didn’t look weird or BowFlexed.
         

         He was stunning. Of course he was stunning. And why did there have to be scruff?

         I inadvertently gasped as my gaze dropped lower than I had intended. But my eyes were
            drawn, as if by a magnet, lower and lower. Beneath the sheet—which was already lower
            on his hips than should be legal—
         

         He

         Was

         Still

         Hard.

      

   
      
         Chapter Five

         “OH, GOD.”
         

         Thump.

         “Oh, God.”

         Thump thump.

         I was traveling up the bed with the strength of his thrusts. He drove into me with
            unflinching force, giving me exactly what I could take, then pushing me just past
            that edge. He stared down at me, hard, flashing a knowing smirk. I closed my eyes,
            letting myself feel how deeply I was being affected. And by deep, I mean deep…
         

         He grasped my hands and brought them above my head to the headboard.

         “You’re gonna wanna hold on tight for this,” he whispered and threw one of my legs
            up over his shoulder as he altered the rhythm of his hips.
         

         “Simon!” I shrieked, feeling my body begin to spasm. His eyes, those damnable blue
            eyes, bore into mine as I shook around him.
         

         “Mmm, Simon!” I screamed again. And promptly woke up—with my arms over my head, hands
            tightly grasping the headboard.
         

         I closed my eyes for a moment and forced my fingers to uncurl. When I looked again
            I could see dents in my hands from gripping so tightly.
         

         I struggled to sit up. I was covered in sweat and panting. I was actually panting.
            I found the sheets in a ball at the foot of the bed with Clive buried underneath,
            just his nose peeking out.
         

         “Oh, Clive, are you hiding?”

         “Meow,” came the angry reply, and a tiny face followed the kitty nose.

         “You can come out, silly. Mommy’s done screaming. I think.” I chuckled, running a
            hand through my damp hair.
         

         I had charmingly sweated through my pjs, so I got up to stand over the A/C vent, cooling
            off and beginning to calm down. “That was close, huh, O?” I grimaced, pressing my
            legs together and feeling a not-unpleasant ache between my thighs.
         

         Ever since the night Simon and I “met” in the hallway, I couldn’t stop dreaming about
            him. I didn’t want to, really didn’t want to, but my unconscious mind had taken over and was having her way with
            him. Nocturnally. My body and brain were separate on this one: Brain knew better,
            Lower Caroline was not so sure…
         

         Clive pushed past me and ran into the kitchen to do his little dance next to his bowl.

         “Yah yah yah, settle down,” I croaked as he threaded himself in and out of my ankles.
            I dumped a scoop of kibble in his bowl and hit the coffee. I settled against the counter
            and tried to collect myself. I was still breathing a little hard.
         

         That dream had been…well, it had been intense. I thought again of his body perched
            over mine, a bead of sweat rolling off his nose and dropping onto my chest. He’d lowered
            himself and dragged his tongue up my stomach, toward my breasts, and then…
         





OEBPS/images/break1.jpg







OEBPS/images/title.jpg
WALLBANGER
dice dafn

G

GALLERY BOOKS

NEWYORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/images/9781476741260.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES & USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LBAN

“An instant classic,
with plenty of laugh-out-loud
moments and
riveting characters.”

—New York Times and
USA Today bestselling author
Jennifer Probst

AVAILAB EERINNPAPERBAC







