
        
            
                
            
        

    









You Again



◆◆◆
 


[image: ]


















Copyright 2020 Monica Clayton
Published by M.E. Clayton
All Rights Reserved
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
This book is a work of fiction. The entire content is a product of the author’s imagination and all names, places, businesses, and incidences are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons (living or dead), places or occurrences, is entirely coincidental.
No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any manner, whatsoever, without the express written consent from the author, except in the case of brief quotation embodied in critical articles or reviews.
Formatting: Smashwords
Cover: Adobe Stock
Warning: This book contains sexual situations and other adult themes. Recommended for 18 years of age and over.




Table of Contents

◆◆◆
 
Author's Note
Acknowledgements
Dedication
Playlist
Prologue
1. Henley
2. Dash
3. Henley
4. Dash
5. Henley
6. Dash
7. Henley
8. Dash
9. Henley
10.Dash
11. Henley
12. Dash
13. Henley
14. Dash
15. Henley
Epilogue
About the Author
Other Books
Contact Me
Newsletter Sign-Up




Author’s Note

◆◆◆
 
Just a couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than that, all my books are independent projects.
That being said, I apologize, in advance, for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for grammar, my books are probably not for you.
Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However, the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come out. And because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as myself.
Thank you, for everything!
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And, finally, I’d like to thank everyone who’s purchased, read, reviewed, shared, and supported me and my writing. Thank you so much for helping make this dream a reality and a happy, fun one at that! I cannot say thank you enough!
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Anyone who’s had a bad day, and just needs a good laugh.
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Prologue



This couldn’t be happening.
Not to me.
My mind was stunned in disbelief at what I was seeing. My heart was searching for an explanation, while my mind was screaming that the explanation was right there, staring me in the face.
I was standing on the sidewalk, wondering how everyone else could just be going on with their lives, while mine was shattering to pieces in front of them all.
Could they not see it?
Was it just me?
Was this some horrible nightmare I just needed to shake myself awake from?
I watched him wrap his arms around her and throw his head back, laughing towards the sky. Even from where I stood, I could hear that it was a genuinely happy sound. He looked back down at her and his smile spread across his entire face. I also noticed it reached his eyes.
When was the last time he laughed like that around me?
Nope.
No.
Hell, no.
My self-respect shoved my insecurities aside and reminded me that, if he were unhappy, he could have said something. If he no longer loved me, he could have just told me. However, he should have said something when he began to fall out of love with me, not after the fact. He could have communicated his doubts or concerns.
I stood on the sidewalk, feeling like an utter fool.
I thought we were happy.
I thought we were getting married.
That’s when anger pushed self-respect aside and I walked up to the asshole and his floozy.
*****
This couldn’t be happening.
No to me.
This shit only happened in bad romantic comedies. This was the shit you heard happened, but never imagined it truly happened in real life.
But it was happening.
I stood outside the bedroom door, my hand on the doorknob, white-knuckled, wondering how in the fuck something like this happens.
How did a person explain this type of crazy shit?
How did a person not see the signs of something like this coming?
Was I that blind?
Or was I just that stupid?
Had I been hoodwinked by perfectly styled blonde hair and cornflower blue eyes?
With a sickening dose of reality, I knew I’d been played for the fool when I heard the exact same moans escape through the door that I’ve heard over, and over again this past year. There was no change up. It was almost as if they were scripted.
And I’d been replaced as the leading man in her fucked-up little show.
And, well fuck, did I just suck in bed?
Nope.
No.
Hell, no.
My self-respect slapped me in the back of the head and reassured me that my dick and its skills were just fine. If she were unhappy or unsatisfied, she damn well sure should have said something. I wasn’t a prude. If she wanted to spice things up, all she had to do was say something. Communicate, damn it!
I thought we were happy.
I actually considered marrying the cheating tramp.
That’s when anger pushed maturity aside and I opened the door and lost my ever lovin’ shit.




Chapter 1



Henley~
Men were evil.
They were the spawn of Satan and I had no use for them.
I slapped my purse on the counter, and the bartender must have felt the man-hating vibes permeating off me when I walked in, because he was standing in front of me before my ass even hit the barstool.
“What can I get you?” he said, smiling.
The prick.
“A Bud Light and a shot of tequila,” I growled. “And keep them coming, please.” He was wise enough not to look at the clock before he went to make my order.
So what if it wasn’t even five? I felt this was appropriate, considering I’d just flown in from Texas this afternoon, after surprising my very ex-fiancé on his business trip to Austin. The surprise? Well, that had been me getting ready to walk into his hotel lobby and witnessing the asshole with his hands and lips all over some woman-who wasn’t me, by the way-as they waited for the valet. I knew this because I had stood frozen on the sidewalk and had watched them both make their way to his rental when it had pulled up.
And what did I do, you ask?
I behaved like a goddamn grownup because I hadn’t wanted to end up an internet clip.
Instead of losing my shit-like I’d had every right to-I had walked up to the car after Arnold had secured his lady friend in the passenger seat and shoved my engagement ring into his gaping mouth once he noticed me standing next to him. Then I had turned around, praying he’d choke on the goddamn thing, and grabbed a flight back to California. From there I’d gone home, changed, and hit the first bar my Uber driver had recommended.
Men fucking sucked.
The bartender placed my beer and shot on the bar and I knew I was going to have to leave him a huge tip when I asked, “Why do men suck?” He was a good-looking guy, but now a bit nervous as his blue eyes started darting around the room like a cornered animal. “I mean, not you personally, but why do they suck in general? What’s up with their bullshit?”
Before the man could answer-or run for cover-a deep, gravelly voice hit my eardrums and my last nerve. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I turned, and in a different place and at a different time, I probably would have swooned. The guy butting into my one-sided conversation was gorgeous, and even in my man-hating mental state, I could acknowledge that.
It was dim in here, but he looked to have black hair and his eyes-currently shooting daggers my way-were grey. He looked like he might be tall, but since he was sitting down, I couldn’t tell for sure. He also looked like he knew the inside of a gym. I must have been in a serious haze of rage to have missed him when I had walked in.
I saw him now, though.
“Excuse me?” I snapped.
He turned his body to face me head-on. “Why do men suck?” he bit out. “Why do women suck, is the real question.”
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the bartender slowly backing away, but that was okay. My focus was now on this man-no matter how gorgeous-trying to shit on my broken heart. “Are you serious?” I asked incredulously. “It’s not women who can’t keep their dicks in their pants.”
His bruised knuckles turned white around the tumbler in his hand. “No. It’s just women who can’t keep their legs closed,” he shot back. “What is it with you people? One dick isn’t enough?”
I was going to murder this man.
Arnold had gotten away unscathed-unless the diamond tore at his esophagus on the way down-but this man…yeah. “You have nerve,” I replied. “Tell me this, then. Why do men ask women to marry them when they really don’t want to be tied down to one woman? Tell me that.”
“I got one better,” he countered. “Why do women lie and say they want a good man, one who’s nice and sensitive and considerate, when they really don’t? You get a nice guy, then cheat on him with some jerk who wears too much cologne and has a shit vocabulary. Explain that.”
I couldn’t because I wasn’t a cheater, so instead…“Why do men claim to love you just the way you are, but when you ruin your body, giving them their little eight to ten pound legacies, they turn around, and then dump you for a size two?” I slammed my tequila shot after that question, because that was one question that really burned in my gut.
His brows shot up. “You think women are the only victims to vanity?” he challenged. “Why do you think men spend hours at the gym, trying to keep their six-packs intact?”
“To look at all the spandex-clad ass running all over the place,” I tossed back.
He leaned forward, but he was not going to intimidate me. I grabbed my beer and my purse, and skipped three seats over, until we were face-to-face as he growled out, “It’s because, if our dicks aren’t big enough, we have to keep your interests somehow. And consideration is obviously not the way to go.”
“It’s because you guys aren’t considerate,” I argued. “Women do it all. We work, raise the kids, clean the house, do the laundry, cook dinner, do the shopping, pay the bills, and basically manage the entire household. What do you guys do? Work and do the goddamn yard. And, yet, you’re still not happy. On top of everything else, we’re still expected to remain a size nothing and take your dick down our throats like a porn star. You talk about being considerate, have you ever considered all of that?”
“Oh, you’re a piece of work,” he replied, slamming his glass on the bar. “Men do more than just work and do the fucking yard.”
“Uh…just…there are other patrons in the-” I shot the bartender a withering look, and he backed off in defeat. However, I didn’t want to get thrown out before I won this argument, so I moved my seat closer, so we could whisper-yell at each other.
My nemesis followed my cue and moved his seat closer until we were almost nose-to-nose. He also lowered his voice. “We do more than just work and do the goddamn yard,” he repeated. “And you know it.”
I snorted. “Enlighten me, oh, wise one.”
“We carry the work, do the yard, fix any-damn-thing that needs fixing, maintain the vehicles, pay the bills-you can’t claim that one-also raise the kids because we’re parents, too. Also, who says we don’t cook or clean or shop? And on top of doing just as much as women do, we’re expected to haul around a ten-inch dick and perform on cue. And God forbid you don’t have an orgasm. We’re really worthless then, aren’t we?”
A shadow passed, and when I looked up, the bartender had replaced our drinks, he had also included a shot of tequila for Misguided Jim here, and slowly backed away again.
Coward.
“If you’d just ask, we’d be more than happy to tell you how to find your way around,” I said, scorn and dissatisfaction coating every word. I had traded satisfying sex for love. I had convinced myself it had been a worthy sacrifice if it meant I was going to spend the rest of my life with a man who was going to love and cherish me. Sex was just a small part of the bigger picture.
Boy, was I wrong.
Nem-I didn’t know his name, so in my mind, it was easier to shorten the word nemesis-let out a genuine growl. “That only works if you guys aren’t too busy pretending to be The Virgin Mary,” he threw back. “You’re so damn worried we’re going to think you’re a trashy slut, you guys hide under the covers and pretend you’ve never done it before. In the meantime, you’re taking it up the ass from a complete stranger because you can’t just fucking communicate and trust that you’re not going to be judged for your desires.”
Nem damn near knocked the wind out of me. “Are you out of your mind?” I whispered-screeched. I reached for my shot and threw it back, not feeling the burn, I was so mad. I waited until as he drank his shot down and continued. “Of course, we’re being judged. Do you think any woman wants a goddamn treadmill for her birthday? You get mad if another man shows us any attention, but in the meantime, you treat us as if we’re part of the furniture in your home. Gone are the compliments, the date nights, and just the all-around appreciation.”
“And do you think, after coming home from working a long day, we want to hear how we’ve failed for the week?” he countered. “We’re supposed give you compliments, when all we get are spotlights on our failures all goddamn week?”
My mind was scrambling with all the bullshit he was throwing my way. I wasn’t like that. I never nagged Arnold or pointed out his failures. I had encouraged the asshole. I had been his biggest cheerleader when there were promotions at work or when he had wanted to take up rock climbing.
“We don’t do that,” I insisted.
Nem scoffed. “Sure, you do. You just don’t know you’re doing it. You just think you’re giving us constructive criticism. Newsflash, Red, you’re not. And,” he continued, “on top of doing all the shit we already do, we’re expected to remember Valentine’s Day, Mother’s Day, Anniversaries, and not just our wedding anniversary. Nooooooo. We’re expected to remember when we first asked you out. When we first held hands. When we first went to the coast. When we first bought matching Christmas sweaters. When we first fucked-oh, sorry. When we first made love, because cut my tongue out if we dare call fucking, fucking.”
That’s it.
I was going to kill this man.




Chapter 2



Dash~
Women were evil.
Case in point, this man-hating redhead daring to talk to me about how men sucked when I just barely escaped getting arrested for kicking Glen’s naked ass in Whitney’s apartment.
I knew I worked a lot and had a tendency to get lost in my work when I was working on a new project. I knew this. So, I had set my alarm to force me to stop working and had gone over to Whitney’s to surprise her with an early dinner and night out.
Surprise was right.
The surprise had been walking into her apartment-because after a year, why wouldn’t I have a key-and hearing sounds coming from her bedroom that should have only been made with me.
I had paced her living room, trying to convince myself that she was just masturbating, and the male grunts had been from the porn she’d been watching. When I couldn’t deny the obvious any longer, I had turned that goddamn doorknob and had walked in on my worst fears confirmed.
Whitney had been laying on her bed, legs spread, while her fucking gym trainer’s white ass had been pumping into her from above. I had lost my shit, pulled Glen from her body, and had beaten the shit out of him until Whitney had threatened to call the police.
And to think I thought she could possibly be The One.
I had hit the first bar I saw once the red haze of rage had dissipated and all to hear some woman start talking about how men sucked.
Fuck that shit.
Red-because I didn’t know her name-was growling like a rabid dog. “If men treated women with respect outside of the bedroom, then maybe we wouldn’t feel so used inside the bedroom when you wanted to roleplay,” she snapped. “Ever thought of that?”
“Roleplay?” Was she out of her mind? “When was the last time you sucked dick without the poor sucker having to beg for it?” I scoffed. “And you think you guys are up for roleplaying? You’re delusional.”
Her green eyes were blazing with hate. Any other time, I could appreciate that she was fucking stunning. She had dark auburn hair, green eyes, and alabaster skin. There was a smatter of freckles over her petite nose, and her lips were sexy enough to make a man beg for a blowjob. However, they left a lot to be desired right now as she spewed her misguided hate my way.
Men were not the enemy here. Women were.
As for her body, I couldn’t tell much because her movements were limited to leaning close enough to me to snarl and chomp at my arguments, but she looked to be slim. She didn’t have a huge rack underneath her pale-yellow blouse, but there was enough to fit in my hands or mouth-wait. I meant, some man’s hands or mouth. Certainly not mine.
“Well, maybe if men would help wash a dish, we’d have the energy to be the sex goddesses you obviously need,” she shot back before flagging the bartender down. The man wisely rushed to replace the shots of tequila we had taken earlier. I wasn’t big on shots, but the whiskey I’d been drinking hadn’t been doing the job. So, when the bartender placed the shot in front of me, I had taken it.
“We don’t need sex goddesses,” I clarified. “We just need you to fucking communicate.”
“We do!” she insisted.
Before I could explain that they don’t, we toasted our shot glasses, and tossed them back. I knew I needed to stop after this one, but like hell would I look like a pussy in front of this woman. Especially, watching her finish off her Bud Light and sliding it across the bar like a pro for the bartender to replace.
“Bullshit,” I said, getting back to the topic at hand. “We ask you guys what’s wrong and you automatically say ‘nothing’, then get pissed because we believe you or can’t figure it out for ourselves. Just tell us what the fuck’s wrong. We’re not goddamn mind readers, you know.”
“Why bother?” she countered. “It’s not like you guys really care about what’s bothering us.”
“See? That’s such bullshit.” Of course, we cared. I did every fucking thing I was supposed to. I remembered anniversaries. I bought flowers for no reason. I might have been neglectful when I got caught up in a new project, but I made up for it damn it. “We wouldn’t ask if we didn’t care.”
She pfft’ed me.
She actually pfft’ed me.
“You only ask to pretend to give a shit,” she said accusingly.
I downed the fresh glass of whiskey placed in front of me. “Then why be with you if we don’t care?”
Red jumped down from her barstool in triumph. “Exactly!” However, her victory was ruined as she stumbled a bit and I had to wrap my arm around her to keep her from face planting.
And I did a great job of ignoring how good she felt in my arms.
I was in the middle of a heartbreak. I didn’t need to notice how good another woman felt in my arms right now. I was trying to make a point of how men could be good and faithful. My dick getting hard for another woman, hours after the woman I truly cared about had stomped all over my heart, was probably not a good look. But then Red stumbled again, and my other arm had to come around to steady her.
It accidentally ran across her ass.
Her thick, plump, wide ass.
Where Red was petite up top, she was packing some serious weight in the hips and ass department, and a vision of her bent over had me reeling.
“Are you okay,” I asked begrudgingly. She was assassinating the integrity of men all over the world, but I didn’t want her crashing to the floor in her passion for her fight. Compassion got the better of me when I realized she wouldn’t be here drinking so early-shots of tequila, no less-unless she was nursing a broken heart, too.
Love fucking sucked.
She pulled out of my arms and her face turned red. “Of course, I am.” She looked over at the bartender, and the poor bastard walked over slowly and possibly frightened for his life. When he got to us, she said, “I need my bill, please.”
I wasn’t sure what compelled me, but I said, “It’s fine. Add her drinks to mine.”
Red whirled around on me. “You think picking up my tab makes you right? Because it doesn’t,” she said. “I did everything I was supposed to.”
“What?” What was she talking about?
“After working my ass off at work all day long, I came home and cooked. I cleaned. I did the laundry. I did the shopping. I paid the bills. When Arnold brought work home, I didn’t bitch. I encouraged him to move up in the company and chase his ambitions.”
Arnold? The was crying over a man named Arnold?
“Sure, we argued from time to time, but I wasn’t a nag.” The bartender placed our combined bill on the counter and Red reignited the rage that had been easing when she reached into her purse, pulled out a hundred-dollar bill, and slapped it on the counter. “Keep the change.”
This time I jumped off my barstool. “What? Oh, fuck no.” I wrestled my wallet from my pocket. “Do not take her fucking money,” I warned the bartender. “I said put the drinks on my tab.”
“I don’t need you paying for my drinks,” she spat. “I don’t need a man for anything.”
I slapped my credit card on the bar and shot a look at the bartender, demanding he take it, and he did, leaving the hundred on the counter. I looked back down at Red, who only came up to my chest. “Except for dick,” I pointed out.
She didn’t even flinch. “They have stores for that,” she pointed out. “And silicone doesn’t judge, or nag, or fail.”
That hit a nerve.
I’d never been insecure about my capabilities in the bedroom before, but knowing Whitney had gone elsewhere for satisfaction, well, it still plagued the back of my mind.
My ego and dick demanded satisfaction like I was fighting for my honor on an eighteenth-century dueling field. “I don’t fail in the bedroom,” I bit out.
Her green eyes narrowed in challenge. “Neither do I,” she tossed back.
The bartender handed me back my card, but my eyes never left Red’s as I signed, what I hoped looked like my signature, and stuffed the card back in my wallet and replaced it in the back of my pants.
I looked down at the stunningly angry woman in front of me and knew we’d both been hurt by people we were supposed to have been able to trust, and we needed validation that it wasn’t us. We needed reassurance that we hadn’t been the problem.
“What’s your name?” I asked. I wasn’t going to call her Red while I was balls-deep in her.
“Henley,” she answered warily. “What’s yours?”
“Dash,” I answered.
We stared at each other a full minute before I finally asked, “Your place or mine?”
Henley didn’t miss a beat. “The hotel across the street.”
Six hours later, Henley had snuck out while I was passed out from exhaustion.




Chapter 3



Henley – (Three Months Later)~
“You need to snap out of it,” my sister, Ellie, said. “You know they say indifference is the only truth to being over someone.”
I cradled the phone to my ear and looked out the window. Sheets of rain were pouring down, distorting my view of the city. It was fitting weather for my craptastic mood.
My day had started out pleasant enough. I hadn’t overslept. There were no slips in the shower. I’d even had enough time to stop at Charm and get a tall coffee and pastry. I hadn’t had to drive to Egypt for a parking space in the employee garage at Salinas Advertising and Marketing. It had been a good morning.
That is, until I had walked into the employee breakroom, to put my lunch away, and saw the balloons and box of congratulations donuts on the table with Arnold’s name scripted in perfect calligraphy across the top.
Motherfucker.
Being the grownup that I was, though, I had put my lunch away and had headed straight for my office. I was self-aware enough to take responsibility for dating someone I worked with. Everyone knew it was a bad idea, but we had done it anyway.
Or, at least, I had.
Three years ago, Arnold had come to work for S.A.M. from a competing advertising firm, and he’d been a rising star from the beginning. He was smart, ambitious, and dedicated to his climb up the ladder. He exuded confidence, and he had that home-town boy charm that snagged clients left and right.
It didn’t hurt that he was good-looking with his sandy-brown hair and light green eyes. Arnold was also six-foot, and every girl loved a tall man. He wasn’t ripped with abs, but he took care of himself and was nicely built.
And I fell for the slithering snake hook, line, and sinker.
“I am over him,” I insisted. “It’s not that.”
“Well, it can’t be because he landed another client,” she argued. “He’s always doing that.” Ellie was right, but before I could comment, she let out a long, annoying, sibling laugh. And, yes, siblings had a very specific laugh that was designed to specifically irritate the shit out of your brothers and/or sisters. And, in this case, it was sister, as I was Ellie’s only sister and sibling. “Don’t tell me you’re still in a funk over Hotel Guy.”
“He has a name, you know,” I retorted childishly.
“You would know,” she teased. “According to you, you screamed it for hours.” My head dropped back in my chair, the groan of embarrassment real and emerging from my soul.
The morning after I had snuck out on Dash, I had called Ellie and spilled everything. I told her about flying to Austin, catching Arnold with another woman, stuffing my engagement ring down his throat, flying home, going to the first bar I came across after dropping off my shit at home, and the six hours I spent with a stranger at The Lux. I didn’t tell her every little thing the man had done to me, but I gave her enough details to apparently tease me for the past three months.
And she was right.
I had screamed his name for hours.
“This isn’t about Dash either,” I denied, because even I could admit I’ve been in a funk since that night. But any woman with a working hoo-hah would be sad knowing another night like that was probably not likely to happen again.
After Dash had passed out from a job well-done, and the pleasure of his touch was no longer distracting me, shame had immediately washed over me as I laid naked next to him.
I had used him.
Sure, the tequila shots had played a part, but by the time Dash had entered my body for the third time that night, I couldn’t blame it on the alcohol anymore. I wasn’t sure what his story had been, but I had needed to feel wanted, plain and simple. And, all the baby angels in Heaven, he had delivered on that score.
It had also been the best sex I had ever had in my life.
The only cringe worthy part of the night had been the lack of condoms. Neither of us had planned on ending up at a hotel with a complete stranger, but whatever demons we’d been fighting that day, they’d been stronger than responsibility and common sense. That was another reason I had snuck out like a married athlete out of town for a game. Dash’s words from earlier, about how women didn’t know how to keep their legs closed, had slammed through my head and I had wondered how I could have fallen in bed with a man, only hours after having my heart broken by a man I was supposed to have been madly in love with.
I had planned on marrying the prick, for Christ’s sake.
Sure, it could be argued that Arnold deserved it and I had the right to act out, but that didn’t change the fact that I had used Dash to make myself feel better. And I couldn’t rid myself of how it made me feel…icky, not to mention he was basically a woman-hater. But that hadn’t taken away from the fact that he hadn’t fucked me like he hated women.
No.
He had fucked me like he loved women.
“Then what’s your damage, Henley?” Ellie asked. “Your life is pretty spectacular, save for those two men.” Ellie’s big sister advice sucked. At thirty-three, Ellie was two years older than I was.
“Karma’s not working fast enough for me, I suppose,” I told her. After the walk of shame, I had gone home and used the time off I had taken to surprise Arnold to move out of our apartment. I had put all my stuff in storage and had gone to a hotel. It had taken me two weeks to find a place to live that was reasonable, but the part that really sucked? Arnold had stayed in Austin, landed his client, and, by all accounts, has been leading a charmed life since then.
“Henley, Arnold has a small dick,” she reminded me. “Karma got him a long time ago.
I winced.
Once night, when I was in my feelings, I had confessed to Ellie that Arnold had been lacking a bit in the man-package department. But I had been in love and had professed that sex wasn’t everything. Turns out, neither was fidelity.
“I just hate that he got away with his cheating unscathed,” I replied. “I feel like he got off easy.” I was scorned enough to flip my middle finger at the high road.
“Happiness is the best revenge,” Ellie replied sagely.
“Yeah, I read that in a fortune cookie once and it was shit then, too.” I said sourly. “Why can’t you just let me be miserable? What kind of sister are you?’
“The kind that’s not going to let you wallow over a small dick,” she snorted. “Personally, if you’re going to be miserable, be miserable over that eight-inch cock you rode for six hours.”
“I’m never telling you anything ever again,” I lied.
“Sure, you are,” she came right back. “You don’t have any other friends.”
I groaned.
Ellie wasn’t wrong. While she was a stay-at-home wife, working on getting pregnant, so she could rock the stay-at-home mom gig, Ellie was a people-person. She knew all her neighbors and the names of every cashier and bagboy at the supermarket. She made friends wherever she went, and she was genuinely interested in the people she befriended.
Me?
Ellie was my best and only real friend. Sure, I had co-workers I gossiped with and a couple of neighborly acquaintances in my apartment building, but no real friends to speak of. It wasn’t that I was anti-people, more as I was pro-self. I liked my time free and I liked doing what I wanted with it.
“Oh, and Mom and Dad are threatening to come visit if you don’t call them soon,” she said, making me cringe.
Don’t get me wrong. I loved my parents. Donald and Marianne Everhart were wonderful people. However, they were retired and living the life in Cayucos. With no jobs or business, calling to their attentions, they had plenty of time to stay for weeks on end if they decided to visit me or Ellie in Ferndale. I prayed for Ellie’s fertility quest constantly. The sooner Max got her pregnant, the better.
“I’ll call them after work,” I promised.
“You better. If they make the trip up here, fuck paper, rocks, and scissor. They’ll be staying with you since your neglect will be the reason for their trip,” she threatened.
“Geesh. A little aggressive, are we?”
“Henley, the last time they stayed with us, Max almost left me,” she reminded me.
“Hey! We’re family,” I reminded her. “If Max can’t handle some innocent questions about his sperm count, maybe he needs to dial down the sensitivity notch a bit.”
“Mom asked him if he felt his size was adequate enough to make sure his swimmers were within reaching distance of my womb, Henley,” she said, recounting the horror that were our parents.
“I’ll call tonight,” I said again. “I promise.”
“Call them. Quit worrying about Arnold. And, for the love of God, go back to that bar, pray Hotel Guy is there, and get laid again, because your negative vibes are killing me.” She hung up before I could say anything more.
Today fucking sucked.




Chapter 4



Dash~
“The only reason you’re still alive is because I don’t want to upset Mom,” Scott said. “With Aaron still deployed, she’d miss you. But once he’s done with the Marines, all bets are off.” I rolled my eyes. It wasn’t the first time my brother has threatened me, but lately he’s been sounding more serious than normal.
“I just don’t understand why you need me for this shit, Scott,” I said, tired of the same conversation. “I’m the workhorse and you’re the brain. That’s the deal. Why do I need to go to some marketing meeting?”
“Because we’re marketing your visions, Dash,” he sighed. “Advertisement isn’t about the numbers, business laws, or profit and losses. It’s about promoting your visions. You’re a software developer who incorporates computer networking architecture with self-security analysis. You sell your shit for millions, Dash. My degree is in business management, not marketing or computer science. You need to go to this meeting, so you can explain to them what it is you’re selling and how you want it presented to the world.”
“I’m busy,” I lied, hating how he was right. I’d always been good with computers and had caught on early when I was younger. I had chased my passion to college and before I had even graduated from Stanford, I had sold a security software program to our very own U.S. Government that had launched me into a multi-millionaire.
It had been fucking nuts.
I was lucky, though. Scott, being three years older than me, had watched out for me when the money had come in. Mom and Dad had been great with their advice, but they hadn’t wanted to overstep. Scott Sr. and Hope Weston had continued working, my dad as a structural engineer, and my mom as a P.E. coach, because they weren’t the type of people to capitalize on their children’s success. So, while they hadn’t let me lavish them with money, I had still insisted on paying off their house and cars, and they had graciously let me do it.
My younger brother, Aaron, had already been eighteen and committed to the Marines, so he got a weekly package to wherever he was in the world. But, honestly, even without the money, we’d have done that for him anyway. Mom struggled with having a son in the military, but she channeled all her mom instincts to protect her baby into being strong for him and pretending she didn’t worry about him every minute of every day.
So, it had been Scott who had made sure gold-diggers and fake ‘bros’ everywhere hadn’t taken advantage of my success. Since he had already graduated and had been working for a securities investment firm, he had taken over my money and has been doing it ever since. Once I graduated from college with my degree, we had started Weston Technologies, with him handling the legal and business end of things, and me being the creator of whatever popped into my mind to create.
“You are not busy,” he argued. “You haven’t been busy in three months, Dash.”
“That’s not true,” I automatically denied.
“Oh, but it is,” he countered. “Now, don’t get me wrong. It’s not like we need the money or anything, but I haven’t seen you take this much down time in years. And that’s saying something since we’ve been at this for almost fifteen years.”
“Bullshit,” I bit out. “I’ve been plenty busy. I’m still fine tuning the software for Telecorp and I’m still working on that new child-protection blocker.” The silence on the other end of the phone was telling.
After a few seconds, Scott felt the need to point out the obvious. “Can you count, Dash?” he asked, like the dick he was. “Because I can. And with that magical skill I can tell you that you are currently working on two projects-one that’s almost completed, except for a few tweaks. Two, Dash.” My entire body collapsed against my chair, and my head dropped back, wishing I could tune the sonofabitch out. “Since we’ve started Weston Technologies, you’ve never had short of five different projects going on. You thrive on this shit. So, don’t tell me you’re fucking too busy to attend a one-hour meeting tomorrow.”
He wasn’t wrong, but I had middle-child syndrome, so I wasn’t going to go down without a fight. “How do you know?” I retorted childishly. “You don’t understand creative minds. I could be busy.”
Scott let out a deep sigh and it was the same sound he made whenever Mom and Dad had needed him to watch me and Aaron. It was his these-aren’t-my-kids-why-do-I-need-to-watch-them sigh. “Look, Dash, I don’t know what’s crawled up your ass these past few months but snap the fuck out of it. I’m willing to give your creative genius only so much leeway,” he said. “Christ, you probably just need to go out and get laid.” I thanked Jesus and all his little baby angels up in Heaven that he couldn’t see my face on that one.
My mind automatically went back to that night at The Lux with Henley Don’t-Know-Her-Last-Name. It had been-hands down-the best sex of my entire life, and I’m fucking thirty-three-years-old. I went to college, for Christ’s sake. I’ve had my fair share of pussy even if I was, technically, a computer geek. But that night with Henley had surpassed anything I’d ever experienced before. Granted, my ego had been shredded to bits and I had been fighting for my manhood, but it had still rocked the fuck out of my world.
In the past three months, I have jacked off to her memory more times than I’d prefer to count. I had no idea what demons had been plaguing her that night, but she had given as good as I had given it to her, and I haven’t been able to get a hard dick without thinking of her since.
Scott was right. I needed to get laid, but my dick only wanted a man-hating, fiery redhead with a pussy that tasted like every perverted teenage fantasy I ever had.
When I had woken up alone, I had told myself it was for the best. I had convinced myself that I really didn’t want more from a woman who clearly had a very low opinion of men. I didn’t need that kind of stress in my life.
No man did.
Sure, I figured she had been hurt somehow by some douchebag that night, but her hate for the entire male gender had been extreme, and I didn’t do extreme. I needed a calm life because work was my main focus. It was one of the reasons I had believed Whitney and I had been so compatible. She had never complained about how much I worked. But, in hindsight, now I know why.
“Don’t worry about my dick action,” I retorted, still put out a little because Henley had snuck out and my dick had really wanted an ‘atta boy’ after that bullshit with Whitney.
Scott sighed again. “This isn’t about Whitney, is it?”
I snorted. “No. Nothing in my life is about her anymore.”
“Good,” he replied. “She was a plastic bitch who never appreciated you anyway.” Scott had not been Whitney’s biggest fan. None of my family had been. They had tolerated her because she had been my girlfriend, but that had been about it. I had chalked it up to them just not knowing her the way I did. Turns out, I was the one who didn’t know her.
“I just have a lot on my mind, Scott,” I lied. “I’m fine, though.”
“You’re lying, but that’s okay,” he said. “You’ll tell me eventually.”
Not this time, I wanted to say. There was no way I was going to tell him I had a one-night stand, and she had snuck out on me. I’d never hear the fucking end of it. It wasn’t the one-night stand that was the problem, though. It was that Henley had snuck out. That had led to questions I didn’t have the right to the answers. My conscience prayed she had been cheated on and it hadn’t been just an argument between her and her boyfriend, or something small like that. I wasn’t that guy who didn’t care if a woman was taken. I cared. Even before the Whitney debacle, I was never very understanding when it came to cheating. If you didn’t want to be with someone, then don’t fucking be with them. Seemed pretty simple.
“I’m fine,” I kept lying. “How many times do I have to say it?”
“A million before I’d even begin to pretend to believe you,” he tossed back. “Look, take a bubble bath, lights some candles, or do whatever Zen shit you need to, because you’re going to that meeting with me tomorrow, Dash.”
“If I don’t?” I grumbled like a rebellious teenage girl.
“I’ll call Mom and tell her you’re ready to hit the dating scene again, but you don’t trust your instincts anymore after that shitshow with Whitney, so you’d like her to help you find a nice girl to marry,” he threatened seriously.
I shot up in my chair. “You wouldn’t,” I hissed.
“I would,” he hissed back.
“Thems fighting words, Scott,” I informed him, in case he wasn’t aware.
“I’ll risk it,” he snorted. “I need you at that meeting more than Mom needs her middle child.”
“Fine,” I snapped out because I didn’t want to go down that rabbit hole of wondering if my mother really needed her middle child or not. Us in between siblings were really unto a world all our own. “But I’m not going to like it.”
“Don’t care,” he replied easily. “As long as you’re there, that’s all I care about.”
“You’re evil,” I also informed him, in case he wasn’t aware.
“You and Aaron made me that way,” came his insensitive and false statement.
Before I could tell him what I really thought of him, he hung up and left me to stew in my immature, yet appropriate temper tantrum. I wasn’t good with people and I hated the legal side of the business. I just wanted to create, and when things got all legal and professional, people sometimes thought they had a say in what I was about, and they didn’t.
But that didn’t stop them from trying.
I dropped my head back and let out sigh.
Scott really did suck.




Chapter 5



Henley~
I didn’t get it.
I donated.
I recycled.
I even planned on getting a dog from a shelter, one day, instead of buying from a pet store.
So, why in the ever lovin’ hell was the Universe out to get me? Why not someone else who deserved their misery? Someone who cheated at bingo? Or abused the grocery coupon system?
Why me?
Monday after I had calmed down and talked myself out of shoving the remaining Arnold congratulation donuts down his throat, Mr. Peridy had approached me and had told me we’d just hit the jackpot. I had racked my brain to see if I had thrown in a five-dollar bill into an office lottery pool, but he had quickly disabused me of my dream of winning millions when he had informed me that S.A.M. had landed a meeting with Weston Technologies. And that little piece of information had translated into S.A.M. hitting the jackpot, not me.
He, then, further ruined my day (I hadn’t known it at that precise moment, however) when he said he wanted me to be the point person for the account. I had executed the best inner fist bump ever because Arnold’s donuts didn’t look so delicious now if I was being given the Weston account, but that inner fist bump had quickly turned into me wanting to punch myself in the face when I had gone to research Weston Technologies.
The internet was both a wonder, magical place, and the horrific bowels of Hell.
Case in point: It had told me everything I ever wanted to know about Weston Technologies. It told me how the younger brother had made his first millions while still in college because, oh, he was a genius of some sort and had a brain that should be donated to science when he dies. And it also told me about the older brother who was a business wiz and has turned Weston Technologies into a powerhouse in the computer science community. It also told me there were waiting lists-years out-for their next invention and advice on forward innovations.
You know what else the internet was kind enough to rub in my face?
It had their pictures on the About Us page on their goddamn website.
Pictures of Scott Weston, the man behind the business end of things. And Dash Weston, the man behind the creative end of things.
Dash fucking Weston.
Dash Weston, the man who’d had me cumming like a freight train for hours. The man who had the biggest dick I had ever seen and knew how to use it. The man who had-yes, may God forgive me-had his tongue in places no person with an ounce of good hygiene practices should have had it. Never mind we’d been in the shower at the time, the point was that, even Arnold had never explored that forbidden terrain, and I had been engaged to the bastard.
And why don’t we just forget how I had-very vocally and very shamelessly-let him know how good it had felt and begged him to keep doing it.
To which he had.
And now I was going to have to sit across from him, after sneaking out on him, in a meeting tomorrow, which I was sure was going to go to shit as soon as he saw me. Sure, the meeting was with both men, but that was just details. The second Dash sees me, he’s going to demand someone else to work with, and that someone else could only be Arnold. There was no way S.A.M. would entrust an account this big to just anyone, and as much as I hated to say anything positive about the asshole, Arnold was good at what he did.
I couldn’t lose this account to him.
I wouldn’t lose this account to him.
The entire week, I had pulled up everything I could find on Weston Technologies and I had a folder put together that would make the CIA want to recruit me. I dug into both men’s business histories and went so far as to look into, both, Scott’s and Dash’s high school G.P.A.s.
I was going to be ready for this meeting like I’ve never been ready for anything else in my life.
With that unbalanced and slightly frightening professional drive, I called Ellie. “Hey-”
“You’re never going to guess what?” I said, interrupting her unhelpful greeting.
“You’re in jail?”
“No, I-” I frowned. “Why would that be your first guess?”
“Because you’re crazy enough to end up in jail, Henley,” she replied. “And don’t bother to deny it because we both know I’m right.”
“I’ll have you know I’ve never been arrested,” I pointed out.
“Not for your lack of trying,” she retorted.
“You’re a horrible big sister,” I threw back.
“The worst,” she agreed. “Now, why did you call?”
“You can’t laugh,” I said first, laying down the rules. “Absolutely no laughing.”
“No can do, Hen,” she replied. “If I can’t laugh at you, who can I laugh at?”
“Mom and Dad really should have given us a third sibling, so we could have options,” I mumbled.
“They really should have,” she mumbled back.
Okay.
Time to bite the sibling bullet. “Remember Dash?”
“Hotel Guy? Sure, I remember.” She needed to quit calling him that. Seriously.
“I have an appointment with him and his brother tomorrow,” I told her ignoring the need to correct her on his name.
“Uhm, what?”
“I have an appointment with him and his brother tomorrow,” I repeated. Impressive silence followed, and I had to pull the phone away from my face to see if we were still connected. We were. “El?”
“And you’re…are…you…an appointment?” she asked. “Does that mean…well, Hen, an appointment implies services rendered and payment, right?”
I rolled my eyes. “Of course, I’m getting paid,” I scoffed. “I don’t do this to build character, Ellie. How else am I supposed to pay my bills?”
It was her turn to scoff. “Then why did you sound so offended when I asked if you were in jail? It’s possible, you know.”
What the hell?
“Why would I go to jail for doing my job?”
“Prostitution is not exactly legal, Henley.”
What.
In.
The.
Hell?
“Prostitution?” I screeched. “What are you talking about, Ellie?”
“You said you had an appointment with Hotel Guy and his brother, Henley!” she screeched back. “Most people refer to threesomes as harmless fun, not appointments.”
“Threesomes? I am NOT having a threesome with them!” I didn’t know what was shocking me more; that my sister thought I’d have a threesomes-albeit they were both gorgeous as sin-or that she so easily believed that I could be a prostitute on the side.
“I’m confused,” she muttered.
“Let me unconfuse you,” I bit out, then told her about Mr. Peridy giving me the Weston Technologies account and what I found during my research.
The ungrateful, horrible wench laughed.
“It’s not funny,” I snapped.
“Oh, Henley,” she laughed. “It’s more than funny.”
It wasn’t.
It wasn’t funny in the least.
“Oh, and thanks for thinking I was a prostitute,” I drawled out. “A prostitute? Seriously, El?”
“Come on, Henley,” she said, finally calming down. “You said you had an appointment with them. What else was I supposed to think?”
“Not that I was tricking on the goddamn side!”
Ellie started laughing again and was completely honest with me when she said, “You’re going to have to call me tonight for advice, Henley. I can’t right now. This shit is too funny.”
I hung up on her.
It wasn’t even that I really needed advice. I just needed…someone to understand how hard tomorrow was going to be, I guess.
I don’t know.
I pushed the phone call with Ellie aside and got back to work. I had more important things on my mind than whether or not my sister thought I was a prostitute. I needed to make sure I had my A-game ready for tomorrow.
Dash fucking Weston.




Chapter 6



Dash~
Scott was going to kill me.
I was running late, and I knew he’d never believe I had been genuinely struck in traffic. Scott will chalk it up to part of my protest at having to come to this damn meeting. However, full disclosure, I couldn’t fault him. I’d spent all week trying to get out of it, but to no avail.
At least it was Friday, I kept telling myself as there was no parking space for fucking miles near Salinas Advertising and Marketing. People claim the saying that the Universe was out to get you was just the beginning of an epic pity party, but in my case, it was fucking true. The Universe wanted Scott mad at me for some reason and that was bullshit.
I finally found a parking space two fucking blocks away and I glanced at my watch and saw that I was already almost twenty minutes late.
Scott was going to kill me.
When I finally made it through the front doors of Salinas Advertising and Marketing, I raced towards the reception desk. Scott wasn’t texting me back, and I knew he wouldn’t. He wasn’t rude like that. If the meeting was already underway, his phone was on silent.
I smiled at the receptionist and hoped I didn’t resemble a psychopath. “Hello…uh, good afternoon, I’m Dash Weston. I have an appointment with…” Fuck. I didn’t know who I even had an appointment with. “Uh, I have an appointment at 3:30 today.”
Her eyes glanced up at a decorative clock that hung on the far east side of the wall, and I almost winced. “Let me just check,” she said primly, and her fingers started flying over the keyboard.
Five seconds away from walking right back out the way I came in, my phone started ringing. It was Scott. I gave the receptionist my best smile. “I’m sorry.” I held my finger up. “I need to take…this…”
“Certainly, sir,” her clipped voice replied. I ignored the reprimand and answered my phone.
“Where in the fuck are you?” Scott hissed.
“In the lobby,” I hissed back. “There was traffic and-”
“Don’t care,” he bit out. “Just get on the goddamn elevator and take it to the seventh floor. I’ll be waiting.” He hung up, the bastard.
I turned back to face the receptionist. “Uh, I’m sorry to have bothered you, but…that was my brother. I know…where I’m going now.” I smiled.
Like a psychopath.
She harrumphed and went back to typing away on her computer.
Fucking great.
I found the elevators-with no help from Happy Receptionist-and thanked God as no one followed in after me. I hit the number seven and tried to reach for my inner Zen on the ride up.
As much as I detested this shit, I was still proud of what Scott and I had built. I didn’t want to embarrass him or myself with stupid shit like this. Weston Technologies had a solid reputation and the last thing we needed was for it to get around that we were unprofessional.
Okay. Well, meeeee.
That I was unprofessional.
I chalked it up to Scott being older and married with kids. That kind of responsibility matured a man. “What about Aaron?” my subconscious asked, and I told him to shut the fuck up. Everyone knew the military turned boys into men. Aaron was more mature than Scott in my eyes at this point.
When the elevator came to a stop with that universal ding and the doors swooshed open, I walked out and, sure enough, an angry Scott was standing just a few feet away. His face was the epitome of composure and professionalism, though, but his hands were in his pockets. That was his tell. I knew, as well as I knew my own name, that his fists were balled up inside his pockets and if he could deck me, he would.
He was unstable like that.
“What’d you tell them?” I asked as soon as we were within whispering distance.
“Nothing,” he whispered back, surprising me. “The appointment isn’t until four.”
I was going to kill him.
“Then why weren’t you answering your fucking phone?” I whispered-yelled. “I’ve been calling and texting you to let you know I was stuck in traffic and running late.”
“Because I thought you were just being a dick and trying to get out of this meeting,” he replied. “I wasn’t going to answer and give you the chance. But then you started cutting it too close, so I had to call.”
Before I could call him the manipulative bastard that he was, a very attractive blonde approached us. “Weston Technologies?” she asked, smiling.
Scott took his hands out of his pockets and offered his right hand. “Scott Weston, and this is my brother, Dash Weston,” he said, introducing us.
I was all prepared to be polite and like this woman until I saw her dark brown eyes glance down at Scott’s wedding ring. When she noticed the shiny gold metal, her smiled faltered, and I watched as her eyes glanced down at my hands, and noticing the absence of jewelry, her smile beamed again.
She was one of those.
I didn’t reach to shake her hand, but instead gave her a tight head nod. Scott chuckled and I knew, this time, we were on the same side. He saw her quick eagerness for a rich husband just as I had, and if there was one thing I could say about my older brother, it was that he loved his wife. And not only did he love Dani, but he loved his life with her and their kids. Dani giving Scott the third Scott in our family and his precious little Edna had just put the cherry on top of their pretty fantastic life. And I wanted to tell the brazen hussy standing in front of us that my brother had stopped noticing other women ten years ago, the moment Dani’s runaway Uber driver had smashed into his brand-new Maybach Exelero.
My cold reception hadn’t fazed her a bit, though. She kept her smile on and said, “Well, follow me, gentlemen.” She turned around and her hips started sashaying so hard, I wanted to bet Scott on how far we’d get before she put a hip out.
I let out a deep sigh and Scott patted my shoulder in sympathy. He knew he was safe with that damn ring he just like to flaunt around with no regard to the innocent bystanders near him. Had he no consideration for others around him?
We followed Ms. No Dignity down the hall until she stopped in front of a door identified as Conference Room 4. She grabbed the doorknob and pushed the door open with her smile still intact. It was times like these I wish I had a girlfriend who was a scrappy little thing and not afraid to stake her claim.
Ms. No Dignity let Scott pass unscathed, but when I tried to enter the room, she crowded the doorway and batted her eyes at me. “Is there anything else I can you for you?”
I wanted to say, ‘Yeah. You can get the hell away from me’, but I didn’t want to cause a scene. Scott would kick my ass for sure. So, instead I just mumbled, “Nothing. Thanks.” I squeezed past her, ready to put her unpleasantness behind me, only to be hit by a two-by-four with the vision in front of me.
Standing there, like it was normal or something, was Henley Don’t-Know-Her-Last-Name shaking hands with my brother.
What. The. Fuck?
At first, I thought this had to be some kind of sick joke, but then I remembered that I hadn’t told Scott about her. There was no way he could know about Henley. Had Henley reached out to him? My ego told me to stop. In order for Henley to reach out to Scott, that would mean she had searched a ‘Dash’ on the internet until she found me, and then…what? Searched some more to find out I had a brother? Then searched him to manipulate a meeting with him because she knew he’d be forced to bring me with him? All in an attempt to…do what exactly?
Yeah.
I might have given her the best dicking of her life, and she might have been the best pussy-no, scratch that. She was, hands down, the owner of the best orifices I’ve ever had the privilege of penetrating, but I seriously doubted that my dick impressed her enough to go all Play Misty For Me.
There was no way the Universe didn’t have it out for me.
I forced my feet forward, unprepared like a motherfucker, and stood next to my brother. Henley’s smile had been warm and genuine when she had greeted Scott, but the second she turned her head to address me, her smile took on a forced quality, but her eyes showed no surprise at all.
Sonofabitch.
She knew who I was.
She knew who I was, and she knew I was going to be here, giving her the upper hand in this fucked-up battle of wills that had started at the bar and had finished at The Lux.
Or, so, I thought.
“Mr. Weston,” she gritted out between her teeth, her hand out for a handshake.
I stood there taking in how she was still as beautiful as she had been that night, three months ago. And it wasn’t until Scott cleared his throat that I realized I’d been standing there, staring at her like a creeper.
I reached out, took her hand in mine, and yanked her forward until her body was flushed with mine. Looking into those green eyes of hers, I said, “You again.”




Chapter 7



Henley~
The jackass had the nerve to look just as good as he had the night I met him. The black hair and grey eyes were a lethal combination, and standing before two men with the same coloring and features, Ellie’s mention of a threesome didn’t seem so absurd anymore. Not that I’d be brave enough to tackle such an adventure. Besides, Scott Weston proudly wore a thick gold band on his ring finger that announced him as a happily married man.
Before I could say anything, the happily married Scott Weston asked, “Uh, excuse me? You two know each other?”
“You could say that,” Dash bit out.
I pulled myself from his grasp and my vagina started hissing like a rabid animal. She remembered that hard body and what all it was capable of. She had been pretty pissed off when I had snuck off that night. And, man oh man, could the little tart hold a grudge. I haven’t been able to orgasm without reliving that night since.
I was just about to downplay how we knew each other when the conference room door opened, and in walked Mr. Peridy and goddamn Arnold Harrison. I knew why Mr. Peridy was here, but I didn’t know why Arnold had tagged along. Mr. Peridy was a fan of giving our clients that personal feel and always met them when he could. I thought it was a sweet touch that other companies lacked, but that didn’t mean I liked Arnold being here with him.
Ignoring the woman-hating glaring man next to me, I smiled at Mr. Peridy. “Mr. Peridy, glad you could join us,” I semi-lied. “Please let me introduce you to Scott and Dash Weston.” I gestured to each man as I said their names. “Gentlemen, allow me to introduce you to our marketing director, Howard Peridy.” I immaturely, pettily, and unprofessionally left Arnold out of the introductions, but I didn’t care. He shouldn’t be here in the first damn place.
My plan of maliciousness backfired when Arnold introduced himself after the men all shook hands. “And I’m Arnold Harrison,” he said, sticking his hand out. “I work closely with Henley.” The asshole was lying. We didn’t work closely together. We never did. Every advertising executive had their own clients. Only the biggest accounts were shared, but that was rare. We might bounce ideas off each other, but that was about it. We did not work closely together.
This smug asshole was trying to poach Weston Technologies from me.
I had been about to kick him in the balls-mentally-when I noticed that he winced a bit while shaking Dash’s hand. And the embarrassment of knowing Dash knew who Arnold was to me was almost enough to make me hand over the account to Arnold and walk out of the room.
Almost.
I donned my best professional face and said, “You’re more than welcomed to stay, Mr. Peridy.”
He smiled good-naturedly. “Nonsense, Henley,” he said. “I just wanted to introduce myself and let these fine gentlemen know that they are in the best of hands.” He looked between Scott and Dash. “However, if you gentlemen have any questions that Henley may not be able to answer for you, please feel free to call me.” I knew Mr. Peridy wasn’t calling out my abilities to handle their account. He was just making sure to let the client know he was available for them as well.
“Not to mention, we’re a team here,” Arnold butted in. “I’m available also. We…we all are.”
The homicidal urge was strong, but before I could pounce on him like a raccoon living with rabies, Dash remarked, “I’m more than positive that Henley can manage our account successfully.”
He called me Henley.
It had been professional and acceptable since that was what Mr. Peridy had addressed me by, but somehow, it hadn’t felt professional and acceptable. But that was probably because my mind was being assaulted with all the memories of when he’d said my name before.
Fuck, Henley, your mouth feels so good.
Henley, baby, let me inside that tight pussy.
Say my name, Henley.
As Dash was eyeballing Arnold, I noticed Scott Weston was eyeballing me. I gave him a tentative smile, but he just cocked his head at me, his expression thoughtful. He knew something was up between me and his brother, but he wasn’t sure what.
Mr. Peridy cleared his throat. “Well, we’ll let you guys get on with your meeting.” He turned towards Arnold. “Arnold, shall we?”
Both men exited the building, and a few awkward seconds ticked by before Scott Weston’s voice broke the silence. “Is someone going to tell me what the hell is going on?” I glanced at Dash, unsure what to do, and decided to let him take the lead.
He shrugged a shoulder. “What do you mean?”
Scott looked back and forth between us. “Oh, I don’t know,” he drawled out, planting his hands on his hips. “Maybe you can explain why you practically whipped your dick out and pissed a circle the woman. How about we start with that?”
I gasped.
Dash groaned.
“No? Nothing?”
“You’re overreact-”
Scott barked out a humorless laugh. “Don’t even try it, Dash,” he said. “I know you. I know that tone and I know that stance. You might as well have sucked your goddamn mark on her neck with that shit.”
“Okay,” I jumped in. “I…I think you’re misreading-” Scott Weston shut me up with a look he must have practiced in the mirror for years. It was that ‘dad look’ that was designed to make you feel guilty even when you weren’t.
“Scott, that’s enough,” Dash bit out.
Scott let out a sigh. “Fine,” he relented. “How about you two tell me how you know each other, then? Why don’t we start there?”
“I met your woman-hating brother at a bar a few months ago,” I answered him.
Dash shot me a look. “I do not hate women,” he snapped. “And you’ve room to talk. You were ready to send all men off to a deserted island somewhere before lighting it on fire.”
Scott ran his hands down his face. “Sweet Baby Jesus,” he muttered.
“Not all men,” I denied. “Just the lying, two-faced, cheating ones.”
Dash raised a condescending black brow. “The first words out of your mouth were ‘why do men suck’. That implied you were speaking about all men.”
“And you calling all women whores was better?”
Before Dash could defend himself, Scott jumped in between us. “Okay. That’s enough.” He looked at me with a mixture of regret, confusion, and annoyance. “Look, I’m sure you’re great at your job,” he began. “But it’s obvious you and Dash would struggle with a working relationship, so I think-”
“No!” I blurted out. “I…can…Dash and I are fine.” Dash snorted at my lie. I scowled at him. “We are!”
“Listen, Henley-”
I cut Scott off again to throw myself on the mercy of Dash Weston’s sword. My pride was going to take a beating, but I’d rather humble myself in front of Dash Weston instead of let Arnold get anywhere near this account. I’d already lost enough of my dignity to that snatch napkin. “Mr. Weston-”
“My name’s Dash,” he bit out. “Don’t ever call me Mr. Weston again, unless we’re roleplaying.”
“Oh, dear God,” Scott mumbled.
I was going to murder this asshole.
I swear to God.
“Will you be serious?” I barked.
“I am being serious,” he barked back.
This wasn’t working. I took a deep breath and tried to get myself under control. After a few seconds, I told him the truth. “Dash, if you guys take this account away from me, Mr. Peridy will give it to Arnold.” I knew he knew who Arnold was to me because I had let it slip in my drunken rage. “I cannot lose this account to Arnold.”
He didn’t say anything right away, but after a very uncomfortable minute or seventeen thousand, he looked over at his brother and said, “Can you give us a few minutes?”
Scott reared his head back. “Uh, hell no,” he scoffed.
“Goddamn it, Scott,” Dash shot back. “Give me ten fucking minutes, okay?”
Scott glared at him. “Ten minutes, Dash. Not a minute more,” he glowered. “And if I come back in here, and it smells like sex, I’m kicking your fucking ass.” I cringed as Scott Weston stormed out of the conference room.
As soon as the door shut behind him, Dash looked at me and said, “The account is yours on one condition.” I nodded for him to continue. “Why in the fuck did you sneak out on me that night?”




Chapter 8



Dash~
I had something she wanted, and she had something I wanted. Henley wanted our account and I wanted fucking answers. Sounded like a perfect platform for negotiations to me.
“Are you serious?” she shrieked. “That’s what you want to talk about?”
I stepped to her because I couldn’t help the masochist in me. The memories of the woman have been haunting me for months. Hell yeah, I wanted answers. “Why did you sneak out?” I repeated. Her shoulders sagged as she let out a deep breath. “And you only have ten minutes to explain.”
She shot me a withering look but answered anyway. “I was embarrassed,” she admitted.
“Of?”
Henley’s green eyes took on the size of dinner platters. “Lots of things,” she snapped, her light complexion turning pink.
“Like?” There was no way I was going to make it easy on her. She’s been driving me fucking nuts for months, even if she didn’t know it.
“Jesus Christ,” she hissed. “I went to a hotel room with a man I didn’t know and…and…did stuff.”
My brows shot up. “Stuff?”
Her eyes narrowed, and she looked like she wanted to deck me. “Quit being a jerk,” she snapped.
Now my eyes narrowed as my hand snaked out and grabbed her by her arm. I yanked her so hard, I feared I might have pulled a muscle. But she was where I wanted her to be.
Against my body.
“If by ‘stuff’, you mean we fucked like we couldn’t get enough of each other, then yeah, we did stuff,” I agreed sarcastically. “I also recall you swallowing my cock like it was your new favorite snack. And I remember-very vividly, mind you-my face buried in your pussy while I licked you from ass to clit.”
She gasped.
In true eighteenth-century embodiment of outrage and offended sensibilities, she gasped. And I knew it was because I spoke about eating her ass in broad daylight, where the cloak of drunken desperation couldn’t hide it. I wanted to shake my head. If women owned their perversions like men did, bedrooms all around the world would set off fireworks every night.
“Are you out of your mind?!” Henley looked around the room like we weren’t alone. “You can’t be saying shit like that, Dash!”
“Why not? It’s true,” I challenged. I knew I miscalculated the second her head reared back, and she looked at me like I was dirt on the bottom of her four-inch heels.
Henley leaned forward and her voice dripped with venom. “You want to know why I snuck out?” She didn’t let me answer. “I snuck out because, at the bar, you were talking about how women couldn’t keep their legs closed, and what did I do? I prove your statement correct by spreading mine for you, hours after walking away from a man I thought I loved enough to marry.” Her green eyes were on fire and I knew this was headed in a direction I hadn’t wanted to go. “I was too embarrassed and humiliated to look you in the face after letting you do all the things I let you do to me that night.” We both knew what she was referring to. Not only had she spread her legs for me that night, in a million different positions, she also let me slide my cock up her ass, and that had been what had finally wrecked us both and had caused me to pass out. “And I was right to feel embarrassed and humiliated,” she continued. “Because here you are, talking to me at my place of business like I’m a common whore, who needs everyone to know she takes it up the fucking ass!”
“Whoa,” I rushed out, both my hands on her arms now, doing my best to keep her from swinging. “That is not what this is.”
“Get your hands off me,” she seethed.
She looked like she hated me.
“Henley-”
She wrenched herself from my hold and told me just how badly I had miscalculated when she said, “You know what? Arnold can have your account. I don’t need this shit.”
Scott waltzed back into the room before I could explain that she had it all wrong. “Time’s up,” he announced.
My heart was racing and the feeling of…alarm started clawing at my neck as I watched Henley smooth her skirt down and compose herself with some sort of professionalism. She looked at Scott and said, “You’re right, Mr. Weston. It would be best if someone else handled your account.” Her voice burned when she added, “M…Mr. Harrison would be a wonderful choice for your company. He’s very good.”
Fierce protectiveness and unreasonable jealousy sent waves of anger coursing through my body. How dare Henley say anything positive about that asshole. I might not know the full story, but it was clear from what little she had shared that she’d been engaged to him and he had cheated on her. He didn’t deserve her decency. He was a fucking piece of shit and I didn’t want to hear her saying how great he was at his job.
Scott’s fire cooled, and he actually looked sorry for her. “Oh, okay. Uh…thank y-”
“Not happening,” I jumped in.
“Dash-”
I ignored my brother and stared at the woman who looked like she hated me with the fire of a thousand suns. “It’s you or we go to another firm,” I threw out.
“Goddamn it,” my brother grumbled, while Henley was more colorful with her response. “You’re a real bastard, you know that,” she spat.
I didn’t confirm or deny her accusation. Making sure Arnold didn’t benefit from her was more important than her opinion of me right now. “The choice is yours.”
“Dash, what are you doing?” Scott asked. “If Henley doesn’t want our account-”
“Oh, she wants to work on our account,” I argued. “She just doesn’t want to work with me.”
“And I don’t blame her,” he countered. “Hell, I don’t even want to work with you half the time.”
Ah, brotherly love.
There was nothing else quite like it in the world.
“What’s it going to be, Henley?” I asked, not caring that she was probably plotting my death right now.
“I’m going to kill you,” she snarled.
See?
Scott started pacing and mumbling shit and I knew I needed to wrap this up. Once Scott got to pacing, all bets were off. I knew he was feeling blindsided and I knew he detested that feeling. “What the fuck?” he kept mumbling over, and over.
“Henley?”
She shot me a scathing look and walked over to my brother. He stopped pacing and eyed her. She stuck her hand out and said, “It would be my pleasure to work with Weston Technologies, Mr. Weston,” she bit out between clenched teeth. “Please have a seat, so we may discuss how Salinas Advertising and Marketing may further enhance your vision for your company and its valued customers.”
Scott took her hand but said, “I’m going to regret this, aren’t I?”
Henley’s fake smile was still in place as she replied, “I am confident that we can work well together to ensure a positive experience for both sides. I understand it’s you who is in charge of the business side of things for Weston Technologies. I’m sure we will be able to handle things smoothly from here on out, Mr. Weston.”
I watched silently as Scott dropped his head back and ran his hands down his face in frustrated defeat. When he looked back down at Henley. “I think Mr. Weston is ridiculous at this point,” he drawled out. “Call me Scott.”
Henley inclined her head. “Scott.”
Scott looked over at me, and he looked like he wanted to throw blows with me. “Are you going to tell her, or shall I?”
Henley’s eyes flew back and forth between me and Scott. “Tell me what?”
I stuck my hands in my pockets and didn’t say a word.
“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Scott exploded.
“What?” Henley asked, her voice touched with a bit of panic.
Scott shook his head and looked back at Henley. “Henley, I’m not the one you’ll be working with,” he finally said. “We’re promoting Dash’s visions and ideas and future programs and software. It’s the reason he’s here. He’s the one behind everything that is Weston Technologies.”
I watched Henley pull out a chair and crash down on it. Her head was next as it fell with a thump against the tabletop.
And another thump.
And another thump.
I finally walked over and placed my hand in between the table and her head. When she looked up at me, I smiled at her. “Hey, babe.”
“Goddamn it,” Scott mumbled again.




Chapter 9



Henley~
The introductory meeting with Scott Weston-not Dash, because I had refused to acknowledge his existence-had gone as well as could be expected, considering how the appointment had started out. I also had a newfound respect for Scott Weston when he had lifted me as if I weighed nothing and had hauled me off to the corner of the conference room after his brother ran his hand over my ass when we were saying our goodbyes.
Struggling with all my might to get out of Scott Weston’s hold, Dash had winked at me and said, “See you next week, baby,” before walking out the door.
Scott didn’t let me go for a solid ten minutes, giving his brother enough time to get to safety.
Now I was three glasses deep in a bottle of wine, wondering if it was time for a new friend as Ellie sat on the other end of the couch laughing at me.
Siblings were assholes.
“This shit is not funny, Ellie,” I said-again.
Ellie settled down, but her smile was still spanned across her entire face. “I’m sorry, Hen,” she lied. “This shit is just too unreal.”
It really was.
“However, I think you’re missing something very important in everything you’ve just told me,” she continued.
“Other than the fact that you believed I could be a freakin’ prostitute?” I harrumphed.
“Hey! I love you,” she cried. “I’m not going to judge your chosen profession.”
My eyes bugged. “Because prostitution is an option?”
Ellie shrugged a shoulder. “I try not to judge, lest I be judged,” she misquoted.
“You judge all the time, Ellie,” I deadpanned.
“Can we get back to the subject at hand, Hen?” she replied, ignoring the self-help wisdom I was imparting on her.
“And what’s that?” I asked, taking another drink of my wine. Max knew Ellie liked to test out wines, so he was always getting her different bottles and brands. It was one of the millions of things he did for her. The man was a god and I knew they were going to make great parents because their future children’s father loved their mother completely.
“The fact that Dash wanted to know why you snuck out on him,” she said, and I was just happy she wasn’t calling him Hotel Guy anymore. “He obviously hadn’t been ready to say goodbye to you, Hen.”
“Ellie, it was a drunken one-night stand,” I reminded her. “And I’m not sure what his story was, but if he was woman-hating, it had to be because he’d been screwed over by someone.” I shrugged a shoulder. “Even if he did want more, everyone knows it’s a bad idea to be someone’s rebound.”
“Come on, Henley,” she cajoled. “By all accounts, that meeting this morning went horribly. But he still insisted on giving you their business. That has to mean something.”
“It means he likes to mess with my head,” I grumbled as I polished off my third glass and poured myself a fourth. It was Friday night, I was at my apartment, and I had no life. I had every intention of drinking this day away. Max was picking Ellie up later, so the bottle of wine didn’t stand a chance.
Ellie followed my lead and finished her glass and poured herself a refill saying, “And what about what his brother said about pissing a circle around you? Men don’t do that for one-night stands.”
I had to admit, Scott Weston’s remarks about Dash’s behavior had been concerning. I hadn’t seen what Scott had seen, but Dash hadn’t denied it either. Dash had simply claimed that Scott was overreacting, but he hadn’t denied pissing that circle.
“Maybe he was just being a dick,” I retorted. “How would I know? And, don’t forget, he’s a woman-hater.”
Ellie rolled her eyes. “If pounding your vagina, until you’ve lost count of all the orgasms he’s given you, is hating women, then men should hate women all over the world,” she snorted.
I blushed.
Her eyes narrowed.
I bit my lip.
Her eyes widened.
“Oh, Mary, Mother of God,” she breathed out. “You still want to bang him.” My fresh glass of wine was gone in three seconds flat. “You’re mad because you still want him,” she accused. “Holy shit, Henley.” Then the heartless demon started to laugh.
“It’s not funny, El!” I cried.
“What in the hell is wrong with you, Henley?” she asked between her unwarranted bouts of laughter. “By your own accounts, the man is hot as hell and packs a weapon he knows what to do with. Why aren’t you flipping your skirt up and bending over your desk already?”
I grimaced. “Thanks, El,” I said sardonically. “Thanks for that visual.”
Ellie’s grin was enough to make me call Max and demand he come get her. “Come on, Henley,” she chuckled. “What are you scared of?”
“The truth?” Ellie nodded. “I’m scared that I might actually like him. I felt more with him in one night than I did the entire time I was with Arnold.” Ellie’s face softened in understanding. “Yeah, we were drunk and vulnerable and hurt and angry, but…towards the end, I was no longer drunk or angry. I was still hurt and vulnerable, but…God, Ellie, his touch made everything better. He had made all the pain fade into the background and there was a real chance of me handcuffing myself to him, so that he could keep doing the magic that he was doing.”
“That good, huh?”
“Better,” I replied. “And then he passed out, and everything he had been holding at bay came crashing through the floodgates, and I wondered how I could get so lost in this complete stranger when I was supposed to be in love with Arnold. I felt ashamed.”
“Oh, Henley,” she whispered. “That just means Arnold wasn’t the one for you. The cheating dirtbag actually did you a favor, Hen.”
“I know that, El,” I muttered pitifully. “I knew it when I realized I was hurt for all about three days about the entire thing. I knew it when I started to feel more bothered by wondering if Dash thought I was a whore than my fiancé cheating on me.”
“Then what’s the problem?”
“He was right,” I mumbled.
Ellie leaned forward. “What?”
I let out an opera-worthy sigh. “He was right,” I said louder.
“About what?”
“When he was woman-bashing that night, he said us women were too caught up in worrying that we’ll be labeled as whore to communicate what we really want in bed, and it’s not their fault if they fall short of the goal when they have no idea what we want.”
Ellie’s blonde brows shot up. She had taken after our mother in her coloring of blonde hair and blue eyes, and I had taken after our father with my dark auburn hair and green eyes. “He said that?”
I shrugged a shoulder. “More or less,” I confirmed. “There was a lot of other nonsense he spewed, but that was one of his lopsided arguments.”
“Sounds to me that he doesn’t see you as an easy one-night stand at all,” she replied. “You were just fulfilling his wish that women should be more honest in the bedroom.” She cocked her head. “You were honest in the bedroom, right?”
I set my empty glass on the coffee table next to the couch and grabbed for the entire bottle of wine. I took a drink straight from the source. I needed reinforcements if I was going to go TMI on my sister. Three gulps later, I said, “I let him go where men should only be allowed to go during anniversaries and their birthdays.”
Ellie’s blue eyes nearly popped out of her pretty little head. “Holy Virgin Mary and everyone else, Henley!” she shrieked. “How fucking good was he?”
I took another swig from the bottle. “Good enough that I hate myself for wanting to jump his bones again when he’s clearly a jerkface,” I answered truthfully.
Ellie looked baffled, then…flushed. I watched as she grabbed her phone and dialed. I prayed she was calling Max when I heard her say, “Making a baby is going to have to be put on hold tonight, Max. Because, tonight, I want you to bend me over and pretend it’s our anniversary.”
“Eew! Ellie!” I yelled, scarred for life.
“Okay, babe. See you in five minutes,” she said, ignoring my outrage, and failing to remind Max that they lived at least twenty minutes away.
“Seriously, Ellie?” I cried, still horrified by knowing what her plans for tonight were.
My sister grinned at me. “Max is on his way and said he doesn’t want to hear any crap about whatever tickets he’s going to get running the red lights on the way over here.”
The Universe really was out to get me.




Chapter 10



Dash~
I had to have her again, and that was the end of it.
The second Scott had returned to the office, he had lunged for me, and I wasn’t too ashamed to admit I ducked and ran. I was used to it, though, and knew I could outrun him. He might still be in shape, but I didn’t have children who zapped my energy every day.
I had stamina.
However, it wasn’t until I had called Dani from a locked bathroom and promised her that I’d babysit her offspring for a weekend of her choosing that she called Scott and told him she needed him home. I couldn’t say what all she had said to usher my brother home, but a few moments after I had hung up with her, there had been a pounding on the door and a, “You’re lucky my wife’s happiness matters more than the need to kick your ass, Dash!”
Wwwwell…
And now I was home, unscathed for the moment, wondering what the fuck I was going to do about Henley.
I knew what I wanted to do, and that was to fuck her until it was her who passed out this time. But I was in serious doubt that she’d let me after the way the meeting had gone down today.
Damn, the woman had been fiery pissed.
I wanted to blame her, but I really couldn’t. She’d been right when she had pointed out that her workplace was not the time nor the place to walk down memory lane. The only excuse I had was that I’d been feeling salty at being blindsided. When she found out who I was, she could have easily gotten a hold of Scott and asked for my number or something, so she could warn me. Instead, she let me walk in there blind and feeling like a chump.
Then her fucking ex-fiancé had walk in, smiling, as if he hadn’t broken her heart just three months ago. Not only had he walked in like he owned the place, he’d had the nerve to offer his services right in front of her. That little move had me seething. Like the fuckcunt hadn’t already taken enough from her.
And I could admit-now-that there might have been some truth to Scott’s remark about pissing a ring around Henley, but what did he expect? Even if Scott didn’t know our history, I knew our history, and history told me to kick Arnold’s fucking ass on sheer principle alone.
And why the fuck would she date someone named Arnold, for fuck’s sake? The name alone made him sound like a pompous asshole. And then there was the fact that she was going to have to quit her job because there was no way I’d let her continue to work with him once she realizes she’s in love with me, and we get marry next Friday.
Holy, Mary, Jesus, and Joseph, I was losing my fucking mind.
I walked to the kitchen and grabbed the beer-that I clearly needed-and drank half of it in one fucking swallow.
Or maybe I needed weed?
Whatever it was I needed, I needed something to clear the ridiculous thoughts running through my head. The woman hated me, and here I was, already picking out our children’s names.
What the fuck? Jesus.
And let’s not forget her business card that I had snatched out of Scott’s hand, forcing her to have to give him another one. The numbers broadcasting her phone number were just burning a hold clean through my wallet and taunting me.
Then, before I knew it, my beer was gone, my phone was in my hand, and Henley’s business card was sitting face up on the kitchen table. This was a bad idea for so many reasons, but I found myself not caring.
Henley Everhart was driving me insane.
Me: What r u doing?
Unknown: Who is this?
Me: Who do u think?
Unknown: Not a clue.
Me: Dash
Dots flashed across the screen, but then they stopped, only to start up again. I could only imagine what her first reply was and what she amended it with. She probably started out telling me to go fuck myself, but then thought it best not to have evidence I could show her boss.
Unknown: How may I help you, Mr. Weston?
God, what I wouldn’t give to hear her say those words while bent over my desk.
Me: I told u 2 call me Dash
Spitfire: I’m not sure that would be appropriate, Mr. Weston
Yep. She was afraid to leave evidence of what she really wanted to say, and I had to laugh. This woman was something else.
Me: I think we r past what’s appropriate and what’s not, Ms. Everhart
My phone rang like I knew it would.
I couldn’t hide the smile in my voice. “Well, Henley,” I sing-songed, “what a surprise.”
“Are you insane, texting something like that?” she growled in my ear. “What is wrong with you, Dash?”
Fuck it.
Time to be honest.
“You want to know what is wrong with me? I’ll tell you what’s fucking wrong with me,” I growled back. “My dick doesn’t get hard anymore unless I’m reliving the night I spent with you. That’s what’s wrong with me.”
She gasped, but then caught herself. “Will you be serious for a minute?” she snapped.
“Oh, I am serious,” I assured her. “I’m so serious, I don’t know what the fuck to do with myself anymore.” In for an insane penny, in for an insane pound. “I dealt with it when I thought I was never going to see you again, but seeing you today? Henley, all I wanted to do was bend you over that conference table and fuck you in front of the entire fucking floor.” It was the truth, but I didn’t want her thinking I just wanted to fuck her. I wanted…whatever this had the potential to be. “I wanted to beat the ever lovin’ fuck out of Arnold. And, yes, I wanted to whip my dick out and piss a circle around you as my brother had so eloquently accused me of doing."
“Are you drunk?” she asked incredulously.
“No,” I bit out.
“Are you high?” she asked, sounding convinced that I was.
“No!” I thundered. “I’m not drunk or high. I haven’t hit my head. I’m not hallucinating or sleep dialing.”
“So, then…you’re just crazy,” she retorted.
I knew I should just hang up.
I knew it.
But I also knew there was no way I was going to be able to walk away from her without exploring what it was she did to me. That night at The Lux, my wounded ego aside, Henley had burrowed somewhere deep inside me with every whimper and moan she had gifted me with. Even after the alcohol had worn off, the desire and desperation hadn’t. I fucked her just as hard and savagely sober as I had when we were buzzed off our asses. I had wanted her to be there when I woke up and that pressing need to wake up to her had nothing to do with Whitney and her bullshit. And now that I knew where to find her, she was mine.
“I’m coming for you, Henley,” I warned her. “You better be ready.”
“Dash-”
“And, this time, I’ll handcuff you to the bed if that’s what it takes to keep you with me.”
And I would.




Chapter 11



Henley~
My heart was racing like a dope fiend who just snorted up some cocaine while smoking an eight-ball after injecting some meth.
My palms were even sweaty.
I hadn’t heard from Dash after that ridiculous phone call Friday night, but I was set to meet with him in a few minutes for our first official meeting about what was expected of S.A.M. for their marketing vision. It was Wednesday afternoon, and I purposely scheduled this appointment late, so that if I had to kill him, there wouldn’t be many witnesses. The night guards could be a problem, but I wasn’t above flashing my boobs to get them to look the other way as I dragged Dash’s lifeless body out of the building.
The scheduled meeting hadn’t been a problem initially, but when Scott had phoned me to tell me he wouldn’t be able to make it, it became a problem. I had offered to reschedule the meeting for a time that was more convenient for him, but he had assured me Dash could handle it. And he promised that Dash would be on his best behavior. I had thanked him, while failing to mention that it was probably my behavior that was dubious at best.
After Max had whisked my sister away for all things sexual Friday night, I had practically suffocated myself in my thoughts about Dash. And just when I had tone down the madness to daily medication and not actual admittance into a psych ward, Dash had text me.
I knew the second I had dialed his number that it had been a mistake, but I couldn’t have text evidence of our conversation, knowing him the way I did. But all the phone call had done was cause me to tumble further down the rabbit hole that was Dash Weston.
I also, may or may have not, stuck my hand down my panties and rubbed one out to the sound of his voice saying he was coming for me. It had been the sexiest thing any man has ever said to me and I had used it to my advantage. His voice couple with the things I knew he could do to me had me cumming all over the place in ten minutes flat.
It had been exhausting and satisfying, but terrifying also.
Dash Weston was meant to be more than someone’s rebound. But was a person still rebounding once they realized there was nothing to rebound from? The hurt and humiliation of what Arnold had done was real. But it hadn’t taken me long to realize that I couldn’t have loved him that deeply if it had only taken a few days for the memories of what we had to fade. Whatever anger I still harbored for him was because he was a shitty person who had done a shitty thing to me, not because I was still mourning the loss of him.
The phone on my desk buzzed, and it snapped me out of my musings. I hit the button and Maribel, the receptionist, announced, “Hey, Henley. Mr. Dash Weston is here for his appointment.”
“Thank you, Maribel. Can you send him up? He knows his way,” I replied. “Oh, and let him know I’ll meet him at the elevators.”
“Sure thing,” she said cheerfully.
I hung up and made my way to the elevators. I could have easily gone downstairs to meet Dash, but I didn’t trust myself around him. All kinds of curse words were bound to be released in his presence and I’d rather do that in my office without witnesses. The last thing I needed was for Mr. Peridy to hear that I was cussing out our latest account.
A few minutes later, the elevator doors dinged open and out walked a delicious-looking Dash Weston. He had a quiet masculinity to him and was both intriguing and sexy. Dash looked like he’d be a gentleman in most situations but gave off the vibe that he’d swing a fist or two if he had to.
He smirked as he came and stood before me. “Henley,” he acknowledged.
“Mr. Weston,” I greeted back.
He leaned in and I almost kneed him in the balls when his left hand caressed my ass as he said, “Only when we’re roleplaying, baby.”
I glanced around like an escaped convict looking for the route to freedom, but thankfully, no one seemed to be paying attention to us.
Jerk.
I gestured towards my office. “This way, please,” I gritted between my teeth. I didn’t wait to see if he would follow. I just started walking and went back and forth between hoping he was following me and hoping he hopped back onto the elevator and out of my life.
We had just reached my office door when Arnold appeared out of nowhere. He spared Dash only a second’s glance before looking at me and asking, “Do you have a quick moment, Henley?”
I could feel Dash tense up behind me, but I kept my attention on Arnold. “Not at the moment, Arnold,” I replied professionally. “I’m about to start a meeting with Mr. Weston.”
His eyes flicked towards Dash standing behind me, but quickly returned to mine. “Then, afterwards?”
“Uh…okay,” I muttered vaguely. I couldn’t imagine what Arnold had to speak to me about, but I needed to get my meeting with Dash underway. “I’ll call you when my meetings over.” He gave me a satisfied nod before walking away.
I glanced up at Dash and gestured towards the interior of my office. “After you.” Dash rolled his eyes, then placed his hand on the small of my back and escorted me inside.
I was halfway to my desk when I heard the door shut and the lock click. I turned around and Dash was striding towards me like a predator with his prey in his sights.
“D…Dash…”
His hands were on my hips, and my ass was perched on the edge of my desk before I knew it. Dash’s legs forced my thighs apart, and he settled in between my opened legs like he belonged there. Before I could protest, his lips crashed down on mine and all thoughts of protesting flew out the window. His hands were tangled in my hair and my hands were fisted in the front of his shirt and one of us moaned.
I was pretty sure it was me.
Dash started pressing up against me and I could feel the outline of his hard cock through his tan slacks. And I momentarily felt horrified, thinking I was probably going to leave a wet mark on his clothes.
Because I was wet.
I was so fucking wet and that was just from a freakin’ kiss.
I tore my lips away from his long enough to pant, “This is a bad idea, Dash.”
“I don’t give a fuck,” came his gritted reply. “I miss the way you taste, Henley. I miss the way you feel pressed up against me. I miss how tight your pussy grips my cock. I miss how you moan my fucking name when I’m doing everything right. And I miss the way you scream my name when I’m driving you out of your fucking mind.”
Oh.
My.
Sweet.
Jesus.
I wanted this. I wanted this more than I wanted it when I had used him to mend my broken heart three months ago. But I was at work, and he was a client-a big one.
His lips skimmed across my jaw and I forced the last words I ever wanted to say to come out. “Dash, this is my place of work,” I gasped “I can get fired.”
“So what?” he murmured against my skin. “Let them fire you. I’ll buy you your own firm.” What? But then I remembered he was in-the-millions rich.
I shook my head and snapped out of the insanity threatening to take me under. I pushed against his chest. “Dash, stop,” I rushed out. “We need to stop.” His hands fell flat on my desk, and he bent his head until it was resting on my shoulder. His breathing was labored, and I knew it was killing him to stop.
“I feel like I’m going crazy,” he admitted softly. “I can’t stop thinking about you, Henley.”
“Dash…” I whispered, my hands pulling his face up, so I could look at him.
He leaned in and this time his kiss was soft and sensual. “It’s been three months and I can’t get you out of my fucking head, Henley.”
“I’m at work, Dash,” I reminded him. I was all for having this conversation-naked, preferably-but not here and not now.
Dash straightened to his full six-three and gave me a defeated nod. “When?”
I didn’t have to ask him what he meant. I knew already. “Tonight?” Uh…desperate much?
“Okay,” he conceded. “But we’re doing this at your place. I’m not having you fucking sneaking out on me again.” That was the third time that he’s mentioned how I had left him at the hotel, and I was starting to realize he was really upset about that.
I pushed him back, jump down from my desk, and straightened my clothes. I looked up into his stormy grey eyes and said, “Okay. My place. I’ll text you the address once I get off work.”
Dash grabbed my chin in between his fingers and his next words startled the shit out of me. “Whatever Arnold has to talk to you about, it better be legit business, Henley,” he bit out. “Understand?”
Well, okay, then.




Chapter 12



Dash~
I felt like a caged tiger who knew it was seconds away from freedom.
Stopping myself from fucking Henley on her desk earlier today had been one of the hardest things I’ve ever done. Everything male in me had wanted to fuck her dirty and send her to talk to that douchebag with my cum dripping down her thighs. But I had to settle with her smelling like my cologne instead.
Once we had gotten our hormones under control, the meeting had actually gone pretty well. Henley knew her shit, and she easily grasped what Weston Technologies was about. She listened as I told her how I first started creating software and where my ideas came from. She listened as I shared with her how I had a tendency to get lost in work and lose hours of my life to whatever I was creating. She listened to me brag about Scott and everything he brought to the table.
She. Had. Just. Listened.
Towards the end of the meeting, she said she had some ideas she would work up and when she had some preliminaries, she’d call to schedule another meeting. I had cocked my head and raised a brow, and it had taken her only a few seconds to realize how standard business her words were because I planned on spending every night, from here on out, with her naked in my bed. She could show me her ideas any damn time she wanted.
At that point, she had been adamant that we keep our work and personal situations separate. She was not going jeopardize her career for dick-her words, not mine. The sexist pig in me had wanted to remind her that I was rich, and she didn’t have to work. But then I’d have to divulge my plans on marrying her this Friday, and I wasn’t quite sure she was ready to hear that just yet.
A knock at my door snapped me out of my wedding plans and I wondered who it could be. These days with the entire world having cell phones, most people shot off a text or something before just dropping by. And if Scott was here to kill me for blackmailing him into skipping out on our meeting with Henley today, surely, he wouldn’t knock on the front door of my condo and alert me, right? That was a terrible murdering plan.
Opening the front door without looking through the peephole because-come on, it could only be my brother-I found Whitney on my fucking doorstep…or door hallway…or door floor. I shook my head. Whatever. The point was that Whitney was standing at my door and I had no fucking idea why she would be.
So, I told her so. “What in the fuck are you doing here?” I snapped.
Her big blue eyes were shining when she looked up at me. “Oh, Dash, please don’t be like that,” she cried out theatrically. “I…I don’t have anywhere else to go.”
Jesus Christ. How could I have spent a year with someone so stupid? I mean, she had to be super stupid if she believed I gave any kind of fucks about whatever drama she was going through, right?
“What are you talking about?”
She peeked behind me into my condo. “Can I come in?” My expression must have said it all because she quickly added, “Please, Dash. This is so…embarrassing, and I don’t want to give your neighbors a show.”
I take it back.
Whitney wasn’t stupid.
Whitney was fucking nuts.
“Hell no,” I let out. “There’s no way I’m letting you inside my place.”
“Dash, this is important,” she pleaded.
“I don’t give a fuck,” I replied. “I don’t care what you have going on, Whitney, so just leave.”
“I’m pregnant!” she blurted out. I stared at her, stunned. “I’m pregnant, Dash, and…I don’t know what to do.”
I reined in my annoyance at her being here and called on Jesus and all his baby angels to be the decent one here. “What’s that have to do with me, Whitney?”
Whitney’s head reared back, and she went from damsel-in-distress to insulted in a blink of an eye. “What do you mean, Dash?” she spat. “The baby’s yours.”
I laughed.
I laughed so hard, I had to brace my hands on my knees. I was laughing so hard that it took me a second to realize my phone had buzzed in my back pocket. Once I got myself under control, I pulled my phone out and saw it was Henley’s text with her address. I was going to text her back but decided to call her instead. I needed complete honestly for the start of our relationship. No rebound bullshit.
She answered on the second ring. “Dash?”
I kept my eyes pinned on Whitney’s as I spoke to Henley. “Hey, baby, I’ll be running a little late,” I told her.
“Oh…uh, okay,” Henley replied. “Is everything okay?”
“Whitney just showed up at my condo,” I answered smoothly.
“Whitney?”
The succubus in question slapped her hands on her hips and just glared like she had the right. “Yeah, my ex-girlfriend,” I clarified. “I hadn’t mentioned her before now because she wasn’t worth mentioning.” Whitney gasped.
“Oh,” Henley whispered. “Let me guess. She’s the reason you were at the bar that day.”
“She was.” Before Henley could get the wrong idea, I added, “She’s here, trying to tell me she’s pregnant with my child.”
“Oh, well…that’s…big news,” she muttered hesitantly. “Con…uhm…gratulations?”
I snorted. “She’s lying, like the lying, cheating horrible human being that she is.”
Whitney’s outrage could be heard down the street. “How dare you? I am pregnant,” she insisted.
I kept Henley on the line as I addressed Whitney’s ridiculousness. “You might be pregnant, but that child is most certainly not mine, Whitney.”
“How can you say that?” she squawked. “We’ve only been broken up for a couple of months.”
“Three, to be exact,” I corrected her. “But considering that we hadn’t slept together a month, or so, before that because I was working on the Telecorp software, you would have missed your period a month before we broke up, Whitney. Unlike you, because you were getting dick on the regular, I kept track of how little we were having sex because the neglect on my part bothered me. It’s the reason I shut down shop early that day to surprise you.”
She crossed her arms over her chest and tried to stare me down. “Are you sure about that?”
I snorted. “Let’s not forget the fact that I always used the condoms I made sure to buy myself. I’m not ready for kids, and I made sure to take every precaution short of abstinence.” My next statement was said for two reasons. First, I wanted Henley to hear how much she’s come to mean to me. Second, I wanted Whitney to hear how much Henley meant to me. “There’s only one woman I have ever fucked raw and didn’t give a fuck about protection with, Whitney. And that’s the woman on the phone with me right now.”
“Dash…” Henley’s voice carried through Whitney’s dramatic horror.
“But if you want, we can take a paternity test, and all that jazz. But I know that kid, if there’s even a kid, is not mine.”
“He left me pregnant!” Whitney screamed, the truth coming out. “Glen left once he found out I was pregnant!”
I sighed.
I really didn’t need this shit.
“Soooo…uh, I take it we’ll just do this tomor-”
“Fuck no,” I scoffed, cutting Henley off. “If you think for one second I’m going to hold off on tonight for the hot mess in front of me, you’re out of your mind.”
“Be kind,” Henley admonished. “If it wasn’t for her, we never would have met.”
“Don’t care,” I replied easily because I didn’t. “I’ll be on my way in a bit.” I almost tacked on those famous three words, but I didn’t want to share that moment with Whitney standing before me, looking like a complete disaster. “See you soon.”
“Okay,” she chuckled. “See you soon.”
I hung up the phone and slipped it back in my pocket. I really wanted nothing to do with Whitney or her less than ideal situation, but Henley’s request that I be kind made me feel sort of obligated not to be a complete dick.
I stared at the woman who I once thought I might marry and said the kindest thing I could think of. “Good luck. Hope the baby’s healthy. And I never want to see you again.” I stepped back and slammed the door in her face.
I let out a deep breath and congratulated myself. Whitney deserved way worse than that, but not because she was a cheating tramp.
No.
She deserved worse because she came back just when I was finally moving forward with Henley. And anyone trying to jeopardize what I had with Henley deserved way, way worse.




Chapter 13



Henley~
Really Universe?
Dash had texted me that he was on his way, and I couldn’t help but shake my head at his visit from Whitney. You would think that my first reaction would have been jealousy, but it hadn’t been. It had been mirth if you could believe it.
After my highly sexually tensioned meeting with Dash earlier today, I had headed over to Arnold’s office to see what he had wanted. And he might as well have told me that he was the one pregnant with Dash’s baby because that’s how shocked I had been when he had ushered me inside his office, then shut the door to go on to tell me he missed me and wanted me back.
Yeah.
That really happened.
So, yeah, I had a beef with the Universe. Just when Dash and I had come to an…understanding of sorts, Arnold confesses he wants me back and Dash’s ex shows up at his place, announcing she’s pregnant with his baby.
Really Universe?
And even though I still don’t know the full story behind Dash being at the bar that night, I knew there was no way he’d take Whitney back. He had been woman-hating that night almost as badly as I had been man-hating. Whatever Whitney had done to him, it had been enough to cause irreparable damage. Of course, that didn’t mean I wouldn’t wait until she had her baby to punch her in the face if she ever went near Dash again. I mean, there’s being kind, and then there’s being stupid.
There was a knock on my door, and my heart started beating like it was trying to escape my chest. However, my vagina was screaming at me to hurry up and get the damn door.
She was such a hussy.
Pretending to be cooler than I was, I still wore my work clothes as if everything were casual and expected. I had taken off my heels, but that’s about it. I was aiming for sophisticated, but I was probably coming across as lazy instead.
I opened the door any-damn-way.
My vagina fist pumped the air and my heart swooned at the gorgeous computer geek standing before me. Dash really was too pretty for words, not to mention that body of his. He was tall as hell without my heels on, but every inch of his tall body was cut, smooth, and muscular.
The jerkface also had tattoos hidden on his person.
Dash placed on hand on my hip and leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Sorry I’m late,” he chuckled. I smiled and opened the door wider to let him pass.
I shut the door behind me. “Do you want a tour?” My apartment was small by Bay standards, but it was still big enough to warrant a tour.
“Only if the tour ends in your bedroom,” he quipped. I grinned at his directness. With Dash, what you saw was what you got, and that was refreshing after Arnold.
I leaned back against the front door. “So, you’re going to be a daddy, huh?” He laughed. “Where are you registered, so I can get you a gift?”
He smirked. “Since you’re the only woman I plan on ever getting pregnant, you tell me where we’re registered.”
My. Heart. Swooned.
I laughed and gestured towards the couch. “Have a seat and I’ll get us something to drink.” I headed towards the kitchen as Dash made his way to the couch. “What do you feel like?”
“Honestly?” he asked. “I feel like getting in your pussy until everything else fades away.”
I tripped.
But still going for the sophistication I was aiming for earlier, I caught myself before I face planted on the tiled kitchen floor. I stuck my face in the refrigerator to cool it off.
“Pepsi, water, orange juice, or club soda are the choices right now,” I replied, ignoring his comment about my lady parts.
I heard him chuckle. “Water is fine.” I grabbed two bottles of water and headed back into the living room.
My place wasn’t fancy, but it was comfortable. My furniture didn’t match, but it was cozy. I also liked that if a piece died on me, I could run out and buy a whatever to replace it, without losing my mind that it won’t match.
Dash was sitting up against the crook of the couch and I sat next to him, my legs curled underneath my butt. I handed him the water and asked, “Do you want to talk about it?”
He twisted the lid off and took a drink before shrugging his shoulder and saying, “There’s not much to tell.” His grey eyes held no anger or resentment as he spoke. “The night I met you, I had just come from Whitney’s apartment, where I had caught her in bed with her gym trainer.” Holy shit. “I kicked his ass, said some choice words to her, and walked into the first bar I came across.”
“And tonight?”
Dash shook his head. “She accidentally got pregnant and tried to pawn the disaster on me. Glen dumped her when she told him, and she thought I was the best option to clean up her mess.”
“After three months?” I asked, but then something gut-wrenching crossed my mind. “I mean…unless you’ve been-”
He put his hand up to stop me. “No. I haven’t been,” he corrected me. “I haven’t seen or spoken to her since that night.” Dash placed his water on the stand next to the couch. “I never even went back to get whatever I may have left at her apartment over the months.”
“How long were you guys together?”
“About a year.” My stomach rolled at that. For some reason, I didn’t like hearing that they were that serious, even if I had been ready to marry Arnold.
“On the phone, you said you neglected her. Is that true?” I wasn’t taking Whitney’s side, but I wanted to know what I was getting into.
Dash nodded. “I tend to get lost in my work,” he said truthfully. “When I’m working on a new idea, I’ll forget what day it is sometimes.”
“Wow.”
He shrugged a shoulder. “I’ve always been like that. It’s a miracle I graduated from college with my degree. But Scott had a good way of keeping me on track. Still does.”
“So…if we do this, I can expect bouts of neglect if you’re working on a new project?” I wasn’t clingy, but I wasn’t sure how I felt about being forgotten, even if it was for a legitimate reason.
Dash cocked his head and regarded me thoughtfully. His grey eyes were looking right through me as if he could see everything I’ve never told him about me yet. I yelped when he reached over, grabbed my hips, and positioned me over his lap.
I was straddling him and that wasn’t good for my mental focus.
He brushed the random hairs that had escaped my messy bun from my face, and just stared at me. Then his hands ran down over my shoulders, arms, waist, and finally landed on my hips.
He squeezed and I clenched.
“I don’t think so,” he said, and it took me a second to remember what we were talking about.
“No?”
Dash shook his head. “Since the night I met you, work has…well, as my brother so rudely pointed out last week, I’m usually eyeballs-deep in at least five or six different projects, but since you…”
My heart was beating a mile a minute. “Since me?”
“I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind, Henley,” he said, his voice clear and honest. “At first, I wasn’t sure if it was because I thought I’d never see you again, but then, I began to worry that I might.”
“Why?” My voice was a mere whisper. I knew this moment was important.
“Because I knew being with you would make nothing else in the world matter,” he replied. “What would become of the company Scott and I worked so hard for if I no longer cared about it? Because one night with you was enough to make me think of nothing else these past three months, Henley. And that’s some scary shit.”
His honesty deserved my honesty. “I thought about you, too.”
His lip twitched. “Not like this.”
I was falling fast.
“So…we’re really going to do this, huh?”
He grinned. “You bet that sweet, thick, juicy ass of yours we are.” He playfully reached back and slapped a cheek. “But we need to discuss something first.”
I cocked my head, my hands playing with the buttons on his shirt. “What?”
“What did that fuckface, Arnold, want?”
I’d forgotten all about Arnold. “Oh, that,” I snorted. “He just wanted to tell me he wanted me back.”
“What?”




Chapter 14



Dash~
“Your fingers are cutting into my circulation, Dash,” Henley winced.
I immediately released my grip on her hips, but I didn’t let go. “What the fuck do you mean he wants you back?” Did the man have a death wish?
Henley rolled her eyes, and I did not appreciate the flippancy. And the fact that I was ignoring how her pencil skirt had ridden up when I had hauled into my lap, and how I could see her white lace panties and I wasn’t ripping them off with my teeth, was a testament to how pissed I was.
This was serious, damn it.
“After you left, I went to his office to see what he had wanted, and he basically told me he wanted me back,” she replied, then shrugged a shoulder. “That’s it.”
“That’s it?” I bit out.
Her smile was soft and understanding. “Dash, he wasn’t serious.”
Okay.
Now I was confused.
“What in the fuck are you talking about?” I snapped. “And I suggest you explain yourself clearly, young lady, unless you want me to lose my fucking shit and go hunt the asshole down.” Henley was doing her best to try to hold in her laughter and my eyes narrowed at how she wasn’t offended at Arnold trying to come between us.
“He was on the open floor when you got off the elevator for our meeting,” she replied calmly as if I wasn’t about to catch a court case. “He saw you rub my ass when I greeted you, Dash.” Her head twitched in indifference. “It’s just a classic case of seeing the person you thought was still pining over you not pining over you anymore.”
“So, he was jealous,” I surmised.
Her nose scrunched up. “I don’t think so. I think it was more of a bruised ego than serious jealousy,” she replied. “He said he wanted me back, but when I said I’d rather run my vagina over a sea of razor blades than ever let him near it again, he got snide and commented on how he saw your hand on my ass.”
“It’s a spectacular ass,” I commented, appeased a bit. “What the hell else am I supposed to do with it when you’re near?” I loved that Henley was perfect up top but that her ass, hips, and thighs were ample and thick. Fucking her from behind was the stuff of all the fantasies.
Henley rolled her eyes. “The point is,” she continued, “he thought I was still hung up on him and he didn’t like seeing that I wasn’t. He also made a good point that you were a client, and we should probably limit our heavy petting in public.”
Both my hands reached around and grabbed huge handfuls of her ass. “This is heavy petting,” I huffed. “What I did earlier was just a…demonstration of tenderness.”
She laughed.
God, she was breathtaking when she laughed.
When she was done, Henley leaned forward and placed her arms around my neck. As quick, soft kiss on the lips later, she said, “Even if you weren’t in the picture, there’s no way I’d ever entertaining getting back together with Arnold. I don’t do cheating.”
There was a burst of warmth behind my rib cage at the sincerity in her voice. “Neither do I,” I assured her. “Besides, I can’t imagine ever wanting another woman when I have you, Henley. I mean that.”
She pursed her lips and my brain started chanting, listen with your ears, listen with your ears, listen with your ears. I needed to focus on what she was about to say and not the smell of her shampoo, the softness of her fingers on my neck, her tits pressed up against my chest, or how her legs were spread open over my lap.
“Before we…move forward, there’s something I need to…ask. Or…more like clear up,” she said.
“Ooookay…”
“That night at The Lux…I…had been trying to…I don’t know, I guess…prove that Arnold didn’t have a good reason to cheat on me,” she continued, her face red from embarrassment. “All the things I let you do to me-”
Nope.
No way.
We were not doing this.
“Hold up, Henley,” I jumped in. “There is nothing wrong with all the things we did that night.”
“I let you fuck me up the ass, Dash!” she shrieked. “A total stranger,” she tacked on. “What kind of woman does that?”
“One who knows what the fuck she wants,” I shot back. “One who doesn’t limit her pleasure for the sake of respectability. To which, I have to say, respectability has no place in the bedroom if the sex is going to be good.”
Henley reared back. “Are you serious?” she whispered in shock. “You don’t think women need to be respected in the bedroom?”
I rolled my eyes at her deliberateness to misconstrue my words. “That’s not what I meant,” I replied. “I just meant there is nothing respectable about sex. If we’re making love and the lights are dim, there are rose petals on the bed, and missionary is our only option because it’s our anniversary and you want to be romanced, then, yeah, that could be deemed respectable. But do you see any respectability anywhere near the bedroom when my face is buried in your pussy and your hands are tangled in my hair as you fuck my face? Or when you’re on your knees and you’re slobbering all over the place because I’m choking you with my cock? Pretty sure no one would call us respectable in those intimate moments, Henley.”
She gasped. “Oh, my God, Dash. You are horrible.”
“All I’m saying is that a man either respects a woman or he doesn’t,” I pointed out. “If you can’t be respected because you let me spray my cum on your face that first night, well, then, I can’t be respected because I came on your face that first night.”
“It’s not the same and you know it,” she argued. “No matter how far we’ve come, men can still fuck indiscriminately while women are still expected to be choosy.”
“How many men have fucked you up the ass, Henley? Or cum on your face? Or covered your tits with bite marks and hickeys? Or slapped your ass while balls-deep in your pussy?” Her face was turning red for a different reason now. Henley was squirming in my lap and my dick was paying attention.
“Only you,” she muttered.
“Then I’d say you’re still being choosy,” I retorted. “And even if you weren’t, Henley, I still would never judge you for what you let me do to you. I want our sex life to be explosive. I want to explore new things with you.” My hands found the soft bare skin on the top of her thighs and I ran them upward until my fingers touched the lace of her panties. “I want you out of your mind with pleasure. I want to make you want it all, baby. I want you to comfortable enough to be as dirty and filthy as you want to be with me.” I leaned up and nipped at her lower lip. “I want you to beg me for things that you’ve never asked from anyone else. And I want to give them to you.”
“Dash…” she moaned, and she was no longer squirming. No. Henley was flat out running her pussy back and forth over my hardened cock.
I pushed her skirt all the way to her waist and slid my finger inside the gusset of her panties. She was soaking wet, and I was hit with the force of how much I missed her, how much I missed this. Henley had truly given all of herself over to me that night at The Lux, and I knew I would never settle for less. I wanted all of her all the time.
She threw her head back as I slipped two fingers inside her tight cunt and I latched onto her neck. After making my mark, I murmured against her skin, “I don’t want you to just let me fuck you, Henley. I want you to let me fuck you like you trust me.” She whimpered as she started riding my fingers. “I want you to trust that I’ll always hold you in the highest regard. I want you to trust that you can play my slut and I will still love you the same as when you’re just being you.”
Her body jerked and when I looked up, Henley was staring down at me, wonder in those green pools of hers. “Dash…”
“I have to be in love with you,” I told her. “It’s the only thing that makes sense. If I wasn’t, why did my life stop for three months without you?”
Her lips came down on mine, and she was doing what only she could do. She was making everything else fade into the background. I had one hand tangled in her hair and I used the other to finger fuck her wet cunt. I wanted more, though. “Where’s your bedroom?”
“Dash, don’t stop,” she begged.
“I won’t, baby,” I promised. “At least, not until you cum on my fingers.” And with that, I curled my fingers every time she came down on my hand, and soon, she was throwing her head back and trembling all around me. “That’s it, Henley,” I coaxed. “Give it to me, baby.” She rode out her orgasm and I knew forever was going to be nowhere near long enough.




Chapter 15



Henley~
It hadn’t been a fluke.
That night at The Lux hadn’t been a drunken, rage-fueled fluke. And it might have started out as an attempt to redeem my sexual self-esteem, but it hadn’t ended that way. Dash’s touch was lighting my body on fire just as it had that first night.
This had nothing to do with Arnold or his betrayal.
This was about me and Dash.
Now, I was lying naked on my bed with Dash standing at the end of my bed. He was undressing and I was enjoying the show.
After he had made me cum on the couch, I had let him undress me, and with the freedom of not being judged, I had sunk to my knees and had taken him into my mouth while I was completely naked, and he was fully clothed.
It had felt decadent.
And my feminine ego swooned every time he reached down and over my back to grab my ass. Having a fat ass wasn’t something most women are proud of, and I used to be one of them. I used to do squats until my legs collapsed under me just to get the stupid thing toned. But Dash’s perverted, yet sweet obsession with it had changed all that.
Dash made every part of me feel beautiful.
As his hands went for his pants, I couldn’t keep quiet any longer. “Not sure if I’ve mentioned it or not, but your tattoos turn me on,” I said, my breath labored and my body taunt with the wait of him.
He smirked. “Yeah?”
I nodded. “I like how you look all computer nerd with your clothes on, but as soon as they come off, all your muscles and tattoos come alive.” This newfound sexual freedom felt good. It felt good to be able to give him a compliment without worrying that I sounded stupid.
Dash shoved his pants and boxer down over his thighs. “What else do you like?” His voice was low and husky and perfect.
“I…I like how your touch burns,” I answered a bit breathlessly. “I like…I like that I crave you.”
Dash let out a groan as he climbed on the bed and crawled over my body. I automatically opened my legs for him and his weight settling over me never felt so good. This was different from the night we first met. Now that I knew what he was capable of, and now that I knew I could have this tonight, tomorrow, next week, next month…well, it just felt different from before.
Braced on his elbows, he looked down at me and made my heart stop with his next words.
Literally.
Stop.
“And when I’m eighty and there’s no longer any muscle and my tattoos can’t be made out anymore because my skin is sagging to my ankles? What then?”
My nose started to tickle and the pressure behind my eyes threatened to push out tears. “You…” I had to clear my throat. “You plan on still being around when you’re eighty?”
Dash slid his hard length into me, and I closed my eyes and moaned at the invasion, my question forgotten. He said I made everything fade into the background, but the truth was that he did. And the scariest thing about it all was that he made right and wrong fade into the background, too. I knew it was wrong to sleep with my client even if I slept with him before he was my client, but I was willing to risk it. That’s what he made me feel. As if every risk I was taking to be with him was worth it.
“I plan on being around every fucking day until I’m dead,” he said between grunts. “I already made mental plans to marry you on Friday.”
My laugh was stifled by a deep thrust that took me out of my head and all I could do was feel Dash making promises with his body that I prayed, and prayed he’d keep. “Dash…” I moaned.
“Yeah, baby?” he panted, every thrust into my body harder and deeper. “Tell me what you need.”
That was easy. “I need you,” I said simply. “Only you.”
“Goddamn it,” he growled and hooked my knee over his elbow, opening me wider and slamming into me harder. “You have me,” he promised.
I closed my eyes and let his words wash over me. I hoped so because, once again, Dash was inside me without a condom and I couldn’t find it in me to care. After finding out Arnold had cheated on me, I had gone for a checkup and the results were all good, there were other things to consider.
I opened my eyes and when I looked up, Dash was staring down at me, his stunning face taunt and fierce. “Dash?”
“Take it, Henley,” he grunted. “Keep taking every fucking inch, baby.”
I wanted to tell him that was easier said than done since the man had a lot of inches, but I didn’t. Instead, I was able to think long enough to say, “Condoms…”
He froze over me. “Henley-”
“After finding out Arnold cheated, I had a checkup,” I rushed out. “But I heard you tell Whitney you weren’t ready for kids. I’m on birth-”
Dash looked pained. He dropped my leg and braced himself over me. He continued sliding into my body, but his movements were slow and measured. I almost smiled. It was like he knew we needed to have this talk, but he didn’t want to lose his hard-on.
“Baby, I did the same thing,” he replied, breathing heavily. “Even though we used condoms, I didn’t want to take any chances.” His lip twitched. “I got a checkup because I was cheating on, and not because I had spent the most incredible night of my life with a woman unprotected.”
“But-”
“Henley, I wasn’t ready to have kids because I wasn’t with the right woman,” he said, his thrust picking up in force and tempo. “I’m with the right woman now.”
That was it.
The conversation was over, and I didn’t care if I got pregnant.
I didn’t care about anything other than the man above me. I opened my legs wider and his whispered curses were like music to my ears. “Dash…please…”
“Please, what?” he teased. “Please make you cum?”
I wanted more than to just cum. “Please give me everything,” I shamelessly begged. “I want it all.”
“Fuck,” he hissed out as my body started tightening around him. His forehead dropped on mine. “Cum for me, Henley. Cum for me and I’ll give you whatever the fuck you want.”
I erupted all over him and I didn’t care that we’d been only at for a few minutes. I wasn’t embarrassed at how easily he could make me let go. If nothing else, I was guaranteed an orgasm every time if I couldn’t control myself around him.
“Yes,” he groaned. “Give it to me, baby.”
My body was trembling, and indescribable sensations were wrecking every nerve in my body, but I let him ride me through the high. I wanted Dash to wreck me. I wanted a repeated of that first night. “So good…” I mumbled, unable to speak clearly.
“God, I love it when you cum all over me, Henley,” he whispered against my lips. “I’ll never get enough of it. Of you.”
Before I could gather a coherent thought, Dash flipped my pliant body over and his hips on my hands told me what was coming next. I didn’t fight it and I didn’t want to. My body was singing, and I looked forward to whatever he wanted to do to me.
His fingers rubbing my release into my ass confirmed my suspicions and I closed my eyes and let my body relax in its full state of pleasure as I felt the thick head of his cock pressed up against my resistance. My hands fisted the sheets and, God forgive me, I pushed back and pulled him in. It hurt, but I knew that pain would soon turn into a forbidden pleasure that women shouldn’t deny themselves.
“Motherfuck,” Dash swore behind me. “Fuck, your ass is tight, baby.”
I couldn’t comment. I was so focused on the way he filled my body, I couldn’t form one single word. Not even his name. I just pushed back, and he got the hint. After a few minutes of uncomfortable pain, pleasure started taking over and my moans were truly porn worthy. I was dripping on the bed and I knew it was because Dash hadn’t stopped grunting out filth since the second his entire length slid into my ass. I loved hearing him lose himself in me. I wanted him to desire me uncontrollably.
“Dash…oh, God…” He reached underneath and a few strokes of my clit had me cumming harder than before. “Oh, God…yes…”
“I can’t last,” he growled. “I’m cumming, baby.” And with that, Dash’s fingers gripped my hips painfully as he slammed every inch of his cock deep into my ass. My body convulsed around him as his cock twitched its final release.
Dash collapsed on the bed and pulled me into his body. We were sticky, sweaty, and cum was leaking everywhere, but I didn’t care because…
Holy. Fucking. Shit.




Epilogue



Henley – (Six Months Later)~
I hadn’t seen my husband in two days.
It wasn’t the first time he’s disappeared on me, but it was the first time he’s missed an appointment with me. Most women would have been upset and offended to be sitting in the doctor’s office alone, but I knew not to take Dash’s absences personally. Weston Technologies had just landed a software account with one of the top security firms in the nation and the ink hadn’t even been dried on the contracts before Dash had rushed off into his computer laboratory to never be seen again.
I did feel him often, though.
We had an ironclad rule that might as well have been part of our wedding vows, and it was that, no matter the time of night, when Dash made it home, he was to wake me up and let me know he was home. He usually woke me up with his face between my thighs, but I wasn’t complaining. I’d forego sleep in favor of sex with my husband every night.
“Mrs. Weston?”
I looked up and smiled at the nurse. Around me, I was surrounded with women rounded in various stages of pregnancy. I was only four months along, and barely showing, but I wore my momma-to-be smile proudly on my face.
There were also a few men sitting with some of the women, and I thought that was sweet. None of them looked put out to be here. That warmed my heart, but made it ache at the same time for the women who were here alone because they had no choice.
I placed the magazine I was skimming through on the table in front of me, grabbed my purse, and stood up to follow the nurse to the examining rooms beyond. Just as I reached her, the front door flew open hard enough to bounce off the metal frame.
Everyone looked towards the lunatic rushing through the door, shouting, “I’m here!” My lips rolled between my teeth and I did my damnedest not to laugh. Bright grey eyes scanned the room and his entire body deflated when his eyes landed on me. “Oh, thank God.”
“I would have understood,” I told him as he made his way towards me, apologizing and excusing himself to the other people in the room.
He scoffed. “Maybe, you would have, but this isn’t about you. Not this time,” he said, not caring about our rapt audience. “I might forget our anniversary. I might forget to show up for dinner. I might forget to pick up milk on my way home. I might even forget to shower for three days. But that’s who you married, Henley. That’s what you signed up for when I dragged you kicking and screaming to the church.”
I laughed.
He didn’t drag me kicking and screaming to the church. He did rush our wedding, though. We’d gotten married after only a month of dating, so it had been a small affair. But I hadn’t cared. I had cared about marrying Dash, not having a wedding.
Dash placed his hand on my stomach and rubbed it in small circles. “But this little guy?” he continued. “He doesn’t know what he’s getting into with me for a father. He didn’t request a father who might forget his baseball games and I’m not going out like that.” My eyes watered and I wasn’t sure if it was pregnancy hormones or Dash being Dash.
“He or she will understand that their father is just doing what he has to in order to provide for us, you know,” I said, trying to soften his self-criticism.
Dash reached out and pulled me to his. “You’re already provided for,” he pointed out. “This is about providing for myself. I’m nothing if I’m not a good husband and father.”
“Oh. My. God,” a soft voice vibrated through the room. “Is he for real?”
“I’m sitting right here, you know,” said a male voice.
The entire room started laughing, and Dash smirked. “Come on, Momma,” he said. “Let’s go check on our peanut.”
He put his arm around me, and I sniffed. “When was the last time you showered?”
“Hmmmm…today’s Thursday?” I nodded. “Tuesday, maybe?”
As the nurse escorted us back, I said, “You’re taking the rest of the day off after this.”
“I’m taking the rest of the day off after this,” he agreed.
Our fingers linked and it didn’t get any better than this.
The End.
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