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      The first woman Derrick ever loved left him for his sister. Well, that wasn’t quite the way it went, but that was how he liked to think of it. He turned their wedding invitation over in his hands, smiling despite the ache of sadness throbbing in the middle of his chest.

      Victoria Jackson had been perfect for him in every way—professional, intelligent, beautifully put together, not to mention sexy as hell. They met at the University of Miami during his last year of college and her fourth year as a PhD candidate. Because of her, he stayed at UM to get his law degree. He even did his clerkship in Miami and took a job in his hometown despite the better offers in New York and Boston.

      “What are you thinking about so hard over there, baby?”

      Derrick looked toward the sound of his girlfriend’s voice but felt Trish slide her arms around him before he could see her, teasing his nose with her light citrus perfume. He put the invitation facedown on the window seat. Beyond the upstairs window of his study, the artificial lake glimmered under the late Saturday morning sun.

      “A case,” he said. “Nothing serious.”

      The window’s glass mocked him with a glimpse of his lying face—eyes deliberately bland, his mouth, framed by his neatly trimmed goatee, smiling.

      “It doesn’t look like it from where I’m standing.”

      “I guess you better come closer, then.”

      He reached around for her, tugging her forward and down to straddle his lap in the oversized leather chair. With a quick motion, he pushed the armrests down to be level with the seat so she could get even closer and be more comfortable. Glimmering black in the light, her straightened hair swung forward along her jaw, framing her almond eyes set against teak skin, the smiling mouth.

      “You’re right,” she murmured. “This is better.”

      She’d been drinking hot chocolate, and the scent of it wafted from her parted lips, brushing over his mouth in a warm stream.

      “Did you leave me any of that hot chocolate?” His hands fell to her hips.

      “In the kitchen.”

      Derrick pitched his voice low, seductive. “What if I want what you’ve already had?”

      “Then you have to come and get it.” Her mouth hovered near his.

      He chuckled, taking her up on her invitation. The taste of chocolate was still rich on her tongue, vibrant and dark but not as interesting as her own flavor. Her tongue danced with his, licked his teeth, daintily tasted until his dick rose hard between them and she moaned very softly, moving her hips against him.

      “I thought you had a meeting?” he asked, his hands already lifting her dress out of the way.

      “You thought wrong. Right now—” She pulled down the top of her dress, baring her small breasts to his gaze and to his mouth. “—the only meeting I’m interested in is this one.”

      She reached down to grasp him, to peel the thin cotton pajama bottoms from the thickness of him rising between them. Derrick fumbled in the top drawer of his desk for a condom, ripped the package open, and slid the latex over his dick. They both gasped as he slid inside her.

      Her breasts waved before his mouth, an invitation he couldn’t resist, and he licked the tip of one, then the other. She gasped and squirmed on his lap. Derrick licked her breasts again, then chose one, pulling its velvet tip into his mouth, sucking the hard nub until she was riding him in a gentle rhythm, her mouth open, the other breast gently bobbing. He released her hips and grasped the other breast, kneading its softness, flicking the hardened peak with his thumb.

      “Yes, baby.”

      Her soft cries urged Derrick on, but he didn’t need them. His body was already hard and eager, throbbing like a pulse inside her and ready to fuck them both to oblivion. She was hot and wet around him. Pussy grasping him so tightly that he dropped the responsive breast and grasped her hips again with both hands, and she rolled her ass on top of him, moving her hips beyond the slow pace to something faster. And she was gasping again. His dick was close to exploding, but it was too soon. He felt her grasp the back of the chair, moving faster, her breasts jumping in front of his face. Derrick moved back, the air whistling between his teeth as he watched her damp face, her eyes dreamy as she rode his dick.

      “Yes, baby!” Her voice rose, and his fingers sank deeper into the flesh of her ass.

      The liquid sounds of their fucking and her cries and the squeaking leather chair and their breaths boiling in the room made him even harder, flooded fire in his spine.

      “Make love to me.” She rode his dick hard, slamming into him, choking on her words. He was close. Fuck. Close. He reached down between them, fumbled for her clit, and found it wet. Juicy. “Yes!”

      Her mouth fell open. Her movements sped. His balls tingled. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck! His head arched back, and he was jack-knifing up, his hips uncontrollably bucking up. Trish’s soft scream rang out. “Don’t stop…” Through her cries, he heard the phone ring. Derrick pushed inside of her. It rang again. Again. Its cool continental ring sounded from the old-fashioned cordless phone and answering machine on top of his desk just a few feet away. But he stayed right where he was. Inside Trish.

      God! She was so hot…

      “Hey, Derrick. It’s me.” Victoria’s voice stopped the seeking motion of his hips. “Just checking in—”

      He grabbed for the phone. “Tori.” He swallowed, grasping for control of his breathing.

      “What’s going on?” Victoria asked.

      On top of him, Trish became still. He felt her eyes like daggers. When she would have left him, swept her legs up and taken her hot pussy away, Derrick grasped her hips.

      “Stay,” he mouthed. He continued to move inside of her, gently but firmly thrusting up into her tight heat. Trish’s hand clenched into his shoulder, and her nails dug into his skin. Derrick winced.

      “Am I interrupting something?”

      “No,” he said. “Nothing.”

      He heard the doubt in her voice, but she didn’t say anything else. “I’ll make this quick. Dez wants you to do her a small favor. Drop off a package for her. Can you?”

      “Yes.” His hips began to move a little faster, the low smoke of her voice impelling him wordlessly to move. He imagined her mouth close to the phone. Its wet curve.

      “Great. It’s going to arrive at your house in a few days. For her friend Nuria. Can you make sure that she gets it by the eighth?”

      “Definitely.” Derrick swallowed again. “No problem.”

      Nuria. Another image blossomed in his fevered mind. His sister’s hot little friend with the sinful gaze. The two of them—Nuria and Tori—together. His hips jerked. Trish gasped and clung harder to him.

      “Good,” Victoria said. “Thanks, you’re a doll.”

      “For you, anything.”

      Victoria laughed. “I doubt that.”

      He didn’t. “Are you doing okay on that boat?”

      “Yeah.” Her voice dropped even lower and she sighed. “Everything is perfect.”

      His sister was back in the room. Derrick could tell by Tori’s melting tone. “Good. Well, have fun and don’t fall off unless you mean it.”

      “No worries on that. Dez won’t let me out of her sight.” His friend’s voice was warm with love.

      Derrick’s insides twisted. “Good. Well, go back to the party for two. I’ll deliver the package as soon as I get it.”

      “Great. I’ll see you soon.”

      “Later.” Derrick hung up the phone and blinked, bringing Trish’s face back into focus. He gently squeezed her ass. “Now, where were we?”

      Her face was cool, the passion bled away and gone. “Couldn’t you have waited to answer the phone?”

      “It might have been important.”

      She made a noise. “Well, obviously this isn’t important.” She gestured to their joined bodies.

      “Of course it—”

      She abruptly pulled her body away from his, struggled off his lap and out of the chair. “I have to go prepare for my meeting.”

      His dick cooled quickly in the air, bobbing and still hard, abandoned in the mouth of his cotton pajamas with the striped blue cotton rucked up under his balls. “Trish.”

      But she was gone. Fuck. He stripped off the rubber, tossed it, and tucked himself away before turning to face the window and pick up the wedding invitation again. The wedding was finished, brought to a graceful close in Montreal while most of the brides’ family and friends watched. The trip up to Canada, the wedding itself, and the reception had passed by in a mad blur. But he remembered the bachelor party, an event that he insisted on planning as part of a scheme to show that Dez was still the same thoughtless fuck machine she always was. But things hadn’t quite taken shape as he planned.

      He paid strippers to come to the hotel, a suite far from where his mother had lain snug in her bed. They were the kind of girls he always assumed his sister liked—sexually aggressive with big asses and small tits, slim waists, and the willingness to do anything given the right financial incentive. With Dez’s friend Rémi and a half-dozen others there, the girls arrived with music and tricks, costumes, and whips meant to excite.

      “You don’t have to do this for me,” Dez kept saying well up until the women swarmed the chair where Derrick stationed her in the center of the room.

      His sister’s particular preference had inspired Derrick, and he paid the girls extra for half of them to come in drag. As they trooped out, all four of them, he heard several in-drawn breaths in the room, including his own. The feminine ones, two of them, wore corsets that tightly cinched their waists but left their breasts bare except for sequined pasties. Their long legs were made even longer with fishnet stockings, garters, and stilettos. Two women in their red and gold satin corsets, with breasts curving high and smooth and their fashion-model faces. Deep red lipstick, bare throats, sloe eyes.

      The ones in drag were no less appealing in black slacks, suspenders, and white undershirts worn tight over their breasts and their hair swept back from their smooth, sparsely made up faces. The women staged a burlesque fantasy for Dez, dancing around her to Monifah’s “Touch it,” pressing their breasts against her face, dipping between her legs to sniff and nuzzle her crotch, biting her ear. His sister indulged them. But with her cigar clamped between her teeth and a gentle but firm shake of her head when one of the women tried to unzip her pants or take off her shirt, she didn’t touch any of them.

      In fact, it was Derrick who ended up with one of the girls on her knees in front of him, her wet mouth pulling at his dick as he leaned against the wall, gasping for air. The party broke up sometime after four in the morning with a sardonic Rémi escorting Dez from the suite to get her ready for the big event only a few hours away. Overall, the night hadn’t turned out quite as he would have liked, but it wasn’t a complete disappointment either.

      Derrick stood up from his office chair and walked to the window. It was difficult to tell sometimes where his happiness for his best friend and his sister ended and where his jealousy began. Tori belonged to him first, he often wanted to claim. But it wasn’t quite the truth. She had always been gay, and he knew that. Still, it didn’t stop him from thinking he could change her mind about men. About him. But she hadn’t changed her mind. She chose his twin sister instead.

      The moment Tori met Dez—who was nearly as tall as Derrick, in ridiculously good shape, and had the manners of a prince when she wasn’t being a pig—his best friend was gone. The knowledge was there the first time they met as he sat watching them. But the idea of it was so infuriating that he hadn’t admitted it to himself until months later when he was sure Tori was well on her way to heartbreak and Dez was just fucking around like she always did. But for once Dez was serious, and the two women hooked up, then ran off to Canada to get married.

      Derrick sighed and dropped the card back on the window seat. In the street below, he thought he heard Trish’s practical little sedan speeding away. Idly, he wondered just how long it would take her to forgive him.
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      Derrick called Trish’s office a few hours later and left a half-apologetic message, inviting her out to dinner with him that evening if she had the time. He grimaced at his tone on the machine, but better too much regret than none. His mother had raised him right, after all. Trish didn’t call him back until Sunday afternoon.

      “You’re an asshole, Derrick,” she said.

      He winced but said nothing because she was right. It had been wrong of him to answer the phone when he did. But the truth was, if he got the chance to do it again, he would’ve done the same thing. Victoria would always come first.

      As always with Trish, and with so many other women, there was something missing. No matter how beautiful they were, how skilled in the art of fucking, or “making love” as Trish preferred to call it, his mind always tumbled back to Victoria. No one was as sexy or as important as the woman who married his sister.

      “But,” Trish continued, “I’m going to go against my better judgment and have dinner with you.” She paused. “How about our usual place at six tonight?”

      Derrick nodded, almost disappointed that she’d given in so easily. “That’s perfect. I’ll be there.” Heavy silence lingered between them. “I’m sorry,” he finally said, sensing that she was waiting for something.

      “Don’t say things you don’t mean.” On the other end of the phone, Trish rustled papers. A sign of her irritation, Derrick thought. “See you tonight,” she said.

      

      Derrick already sat waiting at their table when Trish walked in. She wove through the restaurant, deliberately sexy in a high-waisted skirt that clung from ribs to calves. The wide leather belt that sat just below her breasts and a long sleeved shirt, unbuttoned to show a teasing hint of cleavage, invited more than a few stares. Her stilettos made cruel music as she made her way toward him.

      “I haven’t seen this outfit before,” he said, rising as she approached the table. “You look wonderful.”

      Knowing that she probably wouldn’t allow it, Derrick didn’t make any sort of move to kiss her. But as Trish sat down, a “thank you” fell from her lips, and her face softened. The dominatrix became a kitten.

      “You fucker,” she said with a reluctant smile. “Why do you have to look so damn fine?”

      And he hadn’t even apologized yet. What he had done was wear the aftershave she liked and the close fitting dark jeans that Trish once confessed made her wet whenever she saw them on him.

      “You bring out the best in me?” His tone was lightly joking, and she reached across the table to squeeze his hand. Just then, the waiter approached their table in his somber white and asked for their drink orders.

      Trish briefly scanned the menu. “Iced tea, please.”

      Keeping in mind that he had work in the morning, Derrick ordered the same.

      After the waiter drifted away, Trish leaned closer. Her heavy swing of hair released a tangerine scent that invited Derrick to come closer, too.

      “Derrick,” she murmured, as if afraid others nearby might hear her say his name. “Your incredible looks aside, you’re the most sexual man I’ve ever been with.” Derrick shifted his hand under hers, uncertain where this was going. “Even though it didn’t seem that way when I was getting to know you, I soon realized that you’re the kind of man who expresses himself a lot through sex. And I don’t mind it.” Trish squeezed his hand again. “Far from it. I love that you want to experience all this with me, especially after almost two years of being together. But what happened yesterday…”

      She broke off like she was remembering the feel of him inside her, the two of them moving in the leather chair, how she held herself bare and vulnerable over him, only to have him look away to answer the phone, then keep talking as they fucked. Trish glanced down at the table, then met Derrick’s eyes again. “I felt like you completely disregarded me.”

      Before he could say anything, she continued. “Now, I know that Victoria is a big part of your life, Derrick. Not only is she your best friend, but now she’s basically your sister-in-law.” His eyes briefly flickered down as she leaned even closer. Trish, seeing this, drew her hand from under his to pluck closed the V of cloth over her breasts. “I want boundaries. Answering a call when we’re in the middle of making love doesn’t show me any respect at all. And I really want that from you, Derrick.”

      He nodded. And kept his eyes from her breasts. It was only fair. He closed his mouth over the easy excuses that came to his mind. How to explain that he had some vague hope that Tori would change her mind on the honeymoon and discover that it was Derrick she wanted after all and not his substitute sister? His hopes were unrealistic, even a little bit foolish, but that didn’t stop him from holding on to them.

      “You’ve always had that, Trish. But I will make sure to show you that more in the future.”

      She smiled in relief, her fingers still toying with her blouse. “You know, I had all sorts of ideas that this dinner wasn’t going to go well. I don’t know why.”

      “I don’t know why either.” He sat back in his chair. “Let’s just enjoy tonight and carry on with our lives. Okay?”

      “Okay.” She smiled again.

      Although he thought briefly about it, Derrick didn’t invite Trish to spend the night with him. His excuse of work in the morning was technically valid, but he didn’t need that much sleep in order to function at work.

      That night, he worked out in the weight room until well after two, doing sit-ups and lifting weights, pushing himself through rep after rep until sweat ran down his tight and twitching body in a swift river. His muscles burned and trembled. The mirrored walls reflected his body back at him—shoulders and back rippling with tight muscle and sweat, ass solid under the loose gray shorts, thighs and legs thick and contoured.

      Derrick rubbed his palms over his solid pecs, his abs standing out in sharp relief under his skin, his damp belly. He didn’t want to think about Trish. Didn’t want to think about Tori with Dez. Didn’t want to think at all. But no matter how hard he pushed his body, no matter how he ached, the thoughts crashed down on him in the mirrored room until he was just as weak as before.
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      The package Dez sent was actually an envelope with two smaller ones tucked inside. One addressed to him and the other to her friend. Derrick called Nuria the next day. The phone rang twice before a slightly accented female voice answered.

      “Yes?”

      He leaned back in his chair, watching his computer boot up in preparation for the day. “Nuria. This is Derrick. Dez’s brother.” Silence. “Hello? Are you still there?”

      “Si. Um. Yes. Sorry.” Nuria’s breathless laugh made him stop his pen’s slow tap against the desk. “I’m just a little surprised.”

      “I know,” Derrick said. “Sorry to catch you off guard like this, but Dez gave me your number. She also gave me a package for you.”

      “Really? That’s interesting.” Nuria drew out the last word with clear amusement.

      “If that’s the word you want to use. Listen, where can I drop the package for you?”

      “You don’t have to drop it anywhere. I can meet you and get it.”

      “How about—” He opened up the calendar on his cell phone. “—Thursday night at Yamagata’s? I have a meeting there at eight.”

      She made another breathless sound. “Ah, that sounds good. I’ll see you then.”

      “All right.” He waited a beat to see if she wanted to say anything else; then he hung up the phone.

      

      Nuria’s hair lay across her back like a whip. The lights from the overhead lamps plucked out the colors in the separate strands of her dreadlocks—red, mahogany, deep amber. Even from behind, she was a beautiful woman. Focused and animated, she spoke quietly with her friends at their table in the Japanese restaurant. Her hands gestured. Her head turned to look at each woman in turn. The brown skin of her back looked like velvet framed in the white halter dress. Derrick crossed the restaurant, passing with murmured apologies between the full tables of laughing patrons. Wondering if her skin was as soft as it looked, he walked up to Nuria and touched her shoulder, said her name. She didn’t stiffen, only turned around with a wet smile. Her platinum labret stud glinted in the light.

      “I smelled you before you got here,” she said.

      The others at the table, Sage, Rémi, and Phillida, looked briefly at Derrick, greeting him with nods before turning back to their private conversation.

      “I didn’t think you remembered what I smell like. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you.” Too long, his body said.

      The times before when they’d run into each other, usually when she was a part of his sister’s entourage, an electric attraction flared between them. He always ignored it. She was beautiful poison, but poison nonetheless.

      “Has it?” Her eyes flickered over him, taking in the Joseph Abboud navy suit and blue paisley tie, and smiled just a bit more.

      Derrick produced an envelope from his pocket, the package from Dez, and handed it to her. “Here it is. The message was to make sure that I put it in your hands.”

      “That Dez.” Nuria laughed softly. “Always one for the personal touch.” She didn’t open the envelope. “Want to stay for a drink with us?”

      “Thanks, but no. I have clients.” He gestured vaguely behind him.

      “That’s too bad.” She managed to pout and smile at the same time. “Maybe next time?”

      “Maybe.” He answered her smile with one of his own, then nodded at the other women at the table. “See you around.”

      He turned and walked away from her, his hand tingling from where he touched her skin. Derrick swore that he could still smell her hot perfume, something dark and sweet.

      “That’s a…lovely young lady,” one of his firm’s clients, Rafael Costa, said with a subtle leer as Derrick sat down at their table. The dark haired man with the sprinkling of white at the temples looked old enough to be Nuria’s father.

      “Yes,” Derrick agreed. “Very.”

      Alex Meyer turned slightly in his seat to get a better look at Nuria. His wedding ring winked under the light. “Is she yours?”

      “No.”

      “Not yet, you mean.” Costa chuckled. “I saw that look. It’s only a matter of time.”

      Derrick gave them his most sincere fake smile. At the corner table, she shimmered brightest of all among her friends. He didn’t find anything appealing about any of the others. They were too hard for him. Even the feminine one named Phil. Despite her soft clothes and flirtatious pouts, there was something about her that didn’t appeal.

      “She’s not quite my style,” Derrick said. “But either of you is welcome to try.”

      “You better watch what you say in front of Rafael here,” Meyer said. “A wedding ring never stopped him before.”

      Costa shrugged. “My wife and I have an understanding. Just as we as men of business have an understanding.” He lifted a hand that gleamed with a diamond pinky ring, signaling the waiter. “Send a drink to the young lady over there with the bare shoulders and the white dress,” Costa said to the tuxedoed man when he came to their table. “Whatever she is drinking. With our compliments.”

      The waiter nodded and went to do the millionaire’s bidding. When Nuria got the drink, she glanced over at the table, lifted her glass in salute, and smiled at the men. Derrick didn’t know if he was disappointed or relieved when she didn’t approach their table.

      She and her friends left the restaurant before his table did, creating a small scene as they walked out, laughing softly together. Derrick was very aware of eyes watching the women, covetously snatching glimpses of their tight and toned bodies as they wove carelessly through the restaurant. The scent of a long night’s party trailed behind them.

      Derrick’s attention and eyes returned to the table only to encounter Costa’s amused smile.

      “Only a matter of time,” the other man said, cutting into his steak.

      

      At home later that evening, Derrick sat on his patio with a glass of tomato juice and his thoughts. He rubbed his eyes tiredly. The firm had been working him long hours over the last month. Rafael Costa, one of their biggest clients, found himself in very real danger of going to jail if Silverman, Johnson, and Meyer didn’t build up a credible defense and pull a rabbit out of their ass at the last minute. Derrick was on that team of weary magicians. He sighed and took a deep drink of his juice. The next few weeks were going to be even more intense, more crucial. That meant this was going to be his last night of rest.

      “That’s why they pay you the big dollars.” Derrick smiled wryly to himself as he gazed up at the stars.

      Without looking, he reached over to the patio table and picked up the envelope that Dez sent him in the mail. It smelled slightly like the sea.

      

      Take a night off from the usual, Dez wrote. There’s something at this place I think you’ll like.

      

      The thick slip of paper under her note was a ticket. Black with silver lettering, it detailed an address, date, and time. Saturday. In two days. In a part of town he’d always thought of being too full of itself. Though a night off did sound good, he wasn’t sure if he was ready for Dez’s idea of not his “usual.” Derrick picked up the cell phone at his elbow.

      “Hey, Jake,” he said when his friend answered. “Have you ever heard of a place called Flaunt?”

      Jake laughed. “Seriously? Flaunt is really hot right now. I’m surprised you haven’t heard about it.” Jake paused. “Then again, maybe not.” He laughed again.

      Derrick had known the other man since their undergrad years at the University of Miami. Jake enrolled in school not knowing what he wanted to do. When Derrick mentioned that he wanted to become a lawyer like his father, Jake shrugged his shoulders, saying, “I could do that, too.” But barely a year into the program at UM, his friend shrugged his shoulders again and said it just wasn’t for him. Now Jake was a jazz musician earning a decent living in the city. “I’m not rich,” Jake often said when Derrick chided him about getting a real job. “But I’m not sleeping in the streets either.”

      “Tickets to get into that place can be hard to come by, especially if they’re having a good show,” Jake said.

      “Is that right?” Derrick turned over the ticket in his hand. “I have one for the show this Saturday. How hard do you think it would be to get one for yourself?”

      Jake laughed. “No worries. I know someone there.”

      “Cool. If you can’t get the ticket, let me know. I’m sure we can work something out.”

      “Whatever, man. See you Saturday. I’ll drop by your place to pick you up.”

      Derrick almost offered to drive. Jake owned a silver 1998 two-door Honda Accord. He kept the car in good shape, but it wasn’t exactly a pussy wagon. But he let it go.

      “That’s cool,” Derrick said. “See you then.”

      

      On Saturday night, Jake showed up looking fresh and ready. His dreadlocked hair was pulled back and bound with a plain leather thong in a style that went well with his simple black shirt and black slacks.

      “The ladies there are hot, man,” Jake said at Derrick’s smiling look. “Even standing next to your ass, I’m sure I’ll get some play tonight. Not every girl is taken in by the green.”

      Derrick’s own look was all money. Gucci sunglasses covered his tired eyes, while designer jeans and a long-sleeved silk shirt draped nicely over his body. The platinum Rolex flashed briefly against his wrist as he closed the car door.

      “So Trish knows you’re going to this place, Rick?” Jake put his car in gear and pulled smoothly out of the driveway.

      “We’re not together like that.”

      “You sure? Because I think that girl wants to lock you down for good. She might even have the wedding dress picked out already.”

      “Stop talking shit,” Derrick muttered. “She and I never had that conversation. As far as I know, that’s not standard procedure after dating somebody for not even a year.”

      Jake laughed. “I hope you haven’t said that to her face. Even I know it’s been more than a year since you started kickin’ it with her.”

      Really? It seemed like just a few months ago that he’d met Trish at the fundraiser in Key West. Derrick made a dismissive noise. “People don’t even have that conversation until year five or so.”

      “Shit.” Jake gave an incredulous laugh. “By then, some guys are ready to trade up for a new model.”

      “Only if you’re a dick.”

      “You are what you are.” Jake looked at him meaningfully.

      Derrick hummed in response but said nothing else. He’d known for a while now that he didn’t want to marry Trish. She was a nice woman and a decent bed mate, but there was nothing about her that made him want to make her a permanent part of his life. They were having a good time with each other, and, for now, she fit well into his life. Trish knew a lot of the same people he did. Their tastes were similar. And they could always carry on a conversation on nearly anything under the sun. But that was it. Just because his twin had found a partner didn’t mean that he was next in line.

      “Trish is a nice woman,” Derrick said. “She’d make someone a great wife.”

      “But not you?”

      “Twenty-seven is too young for a man to get himself stuck with one woman.”

      “And which rule book are you going by?” Jake tossed an amused glance his way.

      Derrick smiled slightly. “Mine.”

      

      From the outside, Flaunt looked like any other nightclub. The clientele was well dressed in silks, leathers, the latest hip-hop, and men’s magazine fashions. Men, women, and people in between sauntered, sashayed, and glided by as Jake pulled the car slowly to the club’s off-street parking lot.

      The trickling crowd making its way from the well-lit back parking lot watched the steady stream of cars just as the drivers and passengers watched them. One woman, wearing dangerously high heels and a tiny mandarin-collared red dress that barely covered her ass cheeks, walked in the road, forcing cars to drive slowly behind her, taking note of each shift of her bottom under the red silk. Someone far back honked their horn, but Jake seemed content to watch her parade of one until that dangerous body of hers disappeared around the corner and into a large SUV with its stereo blasting the latest Rihanna hit song.

      “I hope she’s performing tonight.” Jake flashed him a grin. “That would be something to see.”

      “There’s only one kind of show somebody like that would put on,” Derrick said.

      “And there ain’t nothin’ wrong with that.”

      Both men laughed. Jake parked the car, and they walked the gauntlet of stares, seeming to meet the approval of the critical eyes passing over them. They gave their tickets at the door and went quickly into the dimly lit club. Despite the relentless stream of people making its way through the tall double doors, the inside of Flaunt was surprisingly comfortable.

      The cavernous, two-level space easily fit the crowd, allowing most people to move about without having to squeeze chest to chest or even shoulder to shoulder with everyone else there. Cool air washed through the club while strobe lights flashed, conversation buzzed, and laughter fizzed fresh and intoxicating, like bubbles from the first sip of champagne. It was early yet.

      The people at Flaunt were sharper than the ones Derrick was used to. Their smiles rested on the edge of razor blades, and their sexual energy burned electric along his skin. A woman brushed against his shoulder, not because she had to but because she could. And Derrick felt her heat, smelled the pungency of her sex, through the poured-on black slacks and barely-there lace blouse. Her look was wet and inviting. When he didn’t respond to her less-than-subtle command, her entire body seemed to shrug and move on, cutting through the throng like a scythe.

      “Trust my sister to know about someplace like this.” Derrick raised his voice to be heard above the loud thudding music.

      “Dez was the one who gave you the ticket?” Jake asked as the two men made their way to the bar.

      Derrick grinned as he thought of his sister’s note. “Who else?”

      “I didn’t think you two were that tight anymore.”

      “We reconnected over the Tori thing.” Derrick shot Jake a look. “And don’t say it.” Jake knew how pissed and jealous he was that Dez hooked up with Tori.

      His friend chuckled. “I wasn’t going to say a word.” He leaned against the bar and signaled the bartender. “But that’s nice. She’d definitely have the lowdown about tonight.”

      Jake had met Dez a few times over the years, and Derrick’s friend was inexplicably attracted to her. For reasons of her own, Dez entertained Jake, going out with him on a few “dates” that she’d later dismissed as “boys’ night out.” During one of these get-togethers, she told Jake the deal with her liking women, and he showed his disappointment but remained respectful. He still asked Derrick about her every now and then.

      When the bartender finally came their way, Derrick ordered a Red Stripe while Jake had his usual Miller Light. Flaunt was shaped like a coliseum, with a bar level where they stood, and above, a higher, wider level with a railing that people leaned against, watching the action below. There was a railing on their level, too. Derrick nodded toward it and Jake followed, barely paying attention to him. Everyone in the place was appealing, and he couldn’t seem to keep his eyes from bouncing from stimuli to stimuli while Derrick chuckled softly. And he thought he’d be the one looking like a bumpkin tonight.

      At the railing, the room sank, opening up to a view of a stage and another room below. The stage was empty, but it was still early. Barely eleven o’clock.

      “We’ll get a better view if we go downstairs.” Jake gestured to a staircase near a wall leading down. The room below was nearly an exact replica of the one they came in through except that the stage was at the very center of the room and there was no railing to separate it from the crowd. By sheer luck, they found a small table with two stools and sat down.

      “Can you even see with those things on?” Jake indicated Derrick’s shades.

      “Not really.”

      “Then what’s the deal?”

      “If I see something worth looking at, I’ll take them off,” Derrick said.

      “Poser.”

      “Somebody’s got to do it.”

      Derrick smiled at his friend, knowing that Jake saw him as flawed and fucked up but still liked him anyway. They’d been through too much for the affection not to be there between them. He’d seen Derrick through the worst of his infatuation with Victoria, warned him to back off and not hold hopes about her turning straight just for him. But Derrick never listened, and here he was. Nursing a six-year-old wound that would probably ache for a lifetime.

      “Remember when I first met Tori?” he asked suddenly, taking a sip of his beer and watching the beautiful throng ebb and flow around them.

      “Yeah.” Jake shook his head with a laugh. “Your mind was gone the second you saw those tits of hers.”

      True enough. Then what kept his interest was her willingness to accept him for who he was. Between his recklessness that led to an AIDS scare, his general moodiness, and obsessive need to succeed, Derrick was surprised that Tori stuck with him. She hadn’t taken any of his shit, but she never gave up on him either. Derrick really loved that woman.

      “They are definitely nice tits,” he said.

      Jake watched him quietly. “Why don’t you drink something a little stronger? It’s been a long week.”

      Derrick’s gaze swept the room. Anticipation throbbed in the air around him, bouncing off his skin in waves that made the small hairs prickle. “I just might do that.”

      A few minutes later, Jake left the table, then came back with a glass of whiskey. Neat, just the way he liked it. Derrick nodded his thanks and tossed his drink back, mentally saying goodbye to a sober night. By the time the music stopped, signaling that the show onstage was about to start, the edges of his mental exhaustion had been rubbed smooth by the whiskey. After a second glass, then a third, he was floating.

      Strobe lights flickered around the otherwise dark room, directing the attention of the thickening crowd to the raised stage. With a sound of boot heels in the suddenly quiet club, a tall woman strode onto the stage. She held a microphone loosely in one hand and wore a cool but strangely inviting smile. Derrick put his nearly empty glass down.

      The riding boots, jodhpurs, and white long-sleeved shirt fit her slender body well, pressing tightly to breasts, flat belly, and curved hips. Her hair, pulled back from her face to show off its severe lines, trailed down her back in a long ponytail. The crowd hushed.

      “Welcome to Flaunt,” the woman said, her voice a cigarette roughened caress. “This evening, we have something very special for you.”

      She paused and the crowd applauded loudly on cue as if they knew exactly what that special thing was. As the applause died away, she smiled, flashing white teeth that burned against her brown skin.

      “A birthday girl will have one of her dearest wishes fulfilled for her tonight.” The woman’s eyes gleamed. “If you want to help make this night a memorable one, there’s a line for spanks backstage after the show.” Delighted laughter erupted with the applause this time. “Now, without further delay—Lady Leo!”

      The woman sauntered off the stage to more applause that quickly tapered off as the crimson curtain lifted. A bed lay in the middle of the stage, slowly turning. Derrick’s skin jumped as a thick, rhythmic drumbeat, like a heart at rest, began to bleed from the speakers.

      A woman lay on her back in a pool of light against white sheets. On the bed, her body was soft and seductive, the face relaxed. Derrick knew that face. Nuria. She sighed against the sheets, her mouth the perfect picture of innocence corrupted.

      “Nice,” Jake breathed at his side.

      Derrick blindly reached up and tore the sunglasses off his face. Nuria’s body lay sprawled on the bed in sumptuous abandon. And in case anyone in the club wasn’t lucky enough to see every sigh from her wet mouth up close, the image of her flared to life on every monitor scattered throughout the club. The pulsing music grew louder.

      As the bed stopped its slow revolution, men in bright color began to appear. Red. Blue. Green. Purple. Liquid latex covered their gym-hardened bodies. The glistening material clearly outlined each part of them, showing that they wore nothing other than a cup and string that were supposed to be underwear.

      In other circumstances, this scenario would be laughable. Nearly naked grown men prancing around in public with only their faces uncovered by latex but still hidden with simple Zorro-like masks. Right. But under the bright lights with the heavy music and Nuria resting in the white bed, an air of palpable menace settled in the room. The music rose higher. Thicker.

      Light glinted off the men’s flesh as they came closer to Nuria. And closer. They neared the bed, and she finally seemed to become aware of them. She sat up in the sheets, and Derrick lost his breath. Her dreads tumbled around her shoulders in disordered curls. Her breasts heaved under the loose lace nightgown. The wet red of her mouth parted in a terrified gasp.

      Nuria shivered and the music made choreography of her fear, her curls shaking as she stared at the creatures surrounding the bed. Her long thighs spread wide under the short dress. The creatures crawled onto the bed, and she scrambled up on her knees in fear, breasts heaving under the white lace, nipples hard.

      She licked her lips. Derrick swore her eyes flashed on him. The alcohol rushed potently through his blood, but it felt like her gaze, flaring like heat over his skin. The animalistic men crawled toward her, hands grasping, pulling at the barely-there fabric, at her skin. They squeezed her thighs. Her nightgown ripped, exposing a shoulder, the tops of her breasts.

      I want to fuck you like an animal.

      Derrick shuddered as the words of the song settled into his spine and spilled into his hips. He swallowed past his dry throat. With Purple and Green at her back, the bed began to turn again, and she leaned into their caresses. Red dipped between her thighs with his thick hands, and her neck arched. Her face was gorgeous in its pleasure. But Green spun her roughly to him, completely ripping off her nightgown. Her look changed.

      She pushed him and the others back and leapt gracefully from the bed. Standing up and closer to the crowd. Derrick could see that she wore latex, too. The material glowed a deep chocolate brown, matching her skin perfectly. Brown stilettos made her taller than usual under the lights.

      Before the latex men could follow her, Nuria grabbed a bullwhip from the shadows. The first crack shook the crowd. It snapped through the heavy industrial music, bringing everyone’s attention to the sleek muscles in her arms. Derrick swallowed again. She was truly Lady Leo, a lion with her thick mane long and curling around her face, eyes fierce as they surveyed her territory. The latex men stiffened, then subsided in the bed, their eyes fastened onto Nuria. When she turned away from the audience to face them,

      Derrick’s dick jumped. Her ass was a miracle of symmetry, a curving apple that made his teeth ache to bite into it. The muscles of her back shifted just beneath skin and latex as she moved in a lightning motion, cracking the whip toward the captive men. Green flinched. The latex over his belly split open. The whip sounded again, and Purple, with his back to her, arched forward in agony as his latex split from the whip’s expert slap.

      Nuria stalked toward Purple and ripped back the ruptured latex skin covering his back, baring his pale flesh, the swell of muscle and sinew, peeling more of the purple skin away to bare a muscular buttock, a solid thigh.

      With a sneer, Nuria shoved him down to his belly on the bed. Green flinched again when she turned to him, the whip in one hand, the fingers of the other hand curled to talons that ripped away his green skin, cleared the fake color from his thickly muscled chest, his belly, showing the black string of his underwear, the sharp line of muscle, the swell of his dick under the cloth. Her finger hooked in the string, and Nuria arched a naughty eyebrow at the audience. A chorus of whistles rose in the crowd, both masculine and feminine encouragement to strip the man naked. But Nuria only snapped the string against his supple flesh and moved away.

      She modeled for the crowd again, showing off the flex and release of the muscles in her thighs and legs. The delectable bounce of her ass and breasts. With an abrupt turn, she cracked the whip in the air, snarling, and the men slid meekly from the bed. They crawled on the floor toward her feet, grasping at her long legs.

      Another crack of the whip and the men flinched. They jumped back from her. She lashed the floor in front of her. Once. Twice. Three times. The music pulsed. And they all lined up on their bellies in front of her, their bodies writhing to the music. Doubling the whip and grasping it tightly in her two hands, she backed up toward the now stationary bed until she was sitting on it, her thighs splayed wide. The liquid latex made it obvious that her pubes were completely shaved. Her clit stood up hard and thick under the glistening material. The platform holding the bed began to slowly turn again.

      Nuria summoned her animals on the floor with an imperious finger. The green man settled between her thighs, hands resting lightly on her knees and his head held low so the audience could see her. He began to lap at her pussy through the latex.

      The music throbbed, thick and sex-drenched, reaching for a high crescendo. But Nuria seemed to hold it off, gesturing again to the men. And they all came, one after the other, worshipfully, pushing her back gently on the bed and tending to her. Blue knelt upside down over her to settle his mouth over her breasts, licking and sucking her latex covered nipples. Red and Purple abased themselves at Nuria’s feet. They licked her shoes and worshipfully stroked her slender calves.

      The camera zoomed in on Red’s tongue moving wetly over the brown leather of her stilettos. Glistening with effort and latex, the men’s muscled backs, thighs, and asses rose and fell to the music. The sound of drums dropped away, leaving only tinny piano music and the low moans coming from Nuria in the bed. Darkness abruptly descended on the stage. Applause erupted. Wolf whistles and catcalls sounded from all corners of the club.

      “I think I just came in my shorts,” Jake muttered from somewhere nearby.

      “Maybe you should have kept that one to yourself,” Derrick said, but he wasn’t far from that himself. He knew that Dez and her friends were into some kinky shit, but he’d never seen any of it until now. He felt like someone abruptly flung a door open on something that he wasn’t ready to see. Something that made his balls ache and his mouth go dry.

      “I wouldn’t mind giving her a birthday spank,” Jake said.

      Derrick shook himself out of his stupor. “There is an open invitation to go backstage and help her out with that.”

      Jake looked at Derrick like he’d lost his mind. “Seriously?”

      “Why not?”

      After asking the bartender how to get backstage, Derrick went to find Nuria with Jake a nearly panting presence behind him. They found her in the darkened dressing room surrounded by adorants. Still wearing her latex, she lay over Green’s knee squirming under his light slaps. His hand connected with her shapely bottom with a delicate sound.

      Nuria laughed and stood up when he was finished. “Somebody has to do better than that.”

      Derrick was surprised that no one rushed to take her up on the offer. Then again, maybe not. She looked delectable just standing there in the flesh-colored material, shimmering and gorgeous for the eye and the cock to appreciate.

      “Happy birthday,” he said, raising his voice to be heard.

      Her eyes immediately found him along with everybody else’s. “Thanks. I wondered if you would show up.” She slid through the crowd of two dozen or so and came closer. Her smell—of rubber, sweat, and spiced perfume—made him want to slide into her skin. “Dez said you might.” In her high heels, she was nearly at his height. Her breath teased his face.

      “Can I take you out for a drink to celebrate your birthday?” Derrick found himself asking. He didn’t know where the words came from, but he certainly didn’t want to take them back.

      Her lashes flickered in surprise. “Sure. Why not?”

      At his side, Jake cleared his throat and straightened the collar of his shirt.

      “Oh, this is my friend Jake.” He gestured between them. “Jake, this is Nuria. A friend of Dez.”

      “A pleasure,” he said, kissing the back of her hand.

      Nuria chuckled and watched him through slumberous eyes. Her hair slid over her shoulders.

      She reluctantly took her hand back and turned back to her crowd. “Gracias, all. Thanks for coming. As usual, much love. After-party at my house.”

      The people quickly dispersed, leaving Nuria, Jake, and Derrick alone in the suddenly large dressing room. Nuria kicked off her shoes and turned her back to Derrick.

      “Help me get out of this thing, will you?” At his puzzled look, she smiled. “Just peel it off.”

      Jake cleared his throat and backed out of the way. Between Derrick’s hands, the latex felt slick and warm from Nuria’s body. He ripped it away, gradually revealing the cocoa brown skin, its tiny hairs, and the richer smell of her sweat. And her arousal.

      The latex parted over her back, her bottom, the lean length of her thighs. On his knees, Derrick could smell her, could almost taste the salt sea of her. Up close, he noticed that she had a tattoo of a black sun sitting in the shallow cup of her lower back. He vaguely heard Jake mumble something about having to make a call before his friend stumbled from the room.

      At the front of her body, he peeled up, slowly, over her pubes, her belly, and her breasts until it was just her. He crushed the latex in his hand and threw it in the trash bin under the makeup table.

      “You’re very thorough,” Nuria murmured. Her dark-tipped breasts moved with each breath. A fine layer of sweat rested above her upper lip.

      “I like to think so,” Derrick said, equally softly. Then he was leaning closer, his breath brushing against her lips.

      She kissed him. Lips gently brushed his, almost to see if he would turn away. Derrick took what she offered, opening his mouth over hers, licking her lips open before diving into her sweetness. Nuria tasted like hot spices. Even through his alcohol haze, he savored her uniqueness.

      Suddenly, he had to have more of her. He pushed her against the wall, devouring her mouth like a man starved of nourishment. And she opened up for him. Groaned for him. Nuria sank her fingers into his back. Her skin burned hot through his shirt, and her scent nearly overwhelmed him. Derrick lifted her, grabbed her ass, and pulled her against him. Her legs slipped up and around his waist.

      His dick rose hot and hard between them, pressing against her heat. He fumbled with his zipper.

      “No,” she gasped. “Not here.”

      Why not here? He pushed against her, imprinting her wetness on his jeans.

      “Where?” He gasped the question, beyond thinking. He kissed her full mouth, biting then licking lower her lip. “Come home with me.”

      She nodded. “Okay.”

      With fists clenched in his pockets, Derrick watched her with hawk-like attention as she dressed, shielding her body from his gaze, in a gray tube dress and black high-heeled boots that came up to her knees. His body ached with need for her. He felt feverish, hand trembling, his belly whirling with butterflies.

      “Ready.” Nuria grabbed her purse and kissed him roughly, igniting the taste of blood between them. “I’ll drive.”

      In her car, a surprising white BMW Z4 convertible, he forced himself to keep his hands off her as he gave gruff directions to his house in Fort Lauderdale. The miles crawled by as they sat in the silence saturated by their desire. She drove competently, quickly, her full lower lip caught between her teeth. Her thighs, shifting beneath the short dress as she changed gears, hypnotized him. Derrick’s heart beat a fierce tattoo in his chest, thumping in what he was sure was an audible rhythm. It had to be the alcohol. There was no other reason for him to want her like this. None.

      Before the car even pulled into his driveway, he was reaching for his keys. She turned the car off and came to him with a click of high heels and the scent of good things to come. Their mouths met, and they crab-walked backward to the door, stuck to each other. Wrestling the key into the hole, the door open, and the alarm off, Derrick had never felt so hungry for another human being in his life. They fell back against the door, still joined at the lips, panting into each other’s mouths.

      He reached for her dress, pulled it over her head, then impatient with his own clothes, tugged off his shirt, exploding buttons all over his hardwood floor.

      “Slower,” Nuria said, her mouth wet and bruised. “I want to really see you.” She stepped back, naked except for her boots and the diamond studs winking in her ears.

      Her eyes moved over him, devouring his body, his taut belly, curved shoulders and rigid biceps from his daily workout, the tent his dick made under his pants. Derrick unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans. She turned and walked away from him.

      He followed the hypnotic switch of her hips. Her ass.

      “I thought you were getting me a birthday drink.”

      His brain froze. A drink? Was she joking? A shake of her head told him no. As he poured her a whiskey with shaky hands, Nuria posed against the railing, spreading her arms along the burnished metal, resting her body against five rungs of rounded railing. Away from the stage, away from the club, she was even more incredible—gym-hardened muscles shifting under soft skin, small breasts that would nicely overflow his mouth, her shaved pussy. Beyond the railing and upstairs lay his bedroom, but he doubted they’d make it that far.

      “Your place is nice,” she murmured as he approached her with the drink in his hand.

      “I’m glad you like it.”

      Right now he didn’t care if she thought this was a hole she never wanted to set foot in again. As long as she let him touch her.

      Nuria watched him, tongue darting out to lick her lips. It was as if she’d licked his dick. His hips jerked. Derrick handed her the drink. But she didn’t take it.

      “That’s for you,” she said.

      What the fuck?

      She shook her hair back off her shoulders, pushing out her breasts even more, drawing his eyes to their dark peaks, the flat belly, and the clit swelling between her spread legs. Nuria was performing for him, only now his living room was the stage.

      “Pour it on me. Drink it off.”

      She didn’t have to tell him twice. He poured the whiskey on her, soaking her shoulders, breasts, belly, thighs, legs. The golden liquid splashed down on his dark cherry hardwood floors. But he didn’t give a damn. He caught his breath at the glistening temptation of her. Derrick moved in quickly, mouth open, dick hard. The whiskey was hot and burned his throat going down, but she burned hotter, the slick curve of her shoulders, the weight of her breasts, her nipples under his tongue.

      Derrick dropped to his knees, worshipful, licking her belly, drinking every drop from her skin as he went. Whiskey dampened his pants. Above him, she moaned softly, encouraging him with a light hand on his hair. He spread her legs even wider as he came to the juncture of her thighs. There was no whiskey there, but he parted her pussy lips with his tongue, dipping in to taste her salty heat, then out again to suck on her clit, to tease it, to hum against it. She gasped. Nuria was wet, and he was hard, aching. He needed to bury himself inside her. He would die right here without it.

      Derrick shoved down his pants and stood up. He looked at her, with her skin wet from his mouth, from the whiskey, her dark eyes watching him with insistent desire. Groaning, he moved toward her again.

      “Where’s your rubber?”

      Stupid. Stupid that he should have forgotten. Derrick stumbled back, pants around his ankles, as he rummaged in the side table and came up with a packet; he ripped it open and came back for her.

      “Go ahead,” she said. “I want to see you put it on. I want to watch you.”

      He rolled the rubber over the thick length of his dick. It throbbed for her. It ached to be inside her. Nuria took him in her hands, feeding him the warmth of her through the latex.

      “I’m really enjoying my birthday,” she murmured, lightly stroking the upward curve of him. His pulse thundered in her fingers. Derrick’s cock surged forward in her hand, hungry for friction. He would burst if she didn’t give him what they both wanted. But he knew if he made a wrong move, if he did something she didn’t want, this night would be over before it began.

      “Fuck me,” she hissed.

      And he almost cried in relief. Derrick parted her pussy lips, skated his fingers over her wet clit as he guided his heavy dick inside her. She was liquid heaven. Her pussy swallowed him, clenched him so tightly within its walls that he nearly sobbed with pleasure. Her booted legs immediately wrapped around his waist, pulling him even deeper into her.

      “Fuck me.”

      He shoved into her, desire hot and hard in his belly, his need for her making him incoherent. She sizzled. Her flesh burned against him. Her gasping breath scorched his throat. Derrick grabbed her hips, holding her steady for his relentless thrusts, for his own driving heat that was driving him out of his mind. She clasped him, met him thrust for thrust, lust for lust. The slapping wetness of their bodies moving together loosened a groan in him. Her fingers curled around the railing, her anchor while she dueled with him. Their hips moved faster.

      Her fingers flew from the railing. She grasped his head, twisted her fingers in his hair, and forced his mouth down to hers. Their teeth clashed, their tongues twined, their hips fucked. Sensation tumbled in his belly. His skin was aflame. Around him, her pussy grasped hot and certain. Nuria gasped in his mouth. Her fingers tightened even more in his hair, the nails digging into his scalp.

      She came hard around him, her pussy walls squeezing his dick in her pleasure. And pushed him over the edge. The world exploded in a kaleidoscope of color behind his tightly closed eyes.

      The railing shuddered as he spasmed inside her, his hips jerking before finally resting still. Her breath puffed against his chest. Slowly he pulled back so he could look at her, but her legs twisted around his waist and the leather boots pressed into his ass, not allowing him to withdraw from her pussy completely.

      Nuria twitched around him, and they both groaned.

      “I like this.” She grasped his face in her hands, rubbing her fingers through the thin oval of hair surrounding his mouth. “One day soon I’d like to feel it rubbing against my pussy again.” Smiling, she drew her thumb over his lips. “I want to see my juices caught up in it.”

      Derrick smiled back at her. “That can be arranged.”

      “Good.” She let him go, unwinding her legs and pulling away so his softening dick slid wetly from her. “I have to go.”

      What? He’d caught himself imagining her in his bed all night, fucking her until they were both sore and satisfied.

      “You can stay the night if you want.” Then his mind flickered to Trish. Before he could correct himself, Nuria shook her head.

      “Nice of you to say, but I have a birthday party to go to.” She bent to retrieve her dress from the floor, then drew it on in one quick motion. “Thanks for the drink.”

      Nuria blew him a kiss as she walked quickly to the front door and disappeared through it.
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      “Did you fuck her?”

      Jake’s voice on the other end of his cell phone woke Derrick from a very deep sleep. He didn’t even know why he answered the phone. Yes, he did. On the off chance it was Nuria calling.

      He sat up in bed and scrubbed a hand over his face. “What do you think?” A groan leaked out of him as his feet pressed into the Berber rug on the hardwoods.

      “I think that Trish is looking in the wrong place for an engagement ring.” Jake’s tone was glib.

      “This doesn’t have anything to do with Trish.”

      Jake was silent for a moment. “Is that how you’re going to play it?”

      “For now, yes. I might not even see Nuria again.” But he wanted to. Badly.

      “All right, man. Just don’t be surprised when this shit blows up in your face.”

      Derrick stopped in mid step across his bedroom floor. “Are you going to tell her?”

      “Why the hell would I do that?” Jake didn’t wait for an answer. “You know that this town is very small. Not to mention karma’s a bitch.”

      “Karma is not my problem.” Derrick chuckled, throwing open the window. The sun sparkled on everything below, burning the landscape in brilliant shades of red, green, and terracotta. “But I will make sure to keep my private business on the low-low.”

      “Good luck with that.”

      Derrick laughed again. “I don’t need luck.”

      After he hung up with Jake, Derrick showered and changed, then grabbed his briefcase and headed to the office. It was a Sunday, but he still needed to do some research and prepare briefs for the Costa case before work on Monday morning. But sitting in front of his computer with his eighty-page document open on the screen, Derrick’s mind kept wandering to Nuria.

      His fingers stubbornly clung to the memory of sliding over Nuria’s skin, touching her nipples, peeling the latex from her body, gripping her hips to fuck her deeper. In the brightness of day, he thought that his drunken obsession with her would go away. But if anything, it was the opposite. Now he knew what she tasted like. How she sounded when she came. And he wanted more.

      His dick hardened, begging for the chance to slide into her again. Derrick adjusted himself and refocused on the computer screen. I don’t have time for this bullshit. With the mouse gripped beneath his palm, he neatly excised a paragraph from his growing document. Better. Derrick nodded to himself, about to replace the deleted text with another when the phone rang.

      “Hey, Derrick. I thought you were going to call me yesterday.” Trish’s voice bit him lightly on the ear.

      He straightened in his chair. “Shit, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize.” A quick glance at his watch told him it was nearly two. Shit. “Do you have time to have lunch with me today? I’m at the office right now.”

      “Of course I have time for a quick bite with you.” Her voice was softly apologetic, as if he’d accused her of neglect. “I didn’t know you were working this weekend.”

      “There’s nothing to be sorry for.” Guilt grabbed him neatly in the throat. He coughed.

      “Here I am about to complain when you’ve had to slave away for your firm all weekend.”

      “What they pay me is hardly slave wages, so I’ll survive.” He didn’t correct her assumption that he had worked Saturday as well. “So can you meet me here in a half hour?”

      She paused as if double-checking her calendar. “How about an hour?”

      “That’s good. It’ll give me time to wrap some of this up.”

      A little over an hour later, she breezed into his office, smelling of the ocean and sun. Trish’s hair lay pinned back against her head, revealing the curves of her heart shaped face while the belted yellow T-shirt dress and sandals made her look like a college girl on spring break.

      “Hey, handsome.” Trish leaned down to kiss him briefly on the mouth.

      Did she like the facial hair? The thought crept unbidden to his mind, along with the image of eating Nuria’s pussy, smearing her juices all over his face and into the hair around his mouth, then kissing her deeply afterward. What the fuck was wrong with him?

      “We can walk to Thai food down the block,” he said to Trish, dropping his phone into his pocket.

      Outside, Derrick squinted at the sky, irritated at himself for forgetting his sunglasses.

      “So—” He pushed his extra thoughts aside and forced himself to focus completely on Trish, who slid her arm through his and grinned up at him. “—how was your beach meeting?”
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      Derrick waited four days to call Nuria. When it became obvious that she wasn’t going to take advantage of caller ID and seek him out, he used the number that Dez gave him.

      “When can I see you again?” he asked as soon as she answered the phone.

      Her husky laughter made him immediately hard. “Would it bother you if I said never?”

      “I wouldn’t believe you.” His briefcase made a dull sound as he dropped it on the couch. With a few quick tugs, he loosened and pulled off his tie.

      “You’d be a cocky fucker, then. You and your sister have that in common.”

      Here comes Dez again. “People are too quick to interpret self-confidence as cockiness,” he said.

      “I just call it like I see it,” she said.

      “So, when can I see you?”

      Her laughter stroked him again. “How about Friday night?”

      “Okay.”

      He had to work late that night but would meet her wherever she wanted. Hopefully here at his house. Derrick poured himself a glass of whiskey, watching the golden liquid braid into the glass. Remembering how it had tasted fresh from Nuria’s skin.

      “There’s a party in the Grove. I’ll text you the address.”

      “What’s the dress code?”

      She paused. “Whatever you’re wearing now is fine.”

      Derrick looked down at his dress shirt and slacks. “You sure about that?”

      “Positive.” She hung up the phone.

      

      Derrick would have liked to say that he waited patiently for Friday to come. But that would be an outright lie. He almost took Jake up on his laughing offer of two Ritalin tabs to help him focus on work instead of the way it would feel the next time he slid into Nuria. Or the way her mouth was lush and red and pink inside and how it would enfold his cock and suck him into heaven.

      On Friday, he showed up at the address she sent him dressed in slacks and a long-sleeved shirt rolled up at the elbows. The house, surrounded by tall palm trees and with a circular drive and front yard hidden from the streets by a gate, was not far from his mother’s. As he stepped out of his car, he took out his phone and called Nuria.

      “Are you here?” she asked.

      “Why don’t you come out here and find out?”

      “Uh uh, baby. I’m not playing that game.” Laughter exploded somewhere near her, and Derrick missed whatever she said next.

      “Sorry, I didn’t catch that,” he said. “Tell me one more time.”

      “Come into the house. Walk up the stairs and go to the back of the house. I’m on the terrace.”

      Derrick’s mouth twisted. They were going to be playing her games, then. “Yes, mistress,” he said. “Whatever you say.”

      “Don’t say that to me unless you mean it,” she purred. “I could use an obedient boy in my life.”

      He found her easily, leaning against a garden terrace sharing space with a bunch of what his sister would laughingly called “urban professionals.” Nuria’s curled hair moved like eels around her face as she spoke with a graying bright-skinned man, hands gesturing gracefully through the air with each word. The man looked relaxed with his hand in his pants pocket, not at all intimidated to be facing a sex goddess. As Derrick drew closer, begging pardon as he passed through the light crowd, he realized they were speaking in Spanish.

      “Derrick,” Nuria exclaimed softly when she saw him. She gave him a light peck on the cheek, sliding her hand under his jacket to rest against his back. “I’m glad you could make it.” She glanced back at her friend. “Tony, this is Derrick.”

      Derrick gripped Tony’s hand and smiled politely. Somehow he’d expected a raucous party with half-naked women and men, not this polite gathering of accountant- and lawyer-looking types that made Derrick immediately feel at ease. Yet not. A woman beside him laughed, brushing his back with her elbow as she leaned into her male friend.

      “Good to meet you,” Tony said. His mouth twitched as he looked at Nuria. “If you’ll both excuse me, I think I’ve ignored my wife for far too long.”

      “Bien,” Nuria said with a look that made Derrick think he was missing out on some joke. “I’ll make sure to find you both before I leave.”

      “Please do. Maya would like that.” Tony nodded once again at Derrick before leaving the terrace.

      “You look nice.”

      “Of course I do,” Nuria countered. She twirled, showing off the periwinkle cocktail dress draped modestly over her lush figure. “I hope you didn’t think I’d show up here wearing thongs and a leash.” Whatever she saw in his face made her laugh.

      “Not exactly.”

      She hummed. “But something like, huh?”

      Derrick pursed his lips. She must know that what he knew of her—a lifestyle of drugs and sex with her other friends, the performance the other night in the club, and the way she had let him fuck her in his house—could only lead him to expect certain things from her. And none of these things was modesty.

      A waiter walked onto the terrace with a tray of martinis. Nuria reached past him for one, stretching her lithe body to show off the naked weight of her breasts through the blue cotton, the hard button of a nipple. The flare of his lust.

      “Don’t let your assumption about me stop you from seeing what’s really going on,” she murmured, taking a sip of her drink. She closed her eyes in pleasure. “Hmm. This stuff is yummy. I have to get Maya to tell me how she makes them just so. Seeing his look, she leaned closer. “Do you want a taste?”

      His mouth was open and moving closer before his mind could properly formulate an answer. The mango flavored mix and vodka caught him by surprise. Not bad.

      “Did you just call me to get laid?” she asked.

      He swallowed the drink. It was only by a minor miracle that he didn’t cough it up or spew it over the balcony’s edge. “Would you slap me if I said yes?”

      “I don’t know. Why don’t you try the honest answer and see?”

      Without turning his head, Derrick glanced self-consciously around him. But everyone was too busy with their own conversations to pay them any mind.

      “I want to fuck you again,” he said. “I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind.”

      Nuria sipped her martini, lips pressed delicately over the glass’s edge. As she moved the glass away, leaving a burgundy lipstick stain on its rim, she licked her lips.

      “Are you desperate to have me, or only a little blue-balled?” The twining hair shifted around her head as she dipped her head back to look at him. “How much do you want me?”

      He stepped closer and pressed his body against hers. On command it seemed, his cock grew harder, nuzzling her clothed flesh. “Very much.”

      “Hmm.” She sipped her drink again. Then deliberately stepped away from him.

      He could only blink after her as she walked off the terrace and into the thick of the party. Derrick swallowed against his desire, then turned to press his aching cock against the concrete railing, willing its hardness to subside. After a deep breath, he turned to walk into the house. His phone rang.

      “What’s up, Jake?”

      “Hey, what was the name of Dez’s friend who owns Gillespie’s?” his friend asked.

      “Rémi. Rémi Bouchard, I think.”

      “Cool.” Jake sounded relieved. “I thought so, but wasn’t sure. She’s at this party I’m at, and I want to see about playing a gig at the club. I don’t want to look too stupid by not knowing her name.”

      “You definitely don’t want to do that. From what Dez says, the chick is approachable, so I wouldn’t worry too much about it if I were you.”

      “I’m not worried about approaching her,” Jake said. “I just want her to let me play at her club. A lot of people got good exposure by being there.”

      “You know more than I do about that, but good luck.”

      “Thanks, though I don’t think I’ll need it.” Jake chuckled. “Where are you anyway?”

      “A party in the Grove.”

      “With Trish?”

      “Nope.” Derrick didn’t say anything else.

      Jake made a noise like he’d just discovered something. “All right. Carry on, playa.”

      It was Derrick’s turn to laugh. “Nothing that serious.”

      “Maybe soon if you don’t watch it.”

      Derrick made a dismissive noise. “You tend to your business and I’ll deal with mine, all right?”

      “I always handle mine.” Unlike some, was the unspoken comment. “Later.”

      Derrick ended the call. Inside the house, he ran into Nuria’s friend Tony. The older man stood in a semicircle with a half dozen or so women. The one next to him was pretty, a thick size twelve at least, with a dimpled smile. Thankfully, they were all speaking English.

      “Hello again.” Derrick approached the group with his most charming smile.

      The women turned their heads. At least two of them did a double take.

      “Hey, Derrick.” Tony greeted him with a secretive smile. “Nuria run off and leave you already?”

      “You know it,” Derrick answered. “My boring conversation frightened her off. I’ll be surprised if she ever talks to me again.”

      The dimpled woman laughed as she took him in with appreciative eyes. “I doubt Nuria is with you for the conversation.” She leaned into Tony’s shoulder as she spoke. This one must be his wife.

      “That’s very generous of you,” Derrick said. “I think.”

      “Maya is more than likely just telling you how it is.” A tall woman, easily Derrick’s height with a diamond stud in her nose and a closely shaved head, gave his body a far-from-casual glance. “Nuria wouldn’t be so stupid as to leave a specimen like you alone around here for long.”

      The other women laughed while Tony chuckled and shook his head.

      “Hands off, Mari. Nuria’s, remember?”

      “Oh, please.” The bald-headed woman pursed her lips. “We all know that Nuria usually doesn’t mind sharing.”

      “Usually.” This was from a plump plum of a woman with nearly purple skin and large round earrings that danced just above her shoulders. “That’s the key word.”

      “It sounds like you all know her very well,” Derrick said, slipping his hands into the pockets of his slacks. He wasn’t sure he liked the idea of being discussed like property. This was one of the times he wanted to protest that he had a girlfriend. The women’s predatory looks made him uneasy.

      “How long have you known Nuria?” Tony asked Derrick.

      “A few years.”

      The other man’s eyes widened in surprise. “And she hasn’t gotten you where she wanted yet?”

      A sweetly spiced scent captured Derrick’s nose, and moments later Nuria slid into the group, latching onto Tony’s arm on the side opposite his wife.

      “And where is that, Antonio?” she asked with a teasing smile.

      “Underneath your very sharp high heels, of course, darling.” He leaned down to kiss her cheek. His wife laughed, completely unconcerned.

      “It’s your fault he knows you so well, Nuria.” Maya leaned over to lightly run her fingers along Nuria’s bare arm. “You’re much too honest.”

      “I’ll work on my lying skills.” Nuria’s labret piercing winked in the light.

      “We like to call it subterfuge.” Maya laughed.

      “Speak for yourself, my love. I’d rather Nuria tell us instead of being caught by surprise.”

      Maya chuckled. “Good point.”

      The other women in the loose circle watched the byplay with tolerant amusement, though Derrick still felt at least two pairs of eyes on him during the exchange. He gave his most benign look.

      “Sorry to spoil your fun, mis amigas. And Tony.” Nuria lightly pinched her friend’s arm. “But I have a prior engagement.”

      “I’m sure you do,” the round woman murmured with an arch look.

      “No comment.” Nuria turned to Derrick. “Walk me to my car?”

      He only nodded at Nuria when she took his arm. She turned away from her friends, wiggling her fingers over her shoulder. “See you all later on.”

      “Good to meet you,” Derrick said out of politeness, but his pulse was already galloping in anticipation of their “prior engagement.”

      “My friends seemed to like you,” Nuria said as they walked away.

      “Your friends wanted to eat me alive,” he said with a laugh. “Except for Tony, that is. Although I get the feeling that he would gladly watch that feeding frenzy.”

      In a swirl of blue cotton, Nuria turned gracefully to face him as they moved through the party. Their arms were still linked. Her lips twitched, as if fighting back a laugh. “You’re very perceptive. Our Tony enjoys all sorts of amusements.”

      “Like most pseudo-straight men, I’m sure.” Derrick had gotten a gay-ish vibe from the man, despite the presence of his wife.

      Nuria did laugh then. “Most.”

      They walked down the twisting staircase, occasionally pressing together to avoid bumping into the people walking in the opposite direction. The spice of her perfume brought his nose closer with every step. He found himself trying to decipher where exactly on her body Nuria dotted her perfume. Was it behind her ears, her throat, the backs of her knees, or the dip below her belly button?

      Near the bottom of the stairs, she pressed against him again, and his hand lightly gripped the small of her back, crushing her against him. Her breath brushed his throat, smelling of mangoes. This time, no one blocked the other side of the stairs pushing for entrance higher up into the house.

      “If you don’t ask for what you want, you’ll never get it,” she murmured, breasts pressed against his chest, slender hand around his biceps. “When you want me, say it. I can only say no.”

      His skin flushed hot at her words. “You can only say no, huh?”

      “No isn’t always a bad thing, Nichols.”

      “Not in my experience.”

      “You must have a very limited field of experience, then.” She drew back, taking in a deep breath, and they continued on their way through the house, past the occasional person wishing Nuria a good night. Their shoes made a loud tattoo against the tile paving the circular drive, then were silent as they stepped into the grass.

      “I’m parked not too far from here,” Nuria said, digging into her tiny black purse for keys.

      Anticipation sat low in Derrick’s belly as they approached the sleek white lines of her convertible. The car chirped when she opened it with the remote. At the driver’s side, she slid into the car, one leg in, the other stretched out in a high heel damp with moisture from the grass. The sprawl of her thighs drew his eyes.

      “Get in.”

      The beach she took him to was secluded, quiet with only the whisper of the waves, haunting and melodic, that tumbled up on the sand. With a soft hum, the cloth roof of the car retracted until the sky was spread open above their heads, stars glittering against the inky dark. Nuria turned off the car but left the radio on. The swelling notes of a jazz saxophone flowed from the speakers.

      Her fingers crept across the gearshift to settle lightly on Derrick’s thigh. With a movement of scent and flesh, Nuria swept over the gearshift and settled on Derrick’s lap. She sighed and shook her hair out of her face. Her labret stud winked below her red mouth.

      “Derrick.”

      She whispered his name against his lips, teasing him with the possibility of her mouth. The scent of her was hot and thick. He smelled her pussy, too. Her breasts shifted under the thin blue dress.

      “You are one sexy man.”

      The words touched him just before her lips did. Her hips, bare with the dress shoved up around them, called his hands. She moved lightly against him, grinding on his lap as their tongues tangled, their lips slid. Nuria tasted of mangoes and desire as she rode him, rubbed her softness against his hardness.

      “I bet you say that to all the men you fuck in your car.”

      “No. Just the hot ones.”

      His laugh turned into a heavy groan when she put her hands on him, sliding between them to find his hard dick under the clothes, to unearth it, stroke it, and cup his balls. Derrick groaned again and pushed deeper into her hands.

      “You’re too good at this,” he gasped, unable to hold breath in his lungs.

      His balls were heavy with arousal, pre-cum already weeping from the head of his dick. Derrick almost wept, too. Everything he wanted in that moment was pooled in his lap and about to spill into her hands. Still kissing him, Nuria reached blindly for her purse and upturned it in the driver’s seat. Her hand came back with a condom, and she ripped the packet open and slipped the cool latex over his dick, inch by aching inch, until a fire built in the pit of him. She soothed him.

      “Easy, baby.” She pulled back, and her teeth flashed in the moonlight. “We’re just getting to the good part.”

      With a movement of her hand, she pushed the seat all the way back. Nuria was in control. And he watched her, breasts moving under the blue dress, nipples pressed hard against the cotton. Derrick brushed his thumbs over them, and she made a small noise, a pussy-deep groan, that made his dick dance in her hands. He pulled down the straps of her dress.

      Under the silver light, her breasts were dangerous. They swayed in front of his face like a tempting last meal. Derrick dipped forward, licked a nipple, and sucked the hard point into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue until she groaned, releasing the sound of her rapture into the air.

      “Hmm.”

      She seemed to love it so much that he had to do it again and again, soothing one nipple with his tongue, licking and sucking the other until she swayed, snakelike, on his lap. Nuria slid against his dick, teased him with her hot pussy. He devoured her breasts until they both shone wet under the light. Her fingers curled into his shoulders.

      Derrick reached for her. He needed to feel her around him now. But she pulled away. Turning her back to him, she lifted her dress out of the way and sat on his lap. Derrick gasped as her pussy took him in. Tight. Wet. Perfect. He trembled, feeling her heat around him. Finally. The wind brushed over his face; her warmth pressed back against him. She sighed. And began to move.

      The dress fell completely off her shoulders to pool at the base of her spine, a pale slash against her dark skin. Her hair snaked against her shoulders, twisting against her dampening skin as she moved faster on him, breath whistling through her teeth. The wet glove of her pussy was hot and eager around him. Derrick held on to her waist as she rode him, intent on getting hers. His body burned.

      She grabbed his hands and put them on her breasts. “Play with my tits, baby,” Nuria hissed. “Yeah. That’s how I like it.”

      He cupped her slight breasts in his hands, squeezed her hard nipples, rolled them between his fingers until the noises built in her throat and overflowed.

      “Uh huh. Yes. Yes!”

      Her praise moved him faster, as the tight fit of her pussy around his dick focused his world to one explosive point. The wet slide of their bodies, her cunt and his cock, her gasp and his groan, filled the car.

      “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me.”

      He squeezed her nipples harder, jackhammered his hips until her words became sounds, incomprehensible and guttural. A fireball of sensation rolled down Derrick’s body, plunging into his spine, into his balls, his dick. He threw his head back and saw stars. Nuria’s pussy pulsated around him as she came, gasping, squeezing his hands over her breasts.

      His heart thumped in his chest like a fist shaking out of control, almost frightening in its intensity. Derrick swallowed. Chill sweat stirred over his body, sticking the shirt to his back. Limp with satisfaction, he could only groan when Nuria lifted herself off him and scooped her things back into her purse before getting back over to the driver’s seat. She shook her hair away from her face and pulled her dress back up to shield her breasts from sight. With a purring smile, she glanced at him once before she started the car and put it in gear.

      The smell of their sex lay thick in the small convertible even with the top down and the breeze rushing over their heads as Nuria sped through Coconut Grove. The coastline flew past them, moonlight glinting on foamed waves, palm trees, and pavement.

      Derrick’s mind flew, too. When was he going to see her again? Did she have any idea how addicted he was becoming to their sex? Even though his body was slack with completion, he wanted her again.

      The car stopped. “We’re here,” she said.

      But “here” wasn’t the house where Derrick left his car. It looked like they were in a parking garage in the middle of downtown. In his absentmindedness, he hadn’t been paying attention to the passing landscape, only to the feelings throbbing through his body, the echo of her in his pulse. Nuria got out of the car. A flash of smooth legs and thighs. Her hungry smile.

      “I want to keep you for a little while longer,” she said. “This is my place.”

      Her place. They walked together to the elevator, and as soon as the double doors closed, they came smoothly together, tongues tasting, hands searching warm flesh. Derrick shuddered in anticipation of what was to come. The elevator stopped, and Nuria tugged him from the confines of the steel cage and directly into a cool hallway. Her hands pulled his shirt up and out of his slacks, skimmed his hard chest, lingering at his flat nipples.

      Derrick groaned. Right now he didn’t care if everyone in the building came out of their condos and saw him with his dick hard and throbbing in Nuria’s hand. As long as she let him come. God!

      At her door, they stopped. Him pressing her against the sturdy wood. Her gasping and urging him on as his hands squeezed her breasts, pressed her ass, and caressed her hips.

      “I have to—” A wet moan stopped whatever it was she had to say.

      But she fumbled with her purse, digging into it for something. More condoms? Derrick’s hips jerked at the thought. Yes. They would fuck right here against her door. It was more than perfect. And right now, it even seemed necessary.

      He needed to feel her around him. And when he was inside her, they would knock on the door with their hips, break through the wood with their relentless fucking, end up with splinters in their asses, gasping their pleasure and pain into each other’s mouths. Derrick groaned again. Then her keys jingled.

      She slid her arms from around his neck to open the door. His arms lashed her waist from behind, and her hips settled in the cradle of his. He was going to explode any minute. Her door opened, and they stumbled inside, her keys and purse falling to the floor as he spun her to push her back to the wall and fling the door closed behind them.

      Derrick barely took in the shock of copper walls, cushions, music already playing, and the smell of old incense. A table lurched near their rocking hips, and Derrick reached out to steady it. His hands tumbled into what felt like a phone. But his other hand tangled in the hem of her dress, lifting it out of the way.

      “Ria, darling…”

      The voice came from a speaker, the answering machine accidentally pressed, but Nuria stiffened under him anyway. Disembodied, the voice continued on:

      “…It’s Mama and Papa.” The female voice laughed very softly, then said something indecipherable to someone in the background. “Sorry we missed your birthday on the weekend, but your papa swore me up and down that it was today. Don’t worry, though. We sent you a little something extra that you should get very soon. Look out for it—”

      Nuria twisted away from Derrick to cut off the machine with the decisive press of her finger. A flicker of something crossed her face, but when she turned to face him, she was smiling.

      “Sorry about that,” she said.

      “Nothing to be sorry for.” Derrick leaned back against the wall, watching her. His breath was rough in his chest, balls heavy and hot beneath his stiff dick. “You can call her back if you want. I can wait.”

      He licked his lips, and the rough beard below his mouth gently abraded his tongue. It would be hard. He was hard. The hardest he’d ever been for a woman, it felt like. But he would wait. He knew how important family was, how tenuous connections could become, how important it was to grasp at them before they disappeared altogether.

      “You may be able to wait, but I can’t.” She unzipped the dress from the side and slipped out of it, discarding the blue cloth at her feet before she came naked toward him. Nuria ran her hands over his chest and purred. “I have a very nice bed in there.” She nodded toward a darkened hallway. “We need to get in it. Right now.”

      The bed was more than nice; it was firm but fitted with soft sheets, a frilly feminine nonsense of canopy draped with thin copper-colored silk that stirred in the breeze from the open window. It took their weight without a sigh, and Nuria pushed him onto his back, lips parted in a teasing smile as she crouched over him, animal and female. She licked his mouth. Her scent, bergamot and patchouli with a hint of sandalwood, he realized now, tickled his nose.

      “This is more like it,” she said. “I need room to fuck.”

      Her hair lashed his mouth as she moved lower, and he fought the urge to throw her onto her belly, to be on top and fuck like he was used to, but her mouth closed on his nipple, and Derrick jerked in the bed. Christ! He never knew it could feel that good—his other nipple hardened between her fingers and he groaned.

      “Fuck!”

      Her teeth grazed the sensitive flesh, and his hand tightened in her hair. The molten scent of her pussy flared again, making him dizzy. A hot breath against his belly, then he felt her going lower. Derrick looked down in time to see her put his dick in her mouth. Fuck fuck fuck! His eyes fell shut again. Hot sensation ricocheted through his body. How did she know? How? It felt so good. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman put him in her mouth. Nuria cupped his balls, rolling them in her feverish palm, and he groaned, loud and long. What was she doing to him?

      Derrick opened his eyes to the sight of his own face. A long mirror leaned against the wall near the foot of the bed. In the mirror, his face was tense with lust, while Nuria’s head bobbed over his dick. Her lower back’s sweaty curve, her ass, the wide open pussy, and fingers disappearing into her slippery cunt in a leisurely rhythm. All in the mirror. The heat inside him flared higher.

      Her mouth was wet and warm as she held him, sucked him, licked him until the energy built in his body and he was coming hard, spurting in her mouth. She groaned with pleasure, swallowing him with an enthusiasm that jerked his hips even harder. The sheets felt damp under his back, and her hands were hot on his thighs. As he came back to his senses, she began crawling back up his body.

      “That was a nice dessert.” Nuria licked her lips and smiled.

      The taste of his come on her mouth shocked a groan from him. It made his knees weak. It made him want to share more of himself with her. Derrick flipped her over, switched their positions in the bed.

      “Now that you’ve had your fun,” he said, looking down at her. “It’s my turn.”

      “We don’t have to take turns.” Her thigh lifted, gently prodding his sensitive dick and he shuddered from the contact. “I’ll share mine with you,” she said.

      Derrick chuckled deep in his throat. “I know you’re more used to women, but you have to know that it’ll take me a few minutes to…um…take my turn again.”

      “I’ve been known to work miracles.”

      Her breasts lifted under him, and he gasped at the feel of her. Oh yeah, she was definitely a miracle worker. Their bodies slid together, exchanging kisses and languorous touches. Her pussy spiced the air with its scent, and her groans were like music. Derrick moved his fingers inside her wet heat and caressed her hard clit.

      “For a man—” She trembled and her fingers raced over his back. “—you’re really…uh!...really good with your hands.” Any real man knows how to please his woman, he wanted to say, but his mouth was full. Her nipples slid like milk chocolate under his tongue, and she twisted under him, her feet sliding against the sheets as he fucked her.

      Nuria panted above his head, hissing his name between breaths. In the mirror, she was his very own wet dream, head hanging off the bed, dreads flailing, lips parted, breasts shuddering. She spilled wetness in his hand as she came.

      “I like your mirror,” he said, and she laughed breathlessly.

      Her arms snaked around his neck, and she nibbled lightly on his ear. “Show me how much.”

      Nuria didn’t need to repeat her request. They grabbed another condom, turned in the bed to face the mirror, and after sheathing his dick in latex, she sat on him. Breath leaked from his mouth on a shuddering groan, and her back slid wetly against his chest. The heat of her around him made Derrick shiver. In the mirror, their eyes met.

      “Fuck me like you mean it,” Nuria growled.

      She arched back in his lap, breasts small and firm, their nipples hard and begging for his touch. Their slight weight shifted, jiggled, as she began to ride him. This time it was even better than the car. He could see her. Could see her licking her lips, could see his hands on her breasts. The sweat began to wash over her body, her spread legs wider, showing off her hairless pussy, his dick curving up wet and hard inside her.

      Nuria moved hard on him like she wanted to be first at the finish line, no matter what. Her fingers flickered over her clit. Nuria’s hair hopped around her shoulders as the pace quickened.

      She was liquid around him. Derrick groaned and fell back into the sheets. He didn’t need to see her. Just feel. The need in him grabbed her hips, thrust hard into her, up inside her devouring heat. He grunted. Groaned. The smell of their fucking throbbed in the air. The orgasm caught him by surprise, and he found himself shouting her name, groaning it as the last of his juices spurted into her. Nuria laughed as she came. She climbed off Derrick and dropped down beside him in the bed.

      “That was—” She laughed again breathlessly, rubbing her hand over her sweaty face and into her hair. “—really, really good.”

      An understatement, if there ever was one. Shudders of another sort still raced through Derrick’s body, radiating from his softening dick and balls down to his feet and up through his torso and chest. Shit. Even his eyelashes were trembling.

      “You’re like the gift that just keeps on giving and giving,” Nuria said.

      She propped herself up on her elbow to look down on him. Her hair fell forward, brushing against her jaw and mouth. It would be so easy to love her. Startled at the thought,

      Derrick jerked up in the bed. Where did that come from?

      “What’s wrong?” Nuria asked.

      Derrick shook his head. “I just remembered something.” To give his words credence, he bent over the edge of the bed, feeling for his discarded pants and the phone attached to its belt. Four missed calls. Trish. Trish. Jake. And Trish again. Why was his—?

      “Motherfucker!”

      He was supposed to meet her at his house at eleven. Now it was nearly half past four, and he really had to go. Derrick jumped out of the bed.

      Shit. “I have to go.” Stupid. Stupid.

      “You really shouldn’t schedule anything else the same night you go looking for pussy, Nichols.” She rolled over in the bed to watch him.

      Derrick barely looked at her as he quickly pulled on his pants, socks, and shoes. His shirt was in the living room somewhere.

      “I’m really sorry about this. This appointment—I completely forgot about it.” Trish might not so easily forgive this one.

      “At this time of night, that’s not an appointment, my guy. That’s a booty call.” Nuria chuckled, but her eyes were cool and watchful underneath the spill of hair.

      “Believe me, that’s not what this is.”

      “Whatever you say.” She sat up in the bed, letting the sheet fall away from her breasts. Derrick paused.

      She laughed again. “Go, Nichols. I doubt this ‘appointment’ is as relaxed as I am.”

      “I’ll call you later,” he said, backing out the bedroom door.

      “Whatever. Just lock the door behind you, stud.”

      In the living room, he pulled on his shirt and jacket, fumbling with his phone to call Trish back. But as he started to dial, his fingers paused. Maybe it was best that he waited for a moment and let her think that his phone was out of commission. Derrick dropped his phone back in its holster and left the condo.

      He leaned back against the rear wall of the elevator, his mind flitting through possible excuses why he didn’t answer his phone. But instead of lies for Trish, his thoughts bumped into Nuria. It settled into the sweet pull of her pussy, the wet heat of her mouth around his dick, her tongue licking at the head of his cock before pulling it into hot mouth. He swallowed.

      Now isn’t the time. But his unruly libido wasn’t paying attention. That part of him very much wanted to be back in Nuria’s bed. Her sex amazed him. The way she used her mouth, her hands, her pussy…shit! He’d never had a lover as passionate or uninhibited. Just the thought of the way she moved under him, clasping his cock in her sticky heat, made him hard again. Derrick swallowed. The elevator jerked to a halt, and he jumped out as soon as the doors opened. Then—Damn!

      He cursed, remembering that his car was somewhere else. Should he—? No, there was no way he would ask Nuria to get out of her bed and drop him off so he could go see another woman. Not even he was that fucked up. Derrick reached for his phone to call a cab.

      

      There wasn’t another car in his driveway when he got home nearly an hour later. Not that he expected Trish to be waiting for him when he was—Derrick glanced at his watch—six hours late. He half expected the place to be trashed when he got inside, but everything was just as he left it. With a sigh of irritation, he called her from his landline. He fell wearily into the leather armchair, dropping his head back as the phone rang once, twice, then three times before going to voice mail.

      “Trish, sorry about tonight. I’m having some cell phone problems.” Not to mention he was getting all his senses sucked out of him in the best blow job he’d ever had in his life. “Call me when you get this.”

      A complete and total asshole. That’s what he felt like. And it wasn’t because he was sleeping with both women at once but because he’d proven that he couldn’t handle it. He couldn’t keep both women happy. Not that Nuria cared. Her happiness came in the form of orgasms, and he’d definitely left her happy tonight. A perfect birthday gift, he thought.

      Derrick smiled briefly. Then before he could rethink it, he used his Blackberry to log onto the Web site he usually ordered his flowers from. A few keystrokes later, he had ordered Nuria two dozen roses—danger red, like her—to be delivered the next day. Then he checked his voice mail. The messages from Trish didn’t start off too badly.

      “Hey, Derrick. It’s eleven-fifteen, and I’m here at the house waiting for you. If you get this message before you get here, could you pick up some ice cream for me? You know the one I like.” Her soft voice sounded relaxed yet distracted as if she was taking off her shoes or slipping out of her jacket while she waited for him to come.

      On the second message, she gave all her attention to the phone call. “It’s after midnight, Derrick. I hope you’re all right and not lying in a ditch somewhere. Even if you’re just running late, call me. I’m worried.”

      The third message made him sit up in the chair.

      “Rick, your main girl just called me worried about you.” Jake’s voice was loud over the background noise of live music and muted conversation. “She sounded like she was about to cry and shit, so I told her you got caught up at work. You better call her.”

      Trish’s third message came in four minutes after Jake’s. She didn’t sound worried anymore.

      “I don’t know what’s wrong with you lately, Derrick, but I’m sick of it. You’re not picking up your cell phone; you’re not picking up at your office. And you stood me up. At your own damn house!” She paused, probably fighting the urge to curse him out. “If you think I’m going to wait around until you have time for me, then you’re sadly mistaken.”

      Trish was too ladylike to slam down the phone, even in the midst of anger, but Derrick heard the definite click of the receiver as she hung up.

      “Well, fuck…”

      He got to his feet and headed for his bedroom. If he rushed through his workout, he could be at Trish’s house by seven.
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      The two women smelled nothing alike. Derrick pressed Trish down into her bed, his mouth nibbling on the soft skin at her throat. Trish’s neck held the scent of oranges, fresh from the orchard, an alchemy someone like him could only wonder at. Did she squeeze the fruit all over her skin? There was no way this smell came from a bottle. But it did. On her skin, the faint bitterness from the perfume quickly gave way to her natural sweetness.

      God! He loved women.

      Trish moaned softly, a whisper of sound above his head when he brushed his fingers over her nipples on his way to peeling the blouse from her. She sighed. He warmed her nipple with his mouth through the thin silk of her bra, and she grasped the back of his head. Softer noises leaked from her mouth. The yellow silk grew wet under his tongue, and her legs fell open to his seeking hands. The matching panties were wet, too. Derrick slid his fingers past them to play in the damp pussy hairs and caress her clit, swirl at her entrance. Trish’s groans grew louder.

      An hour before, when Derrick had walked in with grapefruit juice, bagels, and bullshit to soothe Trish’s temper, he didn’t think that things would end up like this. He hoped but didn’t think it was a certainty. After the apologies and smiles and her favorite veggie cream cheese spread folded into scrambled eggs on a multigrain bagel, Trish relented. Her eyes were so hopeful, so trusting, that Derrick had wanted to give her something for believing him. He wanted to give her at least one honest thing that morning. And that was his lust.

      In the beginning of their relationship, he’d rushed between her thighs. Being with her was a respite from his fruitless longing for his best friend. But Trish never moved from being a substitute for the woman he couldn’t have. No one had. And although he was far from being over Tori, he was finished with needing a stand-in for her. And Derrick realized, walking into Trish’s Orient-inspired home with its thick splashes of red and paintings of cherry blossoms and long-limbed women, that he didn’t need her as a substitute anymore. At least not for Tori.

      Her pussy swallowed his fingers, and she gasped again. So easy. She was so easy to please. Being with her did his ego good. There was nothing he could do wrong with her, nothing that wouldn’t make her moan in pleasure and accept his dick, tongue, fingers, nose, his maleness.

      She lay back against the sheets, her eyes at half mast, her lips moist and parted. With a low growl, he pulled off her panties. Her eyes widened, but she didn’t push him away. He knew how she liked to fuck—gently. And no matter how turned on he was, Derrick would never do anything that she didn’t want. That was one of the big reasons that she trusted him. Maybe she figured a man who did only what she wanted in bed—didn’t try to fuck her in the ass, didn’t force her to swallow his dick, never asked her to share her body with other people—could also be trusted out of it.

      Sun poured over them in the bed. Over her tousled hair, the white pillows, her sex-slack face. Derrick pulled his fingers from her pussy. Knelt in the bed and pulled her hips up and wide until she was a backward bow, most of her weight on her knees and her shoulders. She watched him. With one hand, he undid his belt and pulled down his zipper.

      His slacks slid off his ass to pool around his knees, and his dick jut out, thickly veined, pre-cum dripping, and ready. The lust was a slow fire in him, nothing urgent. Nothing that had to rush him through this Sunday morning fuck. He reached over for a condom in the bedside table, tore it out of the packet, and rolled it onto his dick. Watching him, Trish licked her lips.

      “Touch your breasts,” he said.

      She liked that. He knew she was a little embarrassed doing it and only liked to touch herself when she felt like he was telling her to do it. Trish licked her lips and pulled the bra down off her shoulders and away from her breasts. The thick nipples puckered in her desire. Her fingers brushed them.

      “Squeeze your nipples.” He slid a finger across her dripping slit. “Yeah, like that.”

      And he slid into her. Their bodies fit, and she rolled her hips as he fucked her, making soft moaning noises that tickled over his skin and urged him on. Her pussy swallowed his latex covered dick, slurping around him, telling him that he was making her feel good.

      “Oh, Derrick!” She squeezed her nipples, eyes glazing, her fingers tightening a bit more each time his dick slid into her. Faster. The bed rocked, tapped against the wall with each solid thrust. Her breasts shook. She bit her lips. Her stomach trembled. Fucking her was like sailing into sunshine. The warmth built inside him. More. And more. He gasped with her. She shuddered and came with a soft scream.

      Panting, she fell limply into the bed. Sweat gilded her body, making her glow in the sunlight. Her hand fell to her bare belly with a light slap, and her breasts shuddered with each harsh breath. Derrick smiled as he watched her. She was the only woman he knew who made getting fucked look sweet.

      When her breath slowed, Trish lethargically turned her head to look up at Derrick. She licked her lips before she spoke. “Do you still want to go with me to the party tonight?”

      Derrick’s body tingled in the aftermath of his orgasm. His skin hummed in the sun from his collapse beside Trish, as if waves of heat licked up from his skin. There was something missing. After coming, he usually felt depleted, unable to move. But his body was still energized. The brush of Trish’s arm against his still made him tingle with want. Derrick knew she was satisfied. But he wasn’t. He wanted more. With a slight stretch, he sat up in the bed.

      “Come take a shower with me.”

      She was relaxed and pliant under his hands, gliding across the bed to him, her head a limp bud on the long stalk of her neck. Trish smelled like sex and satisfaction. Her lips parted as she smiled, inviting him to do whatever he wanted with her. Derrick took his time undressing her completely, unhooking her twisted bra, pulling off the rumpled beige skirt that had been crumpled around her hips as he fucked her. He pulled her off the bed and into his arms.

      In the bathroom, he draped her over the toilet seat, and with her head leaning back against the toilet tank, her legs loose and splayed against the floor, she watched him. Derrick quickly shucked off his slacks and briefs.

      “You look good like this,” she said.

      He felt her eyes on him as he turned on the water, first to scalding to get the steam rising up, then to the moderate temperature she liked. Like a physical touch, Trish’s eyes caressed the hard globes of his ass, the thick thighs, and the heavy swing of his dick and balls. He turned and she licked her lips, he leaned his head slightly back to look at her. Trish was looking at his dick like she was hungry for a taste of it. Obediently, it rose even higher, thickening, lengthening under her steady gaze.

      “Very nice,” she murmured.

      Tease. She had to know how he wanted her mouth on him. Wanted to be enclosed in her heat, to invade the place that they kissed, where she ate, those delicate lips that she seduced her clients with. Derrick scooped her into his arms.

      Her shower was one of those luxurious ones that he liked to fuck in, with three tiled walls enclosing enough space for four. The glass door was far enough away that he didn’t need to worry about breaking it at a particularly good moment.

      “You ready?” The words felt rough in his throat.

      Steam curled up around them in the glass and tile cage of the shower. Trish’s straightened hair was already beginning to wilt in the humidity, but she didn’t seem too concerned. Instead, her eyes devoured him, hungrily watched him pull the door closed. Nuria would have reached for him already. She would have— fuck! All Derrick’s thoughts flew beyond him when Trish’s hands closed around his dick and gently squeezed.

      “Make love to me,” she said.

      Water rushed down his back in hot jets, warming him. But her hand around him was warmer.

      “Yes.” He pushed into her hand, and she squeezed him again before lifting her arms to receive him.

      She tasted like the Altoid she’d had in her mouth when she first opened the door to let him in. She smelled like sunlight and sex. Derrick backed her against the shower wall, feasting on her mouth. He fumbled up above to the caddy with the condoms. Not too long ago she’d decided on taking the pill so they could have raw sex, no rubbers. But he still insisted they use them. The pill was no guarantee that she wouldn’t get pregnant, and, thanks to Tori, he was conscious about germ sharing even though they’d both been tested and came out clean.

      But that night in his living room with Nuria he’d almost forgotten. The sight of her standing against that railing with the whiskey dripping like liquid fire down her body made him lose all his senses. He was ready to fuck, and if she hadn’t remembered and insisted, he didn’t know where they’d be right now.

      Derrick pointed the nozzle away until it arched over them and splashed against the back wall, raining minute droplets on their flesh.

      “Turn around, baby,” he growled.

      And she did, trusting and sweet with her damp skin and flush of anticipation. Her ass turned up, legs spread wide, her pussy open to him. Droplets from the shower dotted her skin, her back, and the round curves of her ass. Derrick watched, mesmerized, as the water slithered between her cheeks and over the dark pucker of her asshole, then the slick folds of her pussy.

      “Touch me,” she begged softly, arching her ass even more toward him.

      He touched her. Teased her opening with his dick, sliding the thick head just inside her where he knew she was most sensitive. Derrick bit back a groan as his heavy dick caressed the attentive nerves there. Her gasps made him move faster until it wasn’t just the head of his cock anymore; it was all of him. The breath climbed frantically in her throat. His fingers dug into her hips. Heat sang through his body, the scorching notes climbing higher. And higher. Trish was loud when she came. Surprising. Her arms shuddered from their brace against the wall. Her thighs vibrated against his.

      The orgasm he ached for held itself suspended inside him, just out of reach. Derrick groaned, fucking her deeply, twisting his hips, reaching and reaching. Trish moved gamely beneath him, encouraging with her soft moans. But suddenly he didn’t want to do this anymore. Derrick withdrew his body from hers. The water was getting cold.

      

      Despite Trish’s protestations, they quickly had a shower without getting Derrick off again; then they emerged scrubbed clean to get ready for Trish’s brunch party. The truth was that he’d rather be with his boys than at this mix-and-mingle for Trish’s clients and designer friends.

      Walking around her well-decorated apartment and discussing the merits of her design style with fawning women or lisping queens wasn’t high on his list of things to do, but that’s exactly what happened when the house was overrun by the dozen or so people nearly two hours later. Well dressed, well read, and obviously well heeled as these people were, they held little interest for him. Too many women swooned over him, touched his back, chest, and shoulders with the pretense of friendly concern for Trish and asking when they would be getting married.

      Derrick left as soon as he could, slipping out just before the party ended with the excuse of catching up on work at the office. He intended to drive straight home, but as Derrick coasted down I-95 with the top down and the sun burning on his head, the thought of going home began to seem less appealing. He got off one exit earlier and veered off toward the office. Work needed to be done anyway.

      

      At half past six, he still sat at his desk, wading through the Costa files. He should just unfold a sleeping bag and spend the night here since work started again in less than twelve hours. Derrick slouched back in his chair, staring at the computer screen in irritation. This man was guilty as hell of all the charges and more. It would be a minor miracle if the firm managed to get him off. He was still glaring at the gray screen when his cell phone rang.

      “Are you just down to one girl now?”

      “Very funny, Jake.” He picked up a pen. “What’s up?”

      “Just checking if you’re still alive. Trish didn’t seem too happy with you last night.”

      “Well, now she’s very happy with me.” He tapped the pen against his desk.

      Jake made a noise of disbelief. “You really must have the magic dick.”

      Derrick grinned. “The last thing you need to worry about is my dick. Still, thanks for trying to save my ass last night. I got caught up and didn’t notice the time.”

      “No big deal,” Jake said. “I know you’d do the same thing for me if I was in the same fucked up situation.”

      “It’s not fucked up. Just a little complicated. It’s just about sex, getting something a little different. Once it’s over, Trish and I can go back to usual.”

      “As long as you know that her usual probably means marriage.”

      It better not. Derrick wasn’t anywhere near that stage with her. “Anyway, what are you up to tonight?”

      Jake laughed. “Whatever, man.” But he played along. “I’m about to leave for a gig on Miami Beach. A private party.”

      “Nice. Feel like company?”

      “Yeah, why not? You can shake the tambourine or something.”

      “Cool.” He stood up to gather his keys and jacket. “I’m at the office, but I can be at your place in fifteen.”

      “All right.”

      

      Going to the party wasn’t a good idea. Derrick went with Jake as the roadie, helping to set up the equipment and getting drinks for them both when it got too hot out on the Spanish tiled patio with its view of Biscayne Bay and the glittering lights of the city. Derrick’s skin prickled under his clothes. He wasn’t comfortable. The laughing and brightly dressed people at the party only made him ache for his own quiet space, the peace that he’d denied himself when he left this morning for Trish’s without even taking a nap.

      Now he desperately wanted sleep. Or something. After barely two hours rubbing elbows with the rich and not so famous, Derrick left the large house for his more modest one.

      At home, he was equally restless but worked away most of it in the gym, doing reps until every muscle burned with effort and all he wanted to do was collapse in his bed. Later, lying against the sheets, his mind a careful blank, he almost didn’t hear his cell phone ring.

      “I was starting to get worried about you.” His mother’s light voice reached him through the receiver.

      “No need to worry.” He felt himself smiling despite his exhaustion. “I’ve just been really busy at work. We should have brunch this weekend.”

      “That would be nice, but I’m heading out of town for a few days.”

      He rolled over in the bed and sat up. “Where? Is everything okay?”

      Ever since his mother’s cancer scare a few months ago, Derrick had been more aware of her mortality and importance in his life. The doctor gave her a clean bill of health, but that didn’t prevent the occasional spurt of worry in his chest.

      “Everything is great. I’m actually going up to Maine with a friend and won’t be back until next week. I’ll take a rain check on that lunch, though.”

      He breathed a quiet sigh of relief and dropped back against the sheets. “Sounds good.”

      They talked for another half hour before his mother, teasing him about the fatigue in his voice, wished him a good night and hung up the phone. Moments later, he fell asleep.
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      “Good work, Derrick.” Fiametta Johnson intercepted him on his way to the office kitchen for another cup of coffee. “I saw the work you did over the weekend on the Costa case. Very impressive.”

      The small woman looked impeccable as always in a charcoal skirt suit and a circle of pearls sitting high on her throat. Derrick had always thought she looked like a fairy with her short hair cut close to her elegant head, pointed ears, and wide eyes. But she was coldly ferocious in the courtroom and brought in nearly as much business as Alex Meyer, the firm’s founding partner.

      “Thanks, Metta. It’s going to be tough, but I’m sure we can get him out of this thing.”

      “You’re the only one who’s that confident.” Her mouth stretched briefly in a smile. “Good luck.” She nodded once before continuing down the hall.

      He looked after her with a deliberately bland smile, aware that he was being watched. If she thought he was doing a good job, then he must be knocking the socks off the other partners.

      In his pockets, his fists tightened with triumph. The late morning lethargy he’d felt abruptly disappeared. Suddenly, lunchtime didn’t seem so far away. He turned around to go back to his office and spent the next two hours buried in work. At one o’ clock, instead of walking down to the Thai restaurant on the corner like he planned, Derrick found himself picking up the phone.

      “Are you busy?” he asked Nuria when she answered.

      She wasn’t. And she was home, only three blocks away from the office. Derrick asked if he could come over and didn’t waste any time when she said yes.

      Nuria came to the door in something ordinary. Jeans. Her mouth was free of lipstick, and her braless breasts lay under a tight white T-shirt with something Spanish scrawled across it. Her feet were bare.

      The intensity of her look flashed sparks over his skin. And the need he felt in Trish’s bed returned as if it never left. The fuck under the sun hadn’t burned the desire out of him. The sex in the shower hadn’t quenched him. His skin burned. His balls ached. His dick hardened. And he couldn’t separate the need of Sunday afternoon from now. But he was sure that satisfaction, if he got Nuria under his hands and around his dick, would be his. And hers. Absolutely hers.

      Derrick opened his mouth to say hi but ended up capturing hers instead, licking the smile from her face and devouring what she intended to say. Pleasure illuminated her face. Yes, she wanted this, too. Yes. A shudder ran through him. This was what he’d been wanting. She felt warm against him, and soft. Her jean-clad backside the perfect thing to have under his hands, to squeeze in his frantic fingers. He’d been hungry all day. And this was the food he wanted.

      They stumbled into her condo with her clinging to him, his hands pulling apart her clothes. Her fingers plucking at his shirt, baring his chest. Her body was heavy on him, and hot. The door slammed shut as they sank to the floor, half on the hardwood and half on the copper rug. She’d been drinking pineapple juice. Its sting snaked against his tongue, and he thirstily drank her, searching for the essence of her beyond the pineapple.

      Nuria’s teeth clenched in fierce pleasure as Derrick squeezed her nipples through the thin shirt. He fought to pull off her jeans, and she helped him, kicking them away, chest heaving, mouth wet, nipples hard under the shirt.

      “Take off your shirt,” he grated. “I want to see your tits.”

      And she pulled it off. God! So beautiful. Derrick fumbled with his zipper, crawling onto her at the same time. Dick hard and thrusting into the air. Even harder because she wanted him just as badly. He barely remembered the rubber in the wallet in his pants, which sagged around his thighs, to pull it out and on, and he dove into her.

      Wet heaven.

      He trembled inside her, his hands tightening on her hips. Nuria cried out. Yes! And they were moving together, slamming together in a ferocious rhythm that called up his own cries, grunts, and gasps as he fucked her, as they fucked each other across the slick hardwood floor. Her legs clasped tightly around him, her heavy, dark-tipped breasts shaking with each thrust, each gasp, each groan.

      Sweat dripped down his back, into the sharp valley of his spine. Derrick felt it dampen his shirt, felt the smell of sex rise up like steam in the room around them. He was hungry. So hungry. His belly clenched tight with his need for her.

      “Harder,” she said, heels locked at his back. “Harder.”

      They slid across the sweat-slick floor, wrinkling up and pushing aside the rug. Yes. Her head arched back and her teeth bared. She wanted this orgasm. He needed it. So. Fucking. Badly. Derrick heard himself grunting like a beast. He clenched his bottom lip between his teeth, pounding, thrusting, fucking, until destruction lurked at the edge of his vision. He gripped her hips tighter. Her breasts jumped to the rhythm of their fucking; her breath came in jagged pants. Then she was coming.

      Derrick felt her around him, felt her pussy walls milking him. Nuria’s throat stretched as she screamed her release. His world ignited. Hips jerking as he spurted inside her with sensation licking his skin. Nuria gasped, laughing softly when he collapsed on her, sliding over her damp belly.

      “You’re not light, Nichols. Ease up.” She shoved at him, and Derrick rolled off her and let the floor catch him.

      His body was still. Finally, the restlessness that had claimed him since Sunday was gone. Derrick forced his breathing to slow down. He lay there as the ticks and twitches from his orgasm tapered off, then disappeared altogether.

      Thank you.

      He wanted to say the words to her but kept them behind his teeth. When she shifted beside him, he turned his head to look at her. She stood up, walking toward what his mind now processed as a ringing cell phone. Behind her on the kitchen counter sat a vase full of deep red roses. Their petals glistened with moisture and thick color. He hoped she liked them.

      Derrick pulled off the condom and tied it, still watching her. Her body was perfect symmetry. Full breasts, narrow waist, thick ass, hips, and thighs. The urge to pull her back to the floor and burrow between those thighs with his mouth made Derrick swallow.

      “Hey, what’s up?” She answered the phone, smiling. Then her look changed. “What’s wrong?” Her eyes flickered to Derrick. “No, I’m not busy.” Silence. “Yeah, no problem. I’m leaving right now. All right.” She hung up the phone.

      Before she could say anything, Derrick stood up and pulled on his pants.

      “Sorry,” she said. “I have to go.”

      “Me too. I’m on my lunch hour.”

      At her surprised look, he laughed. “Yeah…” With a quick movement of his wrists, his shirt was buttoned and tucked back into his pants. He could clean up at the office. Derrick turned to go, then said, “Have lunch with me next week?”

      Her eyebrow rose. “Seriously?”

      “Yes. Can you?” He didn’t even know why he was pursuing this, but suddenly he wanted to see her in the light with her clothes and with that particular smile that she seemed to have for everyone but him.

      “Ah…sure. What time?”

      “This time next week Tuesday is fine.” He looked at his watch. “One o’clock?”

      She nodded and Derrick felt as if that was his permission to go. He turned with a brief smile and grabbed the doorknob.

      “By the way…” Derrick turned back at the sound of her voice. “Thanks for the flowers.”

      He smiled briefly. “You’re welcome.”

      A warm spot blossomed under his breastbone, and it stayed with him all the way back to the office. The rest of his day passed by in a blur. It wasn’t until he got home and stood in his bedroom about to change for his workout that Derrick realized that he’d forgotten to clean up after his afternoon with Nuria. He walked around the office steeped in the scent of their sex and didn’t notice it. He coughed up a sound—half groan, half laugh.

      Okay, Nichols. You have to get better than this.

      What if Trish had come to visit him sometime during the day? That would’ve been a mess so big that even he couldn’t talk himself out of it. Still, the thought didn’t hurry him to the shower. Derrick pulled on his sweatpants and headed for the workout room. There was nothing wrong with smelling like her for a little while longer.

      

      A week was a long time to wait and see her again. Especially since everything conspired to remind him of her—the swinging temptation of girls’ backsides as he cruised slowly past; the radio station he accidentally programmed his car to that played music he’d heard in her condo; the pineapple he smelled at the market. So it wasn’t completely unexpected that while walking through the mall on his way back from meeting with a client, a certain scent in the department store caught his nose. A woman in a black dress more suited for evening wear than department store customer service said it was a perfume called One Thousand. Derrick bought it before he could think too carefully about it and showed up on Nuria’s doorstep the next evening with it as a gift, and an excuse.

      Nuria blinked at him from the doorway, her body draped in a thin beige robe and little else. She looked at his present, carefully wrapped in black and gold.

      “A girl could get the wrong idea, Nichols,” she said, holding the package carefully in her hands.

      Derrick wanted to devour her then and there, but he forced a smile. He couldn’t force his erection away, though. It tented his pants, a betrayal. They both pretended that it wasn’t there.

      “No ideas, wrong or right,” he murmured. “Just going with a feeling.”

      She dropped the box on the table beside the couch without opening it. As she turned back to him, the robe fell off one shoulder, catching on the fullest part of her breast. The nipple teased his eyes through the cloth.

      “In that case,” she murmured, “why don’t you feel your way over here?”

      And that was all the invitation he needed. Derrick moved quickly across the small space and pulled the robe off her shoulders, burrowing his nose in the curve of her neck for a trace of the scent that was driving him crazy.

      “I think you put something in my drink,” he gasped around her nipple. “I can’t get enough of you.”

      She laughed, then sighed as his fingers found her wet and ready. Her legs straddled the ground, parted more for him. Nuria pulled at his hair, tugged him back up for her mouth to devour him. They fell to the couch. Her legs around his waist. The robe on the floor. The rubber fumbled for and found. A hot push inside her pussy. Her moaning laugh.

      “Don’t blame me because you can’t control yourself,” she gasped.

      And he couldn’t control himself. Her pleasure and her pussy were under him, and he could think of nothing that he wanted more. Nowhere else that he’d rather be. Derrick was hot and aching. His hips twisted as he fucked her into the couch. Their breaths wove together. Nuria groaned. His balls tightened. Heat lanced through him. He died inside her.

      Still panting and joined, they stumbled to the bedroom. Nuria stuck to him like a vine, her legs twined around his waist. Their laughter surprised him as they tumbled onto the bed, not urgent, pleasure still shuddering over their skin. They kissed and nibbled each other until he became hard again and they couldn’t laugh anymore. They fucked until their flesh was raw, and countless orgasms later, she was breathless and cried, “Enough.”

      He slept.

      

      “There’s something I’ve always wanted to try with you.”

      The roughly spoken words pulled Derrick out of sleep. He surfaced, blinking into the sheets, smelling Nuria over him. She pressed against his back, her breasts dragging against his skin, the nipples hard and hot. He shuddered as she traced her fingers along the muscles of his back, and the light strokes brought his dick up hard against the sheets. Her breath brushed against his cheek, scented with toothpaste and desire. Feeling at a distinct disadvantage because she’d brushed her teeth, Derrick tried to get up, but she gently pushed him back into the bed. He struggled with himself before the admission: her control felt good.

      “I’ve smelled morning breath before,” she whispered against his skin. “I like you like this.” Her fingers trailed down his ass, along the fault line between his cheeks. “For someone with facial hair, you don’t have too much body hair.” The fingers dipped between his thighs, nuzzled his balls. “Do you shave?” She cupped him. “Or wax?”

      His body tingled to life, all of him waking up with enthusiasm with each caress of her hand, each kiss of her breath.

      “Neither,” he choked, losing the battle to steady his voice.

      “Hmm,” she murmured. “I’m envious.”

      He felt her body stretch across the bed, heard a drawer open. Her mouth returned to his ear, lightly nipped it.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Taking advantage of having you in my bed,” she said. “What else?”

      Her light fingers returned to his ass and, before he could protest, slid between his cheeks. Something cool and wet touched his asshole. Derrick clenched up. But she stroked his ear with her tongue, nibbled on the back of his neck.

      “Have you ever been fucked?” she asked, as if inquiring about the weather or the current price of tea.

      “No.”

      She must have drugged him. Otherwise, there was no reason for him to lying under her so tamely, almost begging her to put her fingers all the way inside him. Derrick wanted to rise up, push her off him, but his limbs felt leaden. Her breasts dragged across his back again. Two fingers, he could feel them distinctly, settled in at his asshole as if asking his permission to enter.

      “Relax.” Her words were sweet poison at his ear. “You’re here to feel good, right?” Nuria didn’t wait for his response. “This is going to blow your mind.”

      She teased him. Scraped her nails along his back, whispered things he wanted to hear. Wanted to do.

      “You remember how it feels when I massage your dick with my pussy or milk you with my mouth? It’s going to be like that.” Her breath steamed his neck. “But better.”

      The words opened him like a key. His thighs fell apart, and she stroked his hole, probed with wet fingers. Derrick’s breath shuddered in his chest. Morning light poured into the bedroom, predawn and gray. The windows let in the damp sweet smell of newness. Somewhere in the condo, coffee brewed.

      There were some things that he never thought he’d do. One of them, maybe even number one on the list, was let someone fuck him up the ass. But by turns stroking and probing, Nuria’s fingers felt more than good inside him, trailing vapors of sensation through his body. A groan burst from him. He lifted his ass higher, and the fingers went deeper, bringing more sensation, more sounds from his mouth. She moved down to tease the flesh of his ass with her breath, then with her teeth and fingers.

      Damn, those fingers!

      They fucked him smoothly, and her other hand grazed his balls, slid beneath to enfold the head of his dick. God Damn… He felt Nuria’s laughing breath against his skin. Knew she was getting off on her power over him, but he didn’t care. She was tearing him apart with pleasure. Sweat ghosted all along his back. The fingers left and Derrick groaned with real loss only to gasp when something else took their place. Something colder.

      “What are you—?!” But hot sensation caught him by surprise. Cut off his voice.

      Something harder than her fingers. Cool. Wet with lube. Filled him. And he couldn’t say no, couldn’t say he didn’t want it because he was in the grip of an agony of delight. Her fingers stroked his dick, pacified him. Pleasured him. Harder. Faster.

      While the thing in his ass turned him into a whimpering, gasping fool. Sounds he’d never heard before bubbled up his throat. She found a place inside him, somewhere amazing, a new source of delight that had him crawling out of his skin. Crawling to her.

      Fuck!

      She worked him harder. Her fingers stroking his dick until he shouted, groaned, and howled his release. And came all over her hands.

      “Don’t ever do that to me again,” he panted, blinking away the stars that exploded behind his tightly closed eyelids.

      His ass felt slightly sore. Empty. Derrick rolled over shakily, suddenly aware of the rapidly cooling wet spot under him. Nuria grinned. With her teeth, she tugged a latex glove from over her hand and threw it toward the floor. As Derrick watched, she picked something up. A something that had a lube-smeared condom on it.

      “Is that a candle?” he asked, incredulous.

      “It felt great, didn’t it?” She peeled the condom off the stiff white candle and threw it in the same direction as the dirty glove. “I love these things. Just put them in the freezer for a few hours and they’re ready to go.”

      She stroked it briefly, as if in memory of good times past, then tossed it aside before falling on Derrick. His breath huffed out of him at her unexpected weight, but he caught her easily. She kissed him.

      “That was muy caliente, no? Very hot. Did you like it?” Her hands skimmed up his sides. “I can tell that you liked it.” Nuria grabbed his hand and put it between her legs. She was sopping wet. “I really liked it.”

      Derrick groaned. And it seemed like the most natural thing in the world to work his fingers over her clit, to keep kissing her, to plunge his fingers into her hot pussy, fingering her clit and kissing her hungry mouth until she came noisily above him. Nuria curled up on his chest, panting softly, then not at all.

      The smell of their sex wound around him like steam, pressing into his senses until his arms tightened around her. More. He wanted more.

      “Are you tired, baby?” Her voice was low but very awake. As she stirred, her hair tickled his chest.

      “Not right now,” he said. His dick was already beginning to stir again.

      “Good.” She moved up his body, hard nipples brushing briefly against his mouth. “Because I want you to eat my pussy. I want you to eat me until I scream.”

      

      Much later, they had coffee and croissants, then crawled back into bed. Derrick loved that she was insatiable, more ravenous for sex than any woman he’d ever known. Her mouth swallowed him, his mouth devoured her pussy, he fucked her, and she fucked him, again and again until they were both limp against the sheets.

      When the sun fell across the bed in patterns of late afternoon, Derrick’s ears started paying attention to something besides the rhythm of Nuria’s moans.

      “I think my phone’s ringing.”

      “It’s been ringing all damn day,” she said. “Whoever’s calling seems very eager to get in touch with you. Is it the same woman from the other night?”

      “I don’t know.” But it was. Derrick sent Trish a text message saying he was busy, then turned the ringer off.

      “If only everything was that easy,” she said from her sprawl in the bed. Her knees pointed toward the ceiling.

      As Derrick crept slowly back to her—all the better to appreciate the fan of her hair against the adobe-colored sheets—her knee stretched out to give him room to maneuver. He kissed her eyelids, her nose, and the somber curve of her mouth. Nuria shifted abruptly under him.

      “You know that I’m in love with your sister, don’t you?” she asked.

      “Now I do,” he said, blinking down at her. Yet, somehow he wasn’t surprised.

      “Do you mind?”

      He laughed, though the sound had a slightly bitter edge to it. “It wouldn’t matter if I did. Dez is married and she won’t cheat on Tori.”

      “And Victoria’s not bi, so she’s never going to fuck you.” She looked steadily at Derrick, as if daring him to deny her words.

      “And Victoria’s not bi,” he agreed.

      Against him, her flesh burned with heat. Despite the truths that Nuria threw at him like iced water, he was still absolutely focused on her. Tori wasn’t here in the bed with them. Neither was Dez. Right now, he wanted Nuria to the exclusion of everything else, and he was more irritated that she forced him to acknowledge other people when all that mattered now and here was their hunger for each other. At the back of his mind, the truth of that jolted him. But he wasn’t ready to pay attention to it.

      Derrick dropped a hand on Nuria’s thigh and leaned closer. “Let’s talk about that later,” he said. “I have more important things to do with my mouth right now.”
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      A few days later, they met as planned for their lunch date at Novlette’s Café. When he got there, Nuria already waited at a table on the terrace with her eyes shielded by dark glasses and her hair loose around her shoulders. At a few minutes past one in the afternoon, the crowd was thick with people laughing and eating quickly, trying to make it back to their offices before the hour was up. Red-shirted waiters and waitresses wove in and out of the tables with their trays held in front of them.

      Nuria’s burgundy lips widened in a smile as he got close, and she turned her cheek for a kiss. Derrick obliged, inhaling her perfume and feeling it work its familiar magic on him. She looked gorgeous in tight jeans and a spaghetti-strapped white blouse that lightly skimmed the curves of her breasts and provided an alluring frame for the slender platinum chain and its dangling key pendant around her neck. The titanium piercing just below her full lips winked in the light. Standing there, with her distinct scent playing in his senses, Derrick became hard as the proverbial rock.

      Clearing his throat, he sat down opposite her and adjusted himself under the table. “Do you always do this to me on purpose?” he asked.

      Her eyes burned him through the dark glasses. “You and your sister have a lot in common.”

      “What do you mean by that?” Although he wasn’t in the mood to be compared to Dez, Derrick consciously made his tone playful.

      “You both want what you want, when you want it.” She took off the glasses and put them in the center of the table. “And you usually want sex.”

      He stiffened as a thought occurred to him. “Did you ever fuck her?”

      The waiter chose that moment to walk up to their table. The sable-skinned boy who looked all of nineteen in his red shirt and black pants paused before asking them if they wanted anything to drink. Derrick asked for water, the same thing that Nuria was already drinking. When he left, Nuria continued as if they’d never been interrupted.

      “And what if I did let Dez have me? Would you run home and scrub your skin? Or do you want to scrub mine?” She bared her teeth. “Is that what you want to do? Strip off my clothes and scrub me in hot water until all traces of her are gone?”

      He calmed himself, reading her body language. The sneer. The helpless flicker of unfulfilled desire in her eyes when she mentioned his sister’s name.

      “You didn’t fuck her.” Derrick relaxed in his chair and stretched his feet out under the table.

      Nuria did the same, dismissing her pique with a shrug. “I wanted to, though. She’s a hot one.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Oh, I do. Heat runs in your family.”

      Derrick allowed himself a small smile. “I’ll make sure to let my mother know that.”

      Nuria wrinkled her nose and glanced down at the menu. “I wouldn’t go that far.”

      The waiter came back with Derrick’s glass of water and whipped out his pad to take their food orders. She ordered pancakes, eggs, and vegetarian sausage.

      “What do you recommend?” he asked the boy.

      Before the waiter could speak, Nuria leaned close and caught the top of the menu with a burgundy-tipped finger, lightly pinning it to the table. “You should try the stewed parrot fish with the brown rice,” she murmured as her perfume floated to Derrick again.

      “Your body would appreciate it. And your tongue, too.”

      Their eyes met across the table. And Derrick nodded. “I’ll have what the lady recommends.”

      The boy’s eyes skittered over Nuria’s cleavage before he nodded. “Would you like anything else?”

      “No, thank you,” Nuria answered.

      With another nod, the waiter left. Nuria leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs. Sitting across from Nuria with her cool, undemanding gaze, Derrick abruptly realized that he’d never actually had a real conversation with her before. At least, not one outside the context of sex. The wind ruffled her hair, rearranging the dark strands around and in her face. Instead of brushing them back, Nuria glanced at him through the twisting vines, looking like some otherworldly creature with the bay glittering behind her. They didn’t know each other at all.

      “What is it about women that you like so much?” he asked. It was a question he’d had for a long time but never had the courage to ask. He winced now, regretting the asking even though he did want to know. He might as well have said, “I want to know why you’re bisexual?”

      “Why don’t you ask yourself the same question? I’m sure the answers will be similar.” She toyed with the fork beside her empty plate. “Unless you don’t like women at all.” Her eyebrow rose as if she expected him to confess to misogyny.

      “I love women. You of all people should know that by now.”

      Nuria shook her head. “You love to fuck me. And you love it when I fuck you.” Her teeth flashed in the light. “That’s not the question.”

      Irritation scuttled like beetles under his skin. “Of course I like women. My mother taught and showed me respect. Because of her, I have respect for her and most women.”

      “Most, huh?” Her smile appeared again.

      “Definitely not all. Like some men, there are women out there who don’t deserve it.”

      “Fair enough.”

      Just then, the waiter appeared with their lunch. Nuria sat back to allow him to place the dishes on their small table. He seemed to have enough trouble keeping his eyes off her body as it was. Better give him all the help she could, Derrick thought with a wry twist of his mouth.

      When the boy left, Nuria wiggled in her chair, smiling, and dug into her mound of butter-topped pancakes. Apparently, the subject was closed.

      “Do you respect the other woman you’re with?”

      Derrick looked up, deliberately blank faced, and Nuria laughed at him.

      “Don’t give me that look. Dez does innocent a lot better than you. Which isn’t saying much, by the way.” She laughed, waving her fork at him. “I know there’s someone else. Remember the night you ran out of my bed like your dick was on fire?” She picked up the sausage with her fingers and took a bite. “So just answer my question. Do you respect her?”

      “I didn’t ask you to lunch to interrogate me.”

      “It’s not always about what you want, stud.” Nuria licked her fingers, then reclaimed her fork. “Right now I’m curious about you. We’ve never had a meal together before now, or any sort of conversation. I’m interested in who you are, not just how you fuck.”

      Derrick felt the weight of her stare, the burden of her question. When Trish had asked him, it was easy to give the obvious response.

      “How can you justify cheating on her?”

      He swallowed the uncomfortable lump in his throat. “Look, Nuria, we’re just dating. Nothing serious.”

      “Does this woman know that?” Her eyebrow rose.

      Derrick felt his cheeks grow warm. Just don’t look down. Don’t—But his eyes floated to the table, to the fish that still looked good on the plate but tasted like ashes in his mouth.

      “She doesn’t, does she?” Nuria put down her fork, her face suddenly even more serious. She finished chewing, then swallowed. “I won’t be your side piece, Nichols. It’s not fair to her, and it’s not fair to me.”

      “No,” Derrick said. “This isn’t about fairness.” The tightness in his chest caught him by surprise.

      “I’ve wanted you for a long time,” she said. “But screwing other women by screwing their boyfriends was never my style.” A crooked half-smile took over her mouth. “I usually like to leave out the middle man.”

      Nuria dabbed at her lips with the paper napkin, then slid it under the edge of her plate. As she stood, Derrick reached out for her, but Nuria stepped back, moving gracefully beyond his grasp.

      “Thanks for lunch.” She pulled a fifty-dollar bill from her purse and dropped it on the table. “It was fun.”

      Derrick’s cheeks still burned. He could feel people watching them, watching her replace the glasses on her face and slip the purse’s tiny strap around her wrist. He leaned back in his chair instead of grabbing for her again like he desperately wanted to. This can’t end now. But she turned, ignoring his silent demand, and left him sitting at the table. Alone.

      

      “I’d have left you there sitting by yourself, too.” Tori sighed at him through the phone. “When did you become such an asshole?”

      “Not you, too?” Derrick leaned back in the chair on his balcony and closed his eyes to the stars winking above him.

      “You know how I feel about dishonesty, Derrick.”

      Why did he even tell Tori what was going on? He should have known that she would side with Nuria. Derrick fumbled for the glass of whiskey in its holder on the patio chair. The tumbler was cool in his grasp. Comforting.

      “Maybe I thought this thing with Nuria would be finished by now.” He took a long gulp of the whiskey, wincing as it burned in his chest. “But I can’t get enough of her, and I don’t want to let her go.” He didn’t know where the deeper ache for her came from. But it was there.

      “That’s a bullshit excuse if there ever was one. Nuria was right to drop you when she found out. Don’t crawl back into her bed with a lie.”

      A voice in the background, his sister’s, called out to Tori and said something that made his friend laugh.

      “Okay, I’m coming,” tumbled amid the laughter from Tori’s lips. Derrick knew she wasn’t talking to him. “That’s Dez,” she said, still laughing. “She wants to go scuba diving.”

      “What? It’s the middle of the night.”

      Victoria chuckled. “She likes to do things a little differently.”

      I’m sure she does, Derrick thought. He imagined them on their borrowed boat, towels draped across their shoulders from an earlier swim, their bodies warm with the happy flush of love. In the middle of the Caribbean, their twenty-two-foot sailboat rocking gently under the sharp moonlight. Derrick was surprised by his lack of jealousy. “Go ahead. I wasn’t thinking. You’re on your honeymoon, after all.”

      “It’s never a problem talking with you.” Dez’s voice came again. This time, there was a distinctive growl in it. Victoria laughed again. “I have to go. But please.” She sobered. “Do the right thing. Treat these women well.”

      His mouth twisted. “I’ll do what I can.”

      “Oh, Lord.” He could imagine Tori rolling her eyes. “Talk with you later,” she said, and this time he heard the smile in her voice.

      “Okay. Have fun and come back to us safe.”

      “I will.”

      Derrick heard a playful scream in the background, then Dez’s laughter as he hung up the phone. He smiled.

      

      Nuria’s door was the gateway to riches. The thought echoed in Derrick’s mind as the woman currently hijacking his thoughts appeared in the doorway of her condo. She wasn’t smiling, and neither was he.

      “I didn’t think it was fair for you to leave me like that,” Derrick said.

      “Fair for who?” But Nuria didn’t back away from him at the door. Derrick reached for her.

      “You’re who I want.” He slid his hands over her gently and sighed at the feel of her skin through the cotton dress. White again, of course. “Very badly. Can’t this just be about us?”

      “No, it can’t. All bullshit aside.”

      But she allowed his hand to rest in the small of her back, let him pull her close until their breaths were the same and her palms lay against his chest. Derrick knew if he moved too quickly she would pull away. If he acted as if he was starved for her and desperate, like last time, she wouldn’t let him have her. But he was starved.

      The door closed them inside the condo. Her eyes were wide and curious, watching to see what he would do next. He swallowed against the need to take. To fuck her against the wall, hammering her pussy until paintings fell, until she clawed his back, until he came, howling his desire in her hair, then got hard enough to do it all again.

      Derrick held her face gently between his palms and kissed her. She tasted of spice. Of Mexican hot chocolate and something peppery from a late breakfast. Derrick tongued every inch of her mouth, the corners, the slack lips, the sharp teeth, her tongue that tasted him back. A groan of victory vibrated in his throat. She almost pulled back. But he held fast. Held her with gentleness. Calmed her with his hands stroking her shoulders with light butterfly touches, until she moved toward him again. Her mouth opened wider for him. Her body moved against his. Wordlessly, he backed her in the direction of the bedroom.

      She had tidied up. All the pillows were off the floor, the canopy tied back to allow their bodies tangle-free access to the mattress. Derrick fell backward against the soft bed, pulling Nuria along with him. The weight of her on him was sweet. Precious. His dick throbbed with the need to be inside her.

      “I want you,” he murmured against her throat.

      Scented with eucalyptus and roses, her hair fell into his face. Her low moan vibrated against his lips as he bared her to his gaze, pulled the dress from her shoulders, revealing inch by inch the smooth slope of her breasts, the dark nipples, the cupping arch of her ribs.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

      The ache for her sat in his belly, gathered in his balls, echoed in the iron hardness pressing against her. He switched places with her in the bed. She blinked up at him, breathing through parted lips. With reverence, he tugged the dress completely off her, leaving her naked under him. Her skin seemed to vibrate with each pass of his hands over her.

      “I want you to know how you make me feel,” Derrick murmured.

      He pressed his lips between her breasts, moving down, calling up her desire, ghosting breath over her clit, over the wet slit of her pussy that her open legs revealed. Nuria smelled ready. Salty. Like the ocean he wanted to play in. Derrick touched her with a finger, dipped inside her wetness. She gasped, watching him as he licked the finger, tasted her. Her mouth opened. She licked her lips.

      “Do you want to taste this?” he asked.

      She nodded, still watching his mouth. He dipped his finger again, sliding deep into her wetness, coating his finger, plumbing a gasp from her throat.

      “Here.”

      Her mouth closed, like fire, around his finger. He fought back his own groan. Her mouth pulled him, sucked the finger deep inside, and her tongue stroked him, lashed the tip, then his whole finger. His dick jumped harder in his pants. Heat flashed over his skin, and he desperately wanted to be rid of his shirt. Derrick clenched his teeth. And watched her, watched her cheeks hollow as she sucked at his finger and turned up the heat in the room.

      “You’re greedy today,” he said roughly. “Don’t worry. You’ll have your mouth full later on.”

      He pulled his finger back, muscles aching with the need to fuck, to devour, and to claim her as his. Another shudder rippled through him. He took her foot in his hands, kissed it, and grazed his nose along the instep, down her calf, the back of her knee, absorbing her scent, the salty tang of her excited sweat. The flesh between her thighs was soft under his tongue. Derrick licked higher, closer to her dripping pussy, touched her with his nose.

      “Fuck me.” The sheets whispered under Nuria’s body as she writhed against them. She gulped for air.

      And that was the plea that gave him strength to continue. “No.”

      Derrick pulled off his shirt and smiled as she feasted on his bare chest with her eyes, ate up the bulge of his dick beneath black cloth with her stare. He started again. This time turning Nuria to her belly so he could taste her neck, the hot line of her back with its tattoo, and the soft mounds of her ass. He slid a finger between them, and she called out. Her fingers clenched in the sheets. Her muscles trembled. Her ass arched up in the bed. His eyes licked over her weeping pussy. She was ready for it.

      He was ready for it. But not yet. Derrick lifted her hips in the bed until she was kneeling with her face buried in the pillows. He nuzzled between her cheeks, smelled her musk, her desire.

      Nuria’s pussy was summer rain against his tongue. Hot. Wet. Intoxicating. She groaned in the sheets. Called his name. Calling him to go deeper. So he did, sliding his tongue over her wet folds, between the plump lips, and inside the dew-soaked oasis of her. Nuria’s pussy clenched around his tongue. It was like she pulled on his dick. He slid deeper, fucking her with his tongue, tasting her marshy wetness, sucking her swollen clit into his mouth.

      She called his name again. And again. He felt her come close to the edge. And he withdrew.

      “No!” She reached desperately for him.

      He turned her over in the bed so he could see her face. Her features twisted with desire and want. Lips bitten. Eyes tightly closed. Neck stretched taut in an arch. Her breasts shuddered. Her belly flexed and released as she fought for air. Slow tears escaped between her spiky lashes.

      “Fuck you,” she gasped. “Fuck you.”

      “No, baby. You already got your chance; now it’s my turn.” The sound of his zipper split the tense silence. Then the crinkle of the condom wrapper. Derrick’s pants sagged around his knees. He fell between her thighs. Her fingers sank into his ass. Flesh connected. Heat around his heat. His cock in her pussy.

      Shit.

      “Oh!”

      Nuria’s sharp cry echoed his deeper one. And it was like it should always be—the rock-fuck motion in the bed, him stroking slowly in her heat, forcing himself to be gentle, and the sweet liquid sound of their flesh meeting. At last. But her nails cut deeper into his skin; her hips moved frantically beneath his. Her walls clasped tightly around him. Derrick gasped and threw his head back. Then he couldn’t stop himself if he wanted to.

      They came together, hard, like rain and dry soil. Pleasure, like lightning, flared over his body, flashed through him until he could see it reflected in her eyes, in the wild joy she took in having his body inside hers, in the wet noise of their passion, the grunts and growls they drew from each other. They fucked each other like their lives depended on the coming, like nothing else mattered. The flame flashed through Derrick, driving hard into his dick, into Nuria’s pussy. The bed slammed against the wall to the rhythm to their sex, to the shouts that Nuria sent into the room, urging him to be faster, do it harder, to fuck her like he meant it. His muscles burned. Their damp bellies slid together. Sweat dripped down his back. His balls clutched with his impending release.

      “Fuck!”

      Nuria shuddered in the bed and clutched around him, her pussy swallowing him as she came, pushing him, too, over the precipice of orgasm. Sensation captured Derrick, and he moaned, his body wracked with tremors. He tumbled back into himself with a harsh groan, gasping down at her, at her wildly blinking eyes, her sweat-soaked face, her bitten red mouth. Fuck. A shudder ran through his arms at the effort of holding himself above her. He let go and rolled into the sheets next to Nuria.

      They lay together, panting. Sweat drying. Drained. His eyes fluttered closed and languor settled over him. This was how it should be. He forced his breath to calm.

      “Were you playing with me the other afternoon at Novlette’s?” Derrick asked.

      The smell of their sex. Her eyes watching him under heavy lashes.

      “No. This…this right now is a mistake.” Whatever she saw in his face made her laugh. But not with any real amusement. “I don’t fuck other women’s toys.”

      He grew still. “I’m nobody’s toy.”

      “But we are yours, right? To do with as you like? To tell or not to tell about each other?” Her body moved languorously in the bed. Full breasts, soft nipples, a sloping belly that called his hands. Lush nakedness and her unexpected morality making him feel like an ass. She turned over, the pillow under her head and hands clasped beneath it. Her eyes turned away from him. “I was wrong before,” Nuria said. “You’re nothing like Dez.”

      Derrick felt the words like a blow to his belly. Again a woman telling him that his sister was better. The curve of her back in the sheets was warm but uninviting. Like Trish, she had given in to the sexual sorcery he spun. But she hadn’t forgiven him. She didn’t forget. Derrick silently drew on his clothes and left.

      On the drive home, he called Trish and left a message. She was just stepping out of her car when he pulled into the driveway. The night air was moist with the smell of impending rain, and she looked flower-soft in a caramel dress that waved over her breasts in the fragrant breeze. Trish smiled.

      “We have to talk,” he said.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      Derrick smiled back at Metta Johnson across the churning room and raised his glass. They won. Champagne sparkled in crystal flutes. Teeth flashed in triumph and jubilant laughter echoed and re-echoed around the open air restaurant overlooking the Atlantic. Even the fire pits, lit and crackling cheerfully in the twilight, seemed to celebrate, too. Rafael Costa stood in the center of a colorfully dressed group, his words swelling with the story of his victory and of the firm’s success in getting him out of one of his stupidest messes. Mrs. Costa, thick and voluptuous in mourning black, nodded at her husband’s story with her arms folded across her belly, elbows cupped in her palms.

      All evening, Derrick had been getting exuberant claps on the back from other lawyers at the firm. Metta personally guaranteed him a raise, and he got an additional week of paid vacation time if he chose to take it. The firm of Silverman, Johnson, and Meyer was very pleased. If they could get Costa off, then any success was possible. Derrick and the partners anticipated a massive influx of new business. Mostly criminals.

      Derrick smiled ironically at Alex, but his boss only grinned. “Don’t look so serious, Derrick. This is a party.”

      Yes, it was a party. Costa had rented out the beachfront restaurant at the Ritz and invited over a hundred of his closest friends and business associates. And although Derrick was relieved that the case turned out in their favor, he wasn’t quite in the party mood. He hadn’t seen Nuria in days, and all his phone calls and visits to the places he expected her to be had yielded nothing.

      Derrick patted Alex on the back. “This is my party face,” he said.

      The other man laughed and shook his head before wandering off to a nearby table. The umbrella fanned out above the five heads celebrating noisily in their chairs splashed a bright red against the darkening sky.

      “I’m glad you could come,” Costa said as he came up to Derrick. “Did you bring your pretty friend from a few months ago, or did she come with someone else?”

      “Trish did come with me.”

      But as soon as Derrick said the words, he knew that Costa wasn’t talking about Trish. His eyes floated around the restaurant and quickly found Nuria. He didn’t wonder about his lack of surprise at her presence. It seemed only right that she should be there. She stood at the railing overlooking the ocean, a margarita held high in her hand, nearly surrounded by admirers.

      The wind blew her loosened hair around her bare shoulders and face. A tuxedo-cut blouse and matching pants skimmed her slight figure in red, making her glow against the railing and outline of the sea.

      “Hey, Derrick,” a low voice came from behind him. “I wondered where you went off to.”

      As Trish appeared at his side, Costa grinned, then shrugged at Derrick. “Good luck,” he said, gracefully making his exit.

      Trish blinked in confusion at the older man. “Who was that?”

      “The reason we’re celebrating tonight,” Derrick said. His eyes darted back to the railing, but Nuria was gone.

      “Oh, that’s him? He looks taller on TV.” She touched his shoulder but quickly drew back.

      Feeling guilty, he reached for her. “It’s okay to—”

      “Derrick. What a pleasant surprise.”

      His insides jumped to attention at the sound of Nuria’s voice, but he took his time turning to face her. From close up, she was even more devastating. The weeks’ separation had only sharpened his weakness for her. Her sandalwood and patchouli scent snaked around his senses, drawing him up tight in his clothes. Her teeth flashed, but she wasn’t smiling.

      Unexpectedly tongue-tied, Derrick greeted her with a nod, but she wasn’t looking at him. Her eyes swallowed Trish, who looked at Nuria with interest, eyelashes blinking as she took in the sex-shaped body.

      “You’re very beautiful,” Nuria said. And when Trish didn’t back away, she added, “Tasty looking.”

      Derrick glanced at Trish. Was she? The sleeveless black cocktail dress with the pink satin trim and ruffled hem draped nicely on her slim figure, giving her the look of a sweet sophisticate. Nothing that Derrick would consider “tasty.”

      Trish gave an uncertain smile, then stepped closer to Nuria. “I’m Trish,” she said, extending her hand and the smile.

      Nuria shifted her margarita to grasp the other woman’s hand, then looked fully into her face. “It’s really good to meet you.”

      Derrick ignored Trish’s puzzled yet intrigued look. “I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said.

      “By now, you should learn to expect the unexpected.” Her mouth stretched briefly in his direction. “Anyway, I’m not staying long. Congratulations on winning your case.”

      The flash of her labret stud drew his eyes to her red mouth. She smiled again at Trish. Nodded at him. Then turned to disappear into the crowd.

      “Who is she?” Trish turned to him, the satin-edged ruffles at her knees fluttering in the breeze.

      “Someone I used to know.”

      Her face grew still. “She’s the one?”

      Derrick nodded once. “Yes.”

      Shame prickled his cheeks. Trish turned her head away, but not before he saw the anger. She clutched her purse more tightly under her arm.

      “I’m going to pass out some more business cards,” she said. He couldn’t watch her walk away.

      Barely an hour passed before he abandoned the party, leaving Trish to go home in her own car. Thoughts of calling Nuria followed him home, made him drum his fingers into the steering wheel as he drove. But each time he picked up the phone to call, he remembered the cool look on her face. And behind her bravado, the hurt he didn’t know how to fix. When he fell into the cool sheets hours later, she still lay heavy on his mind. But the whiskey helped to dull the pain of it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

        

      

    

    
      The words on the computer blurred in front of Derrick’s eyes. New case. New problems. But this was nothing that would absorb his time or energies like the trial that had eventually gotten Rafael Costa acquitted of fraud and money laundering charges. As anticipated, the firm had gotten a large influx of clients, and a surprising number of them ended up in Derrick’s lap. But he could barely focus enough to read the background information on one of their newest clients, a South Beach madam who got tossed to the cops by one of her ex-hookers. He shook his head, squeezing the bridge of his nose. When his office phone rang, he absently reached for it.

      “Derrick Nichols,” he answered.

      “Good, I’ve got the right Nichols this time.” Nuria’s laughing voice jerked his attention from the computer screen. “Are you ready to go all the way with me?”

      His hand tightened on the phone. After almost three weeks of not hearing from her, he nearly sagged in his chair with relief, but he was also pissed. “What are you talking about?”

      “If you’re interested in finding out, you should meet me at the Bay Diner in ten minutes.” She paused. “I know you drive fast, so if you’re not here in fifteen, then I’ll assume you have better things to do.”

      Derrick glanced at his watch. It was barely two o’clock. He’d just come back from a solitary lunch only an hour before and didn’t think it would look good if he left now when he had work to do. “Give me twenty minutes,” he said.

      

      When he pulled into the parking lot of the small restaurant across the street from the beach, Derrick immediately saw her car. She wasn’t in it. Inside the restaurant, she leaned against the counter, chatting up the lean-faced boy at the register. Snug jeans clung to her backside, and a white tube top hugged her torso, baring her lower back and the tattoo sitting on the base of her spine. The boy, Mando, according to his name tag, gave Derrick a skyward nod as he approached. A New York Yankees diamond stud flung light from his ear.

      “What can I get for you, man?” Mando asked.

      Nuria turned and smiled at Derrick. She straightened and the tattoo disappeared under her shirt.

      “I have what I need right here.” He nodded back at the boy, but Nuria claimed all of his attention. “Now what?” Derrick asked her.

      “Now we go.” She turned back to Mando, and the boy wordlessly handed her an ice cream cone, vanilla dripping with chocolate sprinkles. “See you next time, Mando,” she tossed over her shoulder as she walked away with her arm tucked around Derrick’s. “Tell your sister I said hey.”

      The boy nodded again, smiling for her this time.

      Derrick felt the boy’s eyes on Nuria with each step they took. But he dismissed him to focus his attention on Nuria. “After the party, I didn’t think I’d hear from you again. Where have you been?” The words left Derrick’s mouth without thought or invitation.

      Nuria licked her ice cream and, with her shoulder pressed against his arm and her scent snuggled up against him, urged him across to the other side of the street. They walked past the sidewalk, down the incline of sand, and past the naked lawn chairs spread across the beach like sunbathers. The ocean rocked gently under the blistering heat of the sun. Derrick was glad that he left his jacket in the car. Between the sun and Nuria’s scorching presence at his side, his skin prickled with heat.

      They walked on the beach, parallel to the water, Nuria in her black ballet flats and the jeans folded once above her slender ankles and Derrick in his Italian shoes with specks of wet sand already spoiling the leather. The salt-laced wind brought her scent even closer, and her hair whipped and danced against her shoulder.

      “I’ve been around,” she said, finally answering his question. If “around” meant not answering his calls, then yes, she had been around. Between rounds at the office and sweat-drenched hours in his gym, Derrick had been quietly frantic. His body clawed with desire for her. This couldn’t be it. All the things they’d done together, had done to each other, couldn’t be over.

      “Were you trying to punish me?” he asked.

      “Do you feel punished?”

      She looked at him, her eyes sly between the black lashes and under the thick, curling locks that framed her pretty face with its glinting jewelry. Derrick couldn’t answer her question, but he did feel punished.

      Nuria’s tongue swirled around the creamy head of the ice cream cone that, even in the heat, hadn’t gotten the chance to drip. She ate it neatly, hungrily, as if she didn’t want a drop to waste. Against his will, Derrick felt himself begin to swell with arousal. Nuria chuckled, her lips pale with cream. She released his arm and looped hers around his waist. They walked with each other like lovers, Derrick thought. Then didn’t allow himself to think anymore.

      At three in the afternoon, the beach was mostly empty, with only a few children dashing back and forth in the sand while their mothers kept wary eyes on them. In front of their feet, the glinting sand went on for miles.

      Up ahead, a younger man walked toward them. Derrick moved Nuria lightly to the side to give the stranger enough room to pass. As the man passed, his eyes flickered over Nuria in obvious interest. The corner of his mouth tucked up in a smile.

      “Hmm. She’s cute,” Nuria said as she swallowed the last bite of her ice cream and glanced back at the stranger with a coy turn of her head, her hair flying up in the breeze.

      She? Derrick turned and looked again. The stranger looked back, too, and Derrick’s eyes adjusted beyond what he expected to see, past the dark slacks and long sleeved shirt, like a mirror of him only thinner and with skin a few shades lighter than his, to the slight roundness of the face, the soft lips, and the faintest hint of breasts under the white shirt.

      Yes, she. Derrick slowed.

      He felt Nuria’s hand tighten on the back of his shirt, bunching the cotton in her fist. “Don’t you think so?” she asked, her voice a provocative murmur.

      The girl stopped, too, turned completely around to watch them from beneath her dark shades, the wind ruffling the white shirt and black pants. Planted as she was in the sand, it seemed then that she could’ve taken off in flight, lifting above the sand and hurtling toward them. Derrick blinked. She wasn’t quite his type, but the idea of breasts and pussy under those masculine clothes made his dick twitch with interest. It wasn’t something that made any sense. He’d seen Dez and her butch friends before, had even dismissed them as not being real women, but this one…

      “Let’s go say hi,” Nuria said, already releasing the back of his shirt and moving toward the stranger.

      “I’m Eva,” the woman said when they drew close, with Derrick bringing up the rear, his mind wreathed in questions. Her voice was light and feminine, a surprise. She offered a hand to shake and grasped his firmly. “A pleasure.”

      “We hope so.” Nuria smiled.

      It was that slow revelation of teeth that had first caught Derrick. The wet mouth. Eyes slumberous behind the vines of her hair. Like an unfolding, just for him. Eva tucked her hands in her pants pockets and rocked back on her heels, and it seemed as if Nuria’s smile sparked hers until both women shimmered with sensual possibility under the Thursday afternoon sun. Derrick’s dick jumped in his pants.

      

      Despite his generous attitude toward sex and his large sexual appetite, Derrick had never had a one-night stand, tied a woman up, or had a threesome. These things that other people he knew freely partook of—hell, his damn sister made a life out of that kind of excess—were only real for him in porno movies or the books Trish sometimes read to him when she was feeling adventurous. The closest he’d come was a sex club he and his friends sometimes visited when they were in the mood for something different. And even then, he mainly watched. But now, the idea of going home with Eva, Nuria in tow, felt like the best one he’d heard in a long time.

      Eva took them to her house not far from the beach.

      “I wasn’t expecting company,” Eva said as Derrick and Nuria walked past her into her condo.

      But the cone of burning incense and an unopened bottle of wine waiting on the counter between her kitchen and living room revealed the words for a lie. Derrick looked at Nuria, but her face told him nothing. When he passed into the room Eva indicated with a wave of her hand, he felt her eyes on his ass.

      In moments, they were in her “playroom” and Nuria shrugged out of her clothes as if this was where she’d planned on being all along. The large room had been designed for comfort. Sound-proof comfort. Three of the deep burgundy walls were padded while the fourth was painted black and held an impressive display of floggers, cuffs, masks, and other gear. Under Derrick’s bare feet, the hardwood floors were warm.

      The massive bed was four-poster, looking both inviting and dangerous with its thick cherry wood, plump pillows, and dark sheets. It didn’t have the sensual appeal of Nuria’s bed. This one seemed made just for fucking. The thought sent a jolt of electricity straight to Derrick’s dick.

      Naked, Nuria settled into the middle of the firm bed on her hands and knees. “You can do anything to me,” she said. And the look in her eyes said she meant it.

      “I’m sure that goes for you, too, Derrick.” Eva smiled, a sexy flash of teeth and confidence. She pulled off her shirt, and Derrick couldn’t help but notice the muscles in her forearms. Eva was strong.

      Under the shirt, she wore a white tank top. Her nipples rose hard under the thin material, and the rhythm of her breathing was even as she ran her fingers through Nuria’s hair and down her face, calming her.

      “I’m going to fuck you, pretty thing,” she said. “But before that, I want you to eat my pussy. I’ve been thinking about that pretty mouth of yours ever since I saw you.”

      Derrick unbuttoned his shirt and tugged it from his shoulders. Eva’s eyes flickered over him in casual hunger, roaming the hard planes of his chest, his belly, and the bulge at the front of his trousers in a way that made his dick even harder. If this woman couldn’t resist him, who could?

      Like she’d read his mind, Eva shook her head and laughed softly. She pressed her thumb gently into Nuria’s mouth, watching Derrick all the while. They both felt it when Nuria’s hot tongue slid out to lick and suck the long finger into her mouth.

      Eva groaned, open-mouthed and smiling. “Good girl.”

      Nuria groaned, too. With her eyes closed, legs apart, and ass arched up for fucking, Derrick couldn’t resist her. He moved behind Nuria and tasted her with his hands. She was already wet. Dripping. She made a low noise as he parted her pussy lips, skimmed his fingers over her swollen clit. Nuria spread her legs wider.

      “I have rubbers in the bedside table,” Eva said, motioning with her head toward said item of furniture.

      “Thanks.” Derrick shook his head and reached into his pocket. “But I have my own.”

      The “just in case” pack of five rubbers had been a quick afterthought as he’d left the office. Now he was relieved he had them. The plastic crinkled in his fist, and he was very aware of Eva’s eyes on him when he pulled off his pants and his boxers, and rolled one of the condoms over his bobbing dick. She licked her lips and bared her teeth at him. Between them, Nuria groaned softly, bringing their attention back to where it needed to be.

      “Don’t worry, baby,” Eva said, unzipping her pants. “We haven’t forgotten about you.”

      Nuria groaned at the sight of Eva’s hairless pussy, and even Derrick had to appreciate its slick, simple lusciousness. He grasped Nuria’s hips to keep her close. Eva stepped out of her pants and pushed her pussy close to Nuria’s mouth.

      “This is for you, baby.”

      Nuria dove in without hesitation. Derrick watched her lick the hairless crease, eyes closed as her tongue burrowed between the slender thighs that opened even more for her. Eva’s hand hooked at the back of Nuria’s neck, digging into thick dreads to pull her harder into her pussy. She braced herself and splayed her legs, showing off her wet and lower lips.

      “What are you waiting for?” Eva gasped her question at Derrick. “I want to see you fuck her and make her come. I know her pussy must be sweet.”

      Yeah, her pussy is sweet. And Derrick suddenly felt a surge of possessiveness toward Nuria even as she licked and slurped Eva’s thick pussy lips and made hungry sounds deep in her throat. Nuria dripped like she was about to come just from eating Eva out. Her ass pushed back toward Derrick.

      But did he want to do it like this? The smell of her pussy perfumed every breath he took. It pulled his nose closer, made him want to feast too. Nuria noisily sucked the pussy under her mouth, making Eva grunt with pleasure. The girl’s hand tightened at the back of Nuria’s neck, and she fucked Nuria’s mouth. And still watched Derrick like she wanted to fuck his mouth next.

      Dismissing her, he dipped his fingers into Nuria’s sex again. She was so fucking wet. He lined himself with trembling fingers and slid into her, gasped when she swallowed him in that perfect slick pink. It was so damn good to be inside her again. She fit him perfectly. The firm squeeze of her pussy walls around him, the fit of her hips in the cradle of his pelvis, the smoothness of her skin under his hands. Perfect. Derrick closed his eyes.

      For a moment, it could have just been the two of them. The tight grip of her pussy. Her moans. The fire skimming along his body in rising waves. But the sound of her mouth on Eva drew him back. The animal groans Eva made. Her low cries of, “Yes. Eat my pussy. Show me you like it,” pulled him from his illusion. The other woman’s presence was as much of an intrusion as it was a turn on.

      He groaned and sped his movements inside her. So good. His hands tightened on her hips as the fire flared higher inside him. The liquid slap of Derrick’s balls against Nuria joined her groans, Eva’s growled words of encouragement, and the frantic thud of his heart.

      The woman shuddered as she came, her hips twitched against Nuria’s mouth. Eva jerked the dark head back, and Nuria moaned with the loss of it, but Derrick slid his fingers over her clit and her moan became a sigh. The sweat-slick line of her back slid under his palm and arched even more for him. Nuria panted.

      Eva pulled off her tank top, and her breasts tumbled free. Derrick felt his face changing as the pressure inside him built. In the haze of his impending explosion, he saw Eva approach him. Felt her hands on his back. His ass.

      “I want to fuck your ass,” she said, squeezing him.

      He exploded inside Nuria. Gasping and breathless, Derrick tried to hold himself still over her, but his body flinched away from Eva’s possessive touch. Even in the midst of its shuddering descent, his body knew what it didn’t want.

      Derrick shook his head once. “No.”

      “Really? Not even for this?”

      Eva gestured to her own body, its silken skin, the stiff nipples like cherry seeds, and the sloping line of her flat belly that led to her hips and the thick, glistening clit. With the luxury of his recent orgasm, Derrick was able to say no again, to pull out of Nuria’s sticky heat with its trailing web of come stretching between them. She gasped beneath him.

      They’d finished together. He felt it. But Derrick also knew that she wanted more. With hunger burning still in her eyes, Nuria curled her body around like a snake to watch him. And Eva. His skin prickled with unease. If he hadn’t been here, would she have been able to completely satisfy Nuria? Eva flashed him a smile, sleek body glistening, like she’d seen straight into his thoughts. Even though his body wasn’t ready for it yet, suddenly Derrick wanted to fuck Eva’s ass. He reached for her. But she shook her head, dancing away from him, breasts dancing, too.

      “Uh uh,” Eva said with a shake of her head. “I’m not into that.”

      She knelt beside Nuria to cuff her hands and feet to the bed. “It looks like you’ll be the main dish,” Eva murmured next to the delicate ear.

      Derrick watched her gently latch Nuria to each post of the bed with steel handcuffs, kissing each ankle and wrist as she imprisoned it. Fresh from her orgasm, Nuria’s body trembled, like a race horse that had been put through her paces. The muscles leapt under Derrick’s arms as he caressed her damp thighs, the slick softness of her heaving belly.

      Above Nuria, Eva met Derrick’s eyes as if to say, “Are you ready for more?”
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        * * *

      

      The cuffs on Nuria’s wrists and ankles burned. Derrick was sure of it. She was on her back, stretched between the four posts of the bed, her legs and arms far apart. Eva lay on top of her, lapping lazily at Nuria’s breasts, sucking the pebbled nipples into her mouth, drawing sighs from Nuria’s open mouth while both their legs swam open, teasing Derrick with the salt smell of their pussies lying one on top of the other. His mouth watered. He drew closer and fit himself at the drizzling founts of their sex. Sampled Eva’s musky pussy, licked her, pulled the long petaled lips into his mouth, slid his tongue into her hole, fucking her gently as she gasped in surprise, then pleasure.

      His fingers delved into Nuria’s pussy just beneath, teasing her with what he could do with his tongue. Would do. Both women gasped. Moaned. And Derrick felt himself twitching and trying to get hard again although it wasn’t about to happen so soon.

      The women only had eyes for each other now. Lazily kissing and pressing their pussies back against his mouth and his fingers. He moaned with them, drowning in the taste and scent of their sex.
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        * * *

      

      Derrick had never been shy about sex. When he wanted it, he asked for it, or just reached out to take it. His sexual experience with women was vast—not many women, but many sexual encounters. As many as he could fit into a working and sleeping day. But as much as he’d sampled, he had never experienced anything like this before.

      Nuria swallowed his dick, squeezing pleasure from him with her talented, endless throat, her eyes fluttering closed as if the most delicious thing she’d ever encountered lay across her tongue. Derrick groaned and clutched her hair. His neck arched back as his mind went up in flames. She seemed wholly focused on him, wrapping her hot mouth around his cock, sucking him deeply into her mouth as if nothing else mattered. As if Eva wasn’t behind her, fucking her pussy with a big black dildo strapped to her slender hips.

      Eva’s breasts bounced as she fucked Nuria. Jumping to the jackhammer rhythm of her hips as sweat slid over her body. On her face. Down her belly. Over the muscled arms holding Nuria’s hips steady. The hard concentration of her face as she fucked and fucked.

      The sounds Nuria made around his cock, sounds fucked into her from behind, only twisted him tighter in the web of desire the three of them created. The dick slammed into Nuria with a wet, ravenous sound, and she met each thrust with a hungry sound of her own. Derrick gripped her hair tighter. Fucked her hot mouth. Her hair tumbled over his fist.
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        * * *

      

      Eva’s mouth opened and frantically sucked air. Her neck bent back as Nuria fucked her with quick fingers, plumbing into the dripping pussy, her thumb floating across Eva’s clit with practiced skill. Nuria was sweating, too, her lips parted, tongue darting out to catch the sweat around her mouth. Her eyes focused solely on the taut, gasping, sweating body under her hands.

      Behind her, Derrick felt like a spare. His dick lay soft, his own sweat drying, the condom drooping and full, its outer skin wet from Nuria’s pussy. She’d abandoned it and Derrick’s dick moments before to lean further into Eva, to focus more on making the other woman come. Moments before, he had been clutched in a small heaven. His cock buried inside Nuria’s sweating heat as she rode his, twisting like a snake in his lap, mesmerizing him, calling up fire and heat and fulfillment, his balls aching to come, her back and ass whirling as he barely held on, barely caught a breath as she, incredibly, fucked him, riding his dick like a rodeo pro, her hair flashing across her back as she leaned toward Eva, fucking her, too, with lightning-quick fingers, paying attention to both her lovers with equal generosity. Her juice dripped down Derrick’s dick. The muscles of his belly and chest stood out in thick relief as pleasure shuddered through him.

      Now it was Eva’s turn. Her pussy eagerly swallowed Nuria’s fingers, slick and slurping, her hard stomach vibrating with the force of her breaths. Her breasts shuddered as Nuria reached up to caress and squeeze the dark nipples. Derrick licked his lips at the sight.

      “More,” Eva hissed, splaying her legs wider. “More!”

      Nuria gave her what she wanted. And as soon as she was done, as soon as the orgasm rocketed through her, Eva leapt on Nuria to feed on her breasts, cunt, and ass, waving her drenched pussy in the air in front of Derrick’s face. What else could he do? He buried his face in it, diving into the hot banquet of flesh like a starving man at his last meal. The wet pussy slid under his tongue, flooded his mouth and chin. Her hole swallowed Derrick’s tongue, clutched hotly around it until his dick stirred in response. Their moans were like music.
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        * * *

      

      It was nighttime when they finished fucking. Darkness had descended on the room that smelled thickly of sex and satisfaction. The noise of late evening traffic, a lulling wave of sound that threatened to put Derrick to sleep, came through the windows. He stirred from leaning back against the headboard and looked at Nuria sprawled in his lap.

      “Hey,” she murmured, blinking up at him.

      Nuria seemed comatose in the aftermath of her pleasure, body limp, eyes unfocused, muscles now only twitching occasionally.

      “Hey, yourself,” Derrick said. He stretched his back, feeling the kinks release themselves as well as the beginnings of tiny aches that he would feel more in the morning. Nuria’s hair slid through his fingers as he brushed it away from her face.

      “You really care for her.” From the foot of the bed, Eva’s voice thrummed low in surprise.

      Derrick looked at the woman. “Of course. Why are you surprised?”

      “You better ask her that.” Eva gestured with her chin to Nuria before slowly getting up from the bed to disappear through a door that Derrick only just then noticed. Maybe a bathroom.

      “What did she mean by that?”

      “Nothing.” Nuria blinked again and sat up in the bed.

      Against his will, Derrick’s eyes followed the movements of her naked body, even though he’d been feasting on it with his mouth and hands for hours. He dropped his head back against the wall to force himself to look in her eyes.

      “Was this some sort of a test? Did you just call me here to see if I would do this?” he asked.

      “No.” She stood up, sweat limned and beautiful, and headed for the door Eva just disappeared through. “I called you here because I wanted you to do this.” Nuria closed the door behind her. When she returned from the bathroom, she was even calmer.

      Smelling clean but like someone else, she silently put her clothes on, keeping her back to Derrick.

      “You can take a shower here if you like,” Eva offered.

      But Derrick shook his head. “Thanks for the offer, but I can clean up at home.” He was already dressed and waiting for Nuria. “Drop me off at my car,” he said when she had all her clothes on. Something in Derrick’s chest twisted when he saw her exchange a quick look with Eva. “I’m sure it won’t take long,” he added.

      It felt strange to have her dressed again and by his side as they walked into the humid evening. The coyly cuffed jeans, ballet flats, and even the white blouse with its innocent sensuality seemed as if they belonged to a different time. Before tonight. Before the raw nakedness they had shared with the other woman.

      Derrick put his hands, smelling like Eva and Nuria, in his pockets. “Are you going back to Eva’s?”

      At first, Nuria was silent. Only their footsteps sounded as they walked through the nearly empty parking lot behind Eva’s condo. Then she stopped and turned to him.

      “When you came to my house last time, you played me.” Her eyes watched him carefully. “In that bed—my bed—I was someone I didn’t think I could be. Weak. Under your control. Today was about getting that control back.” She turned away, releasing him from her eyes. “And, yes, I’ll probably go back to Eva’s after you go back to your bougie girl and pretend to be an honorable man. Maybe she’ll keep on buying that and the rest of your bullshit.”

      Derrick clenched his teeth against her words. Trish wasn’t in the picture anymore. He’d told her that things weren’t working out for him. That he needed a permanent break. But if Nuria didn’t want him, there was no point in revealing that.

      They climbed into her little white car for a silent ride back to his Lexus in the parking lot of the Bay Diner. Derrick opened the door.

      “This is the last time I’ll say it,” Nuria said as her hands clutched the wheel. “I don’t want to see you again. Don’t call me. And I won’t call you. This thing with us is poison. It’s bad for me.”

      Derrick slammed the door shut and walked toward his car without uttering a word. There was nothing for him to say.
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      His skin didn’t feel like his own anymore. It missed hers. Always felt stretched, like it was reaching across the miles toward her. Derrick ached. He didn’t know what to do with the agony. Out of habit, he called Tori. The update to his sad story was finished by the time his clothes were a jumbled heap on the bedroom floor and the whiskey rubbed hot against his palm through the glass. He stood at his kitchen table peering out at the inky quiet of his backyard.

      “Did you think that she was just going to let you back into her bed like nothing happened?” Victoria asked.

      From the distance of her voice, he could tell she had put him on speaker phone. She was making dinner in the house that she and Dez shared since renting out her little cottage. The hiss of something hitting hot oil, then a knife against the cutting board. “I’m surprised she didn’t cut off your balls and feed them to you. A woman sexually manipulated, especially a woman like Nuria, is not one to take lightly. You should know that.”

      “I never manipulated her.” Derrick suppressed the rising whine in his voice. “I just showed her what it could like between us if she kept seeing me. That’s it. There’s nothing devious in that.”

      “But you knew that it could never be like that between you all the time. You were giving her a false, very false, impression of how it would be to be with you. And Trish.” Tori laughed. Then sobered. “Sorry. I’m surprised she didn’t offer to make it a threesome with you, her, and Trish just to get things out in the open.”

      “Me too.” He’d actually imagined, especially as he’d lain there in the afterglow of their evening with Eva, perhaps he could talk Trish into something like that. But the thought had quickly been crushed in the wake of reality. Derrick sighed.

      “I actually miss her.”

      “Who, Nuria or Trish?”

      There was no question. Although he’d broken it off with Trish after spending that last day in Nuria’s bed, it was the volatile Dominican woman he would miss. That pouting smile. The fragrant sway of her hair when she laughed, rocking back and forth with mirth. The way she made new worlds appear for him in the same moment that she destroyed his old one. Derrick raised the glass of whiskey to his lips and took a long sip.

      “Who do you think?” he finally asked. “Who would you miss if you were in my shoes?”

      Tori laughed. “You know I like bad girls…”

      When they finally got off the phone nearly an hour later, Derrick’s skin was still hungry. The bottle of whiskey on the counter stood nearly empty, and he was close to feeling empty himself. He turned away from the counter, but the phone trilled and pulled him back.

      A choked voice at the other end of the line caught him by surprise. “Wasn’t I good enough to have on your arm in front of your boss and all your friends?”

      The whiskey congealed in his belly. “It’s not like that.”

      “But you can’t tell me what it’s really like, can you?” Before he could speak, Nuria continued. “I could have loved you. We could have been something real together.” Her voice fell away, leaving him with dead air.

      Derrick felt the loss like a kick to the chest. He swallowed, staring down at the telephone with his fist wrapped tightly around it. The muscles in his jaw ached as he swallowed and clenched his teeth.

      The regret rose up in him, mixed with the bile of self-loathing. He’d fucked everything up and, when he’d had the chance to fix it, had backed away. A coward. A fool. Self-delusions were never his thing, so he could admit the truth to himself, at least in some small way.

      He could have loved her, too.
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      Wearing a tiny gold dress that made her look like a high-class hooker wanting to trade down, Nuria leaned against the brick wall and scowled into the rain-damp night. Her new stilettos pinched her toes. The clip holding the thick weight of her hair dug into her scalp. A few doors down, the club she’d abandoned for the solace of a mostly empty street and her quiet thoughts throbbed with music. She was feeling low and foolish, but had nobody to blame but herself.

      Reliable rumors and her own instincts had told her to stay away from Derrick Nichols. But no, she’d had to have him.

      And that “having” cost her more than she’d been willing to pay.

      A dirty movie of the time she’d spent with Derrick played behind her half-closed eyelids. She’d been so stupid to allow herself to fall under his spell just because he’d given her the excitement and heat that she craved. He’d fed her sex and challenge, and she’d eaten it all up until she was sick.

      I can’t get enough of you, he’d told her once.

      A sudden ache nearly cracked her wide open. It left her trembling, a high heel unconsciously rapping out a pathetic tap dance against the dirty concrete. Nuria swallowed thickly.

      She was better than this. From the years of dealing with her parents, she had enough control not to show any unpleasant emotions and just carry on with life as if she was the happiest and most confident person who ever walked the earth. Nuria straightened, forced her legs still, and leaned back against the wall like she didn’t have a care in the world.

      Fake it ‘til you make it.

      Her cell rang and, without looking to see who it was, she answered.

      “Hey, honey.” Rémi’s dark velvet voice came over the line. “You coming back inside?”

      Fuck no.

      “I don’t feel like it right now. I’m thinking about heading home, actually.”

      Music poured out from the cell phone. A thumping bass-line from the club she’d left behind about fifteen minutes ago. Inside the club, the women were all kinds of sexy, working their bodies to the hip-jerking soca music that packed the dancefloor tight. Normally, she’d be right in the middle of things, sweating her ass off, laughing, and losing herself in the exhilaration and sensuality. But after being at the club for less than an hour, she already had enough.

      Nuria should’ve stayed home.

      “We just got here,” Rémi said, her voice coaxing. “Come back in for at least one more dance.” As if Rémi was about to grind up on anybody but her girlfriend tonight. Nuria saw how they’d come in, breathless like they’d just fucked in the parking lot, unable to stop touching each other in subtle and intimate ways. Well, maybe Rémi would dirty dance with Nuria if her friend felt sorry enough for her.

      But she didn’t want pity. “Right now, I just want to chill with some wine and music I don’t have to share with anybody else.”

      Another sound came through the phone, something other than music. A woman’s low voice. Claudia. Rémi’s woman.

      Envy locked up Nuria’s throat.

      Why was it so easy for her friends to find love when she couldn’t? Sage and Phil. Dez. Even her temperamental manicurist who usually hated everybody just got married to the love of her life. Not that Nuria was looking for any kind of happily-ever-after, but she thought she’d found something with Derrick after wanting him for so long and feeling that yes, as Dez’s brother, it made sense that they should be together.

      She’d never felt so wrong in her life.

      “Don’t do the hermit thing tonight, Nuria. It’ll be good for you to stay out for a bit.”

      Maybe Rémi was right, but she didn’t want to look her friend’s happiness in the face, not right now when it felt like a reflection of her own failure. She shook her head although Rémi wasn’t there to see it. “As nice as it would be looking at your pretty face all night, I think I’m only fit company for my vibrator right now.”

      With her eyes closed, she pressed her spine into the solid (and hopefully clean) brick of the building, and dreaded being alone in her condo that had all the luxuries she craved, but none of the warmth. None of the love.

      Shit, she was turning into such a cliche. The jealous single friend.

      Nuria was so focused on the call and the depressing turn of her thoughts that she didn’t notice the click of cowboy boot heels against the sidewalk until they sounded like they were next to her. She opened her eyes.

      “Something tells me your vibrator will be right there when you get home later tonight, or tomorrow.” Rémi still had the phone to her ear. Was she inviting Nuria over to spend the night?

      “What would Claudia think if I stayed over at your place. I don’t know her that well, but I don’t think she likes to share.”

      Rémi ended their call and slipped the phone into her jeans pocket. They were both used to Nuria’s harmless and sometimes funny flirtatiousness, but neither of them laughed now.

      “She’ll think you need some time with your friends, then will make you a hot toddy and remind you that your heart’s not broken for good.”

      Oh god. How did Rémi know?

      Nuria bit her lip to stop herself from saying something mean, poisonous words that would protect her from feeling any more of these shitty, shitty emotions than she already did. She shoved herself off the wall and crossed her arms under her breasts. Then squeaked in surprise when Rémi grabbed her around the waist and pulled her close. For a split second, she held her body still, fighting the desire to give in to the offer of comfort. That second passed, and Nuria sagged into Rémi, pressed her face into her friend’s warm throat. “Fuck.”

      A hand rubbed her back in slow, soothing circles.

      She breathed in Rémi’s clean scent, mixed with club smoke and the leather from her jacket, and felt a little of her sadness drain away. No matter who came and went in her life, she would always have this. Her friendship with Rémi, Sage, Phil, and Dez. Nuria drew in a shaky, grateful breath.

      “Are you going to survive this?”

      “Hell yes. I have to.”

      “That’s nothing but the truth.” Rémi’s arms briefly tightened around her. “One day, you’ll look back and wonder what you ever saw in that guy in the first place.”

      Nuria hummed a non-committal response into Rémi’s throat. She’d lo—liked Derrick for a long time. Forgetting how he made her feel was going to be impossible.

      After long minutes, Rémi tugged her gently into motion, taking her past the club’s open door and the long line of women waiting to get in. The music pulsed, loud and urgent.

      “Where are we going?” she asked.

      “Sage is waiting for us at her place,” Rémi said, and Nuria dug her heels in and forced them to stop. She didn’t want to watch the couples love all over each other while smothering her with pity. “Don’t worry,” Rémi said. “Phil and Claudia will be off doing their own thing.” Of course, Rémi would know she didn’t want to feel like a fifth wheel. “It’ll just be the three of us. Tomorrow, you can decide what you want to do. For tonight, you’ll have me and Sage. Dez might come over too. Everything’s going to be alright.”

      The tears were close, but Nuria swallowed them like a proper bad girl. She wasn’t a crier and she would be damned if Derrick would turn her into one. Instead, she held on tighter to Rémi and forced her mind to the next few days. Even though she had some commitments in the city, she couldn’t be in Miami now. Tonight, she would take the comfort her friends offered, bathe her wounds in their liquor, trash talk, and unconditional love.

      And when tomorrow came, well, maybe she’d give Mayson, her sometime lover out in California, a buzz. After all this, an uncomplicated, passionate woman who knew how to have fun was just what she needed.
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        Continue reading the How Sweet It Is series with Pleasure and Spice.
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        Thank you so much for reading BITTERSWEET, book 5 of the How Sweet It Is series!

      

        

      
        If you enjoyed it, please write a starred review online – it doesn’t have to be a long one – and share your experience with a friend or three. These reviews are the fuel in my tank. They keep me writing and keep me encouraged. Thanks in advance!
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      To keep up with the latest releases, get free reads, plus deleted scenes, subscribe to my newsletter here: http://eepurl.com/bjpDDr

      

      Find me online at www.fionazedde.com,  Facebook, Twitter, and/or Instagram pages. You can even use old-fashioned email: f.zedde@gmail.com.

      

      Ready for more? My latest release, Femme Like Her, is available now.
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        A Taste of Sin

        Dez and her twin brother have never gotten along. When she left Miami, she’s sure Derrick was glad to see her gone. After a family crisis brings her back to town, the last thing she expects is to fall into bed with her brother’s best friend, Victoria, who’s now all grown up and sexy AF. Too bad Derrick is already in love with her...

      

        

      
        Hungry for It

        Club owner and Miami socialite, Rémi Bouchard can have just about anyone she wants. The problem is she doesn’t want just anyone. She wants Claudia— sophisticated, brilliant, and also her best friend’s mother. In this woman, has Rémi finally come up against a challenge she can’t win?

      

        

      
        Return to Me

        Rémi and Claudia have been together for over two years. During that time, their families have grown to accept what the twenty-nine-year-old reformed player and her fifty-year-old lover mean to each other. But a ghost from Rémi’s past rises up to threaten what the two women have found together.

      

        

      
        Insatiable Appetites

        The relationship Sage has with her girlfriend is perfect. Or so she thinks. Then with one shocking revelation, the life she’d taken for granted with Phil—decadent threesomes under the Miami moonlight, lazy afternoons in the home they’d shared for years, and the complete surrender to her deepest desires—is shattered. Left adrift and in pain, Sage tries to rebuild her life one piece at a time.

      

        

      
        Bittersweet

        Love isn’t Derrick’s strong suit. He’s been head over heels with the wrong woman for as long as he can remember, and not even her falling in love with his twin sister can cure him of it. Until Nuria Diaz shows up. She explodes into his life like a force of nature and shows him what real passion tastes like. And what real love could be…

      

        

      
        Pleasure and Spice

        Best friends, Mayson Ellis and Renée Matthews, have been through everything together. Now, choices that the two women make – indulging in wild nights with dangerous partners – will put their friendship, and possibly their very lives, in danger.

      

        

      
        Just Desserts (coming soon)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Femme Like Her Excerpt

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as I set foot inside the crowded seafood restaurant, I hear Pauline’s shout above the low roar of other voices. “Nailah! Hey!”

      She’s short but I see her right away, flapping her hand at me from a window booth, the top half of her covered in her latest Hawaiian shirt, this one blue with bright red tropical flowers. I wave back, smiling, game face on.

      I’m tired today, and it’s from more than just my mentally exhausting day job.

      “It took you long enough to get here,” she says in her gravelly voice when I sit across from her, sliding my briefcase to the corner of the booth. I should’ve left the damn thing in the car, but my brain was too tired to make much sense of anything.

      “Traffic.” I lean back in the chair and take what feels like my first deep breath all day. “When you said meet you at your favorite crab spot, I didn’t realize you meant one the next state over.”

      A slight exaggeration, but really, why do all her favorite places to eat have to be forty miles outside the city limits?

      “Glad you finally made it.” Pauline shoves a little plate of sliced lemons toward me. She knows I like a million of them in my iced tea. “I was about to get started without you.”

      “You didn’t?”

      She’s got a nearly empty basket of hush puppies in front of her along with a pitcher of iced tea, also half gone. “The crab legs, girl,” Pauline says with a shake of her head, like I’m slow. “That’s the whole point.”

      “Right.”

      The waitress must have been keeping her eye on Pauline’s table, because I’ve barely reached for the empty glass on the table to pour myself some of that iced tea when the young girl appears.

      “Yay, you’re here! Pauline here was getting restless without you.” The waitress is young and pretty, with bouncy hair and a thick Atlanta drawl. She waggles her eyebrows at Pauline, who grins back wide enough to show the new gold over her canine teeth.

      My friend is the waitress whisperer. Even when she’s not trying to seduce them, she still manages to make them like her.

      “What can I get you?” The girl’s notebook appears, pencil poised just over it, her attentive smile on me.

      After Pauline and I order, the girl bounces off with a sassy twist of her backside, which Pauline takes the time to thoroughly appreciate.

      “You look like shit,” she says once we’re alone. “You sure you just don’t want to quit that job before they fire you?”

      “It would be a layoff,” I say automatically, although I’m not fooling anybody but myself.

      My company has been dragging out the pending layoff of my department for months. Nearly everybody else cracked under the pressure, quit to find other jobs, or just stopped showing up, eating up their vacation days at home instead of coming to work every day, where the tension was thick enough to make it hard to breathe.

      “Anyway, it’s fine. I still need to figure out my next move.”

      “Well, you better try to move a little quicker before that company just rolls right on over you. It’s a matter of time, and you know it.”

      “Not all of us can have our own business, my girl.”

      Pauline rolls her eyes. “Don’t give me that crap again. You can do whatever you want.”

      “Tell that to my mortgage and car payment.”

      Thick silver rings on her equally thick fingers glint as she waves a dismissive hand at the things I’ve been obsessing over for the last few months. “You know how to make money and you have a savings account most people would kill for. You’re just being a pussy about moving on.”

      “Thanks, friend. Why don’t you tell me how you really feel?”

      Our food arrives just a few minutes later, and we dive into the pile of crab legs, buttered potatoes, deviled eggs, and corn on the cob. It’s a good thing, because even though we go through the same verbal dance about my job every time we talk, I still don’t know quite where to take it from here.

      The unemployment line? My boss’s office to beg her to keep my job? YouTube to start a channel for world-class procrastinators? My options all sound equally sad, equally impossible.

      We’re both about three servings into the all-you-can-eat crab-legs buffet when Pauline jumps up. “Quick, switch places with me!” Faster than she normally moves, she drags me out of my side of a booth, her hand slick with butter on my wrist.

      Because I know Pauline and the way she attracts drama like daytime TV, I go with it, quickly moving to her side of the table, a meaty crab claw dripping butter still clenched in my hand. Eyes darting from side to side like she’s searching for something she doesn’t want to find, Pauline drops down into my side of the booth, where a massive cutout of a smiling crab jumping into a pot of hot water hides her face from anyone passing by.

      “Good. I don’t think she saw me.” She breathes an over-the-top sigh of relief.

      “Who?” Then I remember again who I’m talking to. “You know what, don’t worry about it. I just hope some woman isn’t going to key my car just because she sees me with you.” A spike of worry in my gut for Earl, my beloved Camaro, makes me lean toward Pauline. “Right?”

      “Right, right. Nothing like that’s going to happen. I just might have told this chick I was coming here tonight. I just didn’t feel like the drama”—I make a disbelieving sound at that—“so I asked for a rain check. Still wanted my crab legs, though.”

      I laugh because this is just like Pauline.

      Her stomach will always rule, even over the many women she usually ends up in strange situations with. Something simple and predictable I appreciate about her. You never have to wonder where she stands with certain things.

      After another quick look around the cutout of the suicidal crab, she settles back into place, helping me switch our food to the proper side of the table.

      “Anyway, back to what we were talking about before…”
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        Femme Like Her - available now.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bliss Excerpt

          

        

      

    

    
      Bliss Sinclair walked in from the rain, brushing sparkling raindrops from the sleeve of her gray suit. She stopped and shook herself like a cat. More droplets scattered, flying from her large haloing Afro to the carpet that lined the main lobby of the Volk Publishing building. People walked around her, some watching her display with amusement. Others were too focused on the clock, already beginning to chime nine a.m., to pay her any attention. She shrugged again, to better settle the jacket on her back and shoulders, and headed for the bank of elevators at the rear of the lobby. The gray carpet muffled the sound of her footsteps as she stepped into the chrome elevator and pressed the button for the twenty-third floor.

      Just as the doors began to close, a woman slid quickly between them. She brought with her the light, mossy scent of Chanel #19 and nodded briefly at Sinclair before staring ahead at the mirrored wall of the elevator.

      Despite her coolness, the woman immediately drew Sinclair’s attention. She was a clever mixture of elements. Her hair was tamed Africa, thick and permed to tumble to her shoulders in shiny waves that framed her square-jawed, Anglo-Saxon face. Freckles sprinkled like brown sugar over her nose and cheeks. As Sinclair watched, a hint of a smile pulled at the woman’s full mouth. She was beautiful, Sinclair decided. And her creamy milk and coffee skin looked delicious in silk.

      “Hello.” The woman’s voice was a velvety southern drawl.

      Sinclair slid her gaze to the elevator doors, embarrassed to be caught staring. “Hi.”

      The woman took Sinclair’s reply as an invitation and looked fully at her travel companion, her mouth still curled in that almost-smile. “Do you work here?” she asked.

      Realizing that the woman wasn’t offended by her blatant ogling, Sinclair relaxed. “Yes, on the twenty-third floor.”

      “You must do some pretty expensive work for Volk to be that high up in the building.”

      “Not really, just a little accounting.” Sinclair turned to look at the woman. “What are you doing here?”

      A real smile captured her mouth. “I don’t look like I work here?”

      Sinclair figured that honesty was best in this case. “Not really.”

      “Then I must be a writer coming to meet with my editor.”

      “Ah. You’ve been published by us before?”

      “A couple of books. Essays.”

      “Hmm.” Sinclair sized the woman up again. She didn’t seem at all like the intellectual type. Rather like one of those hard-edged business women, in her tailored silk pantsuit. “I don’t read much non-fiction, although I’ve been meaning to start.”

      “That’s funny that you say that. I could never really get into fiction.” The woman’s mouth twitched. “I’m Regina, by the way.”

      “Sinclair.”

      Regina nodded just as the elevator doors slid open. “I guess I’ll see you around.”

      “Sure.” Sinclair watched the woman walk toward an unfamiliar cloister of offices. She blinked when the gunmetal gray doors closed, cutting off her view of the silk clad backside gliding down the hallway.

      “Baby got back.” Sinclair coughed when she realized she’d said that out loud. Still, she chuckled to herself as she stepped out onto the twenty-third floor and down the carpeted hall to her office. Shelly Romero, her secretary, was already at her desk when Sinclair walked in. Shelly looked like a child who’d come in for ‘bring your daughter to work day’ and just stayed. Dark hair in two pony tails, glitter eyeshadow from the kids’ section and barely-business attire. She was a liberal arts college graduate, still safely ensconced in her twenties and with ambitions of being a published poet. That ambition was what drew her to Volk Publishing three years ago and the belief that as long as she had some link with the publishing house she had a chance of having her first book published by them. As far as Sinclair knew, Shelly was still unpublished.

      “Good morning, Shelly.”

      “Don’t you look cheerful this morning?” Shelly grinned and handed over a large stack of mail. “Did you get lucky?”

      “Wouldn’t you like to know?” A smile shadowed Sinclair’s mouth.

      “Only if it involved more than one girl. Otherwise save it for the boys in the break room.”

      Sinclair rolled her eyes then stepped away as Shelly’s phone rang and the secretary turned to answer it. Ever since Sinclair had “accidentally” walked into a lesbian bar uptown and ran into the younger woman over a year ago, they’d become more open with each other. Shelly was the closest thing she had to a friend in this city.

      In her office she put her briefcase and purse away, humming a light tune under her breath. When she found herself tapping her feet to the same song as she opened the mail, Sinclair laughed softly, wondering at her sudden good mood. An image of the woman in the elevator immediately came to her. So what? Regina was an attractive woman. It wasn’t like anything was likely to happen between them. Though a girl could dream…
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            The Power of Mercy Excerpt

          

        

      

    

    
      The Power of Mercy is the second in Ylva Publishing’s SuperHeroine Collection and features meta-human, Mai, a woman as strong as she is vulnerable. For her, jumping into burning buildings is easy, it’s the women in her life that make things truly dangerous.
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        * * *

      

      Mai stood on the roof of the twenty-story building, naked except for the cloak of her restlessness. Faint pain throbbed in her back—scratches from the anonymous woman she’d taken to bed barely two hours before—her thighs ached from the work she’d put into bringing them both pleasure, and the muscles in her arms still burned. The city of Atlanta, studded in starlight above and in bright lights below, hummed its particular late-night songs. A whisper of street traffic. A distant chopper. The thumping baseline from a rap song as a car cruised past.

      The woman she’d gone home with still slept peacefully in her bed one flight below, but that same peace escaped Mai. Earlier that night, a familiar restlessness had pushed her into her favorite local bar, a place dark enough for private pleasures yet with a wide-open patio for fresh air and a bar well-stocked enough to drown even the deepest of sorrows. But she didn’t go there for sorrow or for fresh air.

      The woman she found wasn’t exactly what she craved, but in that moment, with familiar demons pulling at her, the lush form with a head full of springy coils had been enough. She tasted like forgetfulness, pain subsumed, pleasure without the consequence of a tomorrow. Starved for what the stranger had offered, Mai had devoured her—the wet flesh between her thighs, her mouth gasping and plush, her breasts like summer-ripe mangoes.

      But afterward, Mai was still keyed up. Tight. The big muscles in her arms and thighs jumped just under her skin, ticking away the moments toward an implosion she didn’t want to happen. She rolled her shoulders and stretched her neck, spread out her senses to feel what was going on in the city below. It all rushed up to her in a wave of sound and color:

      Couples whispering intimately to each other while their bedsheets beneath them rustled to the rhythm of their lovemaking. A police car roaring down the city streets with sirens screaming and blue lights ablaze. Even young children were awake and playing in a nearby courtyard, which was odd for the early fall, when schools were in session. And it was more and more of the same, in a rolling tide of awareness of murder, sex, cruelty, and laughter. The tapestry of a large city.

      Mai felt it all, the ceaseless movement of Atlanta—a wild organism in constant flux that could not be tamed. All these things unfolding below her were too far away or too late for her to change. Other things... Mai tilted her head toward the sound of screams pulsing beneath her conscious hearing.

      Screams of terror.

      A fire.

      Mai’s breath hitched, and her body unconsciously swayed toward

      that blast of heat barely two miles away. She narrowed her gaze toward the fire, sharpening her hearing. No sirens headed toward it. Not yet. She wasted a moment wishing for the phone she’d left in the pocket of her discarded jacket somewhere on the stranger’s floor. Then she jumped.
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      Bliss

      Broken in Soft Places

      Dangerous Pleasures

      Femme Like Her

      Les Tales (novella collection with Skyy & Nikki Rashan)

      Nightshade (novella)

      Rise of the Rain Queen

      To Italy with Love (novella and stories)

      When She Says Yes (stories)

      

      The Power of Mercy (Superheroine novella)

      The Power of Mercy: a graphic novel

      A Lover’s Mercy (Superheroine novel)

      

      Every Dark Desire (Vampire Desire #1)

      Desire at Dawn (Vampire Desire #2)

      

      A Taste of Sin (How Sweet It Is #1)

      Hungry for It (How Sweet It Is #2)

      Return to Me (How Sweet It Is #3)

      Insatiable Appetites (How Sweet It Is #4)

      Bittersweet (How Sweet It Is #5)

      Pleasure & Spice (How Sweet It Is #6)
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