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/Frôg • hôg/ 1. A woman who only dates SEALs

 

 

 

 

(Yes. That’s a real thing.)

 


Prologue

Hutch

Leaning against the bar with a beer in my hand, I’ve situated myself so I can see her. She looks just like her. She sounds just like her. The way she tilts her head back as she laughs is an identical mannerism. For all intents and purposes she could be her.

I knew I wanted Valen before I knew anything other than the curve of her ass; before I knew what it was she did every weekend night at this bar. I’ve watched her for weeks. Not in the creepy-I’m-going-to-steal-your-life-way, just in the gathering information way. She interests me in a way no other woman is capable of. Curiosity piqued, I know nothing but everything will quell this desire coursing my veins.

Valen crosses her feet at her ankles as she talks to one of my brothers, another SEAL. He’s already goofy-eyed and hard dicked over her and her fate is sealed for tonight. The jealous rage stirs in my chest, but I know I have to be patient. I push it down.

One of these days, when she finally works her way to me, I’m going to give her something my brothers don’t offer her—would never give her without being blackmailed and cut to the quick. I’m going to offer her me. All of me.

Valen’s laugh rings through the air, and I force the sadness tinged with desire down to the pit whence it came. Her smile is so wide and bright and her neck, long and lean.  It won’t be easy getting to know Valen, but I know this is the only way I can be close to her.

And I’d do anything to get her back in my bed.

 


Chapter One

Valen

Before I desired men with rippled abs and a penchant for sixty-nine underwater, I was engaged. He was a nice man who lived next door to me during college. We started hanging out after statistics class where we did more body experiments than actual homework. His name was Dean, and he was as adventurous as his moniker leads you to believe.

We graduated college and began our respective careers, and because Dean followed the path of predictability; he proposed. And because I’d been inundated with his theories on life, I accepted on principle alone. Fireworks never flashed across my eyelids and kisses never turned into molten lava, dripping pussy syndrome. No, the union was safe. I knew I’d be secure forever. Dean wouldn’t cheat or do anything to upset me. By the book, by the goddamn sentence, he would be the definition of a good husband, regardless of cost.

I came home one day and Dean wasn’t enough. It wasn’t one thing or another, it was the whole package wrapped in a beige colored bow tie that did me in. Feet tucked under my ass, wrapped in a blanket on the sofa he let me choose, I told him I wanted to break up. The Bachelor played low in the background as I told him everything I always dreamed of saying, but never did for fear of hurting his feelings.

Dean was masterful at arguments and making his point seem more valid than mine, but I was ready for him this time. I spoke of lust and chemistry. I waxed poetic about messy sex and explosions of love—all things we never had, all things he knew we would never have. I forced my feelings down his throat until he had no rebuttal. At first, I thought I’d made the biggest mistake of my life. It’s hard when you’ve been with someone for a long time. Your mind makes you think you need them to survive. With my safety net gone, I danced back into the single market with a steely resolve that no one could sway.

I immediately gravitated toward the type of men that were the polar opposites of Dean.

The first time I did it, I labeled it novelty. The second, I was ovulating and extremely horny. The third time was because I’d had two martinis and he had fourteen abs. Fourteen. You don’t say no to that. I subconsciously ended up at Burning Fish twice. The third time I went by myself on a mission and even I was willing to admit the addiction was real. 

No other man compares. There’s some visceral quality Navy SEALs possess that no other man has. Average Joe doesn’t have a fighting chance. The playing field is seriously unleveled. Normal men should raise the white flag and just bow down already. A SEAL has, in one pinky finger, enough testosterone to populate the planet three times over. Along with loaded AK’s they have loaded dicks. I have a theory that they should spray their seed like a rapid-fire weapon at any fertile woman. There would be more good in the world that way.

Everything they touch is fast and dangerous with a hint of mystery. The allure isn’t something anyone can overlook. Me, especially. I want it all. Every last, throbbing inch of every SEAL I can get my hands on. Dating them is nice and all, but I’m twenty-seven and my skin isn’t as soft as it was when I was eighteen. I’m tired of playing catch and release. I want a SEAL for keeps.

They hang out at this bar and they’re looking for what I’m offering. The lights are low and the noise is loud because it’s almost midnight, so most everyone is already drunk. Women have dark, spill spots on their tops and men have squinty drunk eyes--everyone has bad breath. The kind you get after you’ve drank all night long and alcohol ferments the insides of your cheeks and tongue. I’m not sure what that condition is called, but I know it well and take precautions against it.

I like to arrive when it’s late, like this. I’m still sober enough to edge the drunk girls out of the way and bonus points for still looking clean with minty breath. I’ll do a few shots before I leave, but I need to find him first. Narrowing my eyes, I scan the crowd looking for the “tells.”

If you live here, you know what a SEAL looks like. You have to watch out for the guys who pretend they’re SEALs, or try to pass themselves off as one. They’re just as frequent in places like this. These dudes will be in the Navy and sometimes they are support staff, and they’ll name the command the SEALs work at as their place of employment, but you can root them out with one simple question. “What BUD/s class did you graduate in?”

Regardless of what they want you to think, the imposters won’t ever go so far as to throw out a number. Even they have loyalties to the Frog Men and wouldn’t cross them in their own territory. Sure there are websites where you can check the validity of such a claim, though I’ve never had to use one; I can always spot the real ones.

Narrowing my eyes in the dust-smote atmosphere, I let my eyes find what they so desperately seek. Firm hands grab me from behind, startling me into a small jump. “Valen,” he growls, tasting my name, and blowing his stank, beer breath into my breathing space.

I recognize the voice right away. Sighing, I spin in his hold. “Fancy seeing you here,” I reply, turning out of his strong grasp and backing away to an acceptable distance. Too close and I belong to him, but if I’m too far I’m an ice-cold bitch.

“You knew I’d be here. I’m always at Burning Fish. Want to ditch this place? That’s the subject we should be broaching.” He grins wide and predatory. Oh, what a rookie mistake. I smile at this obvious, FNG. He can’t help being the fucking new guy. Even if he is hot, I’m interested in something a little more…adventurous.

I shake my head and take a sip of my diet soda. “I’m here with a friend tonight. Next time for sure. Okay?” Nodding my head yes, I help him nod in response. That trick works well with drunk people. Waving a prim, tight wave, I vanish into the back screened-in room. The DJ is in the corner, the music is loud, and the bodies are sweaty as they flail around in every direction.

There’s a bar wrapping the edges of this room. It overlooks the ocean. Most of the stools are vacated in favor of dancing, but several are taken by couples trying to have drunken conversations. I’d wager a bet they are trying to decide where to go to after the bar closes. There’s one guy, he’s sitting in the corner, spun so he can watch the bodies as they pass by.

The lights are dim, and people keep butting in front of me, but I’m drawn like a moth to flame. How about frog to mosquito?

 


Chapter Two

Valen

I extend my hand when I’m just close enough to see the color of his eyes. They’re light green. His jaw is square, his muscles are large, and that bone frog tattoo licking up his neck? Well, that’s the proverbial panty scorcher. “Now what’s a man like you doing over here by himself?” I ask, smiling. When he slips his hand into mine I say, “I’m Valen.” A shiver, an actual godforsaken bolt from head to toe, hits me at first contact with his skin.

The man grunts, his wide chest pulling his black t-shirt and he raises his eyebrows. “You’re that Valen?” he asks, removing his hand from my grasp, as he leans back on his elbows. His posture suggests he can’t be bothered. Stiffening my back, I try to stifle the irritation. “I’m just taking in the scenery.” The bolt I just felt melts into a piss warm fizzle.

“What Valen?” I ask, even though I know where this conversation is headed. I can’t say it’s a virgin conversation, but I will say most of the guys don’t have a problem with it. They don’t mind sharing what they don’t plan to keep. “The most awesome Valen that ever existed on planet Earth? Or do you mean the Valen who walked over to a lonely gentleman to introduce herself despite her nervous demeanor?” Nervous, my ass. I’m not using any of my usual lines, but he’s taken me out of the safe zone.

His green eyes narrow right before he casts his glare over my right shoulder. “I’m not interested. Have a good night, though.” Panic sets in. I read this man all wrong, and I’m exceptional at reading people. My gay-dar is the hottest commodity in a one-hundred-mile radius. His left ring finger is bare of both a ring and the tattooed bands that are wildly popular in the Teams. This man is not taken. He’s just not. I don’t have a self-conscious bone in my body, but all of a sudden my face is awash with heat and shame.

“Excuse me?” I ask, trying not to scream over the music. “Who says I was offering you anything to be interested in? That’s offensive.” I cross my arms under my breasts and scowl. Glancing at my watch I check the time. Walking away at this point would be akin to a dog tucking its tail between its legs and retreating. I made the decision for tonight and he’s going down. Either between my legs or by way of an embarrassed woman’s scorn. He hasn’t even mentioned his name. What type of ill-mannered twat is he?

Sighing in an over exaggerated manner, he stands, and towers over me like a death haunt. Gazing down, he nods toward the exit back into the bar. “Go inside if you want to talk to me,” he says, brushing by me to stalk through the door. People get out of his way as he goes. Women gawk, his friends smirk, and I send my icy glare at his back hoping it penetrates to his heart. He chooses a booth and slides in. He motions to the seat in front of him when he sees I’ve followed. Now I’m a dog who follows instead of tucking its tail. Fucking hell. I slide into the booth acutely aware he’s sizing me up in the brighter light.

I stifle the gasp when I actually see him in full light. He is gorgeous. Not in the rogue, pussy defiling way. In the actual, ‘hey, I have good genes, nice symmetry, and bone structure that will make your children beautiful’ kind of way. The type of attractive that draws attention from strangers, the all-encompassing masculine features any woman wants in a man she desires to keep around.

“I wasn’t trying to be offensive, Valen. Quite the opposite actually. I don’t do…women like you. And before you say that’s offensive, you should know you blew off my buddy earlier, and we talk. And most guys love that thing you do with your tongue, and the small, black heart tattoo you have on your left hip-bone. This isn’t me being offensive, this is you being offensive assuming I’m like my friends. We aren’t all dick driven beasts only out to fuck.” He’s smiling as he speaks and it makes my stomach roil with rage. He swallows, and the frog tattoo on his neck dances. He meets my eyes and my brain momentarily scrambles. Is he sucking my soul out through my corneas while he trashes me? What is happening right now?

I take several deep breaths and stay silent, my eyes trained on his, he continues, “Are you going to tell me I’m wrong?” He throws his hands out to the sides and shrugs. “Tell me I’m off base. I’d love to be wrong. I’m looking for an actual relationship and I’m acutely aware this isn’t the place to find it, but given my circle of friends this is where I ended up tonight.  You’re a beautiful girl and I’d love to take you out.”

I lose my breath. “If you’re not that Valen,” he amends, flashing his white smile my way. His eyes flick from the top of my head down, over my breasts—as far as he can see with the table blocking the bottom half of my body. I throb everywhere, my heartbeat skipping along at a furious pace I’m unfamiliar with. I’ve lost all control for the moment and I’m not sure how to get it back.

Clearing my throat, I fold my hands in my lap to keep from swinging on him. “You’re assuming after your tirade I’d want anything to do with a man like you.”

He crinkles his forehead. “A man like me? One that respects women?” He looks over my shoulder, distracted by something. Turning, I see his friends making faces his way. They halt their twisted grimaces when they notice I’m viewing their asshole maneuvers. They’re drunk, so their reaction time is like three seconds slower than it should be.

Slowly, I turn to face him again. “You haven’t even told me your name. How respectful is that?”

“I brought you inside here so I could talk to you away from them. I am respectful despite what misconceptions you’ve labeled me with. The name is Hutch, by the way. Not that it matters much at this point.”

“Why did you even bother bringing me in here to talk, Hutch?” I sling his name like a curse word. Anger needs to fully replace the lust I feel for this barbarian.

He shrugs and starts tapping his large fingers on the table. “I already told you I didn’t want to be here. I was bored.”

My eyes widen in shock. “My God, I don’t think I’ve ever been so insulted in my life! You’re talking to me because you’re bored?”

He laughs. It’s a loud, low sound that sends shockwaves to my pussy. That cunt is a traitorous bitch. “It’s hilarious you think I’m insulting you given your predispositions. Why did you come here tonight? Humor me. The night is practically over anyways. Let’s learn something about each other.” He’s taken all of his friends off the table. Even if I wanted to, I’d never make myself look like anything but an angel in front of this jackass.

“As if!” I growl. “I came here tonight to find something different, too,” I admit. “Not that it’s any of your business. It’s why I turned down your friend in the first place.” Because I was waiting for a man like you, I think. Shaking my head, I clear my idiotic thoughts.

He presses his lips into a firm, smug line. “You expect me to believe you came to Burning Fish with the intent of finding a decent man to date?” Hutch quirks up one brow. I don’t think I’ve ever met a man with such smug facial features. He knows he’s beautiful and cunning and downright evil.

Clearing my throat, I avert my gaze—unsure how much longer I can heat under his stare without imploding.  “I don’t want to date just any decent man. Some assumptions you’ve made about me are correct. There is a certain sort of man that makes my loins tingle.” Keeping a straight face is difficult, but I manage it aside from a small smirk.

“Wait, wait. So, you want to fuck a SEAL,” he says, keeping his voice low. They’re always very hush, hush about their profession. I’ve had a SEAL in the past swear up and down he was a pilot. I broke the news to him gently, that I was too skilled to fall for that line. “But do you actually want to date one? You realize they are two different things. One is far more complicated than the other,” he says, his face wiped of all emotion. He swallows hard and meets my eyes.

“I want to date a SEAL, Hutch. Not just fuck one. I’ve done that before. Since we’re being honest and because this conversation doesn’t matter, I’ll spill my fucking guts,” I admit.

He winces. “Don’t swear.”

“Don’t tell me what to fucking do,” I reply, smiling. I think I’ve tripped him up, and I’m gaining my footing in this conversation.

He shrugs. “Fine. So, you want to date a SEAL, why? Do you think deployments will be fun? The separation? The training trips? The sex will be hot. Did you know the average Fucking time you’ll actually have will be less than the length of a normal relationship? Say you date a SEAL for three years. You’ve probably only been with them for six months. How is that attractive? Inform me of this plan of yours.” On the word plan, he air quotes. “I’m really curious, honestly. Tell me what’s going through your mind.” He looks genuine for a second or two, which helps me keep a string of cuss words from pelting him in the face.

I’m irritated he doesn’t think I know what I want. He tells me not to curse and then questions me like he knows me. “I want adventure. I don’t want stability. I want mystery and homecomings. I want mind blowing sex with someone I’m one-hundred percent attracted to both in body and soul. I can depend on myself. I don’t need anyone to take care of me. I need someone to love me, and the chemistry…is the most important part.”

“But you’ve only been with SEALs recently?” he asks, eyes narrowed and hands clasped together on the table.

I nod. “I mean, I’ve tried dating other guys, but I don’t get the same thrill. I’m not speaking about you, because you’re an asshole, but there’s nothing quite like being in bed with a man who has your qualities.”

“You said your qualities,” Hutch says, smiling.

He leans toward me. “Fucking is great, Valen. The fucking is the easy part. Are you ready for everything else?” His green eyes meet mine, and the promise I see in them causes a riot of emotions. I want wet sloppy sex, but I want more than one night with him.

Leaning away, I fold my arms across my chest again. “I’m a big girl. I can deal with more than you give me credit for.”

He swallows. “And you’ll be a one man woman?” he asks.

“Of course. Weren’t you listening to me? I came here because this is where you guys hang out. It was a mistake the first few times—an adrenaline rush. It’s a woman’s prerogative to change her mind. I want a relationship. A SEAL to call my own.”

He laughs, shaking his head. “You know, they told me about Frog Hogs when I was going through BUD/s.  At first it’s hard to believe anyone would seek out men like us. Men who leave more than they’re home. Have you ever dated one? More than a night,” he says, amending his question.

I groan, look at my watch and then let my eyes scan the room. A few people are watching us, but mostly we’re off everyone’s radar. I bet the bitches looking at me now are waiting to swoop in and snatch Hutch up as soon as he rises from his seat. Little do they know. Good fucking luck, ducks. “I haven’t actually dated one, no.”

“Date me then,” he says.

I turn to glimpse his face. I must look shocked because his response to my expression is amused. “Why would I date you after everything you just said?” This is exactly what I want to hear, but I’m not sure of his intentions. They don’t make sense to me, but I’m not about to question them. Not now, at least.

Hutch lifts his chin over my shoulder. “All my friends want to see the heart on your left hip bone. I’m not into that…yet. I’m probably the only man in this bar that will turn away your pussy in favor of dating you. And I’m a SEAL. That fits all of your criteria, does it not?”

“I don’t get it. You seem obviously repulsed by who I am, yet you want to date me?”

“I haven’t had much luck in the way of dating these days. Like I said once before, which you chose to ignore, you’re a beautiful girl. Any man would be lucky to date you. Even if you do swear like a salty pirate hooker.”

I readjust my top. “Thanks for the compliment. I’m not sure I understand your reasons for wanting to date me. I get the reservations.” I’ve fucked his friends. “I’d appreciate it if you never bring up my tattoo again. It’s a little awkward.”

“What about that trick you can do with your tongue?” he asks, catching his tongue between his teeth. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I won’t bring that up either,” he amends when he sees my scowl.

My heart-rate is skyrocketing at the prospect of dating him. I don’t want to. In fact, I think I might hate him, but I can’t deny that he speaks the truth. I’ve destroyed all chances of most men respecting me enough to date me instead of tossing me out with the splooge filled condom. This is what I want. Hutch is offering an olive branch in the form of not fucking me.

“Tell me about yourself,” I say.

His mouth opens in a small smile. “You already know everything you care to know about me. Don’t you?”

He turns to the side and pulls on the collar of his shirt. It’s a nonchalant gesture that makes more of his frog tattoo visible.

My pussy drips with need. I swallow down the dirty words I want to say and instead whisper, “Where are you from?”


Chapter Three

Valen

“He’s thirty-four, so he’s older than my usual suspect. I think for the first time it’s a good thing, Greer. I mean, it started off really weird and I thought he was being an offensive blow hole, but then I realized he was trying to get a feel for me,” I tell my best friend, pressing the phone to my ear. She’s this leggy blonde with huge blue eyes and a recording contract worth fifteen million dollars. “What do you think?” I ask, when she stays silent. I hear the buzz of voices around her. I know she’s probably surrounded by a dozen of her people, but it never stops her from talking like she’s alone.

“It sounds like your hobby turned into something more constructive.” she lilts, her accent audible. “What are the chances I get to meet him? Bring him up to my smog filled city so I can shake him down in person.” Greer tells someone to ease up on the curling iron because they’re burning her soul instead of her hair. Greer has been my best friend since we were children. Her parents are from Alabama and moved her to San Diego when she was a child.

I giggle. “We had coffee the morning after I met him at Burning Fish. It was weird. It was so quiet and the lights were so bright. His eyes are so fucking green, Greer. Like your weird ass alien blue, his are that odd, but green. Oh, he’s hot, but I’m not sure what to talk to him about. SEALs don’t like talking about their jobs.”

“What hobbies does he have?” She asks.

“I don’t know. He mentioned he has a small dog. It seems kind of weird,” I say, shifting on my sofa to relieve the pins and needles in my foot. “I have work to do now,” I tell her when my laptop pings from in front of me—alerting me to another new e-mail.

“Find out his hobbies and talk about his pet. Ask about his past relationships too. Those are important when you’re in your thirties. Chances are he has some baggage.”

“Way to be positive, Greer,” I mumble, before sipping my diet soda. “I’m not sure I want to delve into that subject then I’d have to divulge the skeletons in my closet. “

Greer scoffs. “He already knows your most offensive skeletons, Valen. You fuck SEALs for sport. He’s a SEAL and he’s still willing to date you. What more could you possibly tell him that would scare him off? I’m glad you’re settling down, though. It’s a good thing to try this out. Even if I’m a little jealous,” she says, before barking an order at the person plucking her eyebrows.

“I don’t know how you deal with all those people around you all the time.”

“I have to let these people around me all the time or I’d look like a trash can in every tabloid at the grocery store, Valen. I miss you. Come see me soon. We can ditch the posse and go incognito in sweats and sunglasses and go to a game or something.”

I smile. Greer loves baseball. I’ve always found it to be such a weird fact about a woman as successful and beautiful as she. “Deal. Good luck tomorrow at the studio. You got that song finished, right?”

Greer groans, and I can tell she’s holding her hand over the mouthpiece. “Thanks. It’s finished, yeah. Even if the little shit took forever getting his lyrics to my people.” She is recording a duet with a squirrelly asshole. I try to squelch my laughter, but I end up laughing some more.

“I can’t believe that’s real life. I always thought they portrayed him poorly in the news and he had to be awesome in real life.”

She groans. “I wish. He’s just as difficult in reality. I swear if he tries to hit on me again, I’ll be in the rag mags. Greer Sinclair beats the shit out of pop superstar. God, can you imagine? I’ll call you tomorrow night to let you know how it goes.”

“Details. I’ll want details.” Her life isn’t as weird as it was when her first record released. It was like watching a shooting star. It was a star who always circled you, but suddenly that star wanted more. Wanted to be higher. She changed, it was inevitable given her crazy life; it took a while for her to return to her former self. “See ya, baby.”

“Love you Vale-Hale. Be good. Go work. And for God’s sake don’t scare him off with that trick with your tongue.”

Laughing, I click off the phone and pick up my laptop. I’m a graphic designer for several large firms. I also do IT for two firms on the East Coast. I have to be up at insane o’clock to coincide with their working hours. Today was one of those days. My coffee is large and cold. I’m on my third pot. Greer always gets up at five to go to the gym so we talk most mornings.

Responding to e-mails and questions is easy and I work through my inbox quickly. Gabe Hutchinson. The name stands out because it’s not a person I typically get e-mail from. Usually my inbox is filled with messages from people I recognize. The subject line says: Date me.

It’s Hutch. A quick google search provided me with your email address. What are you doing this weekend? I’m heading out for a training trip next week, but wanted to see you before I left. I didn’t want to disturb you with a phone call, but figured this was a good way to signify I’ve officially stalked you online. Take that however you wish.

Hutch

His voice isn’t even attached to these typed words, but my body hears it anyways and reacts. My stomach tilts, and my face heats. I’m a giddy, fucking, school girl. Laughing to myself, I take a large swig of cold coffee and grimace at the temperature. Gabe Hutchinson. What a hot, fucking name. I always assume SEALs use nicknames, but I guess I wasn’t expecting Hutch’s to be so…normal.  I amble to the kitchen to heat my coffee and take my laptop with me. Leaning over the counter in my pajamas I click reply and hit him back with a quick response.

What did you have in mind? I’m free and I won’t be trolling Burning Fish for men who want to fuck me. Perhaps you want to? Just kidding. Or maybe, I’m not. Am I? I don’t know. You can stalk me in person if you want to. You’ve gathered I work from home. 45 Indiana Way. There’s a code to get into the front gate of my condo cluster. 143143. You should probably call first though. I work in my underwear and I’m not really proper for company unless I know I’m expecting visitors. I enjoyed our coffee date. I want to know more. It’s not as easy to stalk you…

Valen

My cell phone rings from the coffee table and I make a dive for it. There’s one client who absolutely detests it when you answer on anything after the second ring. It’s the weirdest thing I’ve ever encountered. I’ve learned it’s better to let it go to voicemail if I can’t grab it after the first ring. It’s not Mr. Ringing Asshole though. It’s Hutch.

“Was that an invitation? You gave me your address and talked about fucking all in the same message. I’m a guy, so you know, I just wanted to confirm my caveman intentions before I barged into your house and took you on the floor barbarian style,” Hutch says, keeping his tone level. My core clenches with desire and heat prickles my neck. Now, a voice is attached to his words and it does everything to my body.

Laughing, rather uncomfortably, I walk in to my bedroom. “I was beginning to think you didn’t have those tendencies in you. I’m glad to know I read you wrong in that department. I do so love fucking in beast mode.” I swallow hard and yank on the hem of my shirt. Hot. I feel hot.

There’s a long pause where he breathes, and I wait for him to speak. “You didn’t answer my question,” he growls.

I clear my throat even as my nipples tingle. “We should probably have a dinner date first. Fucking barbarian style is typically reserved for those in established relationships. Plus, we didn’t get off on the right foot, remember? We probably need to get to know each other a little more before we get mixed up in sex. I should note, I do want to fuck your brains out just because I can.”

Hutch groans. “Noted. Here’s the thing, though. Remember what I was telling you about time? And how it’s not like real time? I’m about to leave for a week and in a few months, I’ll be gone for six months. You have to grab the bull by the horns in relationships. There isn’t enough time to start off slow. That’s for accountants and mortuary attendants, not Navy SEALs.”

“I mean, you make valid points. I was just talking to my friend Greer about you.”

“Greer?” he asks and I can hear the confusion in his voice. It’s an uncommon name, and there’s only one Greer who is a household name.

I sigh. “Greer Sinclair is my best friend,” I admit. Laughing, I tell him the story. The same one I tell everyone about Greer’s and my friendship. I also tell him she wants to meet him.

“And she wants to meet me?” he asks, voice incredulous.

“To see if you’re right for me,” I add. “Not for any other fantasizing reasons, Hutch.”

He seems to realize his mortal, manly mistake. “She’s not my type, but I can’t say I won’t be star struck. You realize she’s the screensaver on my best friend Baz’s phone, right? It’s just an odd twist of fate. That’s all.” If the image is one of the creepy screenshots of her leaked porn movie, I’ll never be able to like Baz.

Greer’s ex-boyfriend was a rising country singer with dimples, worn out boots, and abs that could slice a pussy open. He seemed like a nice, country boy. When he asked to film them fucking she never thought his kind, love-your-mamma manners would allow him to leak the damn movie to a porno conglomerate in Silicon Valley. Greer took him for all his worth in court, and now we hate him with a passion equal to that of the Devil’s fury.

“Well if you play your cards right I could get Baz a meeting. I’m not promising anything though. The last time I made her meet someone she was pissed at me for a week. He tried to lick her feet and asked if he could come on her pinky toe.” The thought makes me crinkle my nose.

Hutch laughs and tells me he can’t wait to tell Baz about the connection. “How about dinner at my house?” I offer, to get the conversation back on track. “I’ll cook something delicious while you watch me move around the kitchen—planning your attack?”

“I’ll bring over the wine and dessert.”

Raising my eyebrows, I say, “Your cock is dessert?” I find myself licking my lips. I’ve never had it so bad.

He chuckles softly. “No. Something sweeter. We can learn more about each other, though. I agree that’s a good idea.”

“Come baring answers.”

“All this talk of coming is making me hard,” he says, teasing with a low growl.

I groan away from the phone and blow out a frustrated breath. The tenor of his voice sets every nerve ending on edge. It’s a promise of testosterone induced thrills and exhilarating orgasms. “Me too,” I reply. “I mean, I’m not hard. Just wet.” Biting my lip, I open my fridge to see what I have and what I need to buy.

Hutch sighs. “I’m not saying I want to take it slow, but I don’t date just anyone and given your...past conquests, I’d like to make sure it’s going to work out before we bypass the heavy petting stage.”

The one thing I never thought of when I was bagging those hotties was this circumstance. The one happening right in front of me—almost prohibiting me from getting the one thing I desire the most. Would I have made different decisions if I could see the future? If I knew I’d want to settle down with a SEAL and try for something more meaningful? I don’t think so. It’s who I am. I’m assertive. I know what I want and far be it from anyone to judge me on previous conquests.

In the same token, I can see why he’s wary. “Do you think I have some black book filled with names of men I’ve slept with? That is way too much work, Hutch. I offered to cook. Anyways, I should be concerned with your motives. A man who wants to take it slow and get to know me first? A man like you? Is this real life?”

“Ah. It’s definitely real life.  How to explain this? I know what I want. I see brothers die on a regular basis. I see the aftermath—the remnants of their families. The emphasis on life holds a different meaning for me. I don’t waste time,” he explains. His admission chills me to the bone and forces awareness to a fact I haven’t even considered yet. The volatility of his life. The chilling thought causes a full body shudder.

“I hope I’m not a waste of your time,” I deadpan.

Hutch clicks his tongue. “No self-deprecating. That doesn’t suit you. I’d rather not have an extra notch on my bedpost, that’s all. I’d like to give more to my future spouse. And in this case—less is in fact more.” Spouse. Future. Words that make my ears ring and my heart stutter.

There was this one time when I was having sex with this guy. He wasn’t a SEAL. I think he was a rock climbing instructor or something like that. He was lean and lithe—his muscles stretched out in a way that made him good at his job. He made me feel special. Expected me to spend the night at his house and asked me if I wanted to use his toothbrush. It was all too much, too soon, after having an orgasm. I considered spending the night, but I didn’t see a relationship with him. Was it because I wasn’t ready, or because I have too many hang-ups with my requirements?

When Hutch admits he wants to give things to his future spouse, I can’t help the pang of envious jealousy that slices deep. My palms sweat because I find myself considering, once again, not if I’m ready; but if I can unlock my heart and give away the key. This time all my requirements are met. The asshole can be expected, but the rest is unparalleled as if I had asked a man be made specifically for me.

“That’s charming. I can respect your decision to keep the key to your chastity belt locked even if I don’t agree with it.”

Hutch bellows. “I’m not barring you from my cock, in fact my cock is calling your name right now. I’m merely stating I expect to be in a committed relationship before my cock slides home. There’s a difference, you see?”

“I see you can work dirty talk into a plain conversation about boundaries. So, bonus points, dude. Mad, fucking bonus points.”

“Honest War,” Hutch says.

“What the hell is Honest War?”

“It’s when you have to answer truthfully and or speak the truth on your mind without remorse or regard for another’s feelings.” His tone is matter of fact.

I narrow my eyes at the clock above my stove. “Okay. Honest War.”

“It’s not that I don’t like you swearing. In fact, I swear a fuck-ton when I’m with my buddies, it’s your choice of swear word that I take offense to.”

“Fucking?” I ask. “I’m confused.”

“Anytime you say it my dick jerks.”

Laughing, I call him a liar in three languages. It’s a rapid-fire response I’ve developed while growing up in a tri-lingual household. 

He doesn’t return the humor. “I’m not a liar, Valen. I’m a man with a strong response to you saying the word fucking.”

I choke on a sip of my now warm coffee. “See you at six?” I ask, instead of responding to his odd request. “I’m telling all my friends you’re coming over, by the way. If I end up in a ditch somewhere, they’ll know it was you.”

“Now that’s offensive,” he says, sighing.  After a brief pause he growls, “Make it six-fifteen. I need to buy duct tape.” Then hangs up the phone.

Walking over to the large mirror in my living room I study my face. “Fucking,” I say out loud—stretching my lips out on the ending syllable.  Tilting my head to the side I say, “Fucking,” annunciating it a different way. He’s out of his mind, I think.

I love the idea of Honest War, though.

Shaking my head, I vanish into my bedroom to get dressed for my dinner date.


Chapter Four

Valen

I’m sipping a glass of Pinot Noir, leaning against the kitchen counter watching Hutch. Men have been in my house before, but never to have dinner and conversation. He declined the offer for a drink, but accepted the cheese and crackers I put out on a wooden platter in the shape of California. 

“I’d ask you what you’re thinking right now, but I’m not sure I want to know,” I say, eyeing him over the edge of my wine glass. He’s holding a photo of me and my parents. I was about twelve years old and had Winnie the Pooh emblazoned on my chest. I also had a pixie cut that only favors the likes of celebrities in their early twenties.

“Cute,” he says, returning the frame to the shelf. “Your whole place is cute. I expected something different.” Eyeing my living area I try to see what he finds cute. It has blue hues, all adult furniture, and tasteful décor.

“I put my Barbie dolls away when men come over,” I say, and then drain my glass of wine, approaching him. “Seriously? Cute? What do you find cute about this room?” I ask, waving my arm around the room. I lean down to set my empty down on the mirrored coffee table.

He takes my arm in a firm grasp. “Mostly you.”

I swallow hard as Hutch’s face morphs into something more serious. His eyes narrow and his fun smile vanishes. “But also, you. And you,” he repeats, pulling me closer, my arm a leash.

“What did you expect?” I croak, trying and failing to look at anything except his lust filled gaze.

Hutch lets his tongue slide out to coat his bottom lip. “I expected to not want something cute.” He snakes the arm he’s holding around his neck and then releases his grip. There’s no choice but to sidle closer to his body now that I have an arm around his neck. He’s tall. I’m five foot seven, and he’s encroaching on six foot four or five.

Both of his hands are under my shirt pressed against the lower part of my back—right above the waistband of my low-rise jeans. Pretending I’m unaware of his touch is impossible. Goosebumps prickle anywhere his skin is against mine. Hutch leans down and puts his forehead against mine. “I have to give you credit. I don’t think I’ve ever been called cute before. Hot, sexy, fuckable, en fuego: those are all things I’d expect to be called,” I whisper.

His breaths smell like peppermint and the scent of musky aftershave clings to his skin. I inhale deeply and watch as he smiles in response. “Maybe it’s about time someone calls you cute?” he growls.

I nod. “I like being called cute.” It kind of reminds me of a sixth-grade crush and the stomach fluttering bullshit that vanishes after boys want sex instead of holding hands and passing folded notes in the hallway.

“Do you like it so much you’ll let me kiss you right now?” This isn’t any sort of game I’ve ever been on the receiving end of. I’m not sure how to respond. Men take what they want because I’m wholly receptive of their attentions. My whole body is screaming out for more of him. Can’t he feel it? The crackling of lust exploding around our bodies like cheap fireworks you set off in the front lawn on a drunken Saturday night? I’m singed by his body heat, I’ll probably turn to ash any second. My breaths come quicker.

Swallowing hard, I say, “Did you really just ask permission to kiss me?”

“You’re cute. I’m respecting the cute and asking if you want me to kiss you.” Hutch bites his lip and I have to close my eyes to clear my sex-crazed mind. “You have pretty lashes,” he remarks, his voice a light caress against my skin.

I let my eyes flutter open. “I’m cute, but my lashes are pretty?” I ask, disbelief filtering my words. “Kiss me before you say another word.” His hands slide up my spine in a slow assault of every nerve ending.

He swallows hard and thankfully he obeys me. With both of his hands cradling my neck and face, he leans down and presses his wet lips against mine. I wrap my other arm around his neck and lean into the kiss—into his hard body. He takes control without realizing it and I’m finally in familiar territory. It’s a place I can exist, and be myself, and relish all of the sensations hitting me at once.

His arms encase me, protect me, his lips work against mine in a slow pace. His patience is admirable. I want to climb his body and lose myself to sheer harried lust. Hutch groans and it sends a shockwave of wetness cascading to my pussy. How is it that the most animalistic noises cause such an immediate response from my body?

I slip my tongue into his mouth and let my eyes flutter open long enough to see the pure rapture dance across his features. His eyes are shut tightly, and the thought he might be holding himself back makes me wild with desire. His dick is hard, and pressing against my stomach like a fucking flag pole ready to make America proud. I give him credit for not grinding it against me, as it stands, he’s keeping his hands a massively respectable distance away from my ass. “My ass is cute, too,” I say against his mouth. “If you wanted to respect that cute, you know?”

Hutch raises one brow. “I hadn’t noticed,” he replies, lips on mine, as he lowers his hands down and over my ass cheeks. Squeezing firmly once, he then pulls me against him. On a sharp intake of breath, I let out a tiny squeak. His lips are dragging down my neck and across my collarbone; I have to work to not melt into the hardwood floor.

“It’s a real cute ass,” he says, before tracing the edge of my ear with his tongue.

Sighing, I bring his lips back to meet mine. This kiss isn’t frenzied. It speaks volumes about the difference between what I usually do and tonight. While I think we’d both love this to evolve into something that requires less clothing and more body parts, I know it won’t.

I pull away from his lips.  His breathing is ragged and his green eyes are twinkling with a gleam of mischief. Well, I thought I was sure it wouldn’t lead to fucking, but with one look he’s turned that idea on its head. Hutch has a defined chin, tan skin, and cheekbones that could cut glass easier than my hard, ass nipples. His lips are full, pink, and glistening with saliva. I lick my lips. I hold him at an arms distance. “All of a sudden, I’m ravenous. Are you hungry?” I ask, in between jagged breaths.

Hutch clears his throat, and I turn around to head back to the kitchen. Peeking over my shoulder, I confirm the voyeur vibe, he’s watching my ass as I leave. Tossing my head back, I laugh a quick spell. “Ready for that drink yet?”

He groans. “I’m ready for something, I’m not sure it’s a drink though. Too much cute all up in here.” Hutch shakes his head a few times.

“Don’t be a frog hog hog, Hutch.” I ask. I vow to not watch his perfect mouth when he speaks. I’ll keep my eyes on his like a civilized person would. Just kissing tonight, Valen, I remind myself.

He slides a hand down the front of his jeans and I watch his cock move, through wide eyes. I swallow down a lump of anticipation and mentally scold myself for being a fucking barbarian. “Your cuteness had a pretty significant impact. Sorry about that,” he says. He sends a half-grin my way.  

“Where are you from, Hutch?” I ask, pouring myself another glass of wine. It’s not a wise decision, but I’ll bemoan my bad choices after he leaves and I’m left with the typical hog guilt.

With a sigh, and after a mouthful of crackers and cheese, he launches into a story about his hometown in the Midwest and how moving to San Diego changed his life so drastically that when he returned back home it was jarring. It all makes sense now. Horses. Cattle. Manners. Oh, Fuck. “You don’t happen to be a mamma’s boy, do you?” I ask.

He chuckles, and works his way around the island separating us. “What if I am?”

“Then there’s the door.” I point to the door with both of my middle fingers. “Homie can’t get down with those Southern boys.”

“Southern? I’m Midwestern. Don’t you know anything about geographical areas?”

I nod, and back away from him a step. “Tell me about yours.”

“We’re nice people. We don’t let our mamma’s get in the way of our other…female interests.”

Clearing my throat, I say, “All I know is that if a man is too nice, typically he can’t be trusted.”

Hutch furrows his brow. “That seems illogical for a woman in the dating world. Wouldn’t you seek out kindness?” Fuck that shit. Greer is the only other woman I know who dated a Southern gentleman. Still to this day she can’t look her Daddy in the eye. Some media asshole emailed him a link of her porno and he watched four minutes before it showed her damn face. I don’t think Greer or her father will ever get over that. Hutch places his hand on the counter, his body now looming directly in front of me. “I can be an asshole if you want, though.”

“No. Just promise me you aren’t a liar,” I say, lost in my best friend’s story. It takes a moment or two for me to realize he hasn’t spoken to make the promise. I peek up at his dark green eyes. “You’re a fucking liar, aren’t you?” 

He shakes his head. “I’ve told you about saying that word.”

I push a palm against his wide chest. I wonder what he does to make the muscle so hard. How many hours does he devote a week to working out? Focus, Valen. Essentially, by omission, he just called himself a liar and you’re worried about pecs. “I can’t apologize unless you tell me you don’t lie about things.”

“I don’t lie about things,” he says, standing a little taller. His proximity makes my heart hammer out a love song that connects to my vagina. Thump. Squirt. Thump. Squish. Thump. Splash. Come to mama. “We just met. We should take some time to get to know each other.”

I press pause on the ballad throbbing in my crotch to broach the subject at hand. “We’ve kissed. We may need to slow things down. I have a hard time believing you don’t have a wave of women lining up to date you. That’s where we should start,” I say. Men who seem too good to be true, usually are. My experience has been that God doesn’t grace one man with everything. There’s always some fatal flaw hidden inside the glorious, glowing, meat and muscle package.

“We should have dinner and discuss,” he replies.

Hutch helps me serve the meal I’ve prepared. He brings the plates into my formal dining room and I make sure to have him seat us on opposite sides of the rectangular table so I don’t have proximity wetness. I’ll already need to change my panties halfway through this date. I sit in the squish and dive into the recipe Greer gave me. It was some protein laced bowl that has healthy grains.

“This is great,” he says, raising his fork in my direction. “Well done.”

Smirking, I dust the imaginary dirt off my shoulders. I let one brow raise.

“Women don’t line up for men like me because my situation is complicated, Valen. Most run the opposite direction, or want something too casual.”

“Which is what I usually do—the casual thing. Do you ever do casual?”

He sighs. “Honest War?”

“Is there another kind of war?” I ask.

“I have done casual. But recent circumstances forced me to realize that life is too short and messy for casual anymore. I’m old. The bar scene is tired and there are so many women who put on facades.” He nods at me. “Like you.”

Scoffing, I roll my eyes. “I don’t put on facades. I’m pretty up front about my life and the things I want.”

Smiling he says, “You think you know what you want based on superfluous notions about a SEAL career and stereotypes pulled straight from Urban Dictionary.” He notices my scowl. “Remember the rules of Honest War.”

I take a bite and chew slowly. “I think I’ve just been lucky, honestly. It’s just that every SEAL I have been with…sexually, has been satisfying. It fed into the fictional ideal I have in my mind. Is it a possibility to have that kind of sex and a stable, functional relationship? While you may think I’m obsessed for the wrong reasons, they’re my reasons. You’re here right now and that means I’m interested in you enough to not have stuffed my panties down your throat the second you kissed me. I wanted to, just so we’re clear.”

He smirks. “You’re on the other side of the table for a reason, and it’s not because you want to fantasize about Beauty and The Beast,” he remarks, one brow rising.

Even though I feel rage simmering just below the surface, I tamp it down because I want to continue this conversation. “Honestly, I want to fuck you. You’re in my house, you kissed me like a goddamn starving man, and you’re being sweet. Yes. Everything leads me to one conclusion: I have to separate myself from you so I don’t flood my house.”

“You want me to dam the flood gates?” Hutch asks, taking a sip of his ice water.

“You’re saying if I stuffed my panties down your throat, you would have fucked me in the living room?” I tilt my head to the side, toward the sofa.

He grins, and takes a bite. Hutch shakes his head while he chews and swallows. “No, we’re still getting to know each other, but I could probably find a tampon somewhere if you’re going to gush.” My stupid vagina actually clenches at his offer.

“Please tell me you don’t think the pee hole and the flood hole are the same hole,” I say, letting my fork clank against my plate. “I may not know you very well, but I will school the shit out of you if you need vagina knowledge.”

He laughs. “Of course I know you have different holes. We have gotten so off topic that I’m not even sure what we were supposed to be talking about.” He pauses for a moment or two, eyes narrowed in my direction. “Oh, yes. Dealing with men like me.”

Sighing I finish the last few bites. “Let me hear your sob story. How it’s so hard to be you.”

“It’s not hard to be me. It’s hard to be with me.”

I know we’re playing Honest War, but it still takes me back. I nod for him to continue. “Valen, because I’m a SEAL I’m gone most of the time. The divorce rate in the Teams is upwards of seventy-five percent. It’s hard to keep a relationship functioning when most of the time I’m not even in the same time zone. Did you consider that when you pegged down your fantasy? A life of absence and solitary living? That’s what it is for the most part.”

I swallow hard. It’s not that I hadn’t considered deployments before, I guess I never broke it down to the micro level. “The thing is that I’m a very independent person. I’ve worked hard to build my career, buy a house, maintain stable friendships, and I want the best in the relationship arena as well. I understand what you’re saying, but what I’m feeling is that I can handle these things. And while dealing with deployments and trips isn’t ideal, it could be…worth it.”

He nods. “You’re right. It could be worth it. It could also crash and burn. I’m not one to slip a pair of rose hued glasses on and not consider every possible outcome, Valen. Relationships haven’t worked out for me in the past.”

I clear my throat and drain my wine glass. “Because they haven’t been with me.”


Chapter Five

Valen

Admittedly, I went a little wild after years chained to a boring sex life, and I do feel a little guilty about sex-imbibing so much at the start. The repercussions of my hogging didn’t touch down until I realized I wanted something real with that type of man—until I’d already made my dirty bed and was forced to lie in the come covered sheets.

My cell phone is pressed to my ear as I listen and take notes from my Virginia Beach client. He’s requesting a few changes. It’s business as usual and I’m able to multi-task by painting my toe nails simultaneously. “Yes, I understand,” I say, pausing on a brush stroke on my big toe.

“I’ll need you at the merger meeting. You’ll need to meet the in-house guy they’re bringing in. It’s two weeks away. You have plenty of time to make arrangements,” he says. My hand waivers and red polish gets on the top of my toe.

Clearing my throat, I say, “Sure. Of course. That won’t be a problem.” I can roll. It’s unexpected, but I’m always game for a trip to Virginia Beach. Food. Entertainment. A change of scenery is always a welcome distraction from the mundane qualities that blanket my world. Well, that was until Hutch came along and turned everything upside down.

He ends the call without saying goodbye. A fact that fucking irritates me given his preferences on how quickly I answer the call. Sloppily, I finish my toes and vow to get them fixed at a salon this weekend, and start researching my trip. My cell phone pings on the table next to my laptop. It’s a text from Hutch. 

After our dinner date, he left cock hard and unsatisfied. In truth, I felt like Goliath. Had I given in to my desires Hutch would have left my house the next morning with empty balls and a bruised dick. My body responds to everything about him. His voice and his physique are equal aphrodisiacs. The fact he wants me for more than sex? Well, that makes my vagina drool more than anything else. The irony causes me confusion every time I take stock of our situation.

The text reads. “I’m back. I want to see you. The drive-in is playing a Madea movie marathon.”

Chuckling, I text him back. “Are you trying to kill me? That sounds like an awful idea.”

“The idea would be to not watch the movies,” he responds. “Obviously, that’s why I chose Madea.”

Double good news. He doesn’t have horrible taste in films and he wants to touch my lady bits. I can’t text back quickly enough. “Fucking yes.”

His response is fast. “You’re trying to kill me now.”

I laugh. “I’m not saying fucking. I’m texting it.”

“It works the same way, Valen.”

I prop my head up on one hand and get comfortable on the sofa. A new one, that doesn’t smell like Dean’s Old Spice body spray. “What time are you picking me up?”

“We’re going to eat first, so now?”

My doorbell rings. Shaking my head, I run my hand through my hair and pad over to my front door and swing it open. Hutch is standing there looking more delicious than he should. It’s a normal working day for me, so I’m wearing a white, see-through camisole and a pair of lacy white boy shorts. Completing my ensemble is a pair of sloth slippers. “Thank God I shaved. I told you I needed warning,” I say, motioning to my body.

Hutch bites his lip, eyes slanting as he appraises every inch of exposed skin. “It was a purposeful move. This was something I needed to see for myself,” he explains. “I’m most pleased I didn’t call first.” He picks his gaze up to meet mine. I’m barefaced and lion-maned. “You look beautiful.”

I take a step back. To let him in and also because I’m fucking shocked by the tenderness in his voice. “I’ll get ready?” I hike my thumb over my shoulder.

“You’ll kiss me first,” Hutch says, shutting the door with one hand and hooking his arm around my waist with the other. His lips work softly against mine, but his meaning is clear. He’s missed me while he was away on his work trip and he wants to take whatever he likes.

Running my hands up his muscled arms I let them stop when I’m bracing both sides of his face. Goosebumps prickle my skin and my head gets light. He groans into my mouth, and backs us further into the room. I keep my eyes closed and let the sensations flood me. Desire. Lust. Heart-thumping, panty melting, heat. Hutch cups my ass in his hands and picks me up.

I deepen the kiss as I hook my sloth clad feet around his back. We kiss like that, connected, but not really for a long time. He pulls away every so often to kiss my neck and ear and I return the sentiment trying to ignore his steel hard cock that is throbbing against my clit.

“I thought we were going to eat,” I say, when we’re panting and out of breath. He’s sitting on the arm of a chair and I’m still placed in prime position to receive his cock if he chooses to tear off my panties with his teeth.

Hutch buries his face in my neck. “I want to eat something all right. Food isn’t on the menu I’m tasting, either.”

Swallowing hard, I run my hands over his pecs and play with the button on his shirt. “You’re good with that tasting menu then?” I ask, my lips brushing his on every other word.”

“Some people are wine connoisseurs. I’m a refined pussy eater. You’re going to let me eat you until you’re dripping all over my mouth. Do you understand?” He pulls me against his cock and my pussy clenches with need.

“Yes. And then what will you do with me,” I ask, whispering in his ear, circling the edge with my tongue tip. “Tell me.”

Grabbing my ass a little harder, he leans back to meet my gaze. His eyes are blazing with fucking carnal depths. Let me get lost in that shit, please. “I’m going to take my cock,” he says, jutting his hips to drive the point home. “And fill your cunt. I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked. Your sweet little cunt is going to ache for me. For only me. No one fucks like me, Valen. After you come around my cock you’ll never come around anything else again.”

“I think I just came. Right now,” I say, not letting my gaze flick from his. “My pussy is confused, I think. Are you always this…intense when you get home from a trip?” I ask, biting my lip as I wait for his reply.

He sets me on the floor, his chest still rising and falling. He looks like a warrior who just fought a grave battle. Maybe he killed a few people without even using a weapon. “Go get dressed before I slide those little white panties aside and fuck you over this couch. How’s that for intensity?”

“I’m in control. Got it?” I ask. “You don’t move a fucking muscle.” I tilt my head to the side.

He’s wary, but he nods his understanding.

We’re inches apart, but his hands are by his sides. I take his right hand in mine and guide it between my legs. The white, scanty lace is soaking wet. He’s watching his hand through narrowed eyes as I use his fingers to peel the fabric aside and use two fingers to stroke my clit.

His fingers twitch and I know he wants to take control. “Don’t move,” I say, although it comes out more like a moan, because his fingers are warm and the sensation of his bare skin on my pussy is heaven.

Closing my eyes, I pull his fingers closer and let one of them slide into my slick opening. I’m so ready to fuck—for his dick to pierce me and grind into me until I lose my mind to an orgasm so intense, I won’t be the same for hours after.

Hutch groans and adjusts his cock using his free hand. Then, as if he can’t control the impulse, he unbuttons and unzips his pants to let his huge, monster cock spring free. He strokes himself at the same pace as I’m fingering myself with. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me, do you?”

“The same thing you’re doing to me,” I gasp, breaths shallow as I use my own wetness to rub my clit once again. My head falls, my chin to my chest.

“Look at me or I take my fingers away,” he orders. I comply because I want this orgasm so badly I’d do anything he said. I’d sell my first born. I’d ask the garbage man to borrow his cock for a moment or two to have this orgasm. It’s the point of no return.

Hutch’s face is a vivid, complex mask of lust and control. I see the second he snaps. His teeth clenched he flips his hand so two fingers are inside me and his thumb is attacking my clit in a harried, blissful assault. His two fingers rub my g-spot at the same time and less than ten seconds later, I’m coming—a screaming, blubbering mess of weakened muscles and clenching pussy contractions, and tingling thighs and breathless surrender.

He leaves his fingers deep inside me as I come down from the furious high. “You moved a muscle,” I say, leaning my head against his chest. I peek down and see him stroking his cock.

“Because I wanted to feel yours around me. You’re tight. It’s going to feel amazing when this is inside you. When I fuck you you’re going to squirt all over me. Trust that,” Hutch says. “You’re my girlfriend now.” 

A giggle escapes. “That only happens in pornos, Hutch.”

He lifts my chin with a wet, sex scented finger. “Go get dressed. I guess we’re going to make a squirting porno at Madea.” He zips his pants, a signal that he doesn’t want me to suck him off right now.

Clearing my throat, I say, “I think that would make her proud, and I can’t wait to see you try.” Backing away from him, I leave my panties pulled to the side. His gaze is focused there, and who am I to deprive the man of the sight of a wet vagina. He obviously has some energy to burn off after his work trip and I’m the lucky recipient.

His fists bunched by his sides, I turn to head into the hallway. “You’re not going to see me try. You’re going to feel it.”

Fuck me rotten. I’ve just entered a goddamn porno and he just called me his girlfriend.

I’ll die a happily sexed woman.


Chapter Six

Valen

“I get a little stuffy after work trips. Sorry about that,” Hutch says, tossing a handful of popcorn into his mouth—his whole persona carefree and relaxed. The man is like a light switch, two different people at the same time.

“Stuffy? That was stuffy? I mean I guess if you trade a letter, you can spell stiffy. What happens after deployment? You were only gone a week. Should I expect to be a sex slave for several weeks after six months?”

Hutch tosses me a look, one eyebrow raised. It makes me laugh uncontrollably. “You know I’m game, but I do have a life to live and money to make.” Holding my stomach, I catch my breath as I deliver my weak rebuttal. I’d be his sex slave any day of the week. If the way he finger bangs has anything to say about his sex; I’m in for a real, sweet treat.

He groans. “Fine. Fine. I guess you can be your own person if you really need that to survive. It’s been a while since I’ve had a person to come home to. I forgot how it feels to touch down and only want one thing.” My core clenches. Legitimately, tightens and loosens a few times, like a pre-orgasm, at hearing his admission.

“One thing?”

He eats more popcorn and swallows hard. “Yeah. You.”

Lady boner. “As flattered as I am, I think you need to tell me about the last time you had someone you came home to.” Tackling the hard subjects like exes and hoes is something all couples do. Even If I’d rather not know details, I know Greer will ask. Clearing my throat, I watch him mess with the drive-in speaker hanging from the window.

“I’m not married, anymore,” he says, voice flat. My hands wad into fists by my sides. He’s older. I suspected something along these lines already, didn’t I? “After her, I only messed around casually. I haven’t really dated at all.”

Choking on a kernel, I blurt out, “Why?”

Hutch takes my hand in his buttery one. “Why what? Why am I not married anymore?” His look pierces me to the core.

I shake my head furiously. “Why didn’t you date? I’m not ready for the reasons behind failed marriages, yet. You can hold on to that for a little while longer.” Like, forever. What if he’s a controlling asshole? He did just crack a joke about making me a sex slave. Oh, fuck. Hutch isn’t good at relationships. A failed marriage. “Dating. Stick to why you don’t date.” My voice squeaks like a kindergartner with strep throat. 

Wiping his hands off on a napkin he sets the popcorn in the back seat and turns toward me. “We weren’t compatible. She couldn’t handle my lifestyle. I didn’t chase her around the house with a baseball bat, foaming at the mouth, Valen,” he explains. He’s obviously not satisfied his fingers are clean because he dips them in his mouth to suck the salty remnants off. The sight makes me shift in my seat.

“That’s why you were so adamant about how much you’re gone,” I say. I could have made that leap without this information, but it does focus his intentions more clearly.

“I didn’t date after because most women require too much…time. I don’t have a lot of that. When you came along, searching for someone like me, well, I guess you could say it was a match made in heaven. You have the understanding most others don’t. Even if it’s by means I’m not happy about.” Hutch unfolds my death grip and brings my hand up to his lips. He presses a cool kiss on the back. “Just trying to keep things real. Can you handle it? That’s what needs answering.”

My arm is limp. It would do anything he told it to. Kill a man? Okay, which weapon will you put in my hand? “I can handle anything. Not because I enjoy challenges, either. Because I think we can be something special.”

The speaker hanging in the window is blaring about the concession stand and there’s an announcement that the movie will begin soon. The scratchy voice breaks the tension in the air. Hutch doesn’t respond. He turns his head to look out the window. There are virtually no other cars around us and I know it was a purposeful move. “Do you agree?”

“You’re not going to ask me anymore questions about my past?” Hutch scrunches his brow and bites his pillow soft lip.

Crossing and uncrossing my legs, I draw attention to my bare thighs and the skirt I wore for this most momentous occasion. “Honest War,” I deadpan. His gaze flicks from my upper thighs to my face.

He nods.

“It scares me that you have baggage that heavy, but it doesn’t affect us. We can let things progress between us on their own time. I’ll admit that it made me think you probably suck at relationships, but that’s also due to the fact you admitted you didn’t date.” I lean over and grab a handful of popcorn and play it cool.

This isn’t a big deal. I’m surely not falling for this man. Falling doesn’t happen like this. It’s scripted. Hutch and I are so far off script it isn’t even funny. “There are a lot of things in life you should be scared of. I’m not one of them. I don’t suck at relationships, Valen. I only take on ones that I’m sure I can make work. That’s the difference. Realists have a very thorough approach. Why don’t you tell me a little bit about your past?” He doesn’t say men, but I know that’s what he wants to know.

“I was born and raised in San Diego. I like scuba diving and coffee dates. I enjoy riding my bicycle down to the beach and sunbathing to kill an afternoon. Greer comes to visit or I go to see her once a month at the very least. She’s my best friend and one of the few friends I have. My parents made me learn how to ballroom dance as a teenager so I can waltz like I’m floating on a goddamn cloud, and I can probably do anything to or with a computer you can conceive.”

He’s smiling, the side of his face stilted with one hand. His elbow is propped on the steering wheel and his body is angled toward the passenger seat. “Varied skills,” he remarks, pushing his lips to the side. “Something trivial now.”

I mimic his head tilt. Licking my lips, I offer a grin before crossing my legs again. “I have a vibrator named Vincent. He gets me through dry spells.” Literally and figuratively. It’s not a terribly trivial fact. Honestly, I use that damn vibe more than I’d ever care to admit.

He furrows his brow and scratches his head. “That’s a weird name. Why Vincent?”

The projector begins, previews lighting up our faces in the dark car. Hutch turns the volume down on the speaker, and focuses his attention back on my face. “You know how Vincent Van Gogh sliced off the bottom of his ear because he was plagued by depression and loneliness?” I ask, nibbling my lower lip.

Hutch widens his eyes. “Okay?”

“Well, Vincent prevents that from happening to me,” I explain. “It’s a joke, Hutch. Don’t look at me like I’m going to grab a razor and slice off your ear.”

“I expected a fun little anecdote, not how you spent long hours creating the perfect name for an electronic device meant to give you orgasms. It’s odd. No ifs, ands, or buts about that.”

I shrug. “You’re right. But he’s seen my O face more times than you have.” Reaching above my head as high as I can, I stretch my arms. “Should we go in the back and make ourselves more comfortable?” His car is clean. Meticulously so. 

Hutch is grinning like a lunatic. “Is that a fucking challenge? How many orgasms has ole’ Vince given you?” He has a slight drawl, when he speaks animatedly. I kick off my heels inconspicuously. “Certainly parts of my body will make your toes curl quicker than an electronic device.” His word choice is very specific.

Scoffing, I crawl into the back seat with as much tact as a footballer. “It has given me an unmeasurable number of orgasms. Come on. He’s like three years old.” I bought it from a vibrator party after I broke up with Dean. It seemed like a proper purchase to mark my newly minted single status. When I’m situated in the seat behind the passenger’s side I glance through the windshield at the wide screen.

Hutch sighs. I feel his gaze on my face as I avoid his. The move is his. “When I go back there, we’re finished watching the movie.”

“Why else would you bring me to a drive-in? The actual movie hasn’t even started yet. You must have some hidden desire to reenact your teenage years.” I waggle my brows, and pinch my lips to stop a smile.

Instead of crawling over the seats he exits the car and joins me in the back seat using the door, like a civilized human. What seemed like a roomy back seat only moments before turned into a cardboard box now that he’s occupying the other seat. “When I was a teenager I didn’t fuck girls.”

I take his hand in mind. “You fucked boys?” I grin.

He raises one brow. “No. I was a straight-laced teenager focused on my studies. I had a steady girlfriend all throughout high school. I didn’t have sex with her until senior year.”

I swallow. It’s an interesting fact. It’s also probably the most telling thing he’s admitted yet. My lame boy joke seems more juvenile now than it did seconds ago. “I was a straight-laced teenager, too. While we’re comparing notes.” I can’t cop up to Dean, though. Not yet. That’s too telling about me. Predictable isn’t a quality I ever want associated with my name.

He nods. “I can tell.”

“You cannot possibly know that about me. I ooze confidence and sultry, sexual charisma.”

He leans forward, but halts several breaths away from my lips. “I’m good at reading people. You put on a good front.”

“Well, I’m not some terrorist you can give a human lie detector test to.”

Tilting his head, he brings his lips close to my ear. “You give it up without even trying. If you don’t want me reading you, hide better.”

My skin prickles. Not just where his lips are—my whole body is aware of his proximity. His intimidating words meant to warn me away, only drench everything below my waist. He’s the wolf and I’m red riding hood. Bring on the bestiality. Bring. It. On.  “What if I’m tired of hiding?” I ask. If I just want to be myself and take what I want. And what I want is to give myself to him without any reservations or hang ups about what people think.

“Then spread your fucking legs and give everything to me,” he rasps. His hand skims my knee and slides up my inner thigh. His motion pauses when he realizes I’m not wearing anything underneath. “You’re making this too easy.” The bright lights from the screen flash across one side of his face. Half of a devilish smile winks at me—as if to say, hello, I’m going to destroy your pussy now, the bill will be in the mail.

I pull back so I can look him in the eye. “Is there such a thing as too easy?” I don’t wait for him to answer, with one hand cradling the side of his face I kiss him, opening my mouth to let my tongue brush against his. Hutch pulls me by the hand to get me closer to his body, while his other hand, the more important one, grazes my wetness. “We could have done this earlier. At my house. It would have been more comfortable.”

“I want you to take my fingers inside you,” he commands.

Obeying him is easy, because he’s speaking my love language. I spread my thighs, opening them as far as I can. With both hands, Hutch grabs the skirt on either side and pushes it above my waist. The move fumbles a little as we’re confined to forty cubic feet. With my hands on his shoulders I kneel in front of him. My breathing is already ragged and his cock isn’t even exposed yet. Licking his lips he tilts his head into the light from the drive-in screen. “No one remembers fucking in beds, Valen. You’ll remember this. I promise.”

He thrusts two fingers into me and my knees fucking buckle. Holy Mary Mother of God. I’m not even standing and he’s making my damn knees weak, my stomach flutter, and my head all fuzzy. It has all the qualities of a really good dream. The kind you get pissed about when you wake up before it ends. No matter how hard you try to go back to sleep to finish it, it never works. You’re stuck in reality. At the moment, my reality is better than my dreams.

Pulling the collar of his t-shirt, he yanks it over his head and tosses it into the front seat. His lips crash into mine as he tries to unbutton his pants at the same time. “Let me help you. Smaller hands,” I whisper against his mouth while dipping my fingers in to the top of his waistband. My hands are cool against his warm skin.

His hands grasp the hem of my shirt instead. I make light work of his jeans and slide his black boxer briefs down as far as I can manage. His cock is free, looming between us—like an animal in the wrong habitat. Hello, snake. You’ve entered Valen’s enclosure. I swallow down all my fear about doing this in a car, because let’s be perfectly clear, I have never fucked around in a car before and he’s entirely right, I will remember this for the rest of my life. It remains to be seen if that’s a good thing or not.

“Take a picture, it will last longer. Or suck my dick,” Hutch says, humor lighting his tone. Perhaps I should stop staring. It is quite rude. If it’s my dream I should be able to gawk if I want to.

I scoot back as far as I can and lean down. “Like this?” I lick the tip of his long dick, moaning when a drop of clear liquid hits my tongue. “Or like this?” Running my teeth softly from the tip to the base. I peek up through my lashes.

“No teeth. Tongue. Yes.” He hisses a breath as I return to sliding him down my throat. His hands run through my hair as I bob up and down. With one hand stroking his balls lightly, I’m doing my best porn star audition.

His abs are perfection. They flex in varying degrees depending on what I’m doing with my mouth. It’s artistry up close and personal. I lick his shaft up and down and spit a wad of saliva on the head before I slide him all the way down my throat once again. Gagging, my eyes water from Hutch’s girth and length combined. He has the perfect cock. I wish I could swallow it down and trap it inside my snatch. 

“Enough,” he says, gently pulling my head up. “I need to taste your cunt.” Guiding my hips, and positioning my body halfway on the seat and my bottom half in his arms he sets his face in between my thighs. There’s no gentle kisses, or teasing, it’s a full onslaught of clit pleasing, licking, sucking, and sopping wet bliss.

Sighing, I relent and bend to his will, as if I had a choice in the matter when he’s sucking my pussy like a Hoover vacuum. His mouth feels better than any Vincent I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing intimately. I’m sure my face is contorting with pleasure. Orgasms aren’t pretty, flowery things. It’s a fierce loss of all muscle control. Before the big O it’s lithe muscles and soft skin, it’s kisses and slow movements that become more harried, and then with a jerk, and a skewed sense of self, you explode into a frenzy of non-control.

With my free hand I pull his head into me further. I don’t want him to reply, I want him right where he is. “That. Keep doing that,” I say, in a breathless plea. “I’m about to blow.” It’s said half as a joke, because he’s so good at this, but mostly because I’ve been on the cusp of an orgasm since he set to work, and I actually feel like I might explode from the sensations.

He hums in appreciation as he laps at my wet pussy and continues the same pace with his fingers writhing inside me. I let go completely, seeing stars and flashes of light as every part of my body tingles in release. I scream, and it’s not his name, because who remembers names when they’re coming like a goddamn freight train? I claw at the seat that’s digging in my back with one hand, and fist his hair with the other. Gentleness isn’t on my mind and he casually removes my hand before I come away with scalp.

My foot is propped on the door and I push away automatically when the sensations are too much to bear. Slowly, I open my eyes and peek at Hutch. His devilish smile is now a smug, self-satisfied smile. Lips shining in the dim light, he says, “Who was that? Vince who? Oh, Hutch. That’s what you were saying.” My breathing is still ragged, my stomach rising and falling in a furious, well-pleased pace.

“You win today. You win,” I gasp.

He chuckles and leans over me to fish around in the center console. He comes back with a condom in one hand. I tell him I’m on the pill as he rolls the condom down his cock. I readjust, because now he’s sitting, bare assed might I add, on the seat, facing forward.

“Get on top,” he says, nodding his chin to his erection. “And you better fuck me like you mean it because I’ve given you two orgasms today. Pay me back.” His words do funny things to my insides. They make me warm, and also spark a little anger.

“If I don’t want to be on top?”

“Then, I’ll grab your perfect little waist, drag you on top of me, and pull you on my dick. I don’t need you to move. I’ll fuck you wild, and you’ll never have to move a muscle.”

With that beautiful sentiment, I sidle next to him and swing one leg over his lap so my bare, wet cunt is positioned over him. The scent of latex mixes with his cologne, and it takes me under completely. Hutch sets his hands firmly on each of my hips, his thumbs pressing on each hip bone. “Fuck me,” he says. Every nerve ending in my body is focused between my legs. I’m throbbing, empty, in seek of Hutch to remedy the loss—make me complete.

I lean down to find his lips and capture them with mine. Even as his grip tightens I hold tight to my resolve. His lips and tongue possess me. They claim me with the fierceness I feel there. “I think I will,” I say, when he breaks away from the kiss. Hutch stiffens, every beautiful muscle in his body contorting in torturous patience. I slide down onto the tip.

His cock stretches my entrance, and I let my chin fall against my chest—unwilling to control any muscles that aren’t mandatory in this moment. “Look at me,” he says. I force my hips down further, and the sensation of fullness causes me to gasp. Lifting my head, I look at him in the eye. His gaze is stripped of everything. I see him. Inside his fucking soul.

If his cock wasn’t buried inside me right now I feel like he’d be reciting a Shakespearean sonnet, proposing marriage on a jumbotron screen, or maybe, just maybe, telling me he’s in love with me. It’s preposterous, of course, but with a mere look, what-ifs creep in to steal my sanity. Instead of dwelling, lost in his gorgeous eyes, I ride his dick and bury my face in his neck. Despite his obvious command to look at him, I know I can work him so good he won’t care what he’s looking at.

The windows are steamed and the entire car smells like hot, fucking sex. I’m bucking on top of him without regard for anything except his cock and my pussy waltzing in rough, punishing pace. I kiss his neck and his ear, and he pulls my ass cheeks apart to deepen my thrusts. His fingers are warm on my skin, and from this angle, my clit is rubbing against him after each thrust.

“Come on my dick. I want to feel you come,” he rasps, pulling my hair down so my chin tilts up. I’m mildly aware that the movie is still playing behind us because the low speaker just barked out the horrible Madea accent. “Come, Valen,” Hutch orders again.

Skin smacks against skin, breathy sighs morph into moans and tight groans as we both near the peak. His hands grip my ass tighter as he throws me down onto his stiff dick. It’s almost painful. Almost. Crying out, in a strangled cry I tell him I’m coming and it’s all the motivation he needs. The car is shaking with the force of our fucking. I brace my hand on the window as he slams me down, tilts his head back and comes inside me. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he says, through clenched teeth. His hips jut up with each throb of his orgasm. I collapse over his shoulder in my own blissful wave of pleasure. He holds me close, his arms banded around my waist, pulling me against his rapidly moving chest.

After a minute or two, he sucks in a few huge breaths and pushes away to look at me. My body is blocking the light from the screen in front of us, so I can only see the shadowy planes of his face. Grabbing my waist, he lifts me gently off his semi-hard dick. He slides the hulking full, condom off and ties it in a knot. Or I can only assume, by his hand movements in the dimly lit car. “Memorable?” he asks.

I’ll never forget that. Ever. But he didn’t say Honest War.

Grinning, I lean over and kiss his lips. “Passable.”

“And I didn’t even get to see the heart on your hip.”


Chapter Seven

Valen

“It’s so fucking awkward,” I whine, stretching my arms over my head. The sheets smell like sex. My sofa smells like sex. My bathroom has leaky come drips all over the tile floor, and my pussy is thoroughly punished and still aching for more of Hutch’s cock. He wasn’t lying when he said his dick was better than Vince. Vince doesn’t have abs, or delicious balls, or a mouth that speaks dirty things as he comes down my throat.

Hutch groans. “It’s just meeting my friends for dinner.” His married friends. Or those with long-term girlfriends. I huff out a frustrated breath.  He continues, “You’re my girlfriend now. As if my seed seeping from every orifice of your fucking body didn’t alert you to that fun fact.” My ass puckers. “Want more? You know I’m good for a fourth round tonight if you can handle it. I’ll never get sick of fucking you.”

Hutch is standing in the bathroom, back lit by a low lamp in my room. He is stark naked, brushing his teeth. His ass is shaped like a Greek Gods, and his back muscles actually flex as he works his toothbrush across his teeth. I lose myself in thought, wondering how that’s physically possible. He’s waiting for my answer. “Will those friends be there?”  I stumble out.

He turns then, to face me—his cock hanging between his muscular legs. Pausing his brushing he says, “Those friends don’t have significant others. Obviously. People you haven’t met yet. It’s imperative you meet them if you want any kind of future with me.” Well, at least the friends I’ve slept with won’t be there.

Closing my eyes, I envision their scrutiny, but having Hutch for my own cancels out any reservations I have. “I’ll go. But we need a code word. If I say it you have to excuse us for some random emergency.”

He turns around to spit into the sink and then prowls back to my bed. “A safe word?” His smile is beatific.

Rolling my eyes, I explain, “A not safe word. Meaning I want to leave and if we don’t you won’t be safe from my wrath.”

“And I get to fuck you in the parking lot?”

My pussy clenches. Will it ever not want his cock? My mind is clear, my goddamn lady boner is a heat seeking missile only wanting more, more, more. “Maybe,” I deadpan, opening my legs to give him a view of his new favorite pastime.

He clears his throat. “I’m not sure it’s healthy. How much I want you plays a factor in most of my daily decisions. The vision of you, just like this, pops into my head almost constantly. I worry for the safety of the nation,” he says, rounding the bed to place a hand on either of my knees.

“You’re joking.” I say, bringing my knees together to close his view.

With little force, he separates them again and leans down to kiss my inner thigh and then my clit. “I’m sort of joking,” he amends.

Laughing I slide up the bed to rest my head on the pillow. “Come to bed. We need to sleep. I have a trip tomorrow too.”

His body stiffens. “Where are you going?”

At his terse tenor I sit up. “A work trip. Is that okay?”

“Yeah. Yeah. I mean, you can do whatever you want. Why didn’t you mention it before?”

I shrug, and lay back against the headboard. “I go on trips pretty frequently. You caught me on a slow month. I have to meet an IT guy. My client merged with another company and they want me to work with him.” Hazards of my job. Most of the force is comprised of men. “It’s a couple days, I think.”

He crawls into bed and pulls the sheet up to his chest—sex all but forgotten. “I’m feeling a little bereft here. You were about to eat me out thirty seconds ago and now you want to sleep?”

He laughs, rolls toward me and presses a kiss into my shoulder. “I leave tomorrow, too. It was your idea to get some sleep.”

It was. What a horrible idea at that. He’s leaving for an entire week and I’ll be left with clean sheets and no dick. More importantly, no him. Falling for Hutch was easy. The sexual chemistry was on point from the word go. We mesh so well, it was a seamless transition from single, white, horny bitch to a couple status with Hutch.  He told his parents we are dating, and tonight as proof, his friends know. I’m invited to a dinner next weekend.

His breathing evens out and I know he’s sleeping. Hutch always falls asleep before I do, and it leaves me alone with my thoughts. His arm wraps across my waist and he hugs me close—almost like a child would hug a teddy bear. It’s endearing, and more intimate than sex. It means a whole hell of a lot more, that’s for sure. This is us doing life together instead of doing each other.

This is what I’ve dreamed of, it’s the exact scenario I would have outlined for myself had I the foresight to know what would make me happiest. It’s hard to force myself into a place where I’m able to push all naiveté aside and exist amidst this perfection without a care in the world.

Then again, I’m only human and no one is without flaws. I’ve yet to figure Hutch’s out. Surely, it doesn’t mean he doesn’t own any.

Surely.

****

My trip was cancelled last minute. Something about the man flu, and vomit and pansy men who don’t know how to life when they have a sniffle. I can’t complain too much because it worked out to my benefit. I got to see Greer for an entire day, mid-week. The traffic was horrible, but as always, I left her house feeling like a new woman. I swear it had nothing to do with the in-house massage, or the bag of designer clothing she forced into my arms before I left. Famous people get so much free shit.

We talked work and high-school friends. We talked men and recipes. We talked the most about Hutch. She made the executive decision that this was going to be it for me—the man that would capture not only my pussy, but my heart. She said I had a glow and I wasn’t being the ice-cold bitch I usually am. Greer says that with the kindest heart and with the utmost care. She would never lie or do anything to upset me, and vice versa. Maybe telling each other brutal truths counts as being mean, but isn’t that what best friends are for?

She agreed to meet with Hutch’s friend Baz on one condition. That she gets to be present when I tell Hutch how deep my feelings for him run. An odd request by most people’s standards, but perfectly normal for Greer Sinclair. Her Grandmamma, bless her soul, used to tell everyone Greer had another sense. The sense of heart. She was able to tell a lie from a truth, and a traitor from a friend in an eye blink. That old southern woman sounded like a bat-shit crazy fanatic at the time, but I believe she was right.

I’m sitting at my desk in the spare bedroom finagling code on one of the computer monitors. I have on an overpriced sweatshirt courtesy of Greer and no pants. My yellow glasses, which help my eyes after hours upon hours spent in front of a blue screen, are leaving indents on my nose. I worked out before I came home, so my hair is piled on top of my head in a bun the size of Texas. It makes perfect sense Hutch would video call me right now.

The ringer startles me as it’s not the normal chime, it’s the video call ringtone. I grab it quickly and slam the green button to silence the disturbance as quickly as possible. It’s not until I’ve already accepted that I realize what he’s about to see.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I whisper, tossing the glasses onto my desk. I rub the bridge of my nose to no avail. I’ll look like I’ve had ski goggles on for twenty-four hours straight. His smile pops up on my screen and I face the camera toward the ceiling.

“Why are you video calling me? It’s the same thing as stopping by in the middle of a work day. What did I tell you about that?”

“That you don’t have on pants. Am I right, or am I right? Let me see your pretty face,” Hutch says. I see the upholstered headboard behind him. He’s in his hotel room. “The lack of pants isn’t even on my radar.” He waggles both brows seductively. “Though I wouldn’t mind if you wanted to show me. As proof, of course.”

Sighing, I center the damn camera on my face. “I’ve been working. I don’t have on any makeup. I was at Greer’s house all day, and then the gym, and now I’m logging the hours so I can go out to lunch with my friends tomorrow instead of being squirrelled away inside my house.” I prattle on, and realize how petulant and vain I sound, but I can do nothing to stop it. Here I am. In all my fucking glory.

“You look beautiful, baby. That’s all I wanted to see. Your face.” If he doesn’t stop, I’ll blush from my toes up to the top of my head. “It would make it even more arousing if you’d smile.” That gets me. Grinning, I take the phone with me to the living room where there’s more light.

“Sounds like you had a nice day,” he says, sighing as he tucks a hand behind his head. He’s shirtless and tan, and his glorious muscles take up most of the screen. Mentally, I chastise myself for being unable to write code to travel across time and space.

I pull my lower lip between two fingers. “I did. It was great to see Greer. I miss her all the time.” My conversation with her from earlier bubbles back, and I’m feeling gun shy. Does he know I have feelings for him? He says he can read people, but can he tell I’m keeping this from him? Greer reads hearts, can he read minds? “You look tired. How was your day?” I turn the conversation around.

“Ah. It was a long one I was up before the sun rose to jump out of airplanes. I need a nap. Almost dying ten times really takes it out of ya’.” My eyes widen. “I was perfectly safe, Valen.” Hutch knows I need reassurance because of how I look. Fuck, he is good at reading people.

Clearing my throat, I lean back. “Obviously. I don’t know how you can do it more than once a day. There is no way I could ever do that.” The risks I take are rarely more dangerous than wearing a bold red lip during day light hours.

He laughs. “You could. And you’d live. It’s second nature for me now—like walking, or chewing. If I only did it once per day, it wouldn’t be second nature and I wouldn’t be able to perfect it when need be.” The smile falls from his face and we’ve officially crossed into work territory. A place he holds close—afraid to scare me away with too many details.

“You remember why I was attracted to you to begin with, right?” Grinning, I lick my lips. “You can talk about work with me, Hutch. I’m not some frail flower who is going to wilt.” It’s debatable. There was this one time at summer camp, Josie McClure tripped in our bunk and hit her mouth on the edge of a bed. Blood was everywhere. I raised her blood and added my own vomit. Our cabin counselor was traumatized and we spent most of the afternoon cleaning up gross body fluids. I like to think I wilted that day, so I’d never embarrass myself that horribly, again.

Hutch leans his head to the side, and averts his beautiful green gaze from the screen. “You say that, but you really have no idea. I get back on Friday. You ready for dinner out that night?”

“Subject change level: expert,” I exclaim, holding up one finger to make a check mark in the air by my face. “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be. We’re meeting with Greer Saturday. Are you ready for that? Baz can come if you tell him to act civilized.”

“I wasn’t changing the subject. Leaving you for long periods of time…makes me nervous. That’s what I feel when you ask me about my job.”

“But skydiving doesn’t make you nervous? Now I’m questioning your sanity. You understand how it doesn’t make sense at all? I’m fine by myself. Look,” I bring the camera up close to my face. “I don’t have to wear makeup.” Standing I walk back into the office and reverse the camera to show him the computer setup with multiple screens. “I have more than enough work to occupy me.” The yellow lens glasses are sitting there so I slide them on my face and show him the work Valen. “And who would want this anyways?” Crossing my eyes, I stick out my tongue and make a gagging noise. “Mind blowing geekiness, really.”

“You’d be surprised who wants that,” he replies. Simple words. Honest words. They make my heart flutter with suspense. He feels the same way about me. My fear is that everything happened so fast and furious that there’s no way love could take hold, let alone anything that sticks. Maybe Greer is right. “I want that. I want to keep that. Being away for long periods makes that difficult.”

“You can keep something without having it in front of you.”

“How,” he asks, swallowing hard. We’re encroaching on shaky territory. That weird place where emotions meet practicality and the discussion must be had. “I’ve never been able to figure that out.” I sit down in my high-backed computer chair and remove the dick blockers from my face.

Shit. Shit. Shit. Why can’t this be a normal fucking voice phone call? He can see my face. He’s watching it intently—gauging my every blink, twitch, and eyelash flutter. I can’t hide from my feelings, and now I can’t hide from him. I lick my lips and pull my knees up to my chest. “Trust.”

His eyes widen, and he nods. “You’re right.”

My eyes water and I damn myself for taking off the glasses. “It’s simple and it’s probably the most complicated lesson anyone learns. Can you trust me?” I ask. My voice warbles a little.

He takes a deep breath. “I don’t have a choice.”

“There’s always a choice.”

“Do you want me to trust you?” he asks. “Once I trust you, that’s it. You have me.”

I blow out a breath. “I want you to have me.”

Hutch presses his lips into a firm, hard line. I know he does this when he’s trying to make a decision. The thing with his decisions is that they’re final and fast. Once he calls it, that’s it. With my personality, I can’t fathom the way his mind works. How can you possibly weigh all of the different possibilities and outcomes in a short amount of time? “You’re mine,” he says. “It’s settled.”

Smiling, I prop my chin on my knee. “Do you want me to trust you?”

“That would be fair,” he says, swallowing, switching the phone from one hand to another. “Trust for trust.”

“That wasn’t quite a yes or no. Do you want to tell me something? I know we haven’t talked about our pasts.” Divorce. Divorce. Divorce. The dirty d word that has the potential to tell me everything I never wanted to know.

He laughs. And it makes me uneasy. You know how some people laugh to cover a lie? This reeks of a cover up cackle. “You didn’t answer me,” I edge, trying to keep my voice casual.

He shakes his head, sobering from his chuckling. “There’s nothing I need to tell you.” After a long pregnant pause, he says, “Will you take your sweatshirt off now?”

The things I should say run through my mind, but my hands are quicker. I prop the phone up on the desk and lift the soft, thick hem and pull it over my head. I’m wearing a dark purple thong and nothing else. My head is cut off on the camera, so just my body is on display. Hutch whoops in delight. “I didn’t think you’d be game. This video call was officially the best idea I’ve had all day long.”

“I’m full of surprises,” I reply. “Although, saving your own life by way of parachute may have been the best idea you’ve had today. If we’re being honest.” I’m glad he can’t see my face now—the fierce unsettling feeling has probably taken over my features. I run my hands down the length of my body, grazing the sides of my waist and my thighs. Tucking my thumbs into the strings of my panties I tease them down a touch, but roll them back up quickly.

I watch his face while as I move—sway to some indiscernible beat inside my head. His gaze is intent—eyes narrowed, his lips slightly parted. Turning sideways I lift my arms over my head and continue the soft, sensuous moves. When I’ve turned toward the back wall and my ass is on full display for Hutch, I bend over, slide my panties down to my knees and spread my legs.

Peeking over my shoulder I watch his features change as he gets the full pink stink all up in his face. “I’m not sure what I’ve ever done to deserve this, but thank you, God.” He looks up to the ceiling and then back at me.

“You’re welcome,” I tease, keeping my face out of his view. Hutch groans, a sexually frustrated roar and props his own phone up on a pillow. I’m graced with a full shot of his body. He’s fucking naked. Bare assed on the creamy beige duvet. “You were expecting to have video chat sex, you dog!” I tease.

He clears his throat, but wraps a large hand around his dick. Everything below my waist clenches with desire. “I’m always naked in hotel rooms. Why dirty clothes? I’m in for the night. I’m by myself, and I’m going to bed early. After I jack off looking at you, of course.”

I widen my eyes. “You’re going to sleep naked without me?”

He laughs. I straighten, but keep my ass facing my cell phone. “That’s what you’re concerned about?” he barks.

“What? Should I comment on the fact you’re jacking off to the sight of me? Seems kind of common place, don’t you think?” I smirk, even though he can’t see me. “You prude,” I finish. Now, I’m taunting him—poking the bear with a long stick. I know exactly what needs to happen for Hutch to switch over into his sex-beast mode. The dominant provoked, the sexual aggressor popping in to say ‘hi.’ Unfortunately, I can’t benefit from that side of his personality in person today.

“Bend over and show me your pussy. Spread your ass cheeks. I want to see everything.”  This is my chance to control the sexual situation. I haven’t held this much control yet, and I like it. I also sort of don’t want to be in this situation right now. “Now,” Hutch commands, reminding me that while I’m over here contemplating my plan of attack, he’s on the other side of the United States, waiting for me to give him a goddamn show.

“Like this,” I ask, shimmying to one side and then the other. I don’t stop until my panties are down by my ankles. I flick the lacy material off and the purple skank trappers land on top of one of my computer monitors. The idea hits me like a drunk husband, wearing a wife beater, in a rural town in Georgia. “I know what you need.”

Hutch starts working his cock good and fast. I hear the skin sliding against his palm. His breaths come quicker and I love that sound. It’s my personal brand of aphrodisiac I’d choose every single time. “What do I need? Touch yourself,” he grinds out in between clenched teeth.

I bend a little more to put my palms on my thighs and then I twerk. Not the kind of twerk you see in rap videos, either. I’m talking white girl twerking. The kind that happens behind closed doors when you ask your best friend if it’s good enough to show the boyfriend. They tell you ‘no’ and then you practice in the mirror trying to pop your ass.

I keep my gaze focused on the back window, because I know if I’ll see his face I’ll laugh and I want him to think I’m being serious. Jerking my ass to the best of my ability, I try to get it to defy gravity with quick thrusts, but it stays where it’s supposed to, or at least I think it does.

“Are you okay?” Hutch asks, his voice muffled by the speaker of my cell phone. “I mean, I’m not sure how to ask about your well-being right now without offending you.” The silence from his end is what alerts me to the fact he’s stopped jerking off.

Miley has nothing on me right now. “You like that?” I ask, while simultaneously shaking my ass to make it move in something that resembles a twerk.

“I’m not sure what I’m looking at,” he says. I stifle a laugh.

Turning, I look at him, hands on my hips, out of breath. Trying to twerk should be a cardio class at the gym. I bet I’d burn more calories than assaulting the stair climber. I kneel in front of my desk, so my face is on full display. “What? I’m not good at twerking?”

Hutch clears his throat, and adjusts the camera so his cock is out of view and it’s aimed on his face. “You have other things you’re more skilled at,” he states.

I blow a stray hair out of my face. “Twerking to me is what lying is to you,” I deadpan.

The awkward smile drops from his face. “I’m not lying to you. Surely you didn’t need to go that far to prove a point. Especially because I’ll end up with blue balls.”

I nod. “I did have to go that far. How horribly awkward was that for you? For me?”

Hutch chuckles, and closes his eyes. “What do you want, Valen? Cut to the chase.”

I swallow, and lift my chin. “I want an Honest War.”


Chapter Eight

Valen

He gave me an Honest War, and I drained everything I wanted out of him. He’s either too skilled at lying or he really has nothing of significance to hide. Like Greer told me, I asked about his little dog. He said he loves it, and that it stays at a boarding facility during his training trips. I told him it didn’t make sense to have a dog and he explained he’s grown attached to it. That’s that. Man’s best friend: check.

Next up was his most recent ex-girlfriend. She only lasted a few weeks and she never met his friends. He said she was too young—still in college, and wanted to party more than she was interested in meeting his parents. He was her  trophy, a beautiful play toy. Something most men would be interested in, but not Hutch. God forbid you use him for his cock and muscles.

We ended the video chat by having cybersex and I won’t lie, it was awkward seeing him when he arrived home a couple days later. I had to look him in the eye after I twerked in his face. It brought us closer, I think. My bad dancing and his Honest War. Now, we’re at dinner with his friends.

My Spanx are so fucking tight I feel like a sausage stuffed in casing. Except I won’t taste as good as sausage. When Hutch peels me out of these things tonight I’ll smell like polyester and vagina had a baby named, oh-my-god-stop-put-it-away. Taking a sip of my cocktail, I resign myself to removing these underwear in the bathroom, before a shower. Alone. Sucking in a deep ass breath, I remind my body who the fucking boss is around here.

I’m surrounded by Hutch’s married friends and their wives at a huge circular dinner table in a nice restaurant in the down town area of San Diego. Had I known his friends liked to chat about everything under the sun, for multiple hours, before ordering food, I would have chosen a different outfit. As it stands, I’ve had a miniscule piece of flatbread that was absent of cheese, and three strong drinks that had more vodka than tonic.

“Tell us about your job, Valen. God, I love your name. It’s so…different,” A woman named Chrisella says. I mean, there’s a joke there. About her name being a man’s name with an ‘ella’ at the end, but I’m not drunk enough yet, and Hutch looks so proud to have me here, that I’m not ready to cross that line in the girlfriend sand.

I drain my drink to ice and then give her the PG version of what I do for work. The layperson’s definition told in a way that leaves little room for question. I’ve perfected it over the years so it’s standard operating procedure. “Oh, and my Mom and Dad loved Van Halen. I was conceived while Runnin’ with the Devil was playing in the background. It’s fitting,” I explain, trying to keep a full-blown smile off my face. I bet she doesn’t have any good reason why they added an ‘ella’ to the end of Chris.

“Oh, that’s a crazy, wild story. I love it,” Chrisella exclaims. “It sounds like you keep pretty busy with your work, too. How is it working from home?” It’s already been established that Chrisella doesn’t work a nine to five. She stays home and works in the home with their three children. “I guess you don’t have any interruptions. No kids,” she finishes, her gaze flicking to Hutch. 

The rest of the table silences and all eyes are on us. “Nope, no kids,” I say, looking at each of the faces staring back at me. “It’s not easy all the time. Because I’m home, I’d rather be doing other things, but I keep a loose schedule so if something comes up I can wiggle it in,” I bluster on. One of the guys chuckles and I realize the joke immediately and smile into the bottom of my glass.

My face heats and I’m unsure why this weird shift in the atmosphere happened. “Well, you’re lucky. Kids make everything more difficult,” Chrisella finally says, hugging her husband’s arm. “But they’re so worth it.” She beams up at him, he smiles down at her, and I want to puke and I want what she has all in the same breath. What is wrong with me?

Finally, I nod. Of course kids are worth it. They populate the earth and they’re carbon copies of their parents. Having children is selfish, and it’s amazing, and distorting, and a million other things both good and amazing. “One day I’ll have kids. Hopefully.” I swallow hard and my head swims—the vodka catching up all at once.

I’d do anything to shrink into my seat: be a little person on the edge of the table that no one can see. Honey, I Shrunk the Kids, style. Except that movie is about kids, and I don’t want to be a part of any sort of conversation about kids while I’m sitting next to my new boyfriend. I’m uncomfortable in my own skin and for the first time tonight, it’s not the fucking underwear causing the hostility.

I launch into a story about Greer. It’s safe territory and everyone accepts the switch in conversation with open arms. It’s as if the mandatory conversation happened and we can all move on. It’s odd and I want to pull Hutch aside and ask him what the hell it was about. His friends don’t seem mean spirited at all, so I’m left more confused than anything else.

“So, she really did date the prince?” Chrisella squeals.

Smiling, I nod. “Just for a spell. Once it hit tabloids everywhere she realized a relationship like that would magnify her life even further. Greer likes to live a quiet life in between her loud reality.” She filmed a music video in London and ended up staying far longer than she anticipated.  Everyone speculated, but neither confirmed a relationship.

“I told you, Simone. I told you she dated him! I could tell by the photo I saw online they were more than friends!” she squalls to her friend. I get a little defensive, only internally though. It’s Greer’s life and she is a public figure. If she wanted secrecy she’d change professions.

They all have questions about my childhood best friend after that. Even the dudes, much to the dismay of their ever-watchful wives. Hutch wraps an arm around my chair and tells the table about the meeting with Baz tomorrow and they all make jokes and have snide, raucous comments. Hutch says they’re jealous, but I remind him again about the rules he agreed to. I haven’t met Baz, but I can tell enough from how these guys are talking about him that he’s a handful. And then some.

Which just so happens to be Greer’s type. If he doesn’t come on like a fucking Nor’ Easter.  Or ask to do anything to her feet.

Sometime in between Greer’s record sales and the proper form of a clean and jerk, our food arrives and I’m blessed with the first non-awkward silence of the night. Everyone is just as hungry as I am. Hutch squeezes my leg under the table and I smile up at him—giving him my very best, wait-till-later-and-I-can-use-my-grown-up-voice sneer. He prepared me for tonight by giving me names and occupations. He knew little quirks about each person and only mentioned things that may affect me in this type of atmosphere.

What he failed to mention is he didn’t tell them anything about me. I excuse myself after I’ve finished half my meal. “Oh, I’ll come, I have to go, too,” Chrisella chimes in, her voice friendly. And because pack mentality exists even in adulthood, the other two women head to the restroom as well. We barrel down the skinny hallway and the Mean Girls song thrums through my brain. Am I Lindsay Lohan? Do I end up in the trash can at the end of this? Fuck that.

What began as a way to escape and clear my head turns into a defensive maneuver even Oprah would have a hard time navigating. Their dresses hug their perfect curves as they examine their makeup in the entry mirrors. I bypass them, smiling and make my way into a stall. It’s going to take an act of God to slide these things down without them knowing exactly what I’m doing, so I pull the panties to the side and squat like a champ, just like Mamma taught me all those years ago.

“Valen. You have to tell us. How did you capture the beast that is Hutchinson? He is in love with you, girl. It’s all over his face,” Chrisella chimes, her voice echoing off the tile walls. My pee stops, because that’s what pee does when you try to do anything except pee when you’re in a public restroom. Especially when you’re talking to perfect strangers. “He’s in hardcore manlove with you. It’s the sex isn’t it?”

I wipe and stand, because there’s no way I can finish peeing now. Exiting the stall, I wash my hands. “It’s all him. I don’t have an answer for you. The relationship was his idea. Everything was his idea. I would have settled for a night. Maybe two,” I say, winking at her in the mirror. “I’m glad I didn’t, of course, because.” I pause. I can’t admit my feelings to these women. But they’re facing me with their white teeth and perfect hair and I feel like one of them, so I let it slip. “I’m in love with him.”

Chrisella claps her hands quickly, her blonde hair bouncing up and down. “I knew it. I knew it. But the sex is good?”

Swallowing hard, I edge, “Of course. But it’s not about that. Not fully anyways.” These are married women with children. Isn’t this a juvenile conversation? One meant for the confines of a college dormitory restroom? “I don’t kiss and tell.” I fix her with a smirk as I dry my hands and face her full on. “How’s your sex life?”

The smile fades from her face. The others are in stalls peeing without having to carry on a conversation. “I’m so rude sometimes. It’s just we’ve never met someone Hutch is dating. Well, not since…never mind,” Chrisella stumbles over her words. “Ugh. I’m an idiot. My mouth spews words quicker than my brain can filter them. Of course you don’t want to hear about her.” She shakes her head and mumbles under her breath.

“It’s fine,” I say, smiling wide. “Let’s get back to dinner. Hutch will think I fell in. Again.” With my joke, Chrisella laughs and agrees.

“I’m glad you came tonight, Valen,” she says. “We’re going to have so many good times. Wait and see.” Chrisella takes my arm in hers and we approach the table. Hutch smiles when he meets my gaze and I flash him a half smirk.

As I seat myself, he kisses me on the forehead, and I take several long swallows of the new drink he ordered while I was gone. “You were gone a long time,” he whispers in my ear. “I missed you. Watching you walk back to me was worth the pain.” It’s easy to squelch the desire his words cause.

Her. Her. Her. Her. I’ve never had a jealous bone in my body. Not toward another woman, anyways. The her that Chrisella spoke of is the one person I won’t ask about. His ex-wife. The woman who had him first. In all the ways that matter. 

I’m afraid if I ask about her I’ll have to attach her to a body and that makes her a real person. A person who had everything I wanted and threw it away. I’m not sure how it happened. How I went from zero to one-hundred miles per hour in love, but it happened.

“I fell in,” I tell him. He kisses the side of my head and I drain the rest of this drink.


Chapter Nine

Valen

My tits are pressed against the cold granite of his kitchen island. I’m bent over it as he licks my cunt on his knees behind me. I know there’s a dog somewhere, because it greeted me right when I came in and never left, but I can’t think of much but the fact that I’m about to have a mind warping orgasm around his fingers and tongue.

He’s spreading my thighs with strong hands and I’m clutching the edges of the counter so hard I might Hulk out and break this shit into splintered pieces. I scream out a dozen different expletives as I wince and come in waves again, for the second time during this oral sex session. He flips me over gently until I’m on top of the counter on my back, my heels on the edge. Like the position, you take at the Gynecologist, except my gyno never gives my vagina these feelings.

“I need to catch my breath,” I pant, gazing at him in between my knees. My eyes are sleepy and my whole body is buzzing. “Let me calm down before we fuck.” Running my hands through my hair I close my eyes again. Hutch is naked and fucking beautiful. His body is hard, and the bone frog tattoo on his neck strains anytime he swallows down his sexual frustration. Do you know what that does to me? It melts me from the inside out. My vagina calls out a siren song for his dick. That’s what happens.

He clears his throat. “Let’s fuck in my bedroom. I can get you at a better angle in there.”

I hold up a palm and he pulls me to a seated position. I wonder if he’ll clean this top before he makes a sandwich on it later. “I won’t protest. Currently I’m on the hardest surface that resides in any house.” And I don’t give a fuck. I’d fuck Hutch any time of the day, pressed against granite. That says something about my willpower. I have zero when it comes to him and his body and his smooth words.

The newness hasn’t faded from the relationship and I’m not sure if it’s going to. Not as long as we have the ability to connect on such a carnal level, whenever we please.

Hutch grabs me around the waist and heaps me over one shoulder with more ease than should be legal. When he carries me like a caveman I can’t help but get all swoony. It irritates the independent woman, but it also appeals to the cavewoman who shares residence so it also makes my lady bits tingle with need.

He slaps my ass when we enter his bedroom. “Ouch!” I exclaim, in mock outrage. “That’s going to leave a mark.” He hits me again using his other hand, and this time he grazes my pussy. He’ll come away with a drenched hand, that’s for sure. Hutch sighs loudly. It’s another indicator of his Beast status. Homeboy is hungry for some loving. He slams me down on the bed in front of him. It’s a plain bed with a plaid comforter and jersey sheets. It’s comfortable and it matches him. No nonsense. I just hope he’s washed the sheets since the last time I was here. We finally achieved squirting status and as powerful as the orgasm is, the mess it makes is cringe worthy. “I’m not worried about the marks my hand leaves. If I’m not leaving a mark with my cock inside your pussy, then we’ll have some problems.”

“Make your mark then. I’m ready,” I say, challenging him. My knees are bent so I open them to give him a spread-eagle view.  “No condom.” I waggle my brows. We’ve used one every single time. We’ve had the birth control talk. We’ve had the STD talk. We’ve covered every single responsible conversation about safe sex that can be covered. “If you want,” I add on, when he hesitates as he glances at the night stand.

“Oh, I want to alright,” Hutch growls, his hand pumping his hard shaft up and down. “What I wouldn’t give to plunge inside you without any barriers. To feel your soft cunt on my dick. Yes,” he hisses the words, like he’s a witch casting a sex spell. He leans over and grabs a condom anyways. Shaking his head, he rolls it down over all nine inches of throbbing fury. “But I want to fuck your ass tonight. We’ll need this lube.”

That gets my attention. “Excuse me? Were you going to ask if that was okay, or were you going to play the “oops, that’s the wrong hole game?”

He chuckles, but it’s a carnal laugh, one that he ends by catching his bottom lip between his teeth. Tilting his head to the side he asks, “Can I put my cock in your ass, Valen?” We both already know my answer. He was cutting to the point.

Sitting up, I tap my chin and look everywhere in the room except his direction. “I don’t know. It could hurt.” It’s been a while. It will more than likely feel like a large poop after a Brazilian steakhouse dinner.

“Or it could feel like the best thing ever. I’ll stroke your clit while I fuck it. The orgasm will be amazing.”

“And then you’ll have regular sex with me without a condom?”

His grin fades for a moment, but then reappears. “If that makes you happy.”

Oh, burn. Wrong answer, bro. I make the decision to force him to always use a condom. Even if he deems it an escapade worthy of bareback pleasures. “How do you want me? Face down? Ass up. I have to warn you, I skipped my asshole bleach this week.”

“Firstly, I want your mouth shut,” he says. I laugh, but then pin my lips together with my thumb and forefinger. I nod my agreement. “On your back. Grab behind your knees and pull your legs apart as far as they’ll go.” I’m a glutton for this. I do exactly as he says, even as my heart hammers out a pace akin to wind sprints on a treadmill. I’m scared, but I trust him. He grabs a bottle of lube from the same drawer the condoms are stashed.

He wanted me to be quiet, but I’m not sure I can. The words bubble out without my permission. “Do you use that on a lot of assholes? I had to ask. I mean, is this a regular thing for you? Fucking women’s asses in your bed?”

He sighs, opens the bottle and drips one long stream of cherry scented lube on my pucker hole. It’s cold and I can’t help but wince. “Actually, I never fuck asses. I want your ass because I want all of you. You. Are. Mine. This right here,” he says, lining his dick up with my backdoor and pressing the tip in. Like always, it burns a little at first, but the pain fades quickly as I relax. “Is because I need everything from you.” He slides all the way in a long, solid thrust. His thumb is already working my clit in circles, and it feels good, and I get to watch his face as he slips into a state of ferocious bliss.

“Fuck. I forgot how good this feels,” he says, tilting his chin up. He might lose himself in the sex, but his fingers stay true to their job and it’s not going to be long before I come.

He pounds into me now that I’ve adjusted and the full sensation is indescribable. I see stars and my only desire in this moment is that he had an extra dick so he could be in my pussy at the same time. I tell him with a drawn out moan and a back arch that I’m about to come and he slips a finger inside me to rub my g-spot as I explode around him. He halts his thrusts because I’m clenching around him so tightly, it’s uncomfortable.

He brings his hips forward a few more times after the waves of my orgasm have stopped and leans forward to kiss me as he comes, deep inside my ass, his balls pressing against the bottom of my butt. The term balls deep refers to this situation, right here. He kisses me when he comes every time now. When I asked him at lunch one day why, he shrugged and told me it was because he liked how cool my lips were after I came.

Butterflies invaded my stomach after that, and right now as he kisses me with passion and satisfied hunger; that same feeling rushes back. Breaking the kiss, he leans up and removes the condom in a quick swoop and discards it in the bathroom. He comes back and I’m still in the same position as when he left.

“You forgot how good ass sex feels?” I ask, bringing him back to his statement in the throes of fucking.

He curls into the bed next to me. “No,” he replies, kissing my shoulder. “I forgot how good it feels to fuck a woman I’m in love with.”

Now it’s my damn heart Hulking. Instead of splintering, it just became whole.


Chapter Ten

Valen

It’s raining in Virginia Beach. I don’t really mind it too much. It’s a nice change from San Diego’s relentless sunshine. I spent normal business hours in the office of my client going over protocol with the new company owners and bouncing ideas off their in-house IT guy. It was a successful day and now I’m holed up in my hotel room that overlooks the ocean. It’s gray and awful outside.

I have a friend who lives here, but she already had plans for dinner and I declined to be a third wheel. It’s my fault. I waited until the last minute to call her. The curse of a new relationship. Everything else takes a backseat.  I spoke with Hutch when I got off work so I can’t call him again lest he think I’m a needy bitch. He’s on another work trip.

His meeting with Greer went well. It was like a tornado meeting a hurricane—in the best way possible. They got along famously and I think they plotted on the best way to tame a Valen. They’re allies now, and while it disturbed me for a little while, all anyone ever really wants is their best friend and their boyfriend to get along. Baz came as well and he minded his manners. It’s always sort of funny to watch people meet Greer for the first time. Especially if they’re fans. His eyes grew round and he took a while forming words as she shook his hand and introduced herself. It’s her laugh. It’s melodic. It catches people off guard in person. It’s a cyanide potion of beauty. You stop and stare.

Greer has that otherworldly quality most celebrities have, I’m not affected by it. Baz, I think, will die trying to date my best friend. He made it quite clear on the ride home that she was the only woman on the planet that could make his dick rise…ever again. It’s the laugh. I’m telling you. I dial Greer because thinking about her makes me miss her. 
“You’re on speaker. I’m filming for Fallon and I’m in makeup.”

I groan. “Of course you are. You’re in a perpetual state of makeup and hair. When do you actually sing?”

Sighing she orders someone to bring her a water. “Well I’ll have to sing here in a bit, but I agree with you, Val. How is your trip?”

“Boring,” I reply. “Hutch couldn’t come. He had some work trip to go to and he doesn’t’ have wiggle room to travel with his lowly girlfriend.”

“Hey, hey. He’s defending our great nation. You can’t possibly fault him for that. It’s a busy job.”

“I don’t like it now that you’ve taken his side,” I mumble, pulling out the room service menu. “I’m going to order dinner up tonight. How pathetic is that?”

“I felt it. He has a good heart. I trust him,” Greer replies, except it’s muffled. They’re probably smearing something on her lips. “Plus, I can tell he fucks like a devil. My God. He looks at you with an intensity that gives me on-the-spot-orgasms.” Someone laughs in the background.

“I wish you wouldn’t talk about my sex life in front of strangers. Jesus. Why does everyone want to know about my sex life? I’m in a relationship now. Can’t that be closed? It should be anyways. My parents never talked about sexual escapades. Normal people aren’t so sexual.”

“I’m your best friend. It’s my job to make sure he’s pleasing you in the sack. I would never talk about your sex life in front of strangers. Pablo is around more than you are. Plus, he knows how to make me look twenty again.”

“Pablo didn’t see your glitter eyeshadow phase. I have photos, Greer. Tread carefully. Hutch is good at sex. Of course he is. You saw him. I can’t even think about him, fully dressed no less, without getting wet panties.”

Greer giggles. “That’s my girl. Yes. Now we’re talking. His friend, Baz was pretty cute.”

“Cute isn’t a word I’d use to describe Baz. Rogue. Grizzly. Muscled man-meat. Yes. I would have totally hogged him…if that was still my game.” He’s big. He has white, straight teeth, a ton of tattoos and a natural swagger that comes from deep within. Men in real life overcompensate for some shortfall by buying a fast car or a big truck. Men like Baz and Hutch don’t overcompensate by swagging around to prove a point, they’re that good and know it.

Sighing Greer replies, “I gave him my number and he hasn’t called yet.” Holy shit.

“I had no idea. Your real cell number?” I almost choke on the question. She never gives that number to anyone. “He didn’t even mention it on the drive home. He was too busy singing your praises.”

“He was? I wonder why he hasn’t texted me.” Returning to that swagger. Maybe Baz is a touch too big for his britches. “Oh, well.”

My best friend claws come out. As soon as I hang up with Greer I’m going to call Hutch and have him give Baz a piece of my mind. When a woman gives you a number, you use it quickly. I hate the theory that want comes from waiting. Even if it does hold truth. “He said you were the only woman who would ever give him a boner again, Greer. Yes. He’s playing hard to get which is so unattractive.”

She clears her throat, some of her pride restored. For a superstar, she’s easily hurt when she puts herself out there. It’s not often she does so, either. “Why don’t you go to that place on the corner to eat? They have that bar where you can look outside while you eat and forget you’re alone,” Greer says, trying to combat the loneliness she hears in my voice.

“That’s a good idea. It stopped raining so I could walk there.”

“Pablo, can you hand me that water? My voice is scratchy. Ugh,” she rushes out. “I’ll call you later, Vale. Don’t get drunk by yourself.”

“Buzz killer. Fine. Have a good interview. Don’t say anything too dumb.”

She calls me a swear word while laughing before hanging up. I smile down at my phone. “Baz,” I mouth, frowning. “What a dick.”

My boots, the ones I reserve for trips back east are sitting next to the door. I slide on the tall, red boots and pull a loose beanie over my head and adjust my hair in the mirror next to my room entrance. I exit onto the street and head in the direction of the restaurant Greer mentioned. She met me here a couple of times when she was returning from London.

I text Hutch instead of calling. Texting is always the less annoying form of communication. You chose to answer when it’s convenient for you. Or you forget to altogether and feel like a complete asshole. I tell Hutch his friend is a jerk who needs to text Greer as soon as humanly possible. I think they’re together on this work trip, though he didn’t give me as many details as he usually does. Walking the few blocks is easy and once I’m surrounded by restaurants and people I’m glad I didn’t cave into room service. Hutch replies to my ranty text by sending a quick smiley face emoji.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I tilt my head as I consider the possibilities. Does he agree with me, or is he smarmy smiling because it’s his friend and I should get used to it? I send back the straight-faced emoji. The one with solid lines for eyes and mouth. The unimpressed leader of the emoji crew—my absolute favorite.

He doesn’t reply, but there’s a read receipt at the bottom so I know he saw it. I think that has to be the most annoying thing about text messages. Groaning, I stow my phone in my bag and hit the button for the cross walk. Eating alone is a sport only those who travel for business are skilled in. Mostly, I avoid it completely. Because of moments like these. There’s no one to talk to, and my mouth feels like talking.

The white walk sign flashes at me, signaling it’s time to cross, looking both ways I make sure it’s clear and set out for the other side of the busy road. Coming out of nowhere a random car screeches to a halt, startling the wits right out of me. Throwing a hand over my chest, I yell at the woman behind the wheel with a cell phone pressed to her ear. Who doesn’t’ have Bluetooth these days? My heart in my throat, I make it to the other side and then to the restaurant.

There’s more people over here, and I find myself weaving in and out of bodies waiting for a table outside the restaurant. Luck be a lady, I won’t have a wait because I’m by myself—a lone wolf. I take a seat next to a man at the bar that overlooks the street.

I settle in with a non-alcoholic drink and people watch. There’s a family walking on the other side of the road, heading in the direction I just came from. I narrow my eyes because my heart starts pounding. It realizes what I haven’t.

I swallow down a lump in my throat. “Hutch?” Leaning closer to the glass I make sure my eyes aren’t playing tricks on me. It’s him. He’s holding a little girl’s hand and the woman next to him is clutching his arm in a vice grip as they share an umbrella. It has started raining again. They’re smiling. All of them. I want to barf Diet Cola everywhere. I want to commit a felony. I want to curl into a tiny ball and die a million deaths.

My feet carry me to the door even though I don’t remember standing from my chair. I’m outside, in the rain, watching Hutch walk with people who could only be described as his family. What in the fresh hell?

The lure is too strong, the dependency on truth, crippling. Slowly, I cross the street and approach them. My heart beat is hammering in my chest and rain has soaked through my shirt causing a chill to stick to my skin. When I’m close enough to hear the little girl’s laughter, I make a snap decision.

“Hutch,” I call out. My voice is louder than it should be and I regret announcing my presence almost immediately. He turns, his face a mask of shock and consternation.

“What are you doing here?” I ask. As the words slip out, so do the first tears. “Who are they?”

“Who is she, Daddy?” the little girl asks, tugging on Hutch’s sleeve. The sight is enough to break me, confirm my worst fears with four words.

He turns to his family and tells them to walk on. “No. Don’t tell them to leave. I want to meet them right now, Gabe Hutchinson.” My feet are glued to the spot and my legs feel heavy. This is the moment in movies when pansy women faint, when they’ve dealt with too much and need a reboot. As fate would have it, I don’t get a fucking reboot. “Tell them your dirty little secret!”  I yell. “Tell them who I am!”

The little girl turns to look at me, but her mother wraps her arm around her shoulder and pulls her away from the mad, wet woman standing on the sidewalk. Hutch is just as wet as I am, except he’s also furious. Shaking his head he looks up to the sky.

“I don’t even know what to say to you right now,” he hisses. “I have to go.” He turns his head to look at back at his people. His loyalty lines are clearly drawn, and he’s vanquishing every sense of ownership I thought I had over him.

I’m supposed to be the furious one. How dare he turn this around on me. And why? “What right do you have to be mad at me? I see you on the other side of the country, with your family, when you told me you had a work trip, and you don’t know what to say to me? I’ll make it easy for you. Bye, Hutch.”

My phone buzzes in my bag. It’s a text from Greer, a welcome distraction from the travesty my life just became.

“Baz just texted me. He’s not on a work trip. He’s coming to see me tomorrow morning. Isn’t that exciting? Gotta go. Just wanted to tell you. Should I bag him?”

I close my eyes for several long seconds. When I open them, he’s gone.

This time I do vomit. All over my red, rubber boots in the same spot his daughter stood only minutes before.


Chapter Eleven

Valen

It’s a conundrum. Conundrum as in, hot mess, not the brand of white, delicious wine. I’ve drank so much since I returned from my work trip, I can’t remember what day it is. Avoiding Hutch has been easy, because he really is on a work trip now, but he’s beginning to wonder why I’m not replying to his calls, or texts, or emails. The odds of that run in happening are so ubiquitous, there’s no way it’s not some sign from the universe that Valen is a fucking idiot.

His flaw wasn’t leaving his underwear next to the hamper, it was another goddamn life. Christian Bale style. He’s not a serial killer, that I know of, he is just so skilled at having two separate lives running parallel at the same time I never caught on. 

The little dog. The bedroom he kept locked at his house. It all makes sense after seven bottles of wine and twenty-two phone calls to Greer. She told me she’s staying out of it and she’s upset I won’t confront him. We had an Honest War and he played dirty. He lied. He told me there was nothing I needed to know about him. Phrasing shouldn’t play a part. Maybe I didn’t ask the right questions, but this is a big thing he left out. If it was a psycho ex-girlfriend or something normal crazy I’d be up for a discussion.

I am the other woman.

I am the crazy bitch destroying multiple lives. This is what I get for thinking an older man would be a good idea. The questions I have are endless and they cloud my mind so fiercely I can’t finish any of my work. The emails are piling up and the phone calls keep coming, and I’m still feeling sorry for myself.

My hair is dirty and I just ran out of reality TV shows to binge watch. Someone pounds on my door. “Ugh. Take out. Finally. Feed the beast.”

I sludge my way to the door and throw it open. I’m wearing the Van Halen T-shirt my dad gave me for my eighteenth birthday and no pants. The rejuvenating mask I have on my face looks like a tiger. “Greer. What the hell,” I say, as my friend blows into my place like a damn vision of fury and rage.

“We’re going to get you out of this stank box. When is the last time you showered?” Greer asks, setting several bags down on the kitchen counter. Wrinkling her nose, she surveys my kitchen. “I’m calling my people to get some cleaners over here.”

“Did you bring me new clothes? That might help me feel like a human again.” I eye the bags. Some are groceries, but some are definitely clothing. A distraction. Yes. That’s what I need right now.

She narrows her eyes. “You don’t get to keep the stuff unless you look like a human. Go shower and we’re getting out of here. You need to work. You need to join civilization. I cancelled a studio appointment because my best friend is a fucking hot mess. We don’t do this over men. Did you forget?” I didn’t. When I left Dean I didn’t feel anything except broken nostalgia. What I feel now is betrayal and heartbreak on fucking blast.

It’s crippling.


“You have to talk to him, Valen. You have to.”

“I did,” I say, heading to my bathroom. She follows me in. “I told him to stop fucking calling and texting.”

Greer snarls. “That doesn’t count. Don’t be so immature. What if there’s a reasonable explanation. I’m your friend first, but I’m not wrong about people. I’m not. It’s not my business to meddle. I understand why you’re hurt, but talk to him.” I shake my head, get naked and step into the shower. The memory of his epic family strolling hand in hand causes serious bouts of nausea. I thought I was pregnant for a solid three days because of it.

“He had every opportunity to tell me about his secret life. It was a secret. That’s the bust,” I explain. “I can’t possibly forgive him regardless of what it really is or how it seems. He lied. End of story.”

“Baz says it’s not what you think it is. I told him I didn’t want to know details.” Irritation stakes a claim next to my sadness. Greer could know the secret right now, but chose not to. How could it not be what it seemed?

“Oh, fuck Baz. He’s an asshole.”

“Valen.” She says my name like my parents do when they’re scolding me for being salty in public. Grimacing, when I see how hairy my legs are, I pick up my razor. “Don’t talk about it, fine, but don’t be a bitch.”

I sigh. “Fine. You’re off all night so we’re going out.” The decision was made the second I shaved one leg. “I’m going to wear something beautiful, something in those bags out there, and I’m going to feel like a princess. Men will look at me, I’ll smile and wave, and life will feel normal if just for a night.” With my legs shaved, I move on to shampooing my hair. “And we won’t speak his name.”

Greer doesn’t say anything. The bathroom door clicks closed. Basically, that means agreement by silence. I smile for the first time all week.

****

She’s wearing a brown wig to disguise herself. There’s still a bodyguard lurking in the corner because it could get ugly quick if someone discovers who she is. Getting used to her fame was a hard limit for me for a while. I couldn’t go anywhere with her because of the mob it caused. She’s gotten used to it and can play a part now. She looks like Daria with huge glasses and a banging bod.

We look hot as we stroll into the dimly lit club. The lights flicker softly and the scent of a light perfume clings to the air. The DJ is playing a song that reverberates in my chest. With drinks in our hands, we make our way to the dance floor. I made her pregame before we left; the one bonus is that her bodyguard can also be our driver. That went into the perk column when she was trying to convince me to go somewhere with her a few years ago.

Her phone buzzes in her clutch and she has to set her drink down to retrieve her cell. Rolling my eyes, I say, “It’s girl’s night. Put that thing away.” She grins as she opens a text message, and ignoring my pleas she texts back, the blue glow lighting up her face. “You’re so bad.”

“Don’t be jealous, Valen. You’ve never looked good in green.” I drain my drink and head to the dance floor. The room swims a little and I know I’ve imbibed too much in too short a period of time. Mentally, I cut myself off for a while. The bodycon dress is tight, but Mama didn’t’ put on any life sucking underwear tonight. I’m free as a bird under this thing and life feels good. I yell, and wave my arms to get Greer’s attention. The bodies in the club are everywhere and I’m blending into the madness with little effort. A man dances behind me and his wet body heat transfers to my back.

Spinning I get the hell away from that mess fast. I glance over my shoulder to find Greer staring at her phone with a look of horror on her face. Next, she meets my gaze from across the room and I know she’s in trouble. Something’s up. I don’t even try to dance cute on my way off the black, shiny floor, I butt people out of the way using my elbows like a fucking linebacker.

“What?” I ask as soon as I’m close enough to hear a reply. She pulls me by the arm and we barrel into the bathroom. The perfume lady tries to spritz some sweet shit on me and I hold up my palm to stop her. Even in my slur-drunk state, I know I don’t want any perfume. “What?” I say, loudly. A girl in a stall shushes us. “Oh, I’m sorry, is my voice scaring your shit?” I snip.

“They’re coming here, Valen,” Greer says, while I’m distracted with the idea of scaring shit out of a body. “They both lied about being on the trip.”

“Fucking liars. Goddamn men. I’m going to be a lesbian!”

“Baz asked where we were in casual conversation and I told him and he said he’s coming with Hutch. It was all a ploy because you’ve been avoiding him. It’s your fault. You should have called him! Now you’ll have to do this face to face.” How dare she blame me for this?

Scowling at my best friend, I do one of those long blinks. The kind that happens when you’re really stupid, ugly drunk. “Then I’m staying in here with,” I say, leaning over to check the nametag of the perfume lady. “Mary. I’ll spend the evening learning about the nuances of scents,” I slur.

“Oh, God. You’re so drunk,” Greer says. Her bodyguard comes into the restroom.

“Sorry, Ma’am. You were taking too long. I’ll wait here while you finish up,” Mr. Bodyguard says, head nodding in Greer’s direction, hands folded in front of his junk. Men in bathrooms. The other thing you get used to when you’re friends with Greer.

An amazing idea sparks. “Yes. Fine, sir. I’m going to need your services. You’ll need to guard that door from a dirty, asshole, married man who will try to wreck what’s left of my heart. Is that in your job description?” I ask, wobbling to stand in front of him.

The scary poop chick exits the stall and starts cussing up a storm about the man in the women’s restroom. “Oh, shut up! It’s a restroom not a gynecologist’s office. He didn’t see anything. Even if he did, there’s not much to see.” I look her up and down with a scowl on my face.

“She’s an angry drunk. My apologies,” Greer says, setting one of her cold hands on my forearm in warning. “It’s his job to be in here with me,” Greer hisses under her breath.  

“You act like you’re some kind of super star or something. Both of you are rude bitches,” she says, as she exits, shouldering the bodyguard on her way.

Greer coughs to cover a laugh. “You’re leaving this bathroom. You will not order my employee to do anything for you except maybe drive you home, but they’re here,” Greer says, shoving her phone in my face with a text from Baz.

It simply reads, “We’re here and he’s going to find her.”

My heart trips, stutters, my stomach sinks to the floor. “Mary, I’m going to need some of your finest perfume.” She shows me a tray with the choices and I spritz every single one all over me, twirling around in a circle so I’m coated thoroughly and reek of a whore-skunk  hybrid.

Greer shoves a bill into Mary’s hand and apologizes on my behalf. “Perfumes aren’t going to keep him away, Valen,” Greer bites.

I shrug. “I need something in my corner. You’re not,” I say, swallowing hard, hot tears stinging the corner of my eyes. This feels like an ambush I’m not prepared for.

She grabs me by the shoulders. “Valen. I’m in your corner. Always. Don’t say stuff like that. I’m being the voice of reason. You’re miserable for a reason.”

She guides me out of the bathroom into the dark red hallway. It reminds me of blood. “I’m miserable because I love him, okay? I’m madly in love with the stupid man!” My voice breaks, and my heart cracks down the center as I admit, out loud, for the very first time why I’m so upset.

I read it on her face, even in my drunk stupor. “They’re standing behind me aren’t they?”

Greer nods, closing her eyes slowly. “Talking is all that needs to happen. Simple,” Greer says so only I can hear.

Not so simple when you’re practically black out drunk. I turn and glimpse the wrath of beautiful perfection. Shaking his head, his face a mask of fury, he holds his hands out to the sides in a wide stance. “One stupid man here at your disposal,” Hutch says, voice booming. Greer’s bodyguard looks wary, but she grabs his coat sleeve and leads him away with Baz.

I cover my face with both hands. “Impossible,” I mutter. Closing my eyes is a horrible idea because dizziness wallops me in a swift, fuck-you-punch.

“Nothing is impossible,” he slings back. It’s loud. “Talk to me for fuck’s sake. Stop avoiding me. We need to talk about everything.” We’re a breath away from pulling a full-on domestic scene.

Nodding at the door, I head back to the dance floor and straight on to the exit. Scared shit girl is dancing her heart out on top of a private table—singing into her fake, fist microphone at the top of her lungs. It’s to one of Greer’s popular songs blasting through the speakers. That forces a grin to my face.

The cool air hits me in a rush. I’m hot everywhere because out of all of the emotions clamoring for attention, rage is what comes out on top. When Greer’s voice becomes background noise instead of a skull blaring volume, I spin on him. “You’re a liar and I can’t be with a liar, Hutch. I can’t believe you did this to me. You waited so patiently for me to fall in love with you. You saw the moment it happened, and yet you still continued this charade.” I motion between us with one hand. I wobble on my heels, and he steadies me with a hand on my elbow. He lets go as soon as I regain my balance.

He opens his mouth to speak, his eyes pleading, but I go on. I step on him, forcing his back against the brick wall. “I saw you with your family,” I swallow down the memory. It goes down like razor blades—cutting my insides so precisely I can’t pinpoint the exact point of pain. It’s everywhere. “Your daughter. Your wife. Your family.”

Hutch’s face morphs into shock—his mouth opening, and his eyes widening. I grin. “I caught you, you liar. What were you doing there? You didn’t’ even care to explain yourself to me. You disappeared.”

He shakes his head. “No. It’s not what you think.” I step closer, but he can’t back away from me. I’m distantly aware we’re in public and the people waiting to get into the club are ambling around us, but it doesn’t quell my anger. He’s getting all of it on full blast. He’s this huge, burly, beautiful man and I’m a short, pint-sized vessel of rage. It must look insane to a passerby.

“What I think is that I declared an Honest War and you danced around the truth. You had ample time to spill the truth and let me make my own decisions about what I wanted.”

Grinding his teeth together in frustration, he turns his head to the side and watches people pass by. “It’s not what you think,” he says again, the timbre of his voice low and scary.

“Married men shouldn’t be at clubs. Married men shouldn’t melt panties off other women. Attached men should be home fucking their wives,” I yell. A woman walks by and gives a shout and a fist pump in agreement.

He sneers at her, then focuses his disdain at me. “You want to do this right here? In front of strangers?”

“We are strangers. I don’t know you. You are a fucking stranger to me. So, yes. We’re doing it right here.” I point at the ground too hard and I wobble again.

“I’m not married!” Hutch yells. “If you’d turn it down for a second and let me explain, I would. Now I’m so pissed I don’t know if I want to tell you the truth.”

Shaking my head, I laugh. It’s not a real laugh though, more of a scoff, because tears are burning my eyes. I pinch my lips together to busy my hands and to keep from screaming horrible things. “I’m wasted,” I admit, shaking my head again as tears stream down my cheeks. “This is horrible timing.”

“You left me no choice!” Hutch exclaims. He reaches out to touch me, but thinks better of it. “It was this or stalk you down at home. I figured you would appreciate that even less. I’m not married, Valen.”

“Oh, fuck off,” I cry out. “You can’t lie anymore. I saw it. How happy you were. How goddamn perfect your family was strolling down the street without a care in the world. Without a second thought for your dirty little secret back here. I just want to know why. Why did you do this to me? You wanted a relationship. I wanted a night. It didn’t have to be this way.”

“She. Is. Not. My. Wife.” Hutch grinds out in between clenched teeth. The line to enter the club is long and now people are surrounding us on both sides. If I weren’t drunk I’d be mortified. “She is my ex-wife’s sister. That was my daughter.”

I fold my arms across my chest to war against the slight breeze. “What?” I shake my head to try to clear it, but only manage to stumble again.

“We’re doing this here. I can’t believe you’re doing this right now,” Hutch says, looking up to the sky. “Since you’re not letting me tell you on my time and terms we’ll start at the only valid point. My wife died, Valen. She’s dead.”

I’m aware that hands are on my back. Greer appears at my side and whispers in my ear that we need to leave. “I don’t understand,” I say, biting my lip. I can’t understand why, but my angry tears turn sad and they come more rapidly—a cascade of emotional grief.

Greer pulls me back, but Hutch steps on me now. He gets right in my face. “She was hit by a car while she was jogging. Our daughter was two. Her aunt takes care of her when I’m in a work-up getting ready for deployment and they live in Virginia Beach. I was visiting her because I wanted to tell her, in person, about you,” he says, his nose almost touching mine. His scent hits me in a wave that nearly drowns me. My mouth waters. “I was going to bring her to meet you while you were on your business trip. It was going to be a surprise and a baring of my soul moment. You flew back here early after making a fool of yourself in front of my daughter. That was a wasted trip. Turns out you’re an insecure child yourself.” He closes his eyes. “Goodbye, Valen.”

With that, he turns, shaking his head, and leaves with Baz. Greer’s bodyguard leads us back to the car. I break my heel on a sewer grate and have to continue the trek with bare feet and a scarred ego.

“Well, we didn’t read that one right. I’m not even sure what the hell just happened,” Greer whispers, holding me up by my waist before we get into the backseat of the dark sedan.

I know, but I’m not ready to admit it. His confession would be a lot to process sober, but drunk it’s almost like trying to solve a quadratic equation. “I’m too drunk to process this.”

“You’re too drunk to do anything. This was a horrible idea,” Greer says, pulling off her wig and scratching her head violently. “You should have talked to him right after you saw them together.”

“He should have told me the second he met me,” I say, sadly, replaying his face as he uttered those horrific words.

“You stink like high hell, by the way,” Greer says, rolling down the window.

I tilt my head against my car window, sobering up by the second. “Sorry.”


Chapter Twelve

Valen

Anger and confusion turn into guilt pretty quickly once the alcohol is out of your system. I’m still mad he didn’t tell me straight up, right away. I also feel bad about how I reacted. I’d blame it on love making you do stupid things, but deep down I know why I overreacted. Seeing him happy, with family, proved me right in some disenchanting way. I wanted to find a flaw in him, wanted to have something to pin on his chest and label him as damaged. Men as perfect as Hutch shouldn’t exist.

They do.

I blew my chances of having it for my own by harboring insecurities that stem from my Dean era psyche. I make no excuses for my actions, but it doesn’t keep my thoughts from wandering. What-ifs are a nasty bitch.  It took an entire week to catch up with my work, but I stayed up late, woke up early, and I’m finally ahead of the curve.

Greer returned to LA and her own crazy life. I think she saw Baz a couple more times before she left for home, but she didn’t talk about him for fear I might crack like a China doll. What a bad fucking friend I am. She has to dull her happiness because of my misery. I vowed the next time we got together I’d be a different person. The old Valen, before Hutch.

I texted Hutch an apology for how things went down outside the club in downtown San Diego. It truly is cringe worthy what I made him admit to on a sidewalk full of strangers in my drunken rage. He texted back a one word response: forgiven.

It made me cry to feel his sincerity through a simple reply. I wish I’d said more, urged him to talk about the situation, but I didn’t feel like I deserved anymore of his time after how I behaved. My phone buzzes on my desk. I glance over. It’s a text from one of my single, wild friends.

“It’s Pixie’s birthday party at Burning Fish tonight. Come.” Only she would get away with sending me a text the day of an event.

Burning Fish sounds like an awful idea. Not only does frogging not appeal to me in the least, but it would be the worst thing in the world for my ego if I ran into any of the men I’ve been with. It would merely serve as a reminder of Hutch and my mistakes. She texts again after a few seconds.

“I mean it. You better come.” It would be nice to get out and be around people. Greer’s been busy, the house is quiet, and all my work is finished. Removing the yellow glasses, I rub the bridge of my nose and head into my closet to find something suitable to wear. Nothing too slutty, but I don’t want to go Professor McGonagall, either.

On a whim, I grab my phone and tap out a violent, desperate text to Hutch. “Frog Hog prowling Burning Fish in two hours. Black heart tattoo on left hip-bone. Seeking decent man to date.”  Wincing so hard, I almost can’t see, I hit the send button and toss my phone on my bed like it’s on fire. “Idiot. Idiot. Idiot,” I reply, shaking my hands like possessed devils.

Chewing my thumb nail I stare at the black rectangular device like my future depends on it. Well, it kind of does. When he doesn’t respond straight away, I shower and take my time with my makeup and hair. As I shimmy on my leather leggings I lean over my bed to find an empty screen. No new messages or calls. “Damn it,” I whisper, swallowing down the disappointment.

I choose a red plaid shirt and paint my lips with a gloss that will stay there all fucking night. It won’t smudge off regardless of what I do with my lips and mouth. Greer gave me three different shades of the stuff that didn’t go well with her complexion. I drive to Burning Fish with a scowl on my face and regret tingeing every pore in my body.

My friends have taken over a sprawling table in the corner by the bar. They’re already loud and raucous and I can’t help but smile as I approach. “Valen,” Pixie, the birthday girl, chirps. “I didn’t think you’d make it. It’s not a working night,” she says, winking.

“Ha-ha. I can come here to celebrate with you and not even look at men,” I reply. It’s true. I don’t even notice them. It’s like when things went south with Hutch and I, someone sprayed man repellant all over my body. The mere thought of another man touching my skin makes it crawl. How long will that last? My poor vagina. Vincent will have to make an appearance soon.

She drags me over to the table and forces a shot into my hand. Pixie is a bleached blonde Marilyn Monroe look alike. She is a classically trained dancer from Julliard. To pay bills she dances a little less classically over at Platinum Sex. Oh, and she’ll clean your house naked for a cool grand per hour. I’ve been told it is money well spent.

After the shot and casual chit-chat with friends I haven’t caught up with in a while, Pixie nods to the screened in room at the back of Burning Fish. “Word on the street is that there’s some dude asking for ya’ back there,” she says, her sexy drawl on display even when she’s not working for money.

I grin. “What street would that be, Pix? You know we don’t stand on the same ones.”

Laughing, Pixie playfully swats my shoulder. “Don’t offend a lady on her birthday,” she replies. “Just take her advice without asking questions.”

I wish her a happy birthday and set off, my feet heavy as I make my way through the throng of people enjoying the nice SoCal night.

My heartbeats force their way into my awareness—warning bumps instead of bells. It has to be Hutch. It has to, but he never messaged me back. In true Hutch fashion, sitting in almost the same place as the first time I saw him, he’s leaning against the wall like he owns the entire fucking room. The second our eyes lock the tears come. They aren’t angry and bitter, they’re sad and relieved.

Hutch smirks as I walk over, his gaze flicking around the room casually, like he’s not giving me the time of day. When I’m standing in front of him I ask, “Now what’s a man like you doing here by himself?”

He grins, but still doesn’t meet my eyes. “Oh, just waiting on someone.”

“Can I help you find her?”

“Maybe,” he says, finally turning his face to meet mine. My breath catches in my throat and my stomach flips over. His green eyes slide down to check me out, but then fall on my eyes and hold. “I never said it was a her, though.”

Extending my hand, I step closer. I’m almost in between his feet. “I’m Valen. Do you want to get out of here and talk?”

He eyes me warily now, his neck working as he swallows.  He takes my hand in his. You know when you accidently touch a hot pan on the stove and you snake your hand away as quickly as possible? That’s the reaction touching his skin has. I want to pull it away, get away from the electric energy between us, but I can’t. My heart wouldn’t let me even if I tried. “We could go talk in my car,” I offer.

His smile widens to a full-blown laugh. “Somehow I don’t think that would be a good idea.” Cars are a Valen and Hutch aphrodisiac.

“Anywhere, Hutch. Please. I just want to talk to you.” I sound pathetic, weak, a woman I’d never dream of being, but sometimes love means stepping on your own pride to fix things. Pride, go wait in the corner, Mamma has to do a few questionable things. “Please,” I plead.

Hutch closes his eyes and pulls his hand away. “Valen,” he says, shaking his head. “Talking would be fabulous, but seeing you after all this time only forces one singular thought to mind. Fucking you. That is definitely not talking. I came here for the sole reason to make sure you wanted me here.”

I take a step back and then another and put up my palms. “My car is too small to have sex in. It’s quiet and we can have privacy.” Looking around, he realizes I’m right. With a sigh, he follows me out to my car and gets into the passenger side. “God, Hutch, I miss you,” I whisper. Looking at him would be a catastrophe when he’s this close, so I keep my face down. “I’m so sorry.”

“You’ve apologized already for that night. Please stop.” His voice is booming in the small space and it sends a shockwave directly between my legs. “I should have told you sooner. The only reason I didn’t was because I wanted to make sure it was going to stick before I introduced you to Briar.” His daughter’s name. It makes her more real than when I saw her holding his hand on the street.

He takes my hand in his. “She’s my world, you see? I had to think about her feelings first. She’s a great girl—six years old and extremely smart. A spitting image of Tabitha.” His voice breaks on the last word. His wife’s name. My chest burns.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I cry out, my heart aching at the sight of his obvious pain. “I would have understood. We could have set boundaries, if you’d just told me up front. Seeing you with them,” I say, voice trembling. “Out of context, out of state, was awful. I thought I was the other woman.” Just a child. Not a wife. Not one alive anyways. I can deal with this. For Hutch, I can work through this.

“You’re my only woman, Valen. You weren’t supposed to see us. Darla, her aunt, was going to meet you first and then Briar. I had a plan. I’d decided how I wanted it to happen. I’m sorry you saw what you did. If I thought for a second it was going to go down the way it did I would have told you sooner. Briar is my world. When you started stealing oxygen in that world, I panicked.”

Air pushes through my lips quickly as I try to catch my breath. “You’re an asshole for keeping that from me.”

He sighs. “Don’t swear. I apologized for it. When you’re a parent you’ll understand why it’s important to…guard what’s yours.”

He speaks like a man with an undying love and devotion to his child and I can’t fault him for that which I don’t understand. The question is can I deal with it? “When does she live with you?”

He seems pleased I’ve asked about her—like maybe he’s out of hot water for being a secret hoarder. “She stays with me all the time when I’m not in a work-up or deployed and I visit as frequently as I can when I am in those phases. Darla is working on getting a job transfer out here and that would make life a little easier and I’d get to see Briar more.” He looks at me, questioning how much he should say. I nod for him to continue. It’s all out now. Might as well learn the specifics.

“Tabitha and I lived in Virginia Beach when we first got married. I was a SEAL at Team 5. She was my high school sweetheart—the only woman I’d ever been with. We had Briar and everything was falling into place. After the accident and her death, I had to get out of there, had to switch Teams. Everything reminded me of her and the life I almost had.” He looks out the window and avoids my gaze completely. “A part of me died with her.  I moved to Coronado with Briar soon after and had to hire nannies to help me because I was gone so much. I knew Tab wouldn’t want her to grow up like that.”

I shake my head. What an awful situation to be in. It breaks my heart even more. “It would have been easier if I stayed, but it’s still hard to be there even to this day. Briar started school this year and it was easier for her to be with Darla because I’m about to deploy.”

“She needs to be with you,” I say, nodding. It’s logical. It makes the most sense. “Bring her here.”

“Ah. It’s not that simple. Think about how many trips I’ve been on since we’ve met.” I swallow down the initial shock that Briar has to live with her aunt, as the reality of his situation hits me full force. “She needs stability. Not nannies. Stability is Tab’s sister. It’s what she would have wanted. I pay the price for my career more than most.” He quirks a brow. “This is how the military works. A lot of kids are in the same position with single parents.”

“How completely awful. We need to work out a way that she can be here full time. Okay?”

“We?” he asks, smiling.

I didn’t even catch the slip. “Yes. Of course. You have me now. I don’t know a hill of beans about kids but I love you Hutch, and I want to make you happy and you won’t be happy here with me…without her.”

Tears prick my eyes. “I can share you with her,” I say. He can take that however he wants and I mean it in a couple different ways, because he never fell out of love with an ex-wife. His fatal flaw is loving too much.

He leans over, presses his forehead against mine and says, “You don’t have to share me with anyone. That’s not the way this works. You’ll see.”

“I just wish you told me about her. I understand your reservations, but I would have accepted the situation. I’ll do my best, okay? I can promise you that. I’m so sorry about the mess this turned into. I’m sorry I didn’t trust you to make the right decisions. I’m just sorry,” I say.

“As happy as I am to hear that, and as much as I miss Briar, right now, I miss you, Valen. Your house or mine?”

I laugh through a face full of wet tears. He wipes under my eyes with his thumbs. “Didn’t think you’d catch a DILF while Frog Hogging, did ya’?”

Our laughs fill the car and when the silence descends, I say “Yours.”


Chapter Thirteen

Valen

He followed me to his place, but we talked on the phone the entire time. For the first time since the conception of our relationship, I felt down deep in my bones he was giving me everything. Every part and secret piece he wasn’t sure about offering in the past is mine—laid at my feet and ready for acceptance.

As soon as I close the front door, he stalks me to the edge of the sofa. It’s a signature move at this point. I know where it ends and how it’s going down, and I’m shaking in my boots anticipating it. “We need to make up for lost time,” I admit. “Remember what you said about actual sex time because you’re away so much? This put a dent in my plan.”

Hutch slides his jacket off his shoulders and tosses it on a barstool without breaking gaze. “What plan?” he asks, his eyes wandering to my neck and mouth.

Licking my lips, I toy with the sleeves of my sweater. “Well, I’ve titled it the beefsteak, milkshake plan.” I shimmy my cardigan off and hang it over his jacket. At his fierce, wide grin, I continue, “I’ll need to sizzle the beefsteak until it’s medium rare.”

“And then?” Hutch asks.

“Then I eat the shit out of that beefsteak. Next up is the milkshake. I love a good milkshake and I’m going to swallow the hell out of a milkshake.”

He cringes through a laugh. “Sounds painful.”

His feet are spread wide as I step in front of him. “Not painful at all.” Dropping to my knees I make light work of his button and zipper and have his hard cock in my mouth in a few seconds. He groans as I take him into the back of my throat while playing with his balls. He tastes better than I remember.

“The thing. Do the thing,” Hutch moans out, kicking his jeans and boxer briefs to the side. I smile around his dick and slowly pull my mouth away to flick his balls with my tongue. Pressing my face all the way into his crotch, I devour him. The trick is to use lots of spit and a ton of effort. “Ah, yes,” he says, cradling the back of my head with a large hand.

Returning to the job at hand, I bob up and down with my mouth and hand. It’s slippery and wild, I’m consistent as he loses complete control.

“Stand up, stand up,” he commands. The tenor of his voice lets me know he’s deadly serious. He truly wants me to stand and cease fire. Leaning up, I wipe my lips and spit covered hands on his abs to dry them. He lets out a quick laugh, but takes my bare shoulders in his hands and sobers. “I have to tell you something.”

“This is killing my plan,” I whine, stomping one foot for affect. “You’ve told me a lot tonight, Hutch. Can it wait? The next conversation I’d like to have is Oh, yes, right there. Fuck me harder. Your dick is so big. Don’t squirt on my face,” I say, trying to keep a straight face.

He grins. “What if what I have to tell you makes you reverse squirt?”

I raise my brow and lift my shirt over my head. Hutch’s gaze flits to my bra. “Still want to talk?” I ask.

He nods, but his lips part slightly. I step out of my pants, a little awkwardly because removing leather leggings is never fucking sexy. I don’t fall down. My panties match my bra. “Now?”

He covers his eyes with a hand and shakes his head. “You’re killing me, you know?”

“What’s a girl have to do to get fucked around here?” I stroke his cock. I’m close enough for him to touch, yet he keeps his hands by his sides.

“Valen. You look like her,” he says, grabbing me by the chin. Out of all the exposed skin, he touches me chastely.

Wait. It takes a second or two for his words to register. “What?”

He drops my face and moves out of my hold. He walks over to a bookshelf and pretends to read the spines. “You look like Tabitha. It’s what drew me to you.” He spins, already shaking his head. “But it’s not why I fell in love with you. That was all you. I needed to tell you that because you’re bound to see it eventually.”

I swallow. “You were drawn to me? But I came up to you.”

He laughs, sighs, and walks back to where I stand. “I let you think that. I wanted you from the first moment I saw you because,” he says, pausing.

“Because I resemble her,” I finish for him. I sink down into the sofa and let the reality of his words hit me. It’s fucking weird, but surely I’ve dealt with worst. “That’s why you were open to a relationship right up front given my proclivities. I should have known something was up.”

“It’s not like that. Well, kind of, but it would have been a little easier if you picked me first,” he says, grinning.

I could run with this joke. I could take it in a thousand different directions, but I can’t move past this. “Can I see a photo?”

He winces. “Is that a good idea, Valen? Are you mad at me?”

“I should be. For keeping your past from me. A past that still haunts you in the form of me.”

He shakes his head. “You are a completely different woman. I realized that after the first night we spoke. You’re confident and strong. You lead a life you want without apologies. You’re successful, and beautiful in your own way. You’re funny. I’m always laughing with you. Sex is off the charts amazing, and we are perfect for each other,” Hutch says, willing me to look him in the eye. “You really want to see her?”

I nod. How could I not? If I’m going to be inserted into the movie Ghost, I need to see what I’m competing with. He grabs a key, pulls on his boxer briefs and walks to stand in front of the locked door. Suddenly, I’m not sure if I want to see inside his daughter’s room. It’s a piece of himself he didn’t give me willingly. He pushes the door open, and I fold my arms across my chest as I follow him in.

It’s adorable. It’s pink and flowery with princess bedding and a rose hued nightlight in the corner. My skin prickles at the realization of what is happening. Hutch flicks on a switch and waits for me to see it. On a long, white dresser, there’s a framed 8x10 photo of Hutch and Tabitha on their wedding day. He turns away from me, and sets his hands on his hips—leaving me to my own to gaze upon his past love.

Tears sting my eyes. Hutch looks so much younger, but his happiness is blatant. It’s not until I’ve studied his face thoroughly that I let my eyes flick to Tabitha. My first thought is that she looks nothing like me. She’s more beautiful than I could ever hope to be, but upon further inspection I see similarities. I pick up the frame to look closer.  Her mouth and the way her eyes slant during a large smile, I’m there. My stomach flips.

“I’ll never be Briar’s mother,” I admit. “I can’t fill her shoes so I hope you don’t expect that from me.”

He doesn’t respond. He’s still facing away from me—his wide, muscular back on full display. I bluster on. “She doesn’t look like me, Hutch.”

I can see the tension roll from his shoulders. “I was so afraid of telling you. It seems I’ve done everything wrong with you, Valen. I didn’t give you enough respect. Or full truths. I needed you to know how this all began.”

“You could have kept it to yourself. In all honestly, I never would have connected the two, but I understand your need to be honest and I appreciate it.” I glance at the photo one more time and it’s a little less gut wrenching this time.

Hutch turns, and I see his gaze dart quickly to the frame and then back to me. “I don’t expect you to be Briar’s mother. I expect you to be Valen.”

“I can be that,” I say, letting my fingers graze over his chest, and down to his abs. “That Valen?” I ask, teasing about the first thing he said to me.

He pulls me to his chest in a full, tight hug. My every curve pressed against his every hard ripple. “You forgive me?”

Sighing into him, I nod. “I do.” Forgiveness is more difficult than holding grudges. Who would I begrudge? His dead wife for having my smile? I swallow it down and vow to keep it buried where it belongs. Forsaking my love for Hutch isn’t worth any cost.

He leads me from his daughter’s room. I turn to look at the photo one more time before he turns off the light. I say a silent prayer I can be half the woman she was. For him, and Briar, and for her.

I also thank her for having my smile. I’d never have him without it.


Chapter Fourteen

Valen

“Where were we?” Hutch asks, facing me wearing only boxer briefs and a smile. “Me missing you?” he offers.

I shake my head, tears still staining my face. “Milkshake,” I say. “We were at milkshake.”

“How could I forget? Let’s get you that milkshake,” he growls, sitting on his bed. “Come here.”

Frog to mosquito, I tell you. When I’m standing in between his legs he uses one finger to slip the black lace bra straps off my shoulder, his gaze following the fabric as it inches down. “Now that semantics are out of the way, I’m going to fuck the life out of you.”

“Sounds terminal,” I say, reaching behind my back to unfasten the bra. It falls off, and his mouth closes over one nipple and then the other. “Leave a little life, okay?”

He leans back from my chest to look up at me. “I can’t make any promises. I’m starving for you.” His neck works as he swallows hard. “Starving.”

The intensity is life altering—it hits me in a furious wave. His hands slide from my rib cage down to my hips. “Lucky for you my body is a buffet with your name written all over it. Eat it all.”

Hutch leans in to kiss my stomach, one side of my belly button and then the other. It’s a tender whisper of a touch and my whole body prickles at the small, intimate touch. Hooking his thumbs into my panties he slides them down until they fall to the floor. I step out of them a little more gracefully than the leather leggings. “I’m a fat boy at buffets, Valen. I’ll want seconds and thirds and then the soft serve ice-cream. I’ll tilt my head under the machine and let the cream fall into my mouth at hyper speed.”

I tilt my head back and laugh heartily. When I catch my breath a few moments later, I look down to find his intent gaze on my face, a sweet look in his eye. “I love you, Valen,” he whispers.

He uses my name. My name. The truth in his voice can’t be denied. “I love you too, Hutch.”

Smiling widely, I take his face in mine and press my lips against his. He pulls me to his chest and rolls us back onto his bed. “Take your panties off. I want my milkshake,” I say, giggling.

“Let me fuck the life out of you first,” he says, pinning my hands over my head. He dips his head down and bites a nipple. When I moan he releases to repeat the gesture on the other side. “I’ve missed you. Your body. Everything.”

He kisses me again, his tongue melting against mine as a groan from his throat transfers between my lips. It hits me square in the pussy. At the thought, he rolls to the side and slips a finger inside me. “You’re wet for me.”

“I’ve missed you too,” I explain. “Vincent came out of retirement because of you.” He grins when he pulls away from my mouth. Slipping my hand into his pants, his cock is steely hard and dripping with cum, so I slide down his boxers. He helps me, but keeps his mouth on me at all times.

Both naked, we’re right where we need to be. His fingers work my clit and my hands surround his shaft desperate for connection. He licks my neck and my head swims with lust. We exist in the state of skin, and wetness, and hands sliding everywhere. It’s despair and happiness. It’s need, desire…it’s love.

His head lowers from my chest, to my belly and then between my legs. He laps at my wet center, his tongue flicking and his fingers fucking and twisting at a harried, blissful pace. Eyes closed he looks like he’s in fucking heaven as he eats me. Even in my blissed out state, I watch his face as he pleasures me, because every so often he opens his eyes to fix me with a gaze that’s filled with so much, I couldn’t possibly not see it.

I come hard, squirting all over the bed. My hips buck as his fingers slam against my g-spot. I yell. I scream. I clutch the bedsheets as the furious orgasm takes residence in every square inch of my body. Hutch bites his lip in a dirty grin as he watches the orgasm with a sense of pride.

“Fuck me now,” I say, in the throes of orgasm. “I need your cock inside me.” 


Brows raised, he scoots up my body in a move that resembles a push-up. “I can’t not obey that order, Ma’am.” In one fluid thrust, he juts his hard, thick cock inside me, filling me while the waves of my orgasm are still flexing my pussy. There’s nothing separating us in this moment. Not secrets, or lies. Not even a damn condom.

Hutch moans as his own desire takes over. It’s the moment I always look forward to. “Your pussy feels amazing,” he grunts, in between hard, long thrusts. He nibbles my ear and kisses my neck. “How does it feel for you?”

I’m moaning, panting, and glimmering with a light sheen of sweat, and he’s asking me how it feels for me. “I just came all over your face and fingers,” I grind out. “It’s the best feeling in the world.”

My pulse is hammering as the endorphins take over completely. Hutch has one hand on my ass, helping the pace and angle to hammer me just how he likes it. “Pretty sure this is the best feeling in the world,” he says the word this on a deep thrust.

I’m beyond talking. I’m feeling everything. My clit is rubbing against his pubic bone and the sense of fullness he gives each time he enters me is entrancing me—dragging me into a sexual fueled coma. Hutch whispers in my ear that he’s coming, but his words don’t have my full attention. My orgasm does. My second orgasm.

“I’m coming,” I say, bringing his face to mine for a deep kiss. Clenching my cunt, I come hard on his dick and Hutch cringes, his face pressing into mine.

“I can’t hold out with your pussy devouring my dick like that,” Hutch growls, words clipped. I shut him up with a kiss and let the pleasure wash over me.

“There’s nothing quite like having an orgasm with your dick inside me,” I pant out, holding his cock in as deep as it will go.

When he’s satisfied I’m finished he pumps in and out of me a few more times and leans back onto his knees, pulling his wet, gleaming dick in his hand. Walking on his knees up my body he jerks it a few more times and comes into my waiting, open, hungry mouth. Like a greedy girl, I take it all and swallow it down as he watches through a lust filled gaze.

Hutch collapses next to me on the bed, pulling me on top of him. I rest my head on his chest as we both catch our breath. When our chests stop heaving and our heart beats match each other, pulse for pulse, he says, “That was the best sex I’ve ever had.”

“It was,” I agree, releasing a long breath and rolling to the side so I can look at him. One of my legs is thrown over his, and the comforter is a complete, wet, mess. “No condom.”

“No condom,” he deadpans. “And it was amazing. Can we do it again?” Now, his reticence of using condoms in the past makes total sense. A lot of things hold a new clarity.

“We can do it a million times,” I reply.

“How was your milkshake?” he asks, grinning.

I can’t help but laugh in reply.  Clearing my throat, I say, “It was brilliant. The flavor nuances were really something to write home about. Next time if you eat some pineapple it would add some sweetness.”

He laughs and rubs down my arm with his warm hand. I tingle. I know what that dirty hand is capable of. “I’ll eat whatever you want if you’ll eat the beefsteak, girl.”

I sigh, relieved and fulfilled. “Everything is good now?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer for a beat or two and my chest tightens. “Right?” I ask again.

“Everything is perfect, Valen. Perfect. It’s all falling into place and I never thought it would happen for me. Not again. How can a bastard like me hit the lottery twice?” He tells me the story about how he felt when he saw me the first time. Hutch speaks of his feelings the first time we made love, the first time I cooked for him, how his hesitance to love me only fueled his desire to keep me forever.

There’s a sadness in his voice, but there’s also hope, and a joy I can’t ignore. No response is good enough, so I stay silent, and smile at him. With one finger I trace his biceps and the frog tattoo on his neck. It represents everything I thought I wanted.

I never knew how much I needed him, though.


Epilogue

Hutch

“I can’t believe she’s going to play for my party!” Briar exclaims, her cheeks bright, and her pink ruffled dress swaying as she hops around my kitchen. “Greer. At my birthday party. I’m so lucky!”

Smiling, I say, “Valen is kind of awesome, isn’t she?” It was her idea to have a mini concert in the backyard for Briar’s birthday. Honestly, I hadn’t even considered a birthday party. When I told Valen that, she’d wrinkled her forehead, scrunched up her nose and told me I was fired. She’s taken care of everything since that moment.

Darla got the job transfer, she’s renting the house right next to ours, and Briar is here full time. I thought it would be too much to ask of Valen to care for Briar full time while I’m away, so she and Darla share the responsibilities and my God, Briar has blossomed. She gets to have her daddy more. She has her beloved auntie, and she gets…Valen.

Valen calls her over to help her chose where she wants the candy bar to go and I watch them together with a Tabitha sized lump in my throat. Briar watches Valen so intently, so closely, that I know she’s seeing that same quality, I first saw in her. No one could ever predict the ease in which Valen fell into her new role.

She amazes me at every turn. Today, as even more proof, Briar hugs Valen around the neck and kisses her on the cheek when she’s released. With the candy decisions made, Briar scuttles off, her little dress shoes clicking as she heads outside to admire the large swing set I spent all night building.

“Don’t get dirty, Briar. Greer will be here soon,” Valen shouts out the sliding glass door, to her pink retreating back. Then, she focuses her gaze on me.

“And you. Over here, looking all beefsteak milkshake on me. Everything came out nice, don’t you think? Briar seems so happy.”

Leaning on the counter, I clear my throat. “She’s not happy because of the party, Valen. She’s happy because she’s here. With me, but mostly with you.”

She starts shaking her head the second the words leave my mouth. “You know she’s happy to be living with her Daddy again. I’m trying my best to make her like me still. Darla is so good at all of this, I hope I can be as smooth one day.” She already is smoother. She has something Darla doesn’t. I grab her left hand in mine and let my thumb play over the antique diamond ring I placed there only a month ago.

“It’s still there,” she whispers, leaning in to kiss my lips. I found it in a dusty shop down by the beach. The diamond is set in a v shape, and it reminded me of the Van Halen album cover. It called out to me the second I saw it. I hadn’t considered marriage until I walked into the store. It was like this fucking sign from a higher power; a sign from someone. I bought it right then and there and my decision was made.

I couldn’t live another day without her being mine. I was surfing all morning, and I bought an engagement ring instead of lunch that day. I couldn’t drive home fast enough. I called her father on my way to ask his permission. It was a little sloppy, and I wish I could have spoken to him in person, but the need to ask her was burning a hole through my heart. It felt like this was the only thing that could lock her down and force her to understand how deep my feelings ran.

Valen presses herself against me in a hug and my body responds immediately—the need to take her, bend her to my will, call her my own, rears up so strong, some days I can’t contain it. I’ve fucked her on every surface of this house save for my daughter’s room. On nights Briar spends with Darla we don’t sleep a wink. It’s sex, and blow jobs, and broken sentences from stolen breaths. There’s come dripping from every one of her orifices and I’m still on my knees begging for more of her—demanding she give me every last drop of her love.

The doorbell rings and before anyone can answer it, Greer rushes in with a cascade of people following her. I lose Valen to Greer, but I know it’s only for a brief time. She’ll be back in my arms and my bed before the night is through. She’s safe. I can protect her and the fragile love we built. I have to.

“Where is the birthday girl? Are we ready to party?” Greer chirps. Briar dances in from the back yard and her eyes light when they land on Greer. She’s wearing a bright pink dress that covers more skin than the typical status quo.

“It’s really you,” Briar says, drawing closer, eyes still wide in disbelief. “I thought maybe it would be like the dinosaurs and Mickey Mouse people who go to parties. Someone made up to look like Greer Sinclair.”

Valen hugs Greer, then spins on Briar. “I’m offended, Briar. You think I’d hire a fake for your seventh birthday party? This is a huge deal. A really big, fancy affair.”

Briar runs into Valen’s waiting arms. “Greer, I’d like you to meet the smartest, most awesome, talented, beautiful, seven-year-old in the entire universe, Briar.”

Greer extenders her hand and shakes with Briar, and then says, “You’re more famous than I am. I already know all about you.”

Valen beams as Briar rattles on about her favorite songs and her new friends that will be coming. She fusses over Greer’s dress and comments on how they almost match, another facet Valen planned perfectly. Greer has her people set up to do her makeup and hair in Briar’s bedroom and Valen sits by her side chatting away. Briar watches, perched on her bed, singing along to the songs Greer has playing on the radio.

Baz elbows me out of my spot in the doorway and barrels into the room. “There you are, G-money. I’ve been trying to reach you,” Baz grumbles as he ambles into the room.

“I’ve been indisposed. As you can clearly see,” she waves her hand around the room. “I told you what time I’d be here, don’t act so surprised.” I love that she gives him a run for his money. No one ever does that.

Valen pops up from her seat and asks Briar to help her with something in the kitchen so Baz can be alone with Greer. Once they’re out of ear shot I say, “No funny business in Briar’s room,” and then shut the door against muffled laughter.

The kids are filtering in, and I see Briar’s smile get brighter and brighter with each new face. She’s a social butterfly—practically glowing under all of the attention. Guilt hits me square in the chest when I remember how many of her birthdays I’ve missed. Darla was always good about sending photos of Briar and her birthday cake, but this might be the first official party that she remembers.

I greet parents and direct everyone outside to the seating we spent the morning setting up. One of Greer’s bodyguards is already out there, standing by the makeshift stage we rented for the “performance.” Valen insisted it have the feel of a real concert. When Darla arrives she takes over meeting and greeting all of the excited people and I sneak Valen away to our bedroom.

“Stud, you can’t keep me locked in this room. I have a party that needs to be the most successful party that ever graced southern California. My mommy points are riding on this.” She doesn’t mean to use the word mommy, I can tell by the shocked look on her face. “I mean, step-mommy points,” she amends quickly, a horrified look on her face.

I shake my head, inhaling the scent of her perfume. “I can’t believe it’s real. You’ve made me so happy.” Not many people can say they are satisfied in their career and in their home life. There’s always a hang up somewhere in there. I get to have the best of both worlds and I’m still waiting for this beautiful woman in front of me to call me a sham, and make a beeline for the closest exit.

She pulls back to meet my gaze. “Stop, would you? This is real life. We get this. I get you and her, and I’ve never been happier.” Valen pulls her hand around to look at her ring, and it boils the blood in my cock. She’s mine. In all ways.

I kiss the ring on her finger and she leans in to kiss my neck. I suck in a deep, bothered breath. “Honest War,” Valen quips, after a burst of giggles. She knows how easily she can fire me up.

“Ok. Honest War.” Those two words always scare me a little, but thankfully I no longer have anything to hide. Not my love. Not secrets. I’m an open book for her.

“Tell me what’s on your mind right now,” she says, voice low, gaze fixed on mine. “The whole truth. Nothing but the truth. Right now.”

This will be a truth that hurts me. One that feels dishonorable and shocking. One that I never would have believed in a million years had you told me ten years ago. Because it’s an Honest War and I can’t lie, nor do I want to. Not to her. Never again.

“What’s on my mind?”

She nods, lips pressed to the side in a smirk.

I swallow it down, for the very last time, relieved all my cards will be on the table.  Looking up to the ceiling I whisper a silent apology and then I speak the truth. “I’ve never loved a woman more than I love you.”

Tears well in her eyes. “Honestly?”

It’s my turn to nod. “Honest War,” I reply.
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