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    WARNING


    This book is intended for adults ages 18 and up.


    The content is highly sexual and descriptive


    If you are not at least 18 DO NOT CONTINUE!


    As a mother I forbid it


    Yes I am virtually giving you the look, tapping my foot, and will ground you if you do not listen!
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    BECAUSE I SAID SO!


    


    

  


  
    


    


    


    WARNING


    Before you begin please be advised that reading


    Men of Steel Novella


    .99


    And then


    Men of Steel JASE


    2.99


    BEFORE continuing is fervently recommended. (But Not Necessary)


    It will enhance your reading pleasure and also give you a much deeper understanding of this amazingly funny, loving, and highly sexual couple.
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    Chapter 1


    It had been forever, all right like less than four days, since I had been inside her. I swear to all that is holy, and I’m pretty sure I’m about to become pretty damn holy if this shit keeps up, that if she is gone one more day I am going to take things in my own hands, literally!


    When I asked her to marry me she said yes. Of course she said yes, my baby is as head up her ass about me as I am about her, but life has just gotten in the way. Little Bells grandma Charlotte has been bad, real bad. She had been in and out of the hospital on a weekly basis.


    Winter turned to spring and now it was the end of summer. When they say time flies-- they aren’t fucking kidding. So we continue to push back our wedding day which is cool with me. I already feel like we’re one, and yes I’m very aware of how pussy whipped that makes me sound, my brother’s tell me every chance they get. But there is something about when you find that person, yes, the one that makes everything better.


    Cyrus asked me once if I thought it was because I was getting it regular from the same girl, even asked if it was because I had her first, you know like I was feeling territorial over her sweet little pussy. I got pissed at first, what the hell did they not get about the fact that I loved Carly? I mean sure-- it was great not having to do the hearts and flowers bullshit but honestly… I never had to before and I was getting it regular then, too. And hell yes that sweet little spot was mine, I would fucking kill anyone who ever touched her but that’s not it man. For her, I want to do the hearts and flowers, for her I want all the romantic dinners and candles and slow dancing. I mean yes, I think about how hard my cock is when her little hips are pushed up against mine swaying to the music, and yes birds fucking chirp when she walks by. So fucking what if that shit’s all true? I like it. Doesn’t make me a pussy…does it?


    I hopped out of my car and adjusted myself, yeah I was chubbed up, and thinking about her always did that to me. I reached down to adjust myself and yes that shit felt good but I really needed to remember where I was and who I was now. I reluctantly pulled my hand off my cock and grabbed my suit jacket off of the hanger that now hung in my back seat (yes I was that guy now). I threw it on and buttoned it, which I never do but right now it’s covering up the evidence, evidence that Carly was still not home.


    I walked into the once abandoned factory that we had fixed up and made into Steel Industries. Pretty cool that a place that used to produce beverages was ours. We snatched it up and paid the back taxes and now owned it free and clear. It was awesome that we had made it into the most beautiful piece of property in the Jersey shore area and fucking amazing that we now employed over two hundred people who lost their jobs due to Sandy. That bitch.


    The doors opened automatically, an upgrade Abe insisted on. I nodded hello to the receptionist who blushed every time I walked through the door. This morning I was feeling my oats, so I gave her a wink. That woman almost fell out of her chair. I may be pussy whipped but I still got it. I had to laugh but waited to do so after the elevator door closed behind me. I am big shit around here, so I can’t act like a complete ass.


    Abe is my best friend, and the man who I owe my left nut to for introducing me to his cousin Carly a few years back. He and I had been through everything together, brothers in every way except for blood. He and I met during the worst time of my life. Charlee died giving birth to our Little Bell when we were too fucking young. When her parents told me I wasn’t good enough I busted my ass and went to NYU where I met Abe. I was getting shit together for my girl when they up and moved to Denver and it nearly did me in. My parents spent every dime on lawyers; they even sold our home and downgraded to obtain better legal services. I stopped attending classes, I gave up on everything. Then Dad died helping rescue people during the fucking hurricane. I swear to God above I didn’t give a shit about anything except my family, Abe, and my little girl I would never know.


    Yes, I believe in God. I’m half Italian, raised catholic. No I may not be perfect but JC knows what’s in my heart. He also knows that I’ll do whatever Josephina Steel, aka: Momma Joe tells me to do, within reason of course. We had a very heated debate after the engagement about me and Bella staying put until we were officially married. I laughed and she gave me the look. You know the one only a Mom can give. Still wasn’t going to happen and then Momma laid it on using her thickest Italian accent to drive her point home.


    ‘So when Bella wants to move in with a man it’ll be alight with you?’ I told her it would happen someday and I would have to look back on this conversation and let her go. ‘So without a ring and a commitment between her and God, she lives with a man and then things don’t work out and she leaves and then moves in with someone else, that’ll be okay with you?’ I assured her it wouldn’t be. ‘She will find someone like you once were Jase, young women always do and then when she has been used up by…’ That was all it took. The thought of Little Bell being ….I can’t even think about it let alone say it. Carly agreed with her immediately and from that day on, the three of us sat in church next to Momma Joe every weekend. Carly soaked it all in, she thought it was beautiful, the ceremonial


    I still smiled when I see my office door -- Jase Steel, President and CEO. Who would have thought this shit would ever happen? I certainly wouldn’t have. I loved being a tattoo artist almost as much as I love my dick inside Carly. Damn I miss her. I slammed my door behind me and cursed.


    Little Bell had begged to go to dance camp this week and I agreed that she could go, but not spending the entire week. I told her I’d sneak her in before her camp mates woke up. I tried to make her feel sorry for me, laying it on thick like Momma Joe. I told her how lonely I would be without her, even used an Italian accent. She stomped her little foot and tossed her long thick locks around using her own version of an Italian accent. Carly sided with her of course, you know I am woman… hear me roar!, and all that liberal Independent woman shit. I walked away from a fight I pretty much knew I would lose if I had to fight both of them. After a heated debate with the seven year old dictator, I caved and she was spending the next two nights with the people in her life who she now believes know more than I do. I was alright with it and yes… I had my people do some investigating on who she would be around. I also have money and power now so tonight the campers-- all two hundred of them, get an ass-kicking pizza and sundae party and the heavily tipped, thoroughly investigated counselor stays awake watching over my child ensuring her safety.


    I sat at my desk and thumbed through her last message.


    -conference over staying one more night hope you don’t mind, book club tomorrow and I miss them…C


    I responded in living color


    -Not okay, I fucking miss you…J


    -I fucking miss you too. I also love you very much, Jase Steel…C


    Damn she is sweet and yeah I fucked up by not saying I love you but when you’re full of pent up frustration sometimes you can’t see straight. I need to fucking get off.


    I sat back at my desk and looked down and laughed at myself. I wasn’t sixteen anymore and the prince needed to learn how to prioritize as well. “You fucking got that?” I said scolding my dick.


    I was determined to push Carly in the back of my mind and get some work done. I hadn’t been back to Italy in months, Dom had shit under control. And as much as I hated to admit it Zandor’s Casino project was coming along more amazingly than I thought it would. I hate to admit it but he had his shit together more than I possible could have imagined.


    Well, after the first threat of a sexual harassment lawsuit came, Abe flew out as soon as he heard the news that it was a great possibility. He sat down with Zandor and although it was a bullshit case, easily dismissed by video surveillance, he made Zandor sit through all sorts of videos on Sexual Harassment. Zandor flew off the handle and called me bitching about Abe and screaming about how fucked up it was that I sent him.


    After that call, I called Abe and flipped out on him. The fucker had not even told me. I reamed him a new ass as he sat on the other end of the line and took it. When I was done he lit into me about the fact that I would’ve done more harm than good, and that because Charlotte was in the hospital, he was doing me a favor. Zandor was gone for a week. I had no idea where he was but I assumed he was fucking his way around Italy.


    When he finally returned my call he was a totally different dude. He took my shit, even apologized and promised to do a much better job. When I checked up on him by way of talking to the general contractor, Salvatore would tell me he was a prick to work for. Apparently he micro managed the hell out of everything, and he was more demanding than his wife. I sent Sal tickets to a soccer championship game and put he and his wife up for a long weekend which cooled him down a bit. Probably because he was getting laid. Which fucking reminds me-- Carly better get her ass back here soon or I was going to fucking loose it.


    After many hours on the phone and sitting through meetings I returned back to my office and sat back in my chair. I looked at a picture of my girls and I on the beach at the beginning of the summer and smiled. Damn, how life had changed. My phone went off and I smiled seeing a picture of Carly on it and picked it up.


    “Hey,” I answered trying to sound relaxed instead of what I really was.


    “Whatcha doin?” damn her voice was sweet.


    “Just finishing up here for the day,” I stood up and sat on the edge of my desk and grabbed the photo and rubbed my thumb over her breast, “Did you feel that?”


    “Feel what?” she laughed.


    “I’m playing with your tits baby, a photo of them of course, because you’re not home. Actually I’m about ready to fly out there and drag your hot little ass home by your hair because I miss the hell out of you.”


    “You miss me?” she giggled and that sound hit me right in the junk.


    “You have no fucking idea how much.”


    “Well I was thinking I’d like to stay one more day, Jase …”


    “Nope, N-O, that’s not going to happen, Baby. Do you have any idea how much I need you right now?”


    “I need you too, Jase.”


    “Carly I swear to God I’m gonna fly out there. Little Bell is at that camp for two nights…”


    “I promise I’ll be there to pick her up, you…”


    “You better be pulling my leg Carly because one more night may be doable but two is not fucking cool, not cool at all.”


    She laughed at me, which pissed me off and made me even harder.


    “You may think it’s funny right now but when you get here I am going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk for a week. With the amount of shit stored in my balls I may possibly blow that pretty little head right off of you.”


    “Jase, I think you’re over-reacting.”


    Now that pissed me off a touch, “Get home now!”


    “How well do you think that’s going to work for you, Jase Steel?”


    The tone in her voice was a bit too amused to be angry, but I should really try not to press my luck here.


    “Besides I’ll be of no use to you for a few days, I have my period, Jase,” she was smiling I knew she was.


    “Well that sucks but again, that’s your hang up. I want my red wings Baby.”


    “That’s disgusting,” she laughed.


    “Fine, when did it start?”


    “Just now, made me think of you that’s why I called.”


    “Your period made you think of me!”


    Carly laughed, “Sure did.”


    “What about that shot you got Carly? Wasn’t that supposed to stop that from happening?”


    “It does but the uterus needs to shed its lining once in…”


    “Please don’t,” I know I sounded like I was begging.


    “Don’t what?”


    “I don’t want to hear about shit shedding and coming out of that pink sweet...”


    “Are you hard, Jase?” her voice purred in my each taking me from chub to steel.


    “Yeah I am Carly, fuck,” I was going to fucking lose my shit all over my pants.


    “Do me a favor?”


    “No,” I had to clear my throat, “You come home and I’ll do you and then any favor you ask.”


    “Would you start at my feet?”


    Damn you Carly and the direct line from your mouth to my cock, “Uh huh?”


    “You at your desk?”


    “Yeah Baby, I am.” Pussy whipped. I was done for.


    “Turn on some soft music and lock your door.”


    “Baby I’m not fucking taking this shit well, so whatever you’re trying to prove here…”


    “I can’t take it anymore Jase, I’m so wet for you.”


    “What the hell are you trying to do to me?” My voice hitched so now I am pussy whipped and fucking weak.


    “Right now I’m waiting to hear a door lock and the soft music filling your office. Then I am going to pretend I am on your desk, spread wide for you…”


    “Music locked, door turned on,” she giggled and I realized what I had said but I did what she asked because right now I was her bitch and I really didn’t give a fuck who knew, “SO help me God Carly this is between you and I.” Okay so apparently I cared but right now I was shedding the pants.


    “Lose the pants, Steel.”


    “Lost,” It was real hard to breathe right now and even harder staying in the moment with Carly telling me what to do knowing it was completely against who I am sexually. “I can’t do this Baby, I want to, I really fucking want to but…”


    “My hands are moving up my skirt Jase, and in my head it’s your hand. Wrap your hand around your thick hard…”


    “Carly, you’re going to pay for this shit,” I did exact what she asked.


    “Softer Jase, take it slow for me-- I want to enjoy every thick hard…”


    Her voice was muffled, she was whispering and then the line went dead.


    No.


    Fucking.


    Way.


    I threw myself back in my black leather chair and rested my feet on the cherry file cabinet behind my desk. I looked down and let go of my extremely hard cock and shrugged. I could easily stroke myself off and finish the job, but I was so worked up and now…I was pissed.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 2


    Sitting in the back of a cab was normally very relaxing for me. Jase hated not driving, but I actually liked it: I could read, check my e-mail, close my eyes and relax. Not today though… I was extremely uncomfortable.


    Why? Well today was the day I chose to flip the switch on Jase’s dominating bedroom behavior and have him begging me. I was so ready, and now—I am stuck in traffic with a cab driver who is possibly sporting a stiffy due to the fact that A. the dividing window isn’t sound proof and B. he turned down the damn radio as I was instructing the hottest man on planet earth to jerk off on the phone with me. Now with silver balls jing-a-ling-ing in my who- who and traffic that stopped and started every second, my woman parts were full of a completely foreign and not at all un-enjoyable feeling, I’m pretty sure I just blew that chance all to hell to pull one over on Jase.


    We were almost at Steel Enterprises, and I was almost at my wits end. My face was burning and every cell in my body was alive and impatiently waiting for its release when I climbed out of the cab. The balls I had inserted in the airport bathroom dropped, and I crossed my legs. I whimpered when I leaned in the window and handed the cab driver (who without a doubt was sporting wood) a fifty and gasped, “Keep the change.”


    I started to run towards the entry, but that was not at all a good idea. I slowed to a walk and went to the nearly empty building, thank God. The security guard opened the inside door, “Miss Carly.”


    I nodded, “John.”


    “Are you feeling alright Ma’am? You look feverish. Shall I get Mr. Steel?”


    “NO!” I snapped, “Sorry John, no-- I want to surprise him.”


    He walked to the elevator and pushed the button for me. Once the doors shut and I was alone I dialed Jase again.


    “Baby what the hell just happened?”


    “Sorry,” I tried to catch my breath, “You still up for this?”


    “Not sure. You still hot and bothered?”


    I wanted to laugh but instead I purred, I think he liked that earlier so what the hell? I tried it again, “You have no idea.”


    “Where are you now?”


    Shit, I really didn’t want to lie, “Where are you?”


    “Where you left me, Baby.”


    “In your office?”


    “Uh huh.”


    “You ready for some phone sex, Jase Steel?”


    “Whenever you are.”


    He seemed a lot less annoyed, relaxed even. “Are you still hard?”


    “Always when I hear your voice, especially how breathless you sound. So fucking worked up right now.”


    I smiled; I was actually pulling this off, “I am Jase. So hot.”


    I stepped out of the elevator and ran to the bathroom and wiped the sweat from my face and neck and tried to fix my hair as I moaned into the phone loudly so he didn't hear the door open as I dashed down the hall towards his office.


    I unlocked his door and the music was loud, I walked in and saw his chair was turned. The back was facing me.


    I whispered in the phone, “Where are you Jase?”


    He growled loudly, “Awe fuck Carly, I was sucking myself off keep talking Baby-- I’m almost there.”


    I covered my mouth quickly in shock, could he do that? Was that gross? Was it normal for men? That’s shit I’ve never seen or heard of…or even read about in a damn book!


    I shut the door behind me giving him --privacy?!? Holy hell-- how do I respond to that?


    “Um…okay…” I stepped closer, but I really wasn’t sure I wanted to ever see Jase doing…that. Note to self, do not ever leave him alone for this long again, that’s just wrong!


    Someone grabbed me from behind. I screamed loudly and sprang forward almost falling. He grabbed me and held me tightly against him and laughed as he kissed my neck. He spun me around and tried to kiss me.


    “You’re an ass,” I jumped back and right then and there in front of Jase I nearly had the big O.


    As I stood up crossing my legs I did the best I could to straighten my skirt and shuffled to his desk and pulled myself onto it.


    Jase looked me up and down, and I swear he sniffed the air before stalking towards me.


    “Holy shit Baby you’re really worked up,” he went to touch me, and I slapped his hand. His eyebrows shot up, and he tried not to laugh.


    “Smug bastard,” I scowled at him.


    He pointed to himself, “Me?”


    “Yes you!”


    “Correct me if I’m wrong Carly, but you started all of this,” his lip curled up slightly.


    He was beaming with amusement and yes-- he looked absolutely amazing. That dimple did me in every time and his chocolate brown eyes. I had made him keep his hair longer on top too, just so I could pull it. He didn't know that, nor did he need to. As my eyes feasted on my Jase, my girly parts became even more aware of the silver balls.


    Jase reached forward and pulled my lip out from between my lips and rubbed his thumb across them slowly.


    I straightened and gasped, “You…” I cleared my throat… “You started this.”


    He smiled and sat next to me against his desk and crossed his arms over his chest, “Oh yeah?”


    “A long time ago you surprised me at Stanford,” I whispered.


    “Baby I don’t remember asking you to spank off in your classroom back then.”


    “Hmm.”


    “So you’re mad at me?” he nudged me and his eyes looked me up and down slowly raking over my body.


    “No Jase, I just wanted to surprise you.”


    “Well, you certainly did,” he smiled sweetly at me. He did this to Bella too, when she was disappointed in herself; he always made her feel better. It would have worked for me too if I wasn’t carrying silver balls in my who-who…curse you book club, I shook my imaginary fist at the girls.


    “Baby climb on out of that head of yours and talk to me.”


    I swear he sniffed the air again, “Do you have a cold?”


    He pushed himself off the desk and stood his incredible sexy self in front of me, and shook his head slowly back and forth as one eyebrow started to ascend.


    “Why do you keep sniffing?”


    Jase closed his eyes and laughed a throaty, deep laugh, “I’m a little afraid that if I answer that, I may not be able to have you on my desk.”


    Alright that did it; I was gnawing on my lip looking at his tenting pants now, “Tell me,” I gasped.


    Jase’s jaw dropped when my breath quickened immediately, “I smell heat and desire Carly, coming from you.”


    Oh no he didn’t!


    “Before you get all worked up let me explain.” You better! I thought.


    “Your scent is sweet, it draws me in so fucking quickly I can hardly stand not touching you,” he smirked, dimple winked, who-who clenched the balls, “I’m like a fat kid to cake with you, Baby.”


    I laughed out loud and then whimpered. Jase stepped quickly to me, and I grabbed his shirt tightly in my hands, “I have to tell you something embarrassing.”


    “Did you mess yourself up down there again? Do you want me to kiss it and make it better Baby?” I couldn’t help but laugh. I looked up at him and smiled. He was referring to the time I had a chemical burn due to the fact I used hair removal cream trying to “clean up” for our big date.


    “No.”


    “Alright spill it,” he lifted my chin forcing me to look into his eyes.


    “You can’t look at me when I tell you,” I closed my eyes knowing her wouldn’t let go of my face. And now that he was rubbing my jaw bone with his thumb, I really didn’t want him to. “The girls stopped over to the hotel to surprise me.”


    “Go on,” he encouraged as his other hand now ran up and down my arm leaving goose bumps in its wake.


    “They gave me a sort of bridal shower,” God this was hard. I was psyched to have him all worked up when I revealed my balls, but apparently I had no balls at all, figuratively speaking of course.


    “That was nice of them,” he bent and nibbled on my neck.


    “Uh huh, nice, very—God Jase,” I grabbed his hair and his hand moved slowly up my shirt, “Jase…oh God,” he dipped his finger inside my cup and traced my very hard nipple and groaned into my neck.


    He pulled me up and I yelled out something about my balls and he lifted me up and pulled my legs around him as I screamed out.


    “Holy fuck Baby, you are so fucking worked up your losing it,” his teeth ran down my neck as he sat down in his chair pulling me down on him. My weight and my who- who filled with my new balls crashed down on his erection, and I came loudly.


    “Christ Carly,” he stood up and cleared his desk in one swoop of his arm and ripped my shirt open, buttons flew everywhere. He yanked my cup down and my breasts sprung free. His teeth pulled on my nipples, and he sucked harshly as he kicked his shoes off and dropped his pants. Jase pushed my skirt up and ripped my panties, his thumb pressed down on my clit, and I came so hard I thought I was going to throw up.


    Always a giver, his tongue pressed harshly against my tender, swollen sex lips. Jase licked my clit sending me once again into orbit and each time I tried to say something he did it again. He is amazing, absolutely fucking amazing, and right now I could care less about my…


    “WHAT. THE. FUCK. IS. THAT!”


    The entire world stopped turning and I covered my face and then looked at his shocked expression, “Surprise?”


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 3


    I looked up at Carly laying spread eagle on my desk-- her chest rose and fell quickly and she was now covering her face as I sat back literally holding my chest expecting at any point that my heart was going to jump out of it.


    “Jase," she whispered and closed her legs, “Please give me my shirt.”


    She sat up and jumped off my desk and moaned, she fucking moaned like she does when I am inside her and now whatever the fuck that thing was, was now my mortal enemy. I make her moan mother fucker. Knowing what a jackass I was being pissed me off further.


    I was pissed beyond pissed. And she knew it. I was pacing my office butt ass naked trying to figure out what to say. I really had no clue, first of all because she wasn’t talking and second of all because, well--- because I was!


    When my head was a little bit clearer I saw her grab a shirt and throw it on, she started walking towards the door and I grabbed her arm. I tried to be calm but it was real fucking hard, “Where do you think you’re going?”


    She glared at me and pulled away, “Home.”


    “Bullshit.”


    She took a deep breath and glared at me, reached under her skirt and pulled harshly on something and clenched her teeth. Her eyes rolled back slightly and I was ready to lose it and then she threw it at me and walked out the door.


    I looked down and saw the little bastard; it looked like a fucking mouse but damn if it didn’t smell like her.


    I took off behind her and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her out of the elevator. I carried her down the hall. There were no other offices on this floor besides Abe’s, Cyrus’s and mine. So if she screamed the worst thing that could happen is Cyrus would come out of his office and laugh his ass off.


    When she stopped squirming, she pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged them while I carried her in front of me I was pretty sure it would have been safe to set her down but I didn’t want to. I fucked up and knew it. When I felt her trembling in my arms I knew it very well.


    I kicked the door shut and leaned back against it. Scared as hell of letting go of her I slid down my office door and held her so tight against me I knew she couldn’t leave. I held my face against her head and felt her shake. I loosened my arms, fearing I was hurting her and she sat forward.


    I watched as she played with her finger, well actually the ring I had put on her finger.


    “Baby can we talk about this?” I whispered into her hair.


    She shook her head no as she continued playing with her finger, which honestly made me nervous as hell.


    “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings Carly, I really didn’t.”


    She rested her head on her knees pulling further away from me. I couldn’t help myself I leaned forward and rubbed her back. She didn’t pull away, thank God.


    After several minutes I needed to break the silence, it was fucking killing me.


    So I wrapped her hair around my hand and pulled her head back. Her eyes were still closed but her head eventually ended up on my shoulder, which is exactly where it belonged. I kissed her cheek several times, softly… I knew she had to be spent and yes I’m all fucking male and the fact that that little rat thing is the cause of it, pissed me off. We would be talking about that and she would be telling me why I was being fucking stupid, but in the way my Baby does it, sweet and soft just like the kisses I was now giving her. I opened my eyes at her looking at me. I gave her puppy dog eyes and I wasn’t even trying. She started to turn away and I held tightly to her hair.


    “Did the book club give you these things?” I smirked and held my little rat nemesis up.


    She closed her eyes tightly and shook her head yes. Progress she didn’t scowl at me or shoot poison darts out of her eyes.


    “Baby did it come with a warning?” Well that was stupid, funny but stupid. She jumped up and let out a frustrated breath.


    “I’m just asking I mean seriously you were a hot mess Carly, I wasn’t sure if it was me or…” I was trying to be funny but the second part of that came out rather clipped and she swung around and glared. I’m talking if I was a lesser man, that ice-cold look would have chilled me to the bone. But I’m NOT a lesser man.


    Then she started laughing and I swear to you aside from I love you and Yes to my proposal, that was the sweetest sound I have ever in my life heard. And true to form the prince rose from shame as I stood naked in front of her and hell yeah she noticed.


    I seriously felt my heart stop when I realized I had chased her down the hall like that, butt ass naked.


    “Baby, I need just a minute,” I grabbed her arm and dragged her behind me to my desk I sat in my chair and let go of her hand and dialed Cyrus’s extension.


    It rang ones and he picked up, “She see that thing a run little brother?” Cyrus roared into the phone. “She asked for a real man, you need me to come down and take care of that for you?”


    “Fuck you,” I was pissed, “Erase that shit and the ones from the elevator got it Cyrus?”


    “One suggestion before I hang up? You need more ink,” Cyrus chuckled.


    “Oh yeah and what makes you think that?”


    “It may hold her attention longer than the prince did,” Cyrus laughed loudly.


    “Baby are you dissatisfied with anything that goes on between us?”


    Carly was looking at the photos on my file cabinet, “Jase that’s not why I had those damn balls in my who-who….”


    Cyrus laughed so loud Carly heard him and spun around and covered her mouth. I closed my eyes fighting the urge to smash my brother in the jaw.


    “Erase it now!” I hung up the phone and looked at Carly who I swear was in shock.


    I sat down and patted my shoulder, she hung her head and slowly walked up to me, it was cute, really cute.


    “I didn’t know you were still on the phone with him,” Carly grabbed her hair and her shoulders slouched in, “I want to go home and sleep.”


    I pulled her down on my lap and immediately felt the heat from her pussy against me. I tore her panties off and I was so glad I did. She looked up at me when she felt me beneath her. “You wanna tell me what you had planned earlier?”


    She looked down at my hand that was now rubbing her knee and I was slowly, very slowly moving it up her thigh.


    “Just wanted to surprise you. I…” she held her breath when shifted slightly and her lashes fluttered, “The girls gave me lots of things.”


    “Things for you?” I was hoping this would lead her to where I needed this to go, for my own sanity.


    “Us,” her voice squeaked and I was fucking steel beneath her.


    “That was thoughtful of them,” and right there, it hit me like someone just dropped a brick on my balls. I was a completely insane douche. I smiled, and the look on her face melted my heart she was actually frowning. “Baby I’m laughing at what an ass I am, not at you.”


    She immediately looked confused which I have to admit turned me on a bit more than I am comfortable admitting.


    “I was pissed at those things. They were doing MY job, Baby. You were fucking so turned on and I was real fucking sure it was all me and it wasn’t. Maybe I need an ego check now and then.”


    “I wouldn’t have been that way if I wasn’t coming to see you,” her little lips quivered and I wanted to suck it, so I did. She started to talk and I begrudgingly let that pouty little morsel go. She needed to vent and I was her guy, the one who she could turn to when she was upset. The one who apparently needed her to do that if I was actually jealous of the damn jingle mouse.


    “Start at the beginning, Baby.”


    And she did. She stood up and paced, “I missed you. I wanted to be sure you missed me so I played a little game, well you did the same thing,” she stopped and crossed her arms in front of her and waited for me to reply.


    Knowing exactly what she was looking for I gave it to her, “Yes Baby, I know I surprised you at Stanford and you were really happy.”


    She threw her hands in the air, “Right? So I get to the airport and went into the bathroom.”


    I laughed and she stopped and smiled, “I was thinking the same thing, what is it with airport bathrooms and us?” She even giggled as she continued pacing, “So I’m at the sink and I lifted my foot up like this.”


    I damn near blew a load all over my office when she hiked her skirt up and set her foot on the arm of my chair and all I could see is pink and pretty and I wanted to fucking lick her so bad. I started to reach out to touch her and she smacked my hand and laughed and then she kept talking. Arms flailing and pacing about she was going on and on and I really wanted to listen but her pussy had just been in my face and she fucking waxed when she was gone, not that I mind hair I don’t but her pretty pink little pussy did things to me and…


    “Jase you’re not upset?” She smiled proudly and pounced on my lap and hugged me tightly, “Thank God that’s what I thought you’d be mad about I wanted to punch the idiot in the head but …”


    I pulled her mouth against mine. I swear to you after the pussy shot in my face she sounded like Charlie Browns fucking teacher. I am not a complete douche, I love when she talks to me and goes on her cute little tangents but I needed in so bad. I was lapping inside her mouth like I had been starved for years. I stood up cupping her ass as I sunk a finger inside of her, normally I would tease her awhile but there wasn’t time so I zoned in on the spot and she bit my neck as she cried out against my skin. It sent shiver down my spine. I pulled my finger out and licked it, “So damn good, Baby.”


    Her bare ass smacked on my desk and that fucking sound drove me almost to the edge. I pulled my chair behind me with my foot and sat down equally as hard. She tried to pull her knees together but I grabbed her legs under her knees and threw them over my shoulder and I licked that sweet, sweet, tight hot pussy with everything I was. I didn’t just eat her-- I fucked her hard with my tongue. I was buried deep in her, gripping her thighs apart with my hands so tight I would not be surprised if I left finger prints on them, but I couldn’t stop. Her hips began to buck against me and she lifted her feet setting them on my shoulders. I growled as her little toes dug into my shoulder muscles making her prop herself up on her elbows to watch me.


    The expression on her face almost did me in. She was biting her lip hard, her lip curled up as I sucked her clit hollowing my cheeks. She looked wild; I had never seen her like this. I felt her release coming and she grabbed my hair and pushed my head between her legs as she screamed out and her body dropped back, she was spent. I bit her thighs lightly and stood up holding her limp legs in my hands. I watched her body literally twitch. Take that you fucking mouse!


    “Roll,” I twisted her so that she flopped on her stomached and I pulled her back so I was lined up perfectly. “I am going to fuck you hard and fast baby.”


    “Yes,” she panted, “Oh God, yes!”


    I slammed into her and she clenched so tightly around my cock I could’ve sworn I was going to burst immediately. I groaned and she squeezed again. Pumping me with her tight little swollen pink lips. I drove in hard again and she gripped the other side of my desk. I fucked her hard and fast twenty times and pulled out she pulled her knees up on my desk and her hips swayed.


    “Jase please,” she arched her back. I spread her knees apart so wide that there was no room between her and the desk I rubbed myself up and down her, “Fuck me now.”


    No fucking way! My sweet little Baby was a fucking tiger. A hot sexy tiger on all fours on my fucking desk. I did what she asked and she reached back and grabbed my hands and placed them on her ass. With her hand over mine she squeezed showing me what she wanted. Fuck if I could tell her no. I squeezed that little round ass and she pushed against me meeting me thrust for thrust.


    When I slowed down she turned back and looked at me, “I want you in my mouth.”


    She was trying to kill me, no way in hell she wasn’t. When she turned around on all fours my mouth dropped open. She sat on her knees and slid them so she was spread completely on my desk she looked up and licked her lips. She pulled her wild blonde hair to the side and grabbed my hips pulling me towards her. She licked her lips and I was done as soon as her mouth was near my cock she pulled the prince with her teeth and the first burst hit her lips. She licked them quickly and let out a moan and opened her mouth and took the next three like the tiger she was.


    When I was finished she licked and kissed up my abs and then tugged at my nipple rings and then sat back. Still spread out on my desk. I was pretty fucking sure she was going to tell me she was the gate keeper at this point and I would absolutely without a doubt give up Jase Steel CEO and everything I had worked for to become Vinz Clortho, Keymaster of Gozer .


    I sat down and rolled up to her and rubbed my finger on her outer lips and looked up at her, my sexy tiger in awe.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 4


    As I sat on top of his desk I felt a little awkward but the way he looked at me did crazy things to me. It was like I was the eighth wonder of the world. I felt like I’d just won the Nobel peace prize, cured cancer, single handedly stopped racism (for real this time)….


    Idiots-- sometimes people are so stupid, really does the color of your skin, or sexual orientation, or social status make you greater than or less than the person sitting next to you? NO! It’s ignorance dip shit-- which seriously makes you bottom of the barrel in all things. I mean pick up a book look outside the box grow the fuck…


    “Earth to Carly,” I looked down and he was smirking but still looking at me in amazement.


    “Oh, hey…sorry,” I needed to dismount his desk that… we had just done very, very naughty things on. Wishing I could do a sexy stripper like move and arch my back and seductively slide off the back of his desk…well--- was just that. A wish. But hey, you never know, right?


    “Baby, unless you’re ready for round two…” the pad of his thumb ran up my slit and I laughed and finally closed my legs.


    “I need a shirt,” I smiled at him because he was still smiling and looking at me like I was the bomb, “What are you thinking?”


    “I am thinking that I love you more than Ren and Stimpy, playing Sega on a rainy Saturday morning,” his eyes were dopey and hair a complete sexy mess. I pulled it bringing it down on my knees as I ran my nails gently over his scalp making him moan, “Even better than blowing the day off to surf.”


    I laughed inside thinking of how different we were but I was pretty sure that’s what made us so good together.


    I lifted his chin and kissed his nose, “I need to get off your desk.”


    He laughed and shook his head no and nuzzled his two day stubble against my knees. Jase shaved everyday so this was a treat. Man hair, facial man hair and on Jase, it was sexy as hell.


    His desk phone rang and he grumbled as he looked up at me and hit the speaker, “Jase Steel.”


    “Hey little brother,” Cyrus laughed and emphasized little.


    “There is not one thing little about your brother Cyrus and …”


    Jase chuckled and sat up, “I got this Baby.”


    “C, you got balls now?” Cyrus laughed.


    “Cyrus you’re pushing it,” Jase growled protectively over me and stood up.


    There was nothing more beautiful than naked Jase. I watched him saunter over and grab the shirt that had been tossed on the floor, glutes flexing with each glorious step-- and I waited patiently for him to turn around.


    Oh damn, there it was. I was a lucky, lucky girl. Pictures of his penis should be everywhere. I mean not really but you see photos of penises and their rested on top of the balls, maybe hanging a little lower. But Jase hung and with each step he swung and I wanted to be a damn monkey hanging from that thick, jungle vine.


    Jase pulled my lip out from between my teeth and I swallowed the thick desire in my throat, “Sorry but that is the most beautiful penis…”


    Jase covered my mouth quickly stopping me from what I don’t remember but…


    “C you were running from it earlier-- and now it’s beautiful?” Cyrus came booming out of the apparently forgotten speaker phone.


    My face burned and Jase smiled, eyes lit and dancing and dimple winking he pulled the shirt over my head and I looked up at him, “You’re so fucking adorable.”


    Cyrus, who apparently was now a very intimate third part in our relationship laughed loudly. “Remember you promised to help tonight at the shop. C, take his balls out of that vice for a few hours girl.” And he hung up.


    “Fuck,” Jase snapped, “See-- damn it. You shouldn’t have told me you weren’t going to be home.”


    We threw our clothes on and walked quickly to the door. I looked up and he was deep in thought, “Jase, I know you love that part of your life as well and no way would I want that part of you gone. I mean desk sex is phenomenal, but sex at the shop is kind of my favorite.”


    Jase grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the door.


    “What are you going to do?” he opened the door and we walked down the hall towards the elevator.


    “Go home and grab something to eat and go to sleep, I’m exhausted, you wore…”


    And hand clamped on my shoulders and I looked back at Cyrus’s grinning face, “I say the three of us go grab a bite to eat. I mean we are kind of a thing now, the three of us.”


    I smacked the back of his head and Jase laughed, “Sound alright with you?”


    “Sure,” I smiled.


    ~


    We walked in and sat in a booth near the window. Jase grabbed a menu and sat next to me. Cyrus stood and intimidating looked around the room everywhere before he finally sat across from us.


    He noticed me looking at him and sat back against the black vinyl seat and looked away and grabbed a menu. I never really watched Cyrus, but he always made me a bit on edge. But now right now he looked on edge and I couldn’t help but wonder why.


    “C, whatever you’re thinking, the answer is no,” Cyrus looked up at me with his intimidating glare and then back down. I was a bit thrown off but still couldn’t look away.


    He looked up at me again, “C-- honest to God. We don’t share, so if you don’t mind I would appreciate you not fixating on me.”


    Jase smiled and I think I blushed, “You just looked different like you had… feelings.”


    Jase laughed and so did Cyrus.


    “Your power is only over him C, don’t think you’re going to put my balls in a vice, girl,” Cyrus smiled and I noticed he had the same dimple hidden under his perfectly groomed facial hair, “Speaking of balls, you two have something you want to tell me?”


    I knew he was deflecting so I smiled, “Impromptu bridal shower gift.”


    “What? They all realize Jase has lost his, so they gave you some?”


    Jase shifted and looked at his brother, “I got balls you wanna feel ‘em?”


    “No not really but if you got them why does she need ‘em?” Cyrus egged him on.


    I was glad to hear them bantering back and forth and even more so because my balls were not being discussed.


    We ordered: Jase and Cyrus steak and fries doused in gravy me a salad and beans.


    I was happily looking out the window holding Jase’s hand when I felt him tense up. I looked at smile and nudged him, “You okay?”


    Cyrus looked up and followed his line of vision.


    “Why the fuck is he looking at you?”


    Having no idea I looked up and saw who he was talking about. My face felt hot and I knew it was burning bright.


    Jase looked at me and his jaw tightened threw his teeth, “You need to tell me something?”


    “Jase not here,” holy shit it was him. Unknowingly I was sinking down in the booth.


    “You may want to say something Carly, because I’m going to rip his fucking…”


    “Jase it’s the cab driver, I told you about him earlier. Oh my God, I’m so freaking embarrassed,” I was not only embarrassed but completely mortified and very thankful that the cabbie had looked away.


    Jase finally stopped glaring at him and looked at me, “Remind me Carly.”


    “Seriously?”


    “Do I look fucking serious right now?” he said through his teeth.


    “The balls, the stopping and going, them shifting,” his face was turning red, “Jase, I told you about this. I may have moaned, he may have turned off the radio, I may have leaned in to pay him when they really shifted and he was… you know,” this was embarrassing and I covered my face with the menu.


    “No I don’t fucking know, Carly,” he was livid and I sank further.


    I covered my head completely with the menu, “Erect.”


    Yeah I said it in public, why the hell he put me through that was beyond me unless he really…


    “Hey C,” I looked up at Cyrus who way to amused.


    “What?” defeated I looked up.


    “You just got that man killed,” Cyrus nodded to the waitress and stood up.


    I saw Jase leaning over the Cabbie his hand on the back of the stool and the other the counter he was sitting at.


    Cyrus grabbed him right before he pulled his arm back to hit him.


    Jase pulled away quickly, “You’re fucking warned. Next time you even look in the fucking direction my girl is in, I will fucking…”


    “Jase, stop,” I stood in front of him and grabbed his face, “Let’s go.”


    Cabbie must have been out of his damn mind, “I don’t see a ring on that finger, asshole.”


    Jase’s eyes widened and I heard Cyrus laugh nervously, “Awe fuck man. That was real stupid.”


    He grabbed me and dragged me towards the cabbie as Cyrus yelled behind him, “Think about this.”


    Jase stopped. Chest heaving hegrabbed my hand, “There mother fucker.”


    “Yeah I see it, like that means shit to a guy…”


    “It means shit to me,” Jase growled at him.


    “Yeah an engagement ring keeps them hanging on…”


    Jase shoved my hand in the Cabbie’s face heatedly, and with a quick jerk, my hand hit his face.


    “Ouch! What the hell,” I grabbed my hand and held it against my chest and heard Cyrus laughing loudly.


    “Open your mouth again and you’ll get my hand mother fucker,” Jase growled, “That’s a bitch slap--- consider yourself marked!”


    Cyrus grabbed the back of his shirt and dragged him backwards out the door.


    “I’m so sorry,” I said paying the waitress and mortified, “This covers his, too.”


    I rushed out the door and looked at Cyrus laughing his fool head off, “Bitch slap?”


    Jase’s lips curled up, “I should have fucking ripped his head off.”


    “Can’t do that anymore man,” Cyrus threw his arm around Jase’s shoulder and Jase reached for my hand and I stepped back.


    “Fuck that Carly there is no way you can be pissed off at me about this,” Jase laughed as he reached for me again.


    “Don’t,” I sneered at him as I walked quickly to Cyrus’s SUV.


    I opened the door and grabbed my carry-on bag and started to walk away. Jase grabbed me, “Where the hell do you think you’re going?”


    “Home, you… you…”


    “How you plan on getting there Carly?” Jase held me tighter.


    “Walk…” oh yeah, “Or call a cab!”


    He grabbed me and pushed me into the backseat and climbed in behind me. I tried to open the other door and climb out and he pulled me back in.


    “Cyrus go,” Jase ordered him. Who the fuck did he think he was, “You don’t get to take cabs anymore Carly.”


    “You don’t get to...”


    “If you can’t control yourself in a cab, you don’t get to fucking take them!”


    “If I can’t control myself? If I can’t control myself?! FUCK YOU JASE!”


    “You said a bad word C,” Cyrus laughed at me and then Jase joined him.


    “What the hell is wrong with you, Jase Steel? I can control myself just fine, but apparently you think I am a damn puppet! You slapped a man in the face with my freaking hand!”


    “That was fucking hilarious,” Cyrus laughed again.


    “No Cyrus, it’s wrong!”


    “I had to make sure he saw the ring Carly,” Jase was so pissed off, he couldn’t even look at me. Which was totally fine by me because I didn’t want to look at him either.


    I sat back and looked out the window thinking about what a horrible day it had been. I wanted to cry, I really did but I knew what would happen. He would try to console me and I didn’t want him to.


    I wanted to go home and grab my blanket and crawl under it and seep until I forgot about this rotten day.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 5


    Cyrus pulled over at Carly’s and I opened the door and jumped out, “Jase we have the sorority in forty five minutes, don’t take too long.”


    Gee thanks, Cyrus.


    I held the door open for her and she got out the other side, “Hey C, party at the beach house tonight stop by after you rest up.”


    She didn’t respond she just stomped up the sidewalk and fumbled through her purse for her key. I looked down and picked up a box off her steps. It was addressed to Mrs. and Mr. Carly Smythe, I looked and saw the return address and laughed. It was from the book club in Palo Alto.


    She never could find those damn keys so I whispered “Use the code, Carly.”


    “Get lost Jase,” she snapped.


    She was so damn cute when she was pissed. And yes, I knew now was not the time to be thinking about shit like that. I reached around to push the code and she smacked my hand away.


    “I got it! Just go Jase, go ink your sorority,” she pulled her keys out and opened the door walked in and tried to shut the door but I pushed it and walked through. “I don’t want you here!”


    “That’s nice Carly. Let’s get something straight, I am not inking a sorority,” and I exaggerated the word knowing exactly what she was eluding too. “And quite frankly I’m pretty pissed off that you would even say shit like that to me.”


    She crossed her arms and stuck her nose in the air, “Well, that’s exactly what you’re doing, isn’t it?”


    “No Carly, not all of them. For your information, we will be piercing…” Awe shit, what the fuck was wrong with me. Any other time she would be cool with that but right now, definitely not cool with it.


    She reached for the box still in my hand and I pulled it back, “It’s to us, when I’m done could we open it together.”


    Her face was turning red, which I knew wasn’t out of anger. I shook the box, “Anything breakable in here?”


    “You should…Cyrus is…Jase go,” the way she was looking at that box I was pretty sure I knew what was in there.


    “Should we open this now? I have a few minutes.”


    I had never seen a woman look at the way she did now, like she was completely and utterly disgusted.


    “WE are not opening anything, Jase Steel!” When her voice cracked I swear to you my heart did too.


    She was looking down playing with her ring taking deep controlled breaths and exhaling slowly.


    “Baby we really should…”


    She shook her head no, “I really don’t want to.”


    I could not focus on anything but her playing with that ring I felt panicked and angry and I needed to know that I hadn’t just fucked up everything and if so, what was the reason she couldn’t just understand why the fuck I was feeling like this and then it hit me, “Did you run into anyone in particular while you were out west Carly?”


    She looked at me and gasped and closed her mouth quickly and then she really started playing with that fucking ring.


    “Something wrong with the ring Carly? You’ve been messing with it since you got back here,” I was now beyond pissed, “Did you fucking…”


    “Jase you need to leave, your brother is waiting and I really have nothing that even resembles nice to say to you right now,” she was angry and so was I.


    “I made a commitment to…” She made a noise with her teeth and tongue and I stopped, “If you don’t want this anymore you need to fucking tell me now. God damn it, Carly!”


    “You need to leave now Jase!”


    “Now that you’ve got me in fucking knots how the hell do you expect me to …”


    “NOW!” she screamed louder than I have ever heard anyone scream, “Get out now!”


    “I fucking paid for this place…”


    She covered her ears and tears started rolling down her face. What the fuck did I just do? And why the fuck was I still so damn pissed at her that I couldn’t stop? I was going to push her so hard she was going to fall apart and I knew it.


    “I love you do you get it Carly? That man had no right…”


    “YOU HAD NO RIGHT JASE! Get out! I don’t care if you paid for this place or if you employ me. I didn’t come here knowing that! YOU DON’T OWN ME and I’m telling you right now, I’ve been through worse heart ache Jase. So you may want to rethink what you’re doing right now, turn around, and give me what I asked for when I walked in this door.”


    I wish she had hit me in the face, kicked me in the nuts, anything but make me feel like this right now.


    “I’ll leave Carly. I’ve been through this too, you know. When you moved back east, that was the worst heart ache I’ve been through.”


    I walked out the door without shutting it, secretly hoping she would come after me and if not and this was it, I really hope watching me walk away was something she’d never forget.


    I sat in the SUV and Cyrus looked at me, “You aren’t going to be worth a shit tonight.”


    “I’ll be just fine man, always am,” I leaned back and closed my eyes.


    ~


    When we got to the shop I walked into my room and called Abe, I let him know she needed someone. He flipped shit on me and to be honest with him and myself I let him know that was what I not only deserved but expected.


    I sent her a text


    -Sorry Baby, I love you…J


    She didn’t respond. I knew she wouldn’t.


    


    After I changed into my Forever Steel attire, I walked out and saw Cyrus talking to two of the girls while the other eight waited. Kat, Cyrus, Lex, and I were doing them all. Each girl was getting the same thing.


    “Two girls each, an hour tops Bro. You think you can keep it together?”


    I wanted to be pissed at him, at anyone but myself but I knew I was wrong, “I can handle it man. We went through this in your vehicle”


    “They’re hot man,” Lex walked in the back room smiling from ear to ear.


    Cyrus laughed and patted his back.


    Nipple rings, two of them each. Normally I would have actually enjoyed this shit, but not today.


    The first chick walked in my room and took her shirt off without prompt. She had nice tits. I’m not gonna lie, they were pretty big and her nipples were already erect which was cool. She lay down and smiled at me, “I’m Casey.”


    “Hi Casey, are you sure about this?” a typical question I always asked, give them a chance to back out.


    She sat up on her elbows looked down at me, “It’s good that I’m already alert right?” I shook my head yes, really not liking where this was going. She sat up, “You sure I don’t need a little more… help?”


    Alright… seriously? A few years ago she’d be on her knees bowing before the Prince, but I really didn’t take kindly to this shit anymore. Who the fuck am I kidding-- I still ate this shit up. My ego was in the shitter right now and this was alright until she took my hand and placed it on her chest, and yeah I pulled it away, “I’m sorry did that offend you? I just wanted you to feel my heart beating. Did you feel it?”


    “I felt it; you know if you’re afraid you can end this anytime.”


    “Is it going to hurt?”


    I couldn’t help but laugh, “Yeah, it’s gonna hurt.”


    “Good,” she bit her lip and closed her eyes.


    Okay now I’m gonna be honest here, most chicks were scared at this point, Casey with the C’s and deep brown nipples, who was just seriously hitting on me, laid there waiting. I grabbed the clamp and threw on gloves. When I pulled up the nipple she hissed, and when I clamped her she moaned. I about fucking died when I pierced her and she cried out.


    Cyrus came in, “Everything okay?”


    “Fuck yes, do the other one please,” Casey laughed loudly.


    I needed to get her the fuck out of there, not because I was getting worked up which makes me extremely happy, but because touching Casey C’s nipple was uncomfortable, she made it uncomfortable.


    Cyrus looked at me and I expected him to egg me on but he didn’t, he gave me a look, a fucking Momma Joe look. Which I would be talking to him about later.


    I finished up quickly, gave her the info and stepped out into the safety of the hallway.


    I told Cyrus I would be right back and walked out back and called Carly.


    Abe answered her phone, “Let me talk to my girl.”


    “She’s …um-- sleeping,” I heard him cover the phone.


    “I don’t lie to you man. I don’t expect it in return,” I got what he was doing but it still didn’t make me happy.


    I heard noise in the background and then it was quiet, “Jase, don’t put me in situations like this. She’s fine. I’m with her, and she doesn’t want to talk to you right now.”


    “Tell her I’ll be home in an hour, her place. Make sure you stress her place alright?” I really didn’t mean to say that shit earlier, it was her place.


    “She, well… we aren't there. She wanted to go out,” Abe was quiet and I heard music in the background.


    “Where?”


    “Well everywhere, she mentioned wanting to get drunk...”


    “Carly wanted to get drunk?” This shocked me; I mean she never even had wine with dinner when we…oh man.


    “I’ll meet you out,” I was a complete ass, total tool of a boyfriend, I mean she and I had never even gone on a date since that first summer of fake ones. Well we ate at a café in Stanford but never out, just the two of us.


    “Jase why not just wait until tomorrow, let her cool down.”


    “She’s that pissed off still?”


    “Yeah she is. But pretty soon I am sure she’ll forget all about it. She probably won’t be worth a shit tomorrow, either.”


    “No man I at least need to see her, tell her I’m sorry. Look it won’t even involve you. I will just say I saw your car.”


    “I don’t have my car. She actually insisted on taking a cab.”


    “I bet she did,” I was trying to get pissed and then I did get pissed, “Thanks man, see you around.”


    I called the other girl in and she was much quieter than Casey C’s. I gave my normal spiel and she didn’t really look at me, this one was nervous. I was getting the tools together and I asked her if she was sure about this. She shook her head yes and looked very anxious.


    “Alright as long as you’re sure. Go ahead and take off your shirt and bra and lay back,” sensing she was nervous I handed her a blanket, “You can cover yourself if you want.”


    “My left breast has an inverted nipple,” she spit out quickly and covered her face.


    I really wanted to laugh because she was funny, kind of like Carly, “That’s not unusual.”


    “If you’re trying to make me feel better, you don’t…”


    “No it really is,” I wasn’t lying it happens. I got up and cranked the AC in the room you know to help pop those babies out, “the cool thing is-- this is actually going to help fix it.”


    I sat next to her and smiled, “I have nipple rings,” I hoped this would make it easier.


    “No way,” she sat up.


    “Yeah, no inverted nipple though. But I can almost promise this is going to help you out,” she laid back and seemed to relax a bit. I pretended to busy myself waiting for her to be ready. I waited patiently and shit just wasn’t happening.


    “Alright I have these little suction cups,” I grabbed them out of the cupboard and she turned bright red, again reminding me of Carly. I set her up and excused myself.


    I went out to talk to Cyrus and give her a minute; I overheard her friends talking shit about her. Cyrus gave me a smile, “Is it true?”


    “Yeah, no big fucking deal,” I really couldn’t stand catty bitches.


    They giggled and Cyrus winked at me, “You did what to her?”


    I was a bit confused for a second and then I caught on.


    “Damn she sounds so fucking hot, let me go in there.”


    All nine of the nipple sister’s jaws dropped and I walked away.


    “I think I’m ready,” she pulled down the blanket and yeah she was ready and this shit was gonna work like a charm.


    I chuckled when I sat down and she looked mortified, “No, not you… but I have to ask, those girls out there are your friends? Sorority sisters?”


    “Friends, not really. A couple are roommates. Sorority Sisters is a bar, well a strip club actually,” she blushed again and I chuckled.


    “You dance?”


    “Well I hostess for now, but I think after this I will be. I need to pay for school and the city is really an expensive place to live,” she looked away.


    “Cool.” I wasn’t judging, “You doing this so you can make more money?”


    “No actually it was a suggestion from my boyfriend, I guess he really likes them,” she looked up and let out a deep breath, “But now it’s kind of for me, and thanks for that.”


    “My brother offered to come in here to take care of you, and did so loudly, so the bitches could hear,” I smiled, “On three, alright?”


    She shook her head yes, and Cyrus popped his head in, “I cashed them all out, I’m gonna take off. Stop by tonight?”


    “Nah. Apparently I’m still on the shit list man, Abe’s out bar hopping with my girl, she should be a real treat tonight,” I knew I was in for it. I saw Cyrus’ jaw clench as he looked at the poor girl covering her head, “Bro-- privacy.”


    “Yeah, sure, whatever, stop by, bring her with you,” he pointed to the girl and made a silent and very inappropriate gestures and mouthed “Damn,” before walking out.


    “You have a girlfriend?”


    “Fiancée’ actually. I pissed her off today. Sometime we can all be dicks in three, two,” and I popped it in,” You good?”


    She shook her head yes still covering her face.


    “Alright next one in three, two, one” and it was done.


    “That’s it?”


    She sat up and looked down, “Wow.”


    “Didn’t hurt too bad, huh?”


    “No,” she laughed, “I was scared to death.”


    “I couldn’t tell,” while she dressed I explained everything to her and then told her, “Don’t put up with bitches like that, what’s your name again?”


    “Tara,” she smiled.


    “Well Tara, you seem like a nice girl, don’t put up with shit like that,” I opened the door and she followed me out.


    I walked to the door and opened it, “Goodnight, ladies.”


    “Wait, I need to pay,” Tara stopped in front of me.


    “Tara, it was my pleasure,” I winked at her and she smiled, she knew I was being a dick on purpose.


    “Thanks,” she smiled and I locked up behind them and headed out the back door.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 6


    “I think you’ve had enough.”


    “You’re not the bossy of me bossy-wossy pants,” Abe was so adorable, why he is single is beyond me, “I think you need to hook up, you’re hot Abe. Seriously-- if we weren’t related, I’d snag you up.”


    “Now I’m sure you’ve had enough Carly,” Abe shook his head at me and I’m sure he was disappointed, he loved me, he would never be mean not like what’s his name.


    I sat on the bar stool probably because my feet were tired. Well… that’s the excuse I was going to use if Abe got his undies in a bundie. I’m SO funny.


    “What are you grinning at girl?” Abe smiled at me, he was so cute. I grabbed his face and squished his lips together making him have fish lips, and he rolled his eyes at me.


    “Dance with me?” I grabbed his hand and dragged him to the floor.


    “Carly, when did you start dancing?” Abe looked worried.


    “Um probably at our cousin Shana’s wedding when we were like three,” what a silly question, “Abe can you still do the robot…”


    “No Carly I can’t do the Robot,” Abe held up his finger and answered his phone, “Club Karma.”


    “Club Karma is a funny bunny name Abie Baby,” I was having fun. Abe was fun, everyone was dancing and having fun, “Hey, check out the chicks that just walked in Abe, let’s go introduce you,” I grabbed his hand and pulled him through the crowd.


    He stopped and looked towards the door I squinted to see what he was looking at, “You blew me in, Abe!”


    “Sorry Carly he’s been calling all night,” Abe tried to look apologetic but it was a mask.


    “Karma’s a bitch Abe,” I laughed and threw my hands in the air, “And we are at club Karma so you, my hot single cousin… are so screwed right now.”


    I walked up to the bar and ordered a beer for me and one for Abe, no glass. Because it was a no glass kind of night, and plus it kind of freaked me out that so many people drank out of that glass, gross huh?


    “You with that guy?” one of the eight asked me, eye fucking my cousin.


    “Isn’t he beautiful?” he was he really was.


    “Yeah, nice body too, he works out a lot?” she asked.


    “Yes, work and work out the stress,” that’s what Abe always said, “He needs to get laid.”


    The dark haired girl next to me nearly spit out her drink and laughed out loud and it made me laugh.


    “Seriously Tara-- hold it together,” the other chick snapped and then rolled her eyes looking back to Abe, “Holy shit, isn’t that the nipple guy?”


    I nearly choked and the Tara girl patted me on the back and helped me, “You saved my life!”


    We both laughed and then I remembered the Nipple guy.


    “You tell her Tara, he spent the most time with you,” all the other girls snickered and her face turned red.


    “Casey don’t be a bitch, he was a great help to me.”


    “I bet he was, sucking out the problem area,” she used air quotes to emphasis problem.


    “Jealous Mona?” the Tara girl laughed.


    “Mona? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”


    “We heard you all the way in the waiting area,” Tara laughed and a couple of girls snickered.


    “I could’ve fucked him!”


    I really wished the Nipple guy there were referring to wasn’t Jase, but it was and he helped her out? I’d really like to know just how he did that, but right now I was pissed and he was staring at me and I scowled at him. He started walking over towards me, or maybe Mona, or the Tara girl but I was not about to talk to him. Fuck it!


    “Tara,” I only said her name because I was pretty sure Mona was not the other girls name but could pretty well sum up how what’s his name made his lover’s feel.


    “I’m sorry… what’s your name?” yeah she was sweet, I was going to force myself not to be mad at her, it was what’s his name that I had a beef with, and I’m a freaking vegetarian and I hate beef.


    Oh God, he was getting closer, “Dance on the bar with me?” It really didn’t matter if she said yes or no, Abe wasn’t the only one working out and I was dancing on that damn bar with Tara and her nipple’s just to piss what’s his name off!


    So we were on the bar and I started dancing, I’m pretty sure I was being sexy, I could hold my own you know, and if I couldn’t I really don’t give a care because I was LOADED!


    “I bet that guy’s a total ass!” I yelled to my new dance partner.


    “That one?” she pointed to What’s his name who was looking up at us from the floor.


    “Yeah that one,” I pointed and he smirked, the nerve of that ass!


    “Actually he’s pretty cool,” she smiled and waved, and yep What’s his name waved back.


    “Because he sucked on your nipples?” I know it came out a little loud and then What’s his name looked at me and tried not to smile.


    Her face was red when I looked at her and she shook her head no and laughed, “He has a girlfriend.”


    “Sure, don’t they all,” I unbuttoned my shirt one button enough that I was showing bra strap and shook my boobs a little, or a lot… I don’t know but What’s his name looked a little pissed and I smiled at him and laughed.


    “No he’s actually a nice guy,” okay she was getting a little to protective over What’s his name.


    “No, I can assure you he’s an ass!”


    “Really? Because …he was nice to me,” she stopped dancing and looked at me kind of irritated.


    “If he sucked on your nipples, and he has a girlfriend I don’t think he’s all that nice,” that did it. I could feel stupid girl tears and she looked concerned.


    “Hey what’s your name?” she touched my arm and I really wanted to hit her, be all back off bitch but she was nice, really, really nice and it wasn’t her fault. Jase--I mean, What’s his name, was a jerk.


    “Stupid, my name is, Stupid,” I turned to run to the bathroom which by the way is not a smart idea when you’re really not standing on the floor like you thought for just a split second you were because you were drunk and sad and now What’s his name caught you like some stupid white knight instead of a Nipple sucking cheater.


    “You okay, Baby?” he pulled me into his chest and I pulled away and struggled to free myself from the very strong arms of the man I loved so much and I’m drunk and tired and hurt and…


    “You alright?” now she was here right beside Jase and me and I really didn’t like it and I was hiding my face in his chest.


    “She’ll be alright once I get her home.”


    “I want Abe, not you, you…jerk!”


    “Oh wow is this your?…”


    “Fiancée’ Carly, who doesn’t drink often,” I could hear the smile in his voice and I wondered if his nipple winked for her too…I mean dimple.


    “I didn’t catch your name earlier, but I think she…” she stopped and tapped my shoulder, “Carly?”


    I looked up at her and tried not to be mean to her it wasn’t her fault so I did the whole sniveling thing, “Put me down!”


    “I am going to take you home Baby…”


    “Awe,” Tara cooed at him.


    “I have to pee; now, I have to pee now!”


    He didn’t put me down.


    “I’ll go with her,” Tara took my hand and helped me wobble and weave my way to the bathroom.


    Once inside, she shut the door and locked it, which would have frightened me if I wasn’t drunk and my beer muscles and goggles weren’t coming together in a perfect union at the perfect time and if she tried any funny business I was going to take her down!


    “He’s your fiancée, well… wow! Are you really okay with…do you know what he does for a living?”


    I shook my head yes, “I’m not okay with him sucking…”


    “Okay he did not suck on anything,” she smiled, “I have, or had, inverted nipples. All of my so-called friends out there and I decided to do this, to enhance ourselves for our careers. Mine was more for my boyfriend, but anyway. He told me this would help and I shouldn’t be embarrassed and well, he really is a great guy and Casey…well Mona,” she smiled, “She hit on him and he didn’t do anything. He’s a good guy.”


    “He fixed your…”


    She laughed, “Yeah, you wanna see?”


    Awkward, “Yeah.”


    We walked out of the bathroom and Jase was standing against the wall, “You ready to get out of here?”


    “Nope, I wanna dance with Tara,” she laughed and we danced, well she danced and now that I was coming down from my pissed off my buzz was also losing steam.


    I watched the girl’s eye's disrobing my Jase. Yes, now that he wasn’t a nipple sucking cheater, I remembered his name-- Jase. Yeah, so they were disrobing Jase with their eyes and Mona or Casey or the bitch who wanted my man was obviously cracking jokes about my ability to dance. I see you bitch, I wanted Jase to slap her with my hand and I laughed, because yes, that was funny but it was wrong, so wrong.


    Apparently I was standing still because Jase pulled himself off of the wall and walked towards me.


    “Come here, Baby,” he pulled me against him by my hips and was dancing with and leading me into the crowded dance floor.


    Not so funny now huh, Mona?


    He guided my hips until they finally met their rhythm, which I am fairly certain they had never done in the past. His hands left my hips and moved slowly up my sides and then he grabbed the back of my neck he pulled my head to his and I was sure he was going to kiss me but he didn’t.


    “Forgive me for being an ass?”


    When his breath hit my ear and I could smell him and feel the heat radiating from his body I almost forgot why I was mad at him, Oh yes, oh God yes, almost, “I took three cabs tonight.”


    His lips curled up slightly and he spun me around and pulled me harshly against him. I was sure I pissed him off and obviously that was my intention.


    He didn’t say a word. The music filled the air and I closed my eyes taking it all in. Jase kissed my neck lightly, “You’re so beautiful, Carly.”


    Although I knew this moment wasn’t my best-- I felt that way, I felt beautiful and sexy. My hands made it to his hair, those luscious dark locks on top of his head and I ran my fingers through it and pushed my hips back against him. I felt his hard cock against my back and I turned to look at him over my shoulder. He looked up at me and licked my neck slowly as I felt his hand go up my skirt. He turned me towards him and he looked around a bit. When his eyes returned to mine they were on fire.


    Chills rose up my spine, he shrugged off his jacket, only removing one hand at a time from my body to take it off. He let go and draped it over my shoulders and his hands again held me, captured me, as they controlled my movement. Completely lost in his eyes and the way he moved my body and then my body moved itself in perfect rhythm to Jase’s. I felt his hand move from my back as he pulled up my skirt and pulled me closer. His hand was up my skirt and I looked up at him. His eyes, oh God Jase’s eyes melted me. His jaw tightened and I felt his finger slowly spreading me and he hit my clit. I opened my mouth ready to cry out and his mouth covered mine and I whimpered into it.


    Each time his fingers ran deliciously parting me and then sinking into me I moaned into his mouth or chest. Now he was two fingers deep into me paying extra special attention to my g spot, it felt so fucking good. I felt myself tighten around his fingers and so did he, because he hissed in my ear.


    I frantically reached down and stroked his very hard erection through his jeans and then I was trying to undo his pants, “Not here, Baby.”


    Here? Oh wow yeah-- here. Realizing where I was I started to pull away.


    “No,” he growled against my ear.


    He moved us slowly through the crowd with his fingers still moving inside of me and I was right there ready to let go and he removed his finger I whimpered. He kissed me and pushed me against the wall. He rolled his hips against mine. And as his fully covered body rubbed slowly, tauntingly against me making my body pulse.


    He groaned and pulled away dragging me to the back of the Club.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 7


    I approached the bouncer at the back exit of Club Karma, “Here’s a hundred bucks. I’m going to go out there for a few minutes. Will this get me back in?”


    He shook his head yes and kind of grinned as he looked at Carly. Normally I would’ve kicked his ass for even thinking about her that way but I needed to make shit right between her and I.


    “And privacy-- got it!”


    I pulled her into the dimly lit alley and spun her around and squeezed her little ass in my hands and she moaned, “You took a cab tonight?”


    “Three,” she whimpered and I kissed her neck.


    “And obviously you don’t have those things in you.” Yeah that pissed her off. I felt her try to pull away.


    “Baby, I have never been one who needed to use toys to enhance my ability to make you come have I?”


    “That’s not…”


    “I know it was for us, I get that Carly, okay? And I was an ass… but next time if you want that, it’ll be me that’s shoves them in your tight little pussy,” I reached between us and felt her warmth and she gasped.


    “Uh huh,” and then she pushed into my hand.


    I slowly finger banged her right to the edge and then pulled my hand away.


    “Please Jase,” her voice made shit real painful beneath my jeans and I needed in so fucking bad right now, but I had to fucking fix this shit.


    I grabbed her hand and kissed it, “Sorry about that too.”


    Her eyes opened and I could tell I needed to be real quick about this or my Baby would be throwing a big girl fit, “He was eye fucking you Carly, he needed to know.”


    “How about ‘hey this is my fiancée’ Jase’?” she was getting angry.


    “He saw the ring and didn’t fucking care Carly,” reel it in there pal, “I don’t regret hitting him, but I should have used my own fucking hand.”


    I pulled her against me and kissed her hard as I reached up her shirt and played with those tight little nipples. I dipped my head down and sucked on them over her clothes and she was jelly in my hands, fucking perfect.


    I stood up and lifted her chin so she was looking at me; I needed to see her eyes when she responded, and needed an answer to the question that was making me literally lose my shit all day.


    “When you play with this ring, what are you thinking Carly?” I’m sure I wasn’t coming off as the bad ass I wanted to, but that shit scared me.


    She shook her head and looked away which pushed me even further into lose my shit land, “Don’t play games with my heart Carly if you need to tell me something, just say it.”


    “Why buy the milk when you can…no why buy the cow when you can get the milk for free?” she whispered and then her little lip popped right out as her baby blues started to tear up.


    “Oh, oh wow, what did I do to give you that…Baby, I thought this was all good,” holy shit I didn’t want her t feel that way.


    “Book Club.”


    “They fucking said that to you?” now I was pissed, seriously pissed and I won’t even lie and say I have never wanted to hit a woman before because yeah I have wanted to, wanting and doing are two different things but these bitches are supposed to love her. They are the closest thing she has to her mom, that shit must have hurt her bad.


    “As a joke, and yes I’m right here with you, but when you act like you did today…”


    “You want to walk?” okay-- now I was pissed at her and fuck if I could take that chance but I was fucking LIVID!


    “See now,” she stopped and looked down, “When I play with my ring Jase it’s like…I don’t know, ruby red slippers and clicking your heels three times to take you home.”


    Yeah I fucked up and yeah I was scared, “So you want to go back to California, Carly?”


    “No you…God you’re…you piss me off Jase!” I had no clue what was going on and I was seriously… “You are home! My ruby red clicking or when I play with my ring-- well I want that moment back, the day you asked me to marry you!”


    I didn’t give her a chance to talk. I grabbed her face and kissed her, “I love you so much.”


    “Well don’t be a…jerk,” she looked down and blushed.


    “I’m not promising perfect Carly, I’m far from it. I get pissed and jealous over…balls and cab drivers,” that one would take a while to heal and I am sure I just pissed her off and I didn’t want to look at her but I had to.


    I took a breath and looked up and she was trying her damndest not to smile and damn if it didn’t make me all fucking better, “I have to tell you something and I’m SURE it has everything to do with the alcohol but if it wasn’t my hand which by the way that hurt!” I cringed and grabbed her hand and kissed it. I did butterfly kisses, Eskimo kisses, soft kisses, every kiss I could think of, to make it better and she laughed. “Okay, that was funny but don’t you ever do it again.”


    “I won’t Baby, does it feel better now?” I smiled and yeah I made it a good one.


    “Jase,” she looked up at me and she had those eye, “You forgot my favorite kiss.”


    My cock sprang into action, “Which one is that, Baby?”


    “I want you to rub your ball all over my tongue.”


    Didn’t have to ask me twice. My mouth was on hers and my tongue was rubbing all over hers the same way I wanted it to be lapping up her hot sweet...awe damn. She was pulling my fucking pants off, and stroking me so fucking good. I fucked her mouth with my tongue and her hand with my cock. I lifted her skirt and she grabbed my hair in her free hand and climbed up me like a little fucking monkey and wiggled her hot little ass to where she wanted it and stroked the Prince across her clit.


    I held her up and walked into the darker part of the Alley under a light post that’s lights had burnt out. While her legs were wrapped around me, she reached up, grabbed the post and I fucked her hard, holding nothing back. She was holding on for dear life and I was, too. I wanted to come all up in her as soon as she slid down on me but I would make sure she got hers first.


    As she came loudly so did I. Spent emotionally and physically I held her on me still and tried to catch my breath.


    I set her down when she seemed as if she was okay, “Jase, I need a bathroom.”


    “Alright baby give me just...” she covered her face, “What are you hiding from?”


    “It’s dripping,” she whispered.


    I looked around, “Baby, it’s not raining.”


    “No your…” she pointed down and I saw my seed oozing down her inner thigh.


    “That’s so fucking hot.” It was too!


    “No!” she tried to sound annoyed and then she laughed, “Do you have a tissue?”


    “Nope,” I watched my shit run down her leg, marking it.


    “Jase what the hell?”


    “Baby my guys are sliding down you high fiving each other and doing a victory lap, they were just in heaven and they want everyone to see,” I looked up at her read face, “I want a picture.”


    “Jase that’s so…”


    “Hot.”


    “Please get it off,” she whispered.


    “No way! I want it to dry on there and I’m kind of hoping it stains,” I laughed, “A dick stain, Baby.”


    For a minute I thought she was pissed at how stupid I was.


    And then she smiled. God, I love that girl.


    So yeah, pussy whipped, possessive, and head up my ass in love with her, I did as she asked, I ran my finger up her leg, capturing my guys and yes I smeared them around a bit and then I flung them against the concrete. Sorry boys. But I will do whatever she asks and I knew they understood, and I was sure they weren’t talking.


    After giving my apologies, I looked up at her smiling face, “Baby, I was thinking a lot today…”


    “Thinking or fuming?”


    “What?”


    She laughed, “Never mind.”


    “I wanna take you on a date,” I couldn’t help but smile at myself.


    “A real date or a fake one?” she was beaming.


    “I seriously haven’t taken you out and that’s not cool at all,” admitting it out loud to her was even worse than to me. I had thought I was giving her all that shit, but I wasn’t.


    “You took me dancing tonight,” she took my hand, “That was a very bold move on your part Jase, because I really can’t dance.”


    She was right, but no way in hell I would tell her that.


    “I suck at it, huh?”


    Oh damn, think Jase hearts and flowers, “Apparently you did pretty well on that bar. It got you out here.” She laughed a little bit too self-consciously,” And on the dance floor Carly, well I can honestly say I’ve never danced like that before, our bodies move fucking perfectly together.”


    She smiled, “They do, right?”


    “Yeah Baby, they do,” I pulled her tightly against my side as we walked in the back door.


    “I have to go to the bathroom.”


    “I’ll find Abe and then we can leave?”


    “Oh no we can’t, we’re on a date, Jase,” she grinned and walked away and I watched that little ass the whole time.


    ~


    I was looking around for Abe when Tara walked up to me, “Please tell me you didn’t lose her again.”


    She looked up at me and blushed, “No, she’s in the bathroom.”


    “Good, because she seems like a really nice girl,” Tara seemed like a really nice girl too.


    “She’s great, I’m very lucky to have her,” I was watching the bathroom door when she walked out and looked around, I whistled loudly and I have no idea how, but she heard me over the music. She smiled as she walked over.


    “Here comes the Bride,” Tara smiled and I immediately worried Carly would be upset that I was standing next to her.


    That worry quickly faded when she walked up and took my hand.


    “You two want a drink?”


    “No we’re good, right?” I looked at Carly and she shook her head no.


    “I seemed to have lost my buzz and I was kind of liking it,” Tara laughed at Carly.


    “Aren’t you tired?” I sure was I looked at my watch and it was only ten o’clock.


    “I’m on a date,” she smirked at me.


    “I’ll go get us some drinks,” I kissed her on the cheek and left her with Tara.


    I scanned the club for Abe and found him in the middle of the sorority sisters getting his hair finger fucked as they all used his body as a human pole. He looked uncomfortable which made me laugh. I ordered drinks and grabbed him one, too.


    As I walked by the girls I held his beer in the air and he maneuvered his way out of the crowd. Some looked annoyed, but the others just rubbed on each other.


    Abe and I walked back to the high top table Carly and Tara were sitting at. They were laughing and talking. It was cool to see her have a girl to hang out with. Even if it was a girl whose nipples I just pierced who happened to also be a stripper. I passed out dinks and Abe and I sat across the table from them.


    “Tara invited us to go back to the sorority house. You guys wanna go?”


    I bit my lip so I wouldn’t laugh, pretty damn sure she had no clue the place was a strip club, “Nah, not tonight Baby.”


    “I was under the impression I was on a date and I think a man who’s…” Tara leaned over and whispered in her ear and I wanted Carly’s mouth drop and she quickly snapped it shut.


    She looked at Tara and started laughing and hugged Tara.


    She looked back at me and I wasn’t sure what to think, “I want to go.”


    Tara looked up at me and shrugged, “I figured if she was still talking to me after she thought you sucked out my handicapped nipples she could handle it.”


    Carly nearly choked, Abe glared at me, and Tara laughed her ass off.


    Carly started laughing, “I wanna go.”


    I looked back over at Abe who was still pissed and saw the other Sorority Sisters walking over towards us, “Sounds like a plan.”


    We all did a shot and walked outside. Carly was having a blast and it was really great to watch her. Abe still had no fucking clue what was going on and I was having a blast with that. I walked to my car expecting to see Carly when I turned around and I saw her alright. She and Tara were holding hands running towards the street laughing. When the fucking cab pulled up to the curb she turned to me blew a kiss and climbed in with her new friends.


    “Serves you right, asshole,” Abe climbed into the passenger side.


    I purposely said nothing as I caught up to the cab and he was pissed, super pissed. I laughed and he smacked me.


    “Bro, I pierced her nipples, all of them actually,” I looked out of the corner of my eye to see the look on his face.


    “When are you going to stop doing that shit?”


    “What, work at the shop?”


    “Yeah Jase, work at the shop,” he was seriously pissed.


    “She encourages it Abe, she knows I love it. She also gets that its art man,” take that fucker.


    “Piercing nipples is art! Good to know. I’m going to strongly encourage my cousin to learn the art of piercing, and lead her into specializing in Prince Albert. You good with that Jase?”


    Ok, so… he had a point. I wouldn’t want her even looking at another man’s dick. I’d probably end up behind bars instead of shoving them through holes. But that fucker pissed me off. It was an art.


    “It’s a part of who I am Abe, she gets it.”


    “Have you asked her how she feels about it, the nipple piercing part?”


    “Not specifically but…”


    “I love you like a brother Jase, but sometimes you’re an idiot. In less than a year you’ve called me twice to comfort her because you did something stupid. I love her, she’s family. I won’t keep playing her.”


    “Playing her? How the fuck are you playing her Abe? I love her.”


    “Then fucking respect her. Jesus she told me about the cab thing you made her feel like a slut. That’s fucked up, Jase.”


    “She must’ve told you part of the story, and not the whole thing then Abe, because I’m sure you’d be pissed off, too!”


    “Oh no-- I heard every uncomfortable part of the story. She’s drunk man, and girls talk all sorts of shit when they’re drunk.”


    I had to laugh I couldn’t help myself, “I apologized, but if some fuck heard your girl go off Abe and then thought he had the right to oogle her and then fucking think it was for him, you’d fucking bitch slap him too.”


    Abe tried not to laugh but he did and then in true Abe form, his conscience and loyalty issues got the best of him, “Don’t fucking do that to her again.”


    I didn’t reply, I couldn’t promise shit except I wouldn’t use her hand to do the slapping next time.


    We pulled in behind the cab and got out at Sorority Sisters.


    “No fucking way,” Abe was shocked.


    “I said no man, but you heard the lady,” I nodded towards Carly who was laughing and basically running into the strip club.


    Yeah my Baby was the best.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 8


    I couldn’t believe I was at a strip club. This was insane, and I could only imagine what the book club would say. Tara dragged me to the bar behind her. The bartender was cute, brown spiky hair pale blue eyes and a very naughty look in them. Tara stood on the foot stool and leaned over and he kissed her.


    “How did it go?” he seemed pretty intense, the way he looked at her.


    She smiled shyly, “Good.”


    “Let’s see ‘em’” he looked down at her.


    I could tell she was uncomfortable as she took a deep breath and hesitated.


    “Tara, let’s see your tit’s,” he was pretty damn insistent and she pulled up her shirt and he leaned over, “Closer.”


    He leaned down and kissed them and then grabbed the ring with his tongue and looked like he was going to give them a tug, “NO!”


    He looked at me like I had three heads, “They’re really sensitive, give it a couple weeks.”


    “A couple weeks, yeah right. Your tougher than that Tara, right?” she smiled and shook her head yes. “Let’s see yours.”


    “I don’t have rings,” I felt a hand reach around my waist and I immediately felt better.


    “Everything alright, Baby?” I looked up and Jase was glaring at the bartender.


    “Oh hey Tony, this is Carly and this is…sorry I didn’t get your name, which is odd,” Tara’s face was red.


    “Jay, his name is Jay,” I made myself smile.


    “Tony, Jay is the tattoo artist,” Tara smiled at him.


    “Fucking magician too, thanks man,” Tony stuck his hand out and Jase or Jay shook it, “Tara had the ugliest tits man, they look good now.”


    “I think her tits are pretty,” yeah, there-- Tony the anti tit man.


    Tara smiled at me, “Awe, thanks Carly.”


    Tony laughed and looked down, “What can I get for you?”


    After we got our drinks Tara lead us to a corner, “VIP area for our new friends.”


    Jase and Abe sat down and I looked at the red velvety seat and really didn’t want to sit down in my skirt. I bet this couch carried more germs than a public toilet. But I knew it’d be rude to not sit down. I glanced at Jase and he was smiling as he shed his light jacket and placed it next to him.


    He patted it and I sat, “Thanks,” I kissed his cheek.


    “How was your cab ride?” he asked raising his eyebrow and I laughed.


    “Very uneventful.”


    “Hmm,” Jase looked up at the stage and then back at me, “You enjoying our date, Baby?”


    I looked up at the stage as a girl was humping a pole and turned red.


    I looked away and heard him chuckle and I elbowed him.


    Tara threw her sweater on the couch next to me and sat down which made me laugh.


    She smiled, “You should see what they do on these things.”


    As soon as the words escaped her mouth three Sisters came out from the back and stood right in front of us. They started dancing and Abe looked past Jase and at me, uncomfortably. I laughed, “My idea big guy, go crazy. Have at it Mona!”


    Tara gasped and I looked at her, “What-- isn’t that her name?”


    She shook her head from side to side no, “Cassidy, her name is Cassidy.”


    “Listen tits I don’t think…” Cassidy or Mona began.


    “Not your strong suite Cassidy, stick to dancing girl,” Tara laughed and so did Jase.


    Cassidy stormed off and walked up to Tony, her hands where flailing head bobbing around, it was really funny to watch and I laughed, and finished my drink as I watched a cowgirl lasso some poor guy in the front row sitting next to an older version of him. Probably father and son and that poor kid was red as a devils dick. I looked over at Jase who was looking at me, completely focused on me.


    “I’m going to get more drinks,” Tara jumped up and scooted away.


    He smiled and looked down at my lips. He leaned forward into my neck and whispered, “What are you thinking?”


    I smiled and leaned into Jase’s arms, “Well first I was thinking about that poor kid that’s sitting next to his Dad, whose face is beat red, and then I thought red as a devils dick. Then I thought of Bella.”


    “What?” I laughed at him because his look was very un-Jase like. Confused, annoyed, and kind of scared.


    “Well, I could never imagine bringing her to something like this. Just seems wrong.” He smiled and his eyebrow rose a bit. “What?”


    “It feels real wrong bringing you here,” he looked on stage and I followed his eyes.


    The same red face kid was now on all fours while cowgirl was riding him and spanking his butt. But now he was smiling and I closed my eyes and giggled because it was funny.


    “Baby, just remember he’s a guy,” he kissed my neck and then bit it. “And really think about that parenting bit, don’t judge baldy up there.”


    I was really curious to what he meant by that, “Why?”


    “You read a lot of books Baby, tell me that’s not porn. It’s just not visual like this,” Jase smiled smugly, “How old were you when you started reading those books with your Mom?”


    “Eighteen, Jase!”


    “Don’t get mad Carly, I don’t want to fight with you,” he leaned over and kissed my lips gently, “I wanna love you.”


    And it worked, just like he knew it would, smug little…very hot… “Jase not here.”


    “Fine,” he pulled his hand off my upper thigh and sat back and watched the stage.


    I looked around for Tara, she wasn’t back. A couple of the dancer’s came back to us and danced a bit, well I think they did… I couldn’t watch. Abe had one in his lap and her hands were in his hair as she straddled him and was grinding against his lap and I really didn’t want to see where his hands were. Two girls, one on each side of us and one of them put her foot between us as she humped the air between Jase and her. The other was skimming my jaw with her finger. I looked over at Jase and he looked at me. His girl grabbed his hair, scratch that-- my hair, and pulled it back as she got to close, her boobs were no more than an inch away from his face and I saw him lean back and she bent down with her tongue sticking out as she went for his neck.


    Jase pulled back and glared at her and shook his head no. He reached into his pocket and grabbed cash and she bent down as if she were going to take it in her mouth. Fucking gross-- did she not know how dirty money was?


    Jase said something in her ear and she shrugged and looked towards my girl who was fingering my collar bone, and then turned around and danced away from him, good thing for her I was going to bitch slap her with Jase’s hand if her tongue touched him. It was definitely bad enough that she touched that hair. Oh I hated her, how dare she!


    Jase was smiling at me with an amused, cocky grin that was incredibly sexy and infuriating at the same time. He leaned in and I licked my lips and he kept leaning and said something to the girl who was very interested in the bone structure of my face and neck and leaned back so he was inches from my face. I wanted to kiss him, he gave me a look-- a look of boredom. He moved back and sat very smugly against the couch. He lifted his arms and stretched putting his hands behind his head and closed his eyes and then he yawned. I waved off my girl or whatever you called her and looked at Jase’s now exposed V and I moaned, damn, damn, damn.


    Abe was definitely having a good time and although his hands were not touching her the white knuckled grip on the plush chair arms gave it away. The song was ending and the girl leaned in and said something in his ear and then kissed him on the cheek.


    When she got up I saw my cousin’s excitement and then watched his jaw clench as he adjusted himself watching her walk away.


    I was curious if Jase had the same reaction so I reached over and grabbed a hold of him, he kept his eyes closed and grinned. I climbed on his lap and started doing my own bumping and grinding as his grin broadened into a huge smile and his eyes open and he grabbed my hips, “Wow baby-- I didn’t know that was you,” he laughed and sat up.


    Damn he was gorgeous and wow he was growing, hmmm.


    I grabbed his hair and yanked his head towards me, “If anyone touches this again, I’ll fuck them up.”


    “Bad ass,” he grinned at me, “Kind of hot. I gotta question Baby, when you grabbed my dick what were you expecting?”


    I scowled and looked away. He tightened his grip on my hips and thrust his hips harshly against mine, “This is for you. And this,” we waved his hand through the air, “Isn’t a place I want to be with you.”


    “Oh no,” I crossed my arms, “I’m an independent woman, Jase.”


    “I’m well aware of that Baby, and you’re also very, very, stubborn as well,” he smiled as he bit his pouty bottom lip and let it drop out of his mouth slowly.


    I closed my eyes truly not needing to see that while I was mounted onto of him. His finger slid quickly up my skirt and dove under my already wet panties and he skimmed my clit I pushed slowly into his finger. His finger curled inside me and the music stopped and he pulled his hand away.


    I stood up off of him definitely feeling lightheaded and very naughty, I cleared my voice, “Drinks, up-- I need, I will get…”


    Jase stood shooting me a cocky little half smile and grabbed my hand, “Something cold baby, because you’re on fire.”


    He smacked my ass as we made our way to the bar. I tried to give him a scowl, but he truly looked amused and happy and well, I loved seeing him like this, especially after a day like today.


    Tony smiled when we walked up to the bar at me, not Jase. “Where did Tara run off to?”


    “Impromptu debut, she’s up next,” he winked and wiped the bar off. “What can I get for you?”


    I looked towards the stage when I heard Pink’s Try start. When Tara came out she was in black. The nearly see through half top covered a deep red bikini top and the same material was used in a very short wrap dance skirt, covering deep red bottoms. I watched her move, she was like a little bird. Not a trashy little bird either, and she was beautiful. Tara was also very strong when she sauntered up to the neon pole in the middle of the stage, she very elegantly did a hand stand, landed her back against the pole and her feet in the air. She wrapped her long legs around it and pulled her body slowly up, and she let her shirt fall to the ground, it fell beautifully to the ground. She grabbed the pole and swung her body around, not the basic stripper pole slide down the pole her body. Her body bent around it and then she held the pole and her legs were practically straight out and she lifted them over her head wrapped them around the pole pulled her body up once again. She was nearly at the top when the chorus started she flung her body backwards and landed in a stance that reminded me of a gymnast. Then as the music’s speed increased she blended in some amazing almost hip hop moves. Swaying her hips to the music, her body was fluid, absolutely fluid. Very sensual and seductive, erotic as hell. I looked up at Jase and could tell he was intrigued.


    I nudged him, “Good, right?”


    “Yeah, she doesn’t belong here Carly,” he looked like he cared-- like truly cared.


    “Does it turn you on?”


    He smirked, “No, it’s her art, tastefully done art.”


    He must not have thought I believed him, he grabbed my hand and put it against his crotch and rolled his eyes, “Seriously that was hot, Jase.” I waited for him to take a drink and whispered, “I think I have lady wood.”


    He laughed out loud and grabbed me lifting me up so we were eyeball to eyeball, “SO now I have to worry about Cabbies and Strippers too?”


    I smiled, “DO you have any idea what you’re getting into Jase Steel?”


    “Hell yeah I do,” he kissed me and his phone vibrated in his pocket.


    I felt it against me, “Oh God” I purposely moaned and rubbed my body down his pocket.


    “Baby that’s not even close to what you sound like,” he smiled as he grabbed his phone and looked at it, “Shit.”


    “Is Bella okay, I saw her earlier but…”


    “You saw her?” he was shocked.


    And I was embarrassed, “Sorry-- I missed her, and I pretended I needed to give her a tooth brush, it’s our code.”


    “Your code?”


    “Like if she is at a friends and wants to come home or wants to just see me she is supposed to ask me to bring her toothbrush, our code,” the song ended and Tara almost walked off stage.


    “Seriously you’re a fucking stripper. Tips Tara, Jesus Christ!” Tony snapped from behind me.


    I wanted to turn around and rip him a new one and Jase grabbed my hand and then handed me a hundred, “Go tip her,” he winked and dialed his phone as I walked away.


    When Tara came back she was in a robe and smiling, she looked proud of herself, “That was amazing.”


    “You think so?” she was embarrassed but I could see she was also proud.


    We walked up to the bar and she looked at Tony, her eyes smiling and he looked at her, “It was good Tara, but seriously… we talked about this. You changed the fucking song and there was not nearly enough grinding and playing with the crowd. You need to watch Cassidy, she knows how to work them, and you almost forgot tips completely, what the fuck is that about?”


    Tara looked defeated to me, and my beer muscles were not going to sit idly by, “She was fucking amazing. She doesn’t have to work the crowd like Mona does.”


    Tara smiled at me and yes it encouraged me, “You have more talent than all of them, and you’re nice… so you’re a bazillion times better than…”


    Mona came and sat down, without a robe of course sticking her big old boobies all about. “So now you’re calling me Mona, do you wanna know why?”


    Tara glared at her and Tony looked at me, “Sex sells, that gymnast, ballet shit doesn’t. You did good Tara but Cassidy always cleans house. How much so far tonight Cassidy?”


    She dropped her money on the bar and he smiled, “See Tara, your friend is nice but she doesn’t know the business.”


    “How much did you make Tara?” I seriously was hoping she made more and then Mona and I seriously wanted to know why they called her that.


    “Eighty seven dollars for one dance, and I wasn’t even scheduled!” Cassidy clapped


    I smiled and looked at Jase who had just hung up his phone, I pulled him by the shirt, “I owe you big.”


    “Yeah, you do,” Jase winked.


    “Tara how much did you make?”


    She looked at me and shook her head no and then smiled, “Not that much, good job Cassidy.”


    “Let’s see it Tara,” Tony rolled his eyes and I wanted to poke them out.


    Tara sat on something and then pulled the money out of her waistband. She counted and laughed, “One hundred twelve.”


    Cassidy grabbed her pile and counted it again and then stomped away, “Wow Tara,” Tony looked her up and down, “Great job, someone gets laid tonight.”


    He pulled her by the robe nearly over the bar and I had to look away, she looked uncomfortable, and I sure was watching it. Jase looked at me and tried not to laugh. I slugged him and he hugged me and buried my head into his very, very nice chest.


    I looked up at him and laughed, “What Baby?”


    “I am so glad you were my first kiss.”


    “And last, Carly,” he looked down and raised an eyebrow.


    “And last Jase,” I pulled him down so that I could whisper in his ear, “I feel bad for her, he’s slimy.”


    Jase smiled and shook his head in agreement, “Cyrus just busted my ass about not stopping at his place. I wanna head back to YOUR place.”


    He emphasized your because of my freak out and it made me smile.


    “It’s like,” I grabbed my phone and looked at it, “Jase it’s only nine o’clock. We should go.”


    He smirked, “You’re still on west coast time.”


    I looked down and laughed, “I guess you’re right-- oops.”


    “Always am,” he gave me a cocky smile.


    “Can we go, just for a little while? his smile deepened which egged my on, “Please, please, please, pleeeeaaaasssseee?”


    “You begging, Baby?” his eyes danced with amusement.


    “Do you want me to?”


    “Fuck yeah,” he laughed.


    “Can I bring a friend?” I stuck out my bottom lip on purpose.


    “One friend Carly, that’s it.”


    I turned to ask Tara if she wanted to go and I saw Tony take her money off the bar and pocket it, “You’ll blow it girl, we need it for production costs.”


    Tara smiled and shook her head yes, and he turned around. She didn’t look too thrilled.


    “Tara, we’re going to a party, would you like to come? Jase can drive and we can bring you back, only for like two hours tops?”


    She smiled and looked back at Tony, “Shit-- go, have fun,” he waved dismissively and then looked back at me, “She need money?”


    “No it’s just a party,” I wanted to tell him she needed her damn money back but I decided it best to mind my business. I grabbed her hand, “Let’s roll, girl!”


    Tara laughed and followed us out to the car.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 9


    No it wasn’t a date anymore and Abe kind of got side tracked and was no longer with us. Carly sat in the back with Tara. I was a fucking Cabbie now, without the pleasure of hearing her try to hold back from going off like that son of a bitch got to earlier. I swear on my dick if I ever see him again I will fuck him up. Holy shit I was acting like her! Focus Jase, what the fuck!


    She was having a great time, kind of reminded me of when Little Bell had company over. Those two girls talked about everything and laughed about some really stupid shit but she was giggling and laughing and I had fucked her twice today, had my finger buried in her less than an hour ago and her hot little ass grinding into me in a very public place, and I still couldn’t think about anything else.


    Would I rather have her up here sitting next to me stroking me or sucking me off like she sometimes did while we drove down the road? Fuck yes. But she never did this shit and it was cool.


    I laughed to myself when Tara was talking about how all men ever wanted was sex. Carly whispered, well… she thought she was whispering because she was drunk, that she couldn’t think of anything else when she and I were alone for more than two minutes, either.


    When we pulled down the road to Cyrus’s I about shit, there were cars parked four blocks back. I knew he must have paid off some neighbors to make this work.


    “Oh wow, there is a lot of cars here,” Carly sounded nervous and I’m not gonna lie, who the hell knows what we were going to run into tonight, I was kind of shitting bricks too now.


    We walked in the front door and the music was booming throughout the house. Carly had a death grip on my hand and Tara was right behind us. I’m pretty sure if I stopped quickly her nose would end up in my ass.


    I looked around and as usual there were twice as many chicks here as there were guys. Nickie D was playing tunes and was swarmed by chicks in skirts that were way too short which was normal. He smiled when he saw me and grabbed his mic, “A shout out to my boy Jay, sorry ladies but he’s a dead man walking.”


    The room filled with noises of disapproval. And I flipped him off and looked down at Carly. She looked like a deer in the headlights, so fucking cute. I pulled her closer and she looked up and smiled.


    “Jay,” I laughed and she smiled.


    New friends weren’t privy to the real names we took to initials and our boys that we still hung with knew the drill. No need bringing attention to ourselves now that we had more money than we knew what to do with. But that money didn’t come easy, it was an opportunity, not a fucking hand out.


    I spotted Cyrus sitting on the couch with, one, two, three, four, chicks hanging of him and half a dozen more waiting impatiently. When he saw me he laughed and clapped his hands together.


    “Get the fuck over here!” he yelled and the girls came flying over and he laughed, “Na not you all, it’s bros before hoes, no offense of course.”


    None of them were a bit pissed off well except Carly, “Did he really just say that to them?”


    And then he did it, “My fucking beer is empty-- why don’t one of you make yourselves useful and grab me three more?” he looked up again, “Fuck that bring me four. Bro what did you bring me?”


    Carly tensed up and I held her tighter, “He’s loaded; give him a break please Baby.”


    “If he says one more thing, Jase,” she was pissed.


    “This is Carly’s friend,” I shot him a look hoping he wasn’t too tanked to understand what I was trying to tell him.


    “Well fuck, any friend of Carly’s can come sit right here in the place of honor,” he patted the spot recently vacated between his legs. Cyrus laughed “No?”


    I looked at Carly and then at Tara. Tara was giving him a look that could not possibly be mistaken for anything other than distain.


    His lip curled up a bit and the way he was looking at her was unmistakable, Tara was now a challenge, “She’s got a boyfriend, Cyrus.”


    I sat next to Cyrus and Carly dragged Tara to the middle of the floor where others were dancing.


    “You need to leave that one alone,” I patted his knee as I sat next to him.


    “Not a problem,” the tone in his voice made me think he met that phrase in a different way than even he believed.


    “She has a boyfriend, Cyrus,” he grumbled as he watched Cary and Tara dancing, “She’s a stripper.”


    His eyes pulled away from them and he looked at me and smirked, “How does she handle the pole?”


    I chuckled, “Way different than the others did.”


    “You fucked her? Does Carly know…”


    “No you ass, we went to…” I paused for a moment wanting to savor this moment, “Sorority sister tonight,” he looked at me like I was fucking with him, “It was Carly’s idea.”


    “Full of shit,” he smirked and looked back at them clearly sidetracked.


    “Not at all,” I leaned back into the couch and looked at Carly. Tara was trying to teach her to dance and I couldn’t help but laugh.


    “Your girl can’t dance for shit, Jase,” Cyrus nudged me, but never looked away.


    “Yeah I know,” I smiled and watched her. It didn’t matter if she could dance, I really didn’t want to have to crack skulls if someone was starring anyway.


    “The other one, what’s her name again?” Cyrus leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees and watched her intensely.


    “Tara and she has a boyfriend,” I reminded him. Usually this worked for Cyrus, Zandor on the other hand thought it was his job to show girls what they were missing, says it’s helped many stop from making a mistake. He just wants to show them that there is more fish in the sea.


    “Carly would be real pissed at you Cyrus,” I chuckled.


    “You ever really gonna marry that girl Jase?”


    “Yeah I’m gonna marry her, asshole,” he looked at me for a second too long, “You know we can’t leave until Charlotte is better Cyrus,” now I was getting a bit bent.


    “Sure it’s not that you’re still healing from Charlee?”


    “Charlee has been dead for a long time Cyrus; this has nothing to do with her. Are you serious right now?!” Out of everyone in the world my brothers should be able to tell I’m head up my ass for Carly.


    “Think about it Jase, that’s all I’m saying,” Cyrus sat back still focused on Tara.


    “I wanna give her the world. Starting with a wedding in Italy, all that shit girls want! You’re really pissing me off right now!”


    “Just seems like you’re waiting for Charlotte to die until you can move on,” Cyrus glanced at me, “And if that’s it, is she really the one?”


    “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”


    “Chill out man. But check this; if it’s crossed my mind don’t you think it has hers? I mean she comes home, surprises you, gets bent I mean really fucking bent. I have never seen her act like that and now she’s encouraging you to go to strip clubs and shit? Girls don’t do that because they want to, they do it to impress us dumb asses,” Cyrus chuckled, “You know I’m right.”


    “No you’re not, she fucking knows how I feel.” I sounded sure of myself, but was I? She was definitely acting different and the whole Cow and milk thing she said earlier. Even Abe was questioning me. FUCK!


    I glanced at Cyrus and he had a shit eating grin on his face, “Shit or get off the pot, Jase.”


    I looked over at my Baby and knew shit needed to change, and soon.


    I was staring off into space when I heard Cyrus laugh, “Maybe you shouldn’t marry her, man.”


    I looked up and my baby was doing the Monkey, the swim, and then she busted out with the robot.


    “You think she knows what she looks like?” Cyrus nudged me and laughed.


    “I think she knows exactly what she looks like,” Carly saw us watching and she smiled, lifted her palms, shrugged her shoulders, and laughed at herself, and then she started doing the chicken dance, and the shit kicker is that shit wasn’t even playing. “I just hope she knows what she looks like to me.”


    The girls laughed and danced. Tara was trying to help Carly out, but the more Carly drank the less she cared. It didn’t matter to me at all, she was beautiful. Cyrus and I sat there forever chuckling at her.


    “You should go, I don’t know, mingle. I’m very content right here,” I wasn’t trying to hold Cyrus back at all, “I’m exhausted man.”


    Tara checked her phone a few times and looked a bit anxious, and Carly was starting to drag ass. I was cool with that when we got home. I’d love to sit in a bath with her wash every inch of her body, lay her out in that big old bed and show her just how much she means to me.


    Cyrus was looking at the door agitated and I looked to see what was bugging him.


    Tony was here and looked very at home, he was working the crowd talking to everyone and Tara was oblivious, she was still trying to teach Carly some moves that were of this century. I bet she was missing her mom right now. You are my home, kept running through my mind, and then the shit Cyrus brought up and I knew I needed to do something, or the shit storm that today was would continue.


    “Oh, fuck no!” Cyrus stood up and started storming towards a group of guys.


    “Shit,” I followed.


    Before I could get to him he had someone against the wall and I couldn’t tell who it was.


    “You bring that shit to my house!” Cyrus screamed as he slammed someone against the wall, “You bring that shit into my place?!”


    I knew Cyrus wasn’t going to kill the guy he was screaming on, just like he knew I wouldn’t have killed the Cabbie. Killing someone was a no-go, but fucking them up—well… that’s another story.


    Carly and Tara walked over to me and I looked down at her, “He’s a little pissed off.”


    “Shouldn’t you help him?” she was nervous.


    “No I’m pretty sure he’s got it,” I smiled at how damn cute she was.


    “I came to get what’s mine, mother fucker!”


    Oh boy, a pissed of boyfriend, and Zandor wasn’t here. It’s not like Cyrus was totally against banging a chick that had a boyfriend, but not really his style.


    “You came to my fucking home, pedaling your shit, interrupting a good time to get what’s yours.” Cyrus laughed loudly, “Is anyone here being held against their will?” His voice filled the room and Nickie D shut down the music, everyone answered no, “That’s right just a bunch of friends chilling out listening to some good music.”


    “Get your fucking hands…”


    “Did I give you permission to speak?! You come in my home, intrude on my good fucking time, trying to pedal your fucking shit and you think you have permission to speak to me now?! Hey everyone, do we need his fucking shit?!” the response an over whelming no, “Hell no, and you punks trying to score are fucking banned, get the fucking door-- and get the fuck out!”


    “TARA!” Oh shit Carly’s head snapped around and she looked at Tara.


    Tara darted towards Cyrus and Carly went after her.


    Cyrus turned around and looked stunned, “Birdie is this yours?” and now he was pissed.


    “Let him go!”


    “You refuse the place of honor for a shitbag like this?!”


    “He doesn’t do drugs, he wouldn’t do…”


    Now I’m restraining Carly holding her back when Cyrus holds up the bag of pills, “Birdie is the fucker sick and dying?”


    “You’re mistaken, Tony tell him whose it is, now!”


    “It was in his hands…”


    “You’re drunk! Let. Him. Go,” Tara was pulling on Cyrus’s arm and I knew I had to step in, “He is leaving, but you’re not going anywhere with him!”


    Oh man. I moved and stood in front of Tara


    “Tony,” Cyrus took him hand off his throat, “I strongly suggest you use the door, or I will be glad to help you.”


    “Let’s go, Tara,” Tony grabbed for her hand.


    “The bird stays-- you fucking get out,” Cyrus crossed his arms in front of his chest, “Out!”


    Tony looked at Tara and opened the door, “Let’s go now.”


    “I said she stays,” Cyrus kicked him in the stomach and he fell out the door. Cyrus then slammed the door


    Carly hugged Tara tightly and she cried, “I have to go.”


    “No, we can get you home Tara, can’t we …” she was so scared and I can’t even explain how that made me feel, “We can right?”


    “I have to go Carly,” Tara tried to run to the door and Cyrus grabbed her.


    “Let go of me,” Tara had tears in her eyes and Carly started to shake.


    Cyrus whispered something in her ear and she slapped him across the face, I’m pretty sure he deserved it. He laughed and held her face tightly in his hands and licked her forehead, she tried to slap him again and he started pulling her behind him. Carly was flipping out. I don’t know what the fuck was going on with him but she screamed at him and he looked back.


    “Is that what you want? Is that what little bitches like you want?”


    Carly ran up and grabbed her arm and I grabbed Cyrus, Tara took the opportunity to pull away from Carly, and quick as shit she was out.


    I looked at Cyrus and he shook his head, pointed to a girl and disappeared into his room.


    I held Carly and gave Nickie D. a nod, by the time she was done crying the house was cleared out.


    “She’s better than that Jase. She is so talented,” I smiled trying to ease her hurt but she was vested, and it scared the hell out of me.


    “We can’t change everybody, Baby.”


    We sat on the couch as Nickie D. was cleaning up the music, “You guys crashing here?”


    Nickie lived with Cyrus, they had been best friends for years, “No, just waiting for the blood alcohol content to lessen.”


    I had only had four or five tonight but Carly was pretty insistent on being responsible for Bella, not that I was big on getting fucked up and driving but I agreed with her. Carly was falling asleep on my lap when Nickie said goodnight and turned the music off.


    “Sleep Baby, I’ll wake you up in an hour or so,” I pulled her up on my lap and held her as she got comfortable wiggling her ass around against me I tried real fucking hard to not …well get hard. Shit didn’t only go as planned though you know.


    “Jase?” Carly looked annoyed, “I’m having a hard time right now, and you…”


    “I’m having a Hard time as well. I know you’re upset,” I pulled her head against my chest and took a few deep breaths, “Sorry Baby, but that’s your entire fault.”


    “Tara was right, that’s all you guys think about,” she sounded frustrated and I couldn’t help but smile remembering her response.


    “You were wiggling all over it Baby…this conversation needs to stop if you want me to be what you need right now,” I rubbed her back and she shifted again. She did it again and I was seriously trying really hard, but she wasn’t helping.


    When she finally seemed comfortable, I closed my eyes, kissed her hair and leaned back.


    I was about ready to doze off, when I heard a noise from down the hall. Carly looked up at me all wide-eyed and blushing furiously.


    I laughed and she covered her ears, I pulled her hand away and couldn’t stop smiling, “You ready to leave?”


    She shook her head yes, “I hope I never sound like that Jase, if I do you have to tell me okay? That’s just…”


    “They’re watching a movie, Baby,” I smiled she laughed, “A very loud, naughty movie.”


    She stood up and the shit that was coming from that room almost made me blush… “fuck my pussy harder…I am ready to come fuck it, beat my pussy…Your so big…so good…oh yes fuck it.”


    Carly and I were both started laughing, “If she says “who’s your daddy” I’m gonna throw up Jase.”


    Spank me...We both froze. Smack that ass…are you ever going to come?…HARDER…Oh yes... OH DADDY.


    I grabbed her hand and we darted out of the house laughing. She was laughing out of embarrassment and I was laughing because she was so damn perfect.


    I opened the door for her and buckled her seat belt, “I can do it,” she was smiling and holding her stomach.


    “Daddy’s got it, Baby,” I whispered in her ear and she threw her head back and laughed again.


    “Stop it, my stomach hurts,” she smiled and I couldn’t look away. I loved this girl madly and I never wanted her to doubt it.


    I jumped in the car and sat watching her smile as she looked out the window when she looked back at me, she smiled softer, “Worst date ever.”


    I laughed, “No shit, right?”


    “No, not all bad I guess.” She grabbed my hand, “The alley was nice.”


    I smiled and stare at her I couldn’t help. “You know you mean the world to me right?”


    She looked over and smiled and shook her head yes.


    “You told me today I was your home. If I ever make you feel otherwise, don’t you dare hold back on me. I hurt you today…”


    “Jase, I was just joking about it being the worst date ever, I had fun tonight.”


    “Favorite part?”


    “Ummm… I don’t know. You go first,” she was embarrassed again.


    “Watching you dance on the bar,” and it really was.


    “I was pissed at you, I thought you sucked…”


    “Yeah what the hell is that about? I would never do shit like that to you Carly, never,” I really had no clue as to why... I’m done at the shop…”


    “No Jase that’s not…”


    “No listen, I was pissed over sex toys and a cabby yet I have my hands on tits that are not yours, and expect you to be alright with it. I would have killed someone, Carly.”


    She didn’t respond for a while.


    We pulled into her driveway and I got out and we walked in, “What’s going on in there Carly? You’re too quiet.”


    She sat on the couch and looked at me, “I fell in love with a guy who was passionate about his art. I don’t want that to change, Jase.”


    “I do love it, but…”


    “I love you Jase. I don’t want you to change, I don’t want you to stop doing something you love for me.”


    “I would do anything for you, Carly. Why do you think I feel any different about you than you do me?”


    Her answer, “I don’t” was sweet, but it really wasn’t the vibe I was getting.


    “I don’t want to live my life for me Carly; I want it to be our life, for us. I don’t feel like you can even begin to imagine what you have done for me. How you have changed my world. I never want it to be like it was before you, no BC baby.” She smiled knowing I was talking about Before Carly. And that was why she was absolutely perfect for me, she fucking got me. I could live like this forever. Sure I could, but her second guessing what she was to me, well it fucked with me hard, and not in the way I liked it.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 10


    I felt like I was hurting him and I didn’t want to, not now, not when he hurt me, not when I was angry at him, not ever. It wasn’t who I was or who I ever wanted to be.


    “Jase, what we have, even when we fight is more than I’ve ever had. My Mom was my world and that hurt more than I could have imagined. I thought I was going to live a miserable life, maybe be a crazy cat lady or something like that,” he smirked and it made me laugh and then I realized I was starting to go off on a tangent, “You held me together. You make me happy, and angry and frustrated and happy again. I won’t ever ask you to change because I fell in love with someone real. If I asked you to be anything other than who you are, it would be like telling myself I really wasn’t in love and that is absolutely untrue. That being said if you decide to, I don’t know become a circus clown, a garbage man, or anything else—I’ll still love you.”


    “Yeah?”


    “Yeah, maybe not as much as I did before,” I paused for dramatic effect and his brows shot up and I laughed.


    “So it was true all along?”


    “What’s that?”


    “The Prince baby-- you want me for the Prince,” he laughed and so did I.


    Jase tried to hug me and I pulled back, “Not the Prince.”


    “No Baby?”


    “No, the arrogant, cocky, bad ass, who took me for the ride of my life. I may not have always known how much you loved me, and God knows there were times, Jase Steel… that I wanted to kick the Prince. But who doesn’t love an Alpha bad ass that would fiercely protect his family and the ones he loves, especially one with tattoos? I didn’t think that was my thing but I am SO glad it is. You’re loyal and I may not enjoy the way women check you out, or throw themselves at you but as soon as you asked me to marry you I knew I wasn’t going to be cheated on, abused or mistreated. Remember when we were fake dating?” he smiled and shook his head yes, “Well back then I would’ve fake dated you all night long,” I gave him a wink and he laughed, “You told me I wasn’t a cheater and neither were you. You knew something about me I didn’t know. And if you were just projecting that’s okay-- it worked, so you made me that way. I know you would end something before you started something else. And I know that when you decide forever, it’ll be forever.”


    He let out a deep breath and smiled shyly which is not typical for Jase, and I was enjoying it, “I’m one hell of a catch-- aren’t I?” I shook my head yes and I am sure I had the biggest cheesy grin on my face and I didn’t even care.


    “I’m one lucky girl. I hit the jackpot,” I exaggerated my smile and he laughed.


    I must have spaced out for a minute and I heard him laugh and then he covered my eyes, “Don’t open your eyes, tell me where you are right now.”


    “No way,” I laughed and tried to wiggle away.


    His lips hit my neck, “Please Baby, just a glimpse.”


    And how does one resist that? They don’t, “Sitting in front of a machine at a casino you know the one you pull the arm and all the pictures circle around and around? Well, I’m watching it and there are tattoos, and handmade plates, surf boards, and rapidly beating hearts and then there is your perfect face smiling, dimple winking and all I can think is anyone will be fine, they are all you, the jackpot.”


    His hand moved away and I couldn’t look at him he lifted my chin, “If I’m the jackpot you’re the whole damn casino.”


    “If I’m the casino you’re the foundation it sits on,” yeah I was one-- ahead now, Jase.


    “And if you’re sitting on me, I can honest to God--- I can’t think of anything else,” he grabbed me and pulled me onto his lap.


    “Well then, I win.”


    Jase was slowly moving his lips across my jaw line and I was not so slowly melting, his mouth moved slowly to my ear and he pulled at my lobe, “Tell Daddy, what you want.”


    “You’re an ass,” I laughed and jumped up.


    “Baby, get back here the Prince needs his crown.”


    I ran up the stairs and as I reached the top he grabbed he and laid me down on floor. My heart was beating fast and his eyes were ablaze, “Can I fuck you right here?”


    “Awe there he is,” I laughed at the crude naturally sexy alpha who was now… “Oh God!”


    “Not God, Baby…”


    “Don’t you dare…”


    He shoved his finger inside me, “Who am I, baby?”


    “Jesus, Jase,” he was finger banging me into oblivion.


    “Nope not him either, say it Baby,” he was out of his mind if…


    “Oh Jase,” his mouth was covering me, circling my clit licking and avoiding and driving me absolutely out of my mind.


    “Say it baby or I will stop,” he started lifting his head away and I squeezed my knees around it and he laughed which vibrated and I was there right there ready to come and he mumbled “Say it. Or I stop.”


    I held tightly to his hair and he slowed and lightened his movements.


    “Jase please, I want to come,” I was begging and I didn’t care.


    “Say it.”


    “Oh please Jase,” I was so there and he was so trying to pull away.


    There was nothing I could do but laugh when he sat up on his knees. His dark hair sticking up everywhere.


    “Just say it baby and I will give you two, maybe three,” Jase seemed so calm but his chest was rising and falling just as fast as mine was.


    I stood up and pulled my skirt down and walked into the bedroom.


    He walked in and laughed. He started humming and slowly removed his shirt and ran his hands down his body smirking the entire time. Jase was stripping for me and it was so hot. He bit his lip as he slowly unbuttoned his pants and then ran his hands over his pants and moaned loudly. I sat on the bed on my knees beaming, he was trying not to laugh and turned around spread his legs and pushed his pants down and his boxer briefs hugged his fine ass. He turned slowly, very seductively moving his hips and at this point my mouth was dry and I wanted him so bad. He stalked slowly towards me with hooded eyes moving his hand slowly down his very fine chest. I reached for him and he stepped back, smiled slightly and his dimple winked and I moaned out loud.


    “I work for tips Baby, and let me give you one, the magic word is—Daddy.”


    I laughed and he cocked his eyebrow and gave me a look, you know the one I get what I want because I can, yeah that one.


    I shook my head no and he dropped his boxers and eight inches of steel sprung free. Hot thick steel topped with a crown. I wanted him so bad and then he pushed the bar, or better yet grabbed the steel and stroked himself and growled and I nearly came.


    I had to look away, truly for self-preservation. I closed my eyes and I felt myself right there on edge, ready to go off. He pulled my lip out from between my teeth and when I opened my eyes he was chuckling and walking into the bathroom. I stood up ready to take what’s mine damn it and then I heard him start to whistle and the shower start. I listened to him closer and covered my mouth when I realized it was Beyonce’s Daddy.


    Well he thought he had the upper hand and he didn’t. I love my Alpha boy but once in a while a girl needs to take control.


    


    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter 12


    I stepped out of the shower, laughing to myself. She hadn’t come in. Time to step it up. I dried off and looked in the mirror.


    I dropped the towel and walked out into the brightly lit bedroom. I rubbed my eyes pretty damn sure I was seeing things, but I wasn’t.


    Carly was laying on the bed completely bare holding something pink and long against her lips. My jaw damn near hit the floor when I realized the fucking thing was vibrating.


    Carly raised her eyebrow and looked at me just like she did on my desk, my tiger was back, and she had brought toys. Really unsure if I was okay with this or not and I decided –not. I leaned over to take it away, like it was a poison berry that was going to take something precious away from me.


    She put her foot against my chest and slowly painfully shook her head no.


    “Baby I don’t think I’m cool with that, At. All.”


    She smiled and her hand ran up her body and she cupped her breast in her hand, “As fucking hot as that is I’m pretty sure I’m not good with that either.”


    She gave me a devilish little grin and licked the fucking pink thing and rubbed it over her nipple, “Awe fuck no.”


    I tried to grab that damn thing and her other foot landed against my chest a little more forcefully than the first.


    “Who are you?” she purred calling right to my cock.


    “Baby, I get it alright?” I did, I so did. “Don’t ever ask Carly to call me Daddy, or she is gonna fuck the pink thing. Yeah, I get it.”


    She rolled over on her stomach and I was pretty sure that thing was under her and I was not fucking having it. I grabbed her and pulled her up and she was shaking, “So help me good Baby if that thing is making you come I am going to fucking lose my shit.”


    I flipped her around like a rag doll and looked at her she was laughing at me, fucking laughing.


    “It’s not funny, not funny at all.” I was kind of embarrassed.


    “Don’t ever ask Carly to call me Daddy or she is gonna fuck the pink thing, you get it,” she was mocking me, laughing at me even and yeah it may have been funny to her but not to me.


    “Baby were you going to?”


    She giggled, “Going to what Jase?”


    “Fuck the pink…”


    She lost it laughing so hard at me, “Remember how pissed I got at the mouse Carly? Well that thing is twice as...three times as big as that thing,” I grabbed it I had to know and I held it up to mine.


    Relieved, I let out a breath and she laughed again, “You are trying to piss me off, aren’t you? It won’t be so fucking funny when I spank that ass Baby, now will it?”


    I didn’t know what she was doing but she bent over the side of the bed still laughing and handed me a…


    “Really, a whip?”


    “You wanna spank me?” she grinned.


    I shook my head no and pulled her on my lap and she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me, “I love you,” she reached between us and grabbed my cock and very slowly slid down on it moving her hips, spreading her tight little pussy making room for more.


    It was not very often that we were in this position and never in a room lit up like this and I have no idea why. Her breath against my face as she rode me slowly was so sweet. Her cheeks so pink and her fucking baby blues lit up. She had the most sensual lips I had ever seen and whether she knew it or not she was beautiful so fucking beautiful.


    “Lay down, baby,” I whispered against her ear.


    “No, please I want to make love to you Jase,” hearing her say that took my breath away.


    “Yes please,” We were nose to nose, chest to chest, breath against breath. Lips to lips and hearts completely one. It was dreamlike to see her watching me as attentively as I was her. Moving to what she saw pleasured me, slowing when she knew I needed her to. To hear my groans against her and her moans against me. This was the most sensual moment in my life. It was just us, connected… and it was fucking beautiful.


    ~


    We woke differently the next morning very relaxed, and no rush.


    “We are going to be late,” Carly yawned and stretched.


    “We are taking the day off. It’s already happening so just take your time, relax Baby. I want to spend the day just like this, maybe go to the beach, have a picnic, watch a movie,” grow a pair of balls, I was seriously loosing mine but here’s the deal, I don’t give a shit.


    “Are you sure you we can do that?”


    “Yes, and even more sure that since its Labor Day weekend we have four days to do that. When you fell asleep last night, well this morning I thought about a lot of shit,” one being that I was going to start menstruating, “We haven’t taken time for just us. The minute our feet hit the floor, we are off and running.”


    “We have busy lives Jase, and a little girl…”


    “Who we shuffled off to water parks most weekends this summer. I thought about that too. We didn’t take a vacation, aren’t normal families supposed to do shit like that?”


    “What’s normal?” she rolled to her side and smiled.


    “I was hoping you could tell me,” because I didn’t fucking remember.


    “Well let’s see, everyone is different. I guess it’s more about what’s important, what we hold dear to us. So for us, normal has been about your family. We do Sunday dinners; I don’t know anyone who takes time for that anymore.”


    That stung a bit, “Our family Baby, your Dad and the step thing come over, and even Cameron does once in a while.”


    “Yours is closer and that’s a beautiful thing,” Carly was tracing lines on my stomach and it distracted the hell out of what I had planned for the day, and night.


    “We have to make it about our family. Bella, you, and I more.”


    “Jase we do,” she sat up on her knees and looked at me and smiled, “What is going on in there?”


    “No idea what you’re talking about,” my day would not be spent talking about the vagina I was now sporting, “I’m going to make breakfast.” And there it is again, balls gone, vag blossoming.


    She grabbed my arm before I could make my escape and I had to know, “Baby, do you think …am I getting too…Fuck it,” I took her hand and put it on my crotch, “What do you feel?”


    Her face turned red, “Well Jase, I think they call it a penis.”


    “Oh hell no,” I stood up quickly.


    She laughed, “Alright, what do you want it to be?”


    “A cock, I mean a penis is so…I don’t know, like a vagina,” and she laughed a lot. She always laughed a lot.


    “Baby, it’s not funny,” I sat down with my back to her.


    She wrapped herself tightly around my back and kissed me several time, “I promise it’s not a vagina, Jase Steel.”


    “You sure?” what the fuck was wrong with me?


    “Very sure,” she grabbed my hair pretty forcefully might I add, “Is this because I was on top last?”


    Her voice had a hint of amusement and a pinch of heat, “Maybe, I mean,” holy fuck I was gonna say it, “I feel like last night was the first time.”


    She let go of my hair and moved around me and mounted me again, “Explain.”


    I looked into her eyes but only because that’s what a man was supposed to do, “I don’t know Carly; things were so different last night. It was you and me, not you or me.”


    She smiled, “We made Love.”


    “We make love a lot, like a whole lot Baby.”


    “No Jase we Fuck a whole lot,” when she said Fuck like that my newly acquired vag took a hike and my dick chubbed up a bit, I couldn’t help but smile.


    “No, I make love to you.”


    “Okay so I’m not as experienced as you but…”


    “And there is No need for that Baby,” woah, woah, woah--- brake pedal pushed I do not like where this conversation is going.


    And then she laughed at me, “You always make me feel amazing, you make me come Jase, like crazy amounts of times and I already told you I kind of dig like everything about your possessive nature. Once in a while you let me make you come…”


    “I love it when you make me come, Baby,” dick gone cock returned.


    Carly smiled and wiggled when she felt me under her, “Last night it was a very mutual—exchange. Were in it together 100% until the end. It wasn’t us making each other come, but deeper,” that confused me, “Not physically deeper Jase, emotionally. We made love.”


    A smile crept up her lips and I took them and sucked, right now I wanted to fuck her but making love was pretty cool two.


    So I made love to her and then I fucked her and yeah I know the difference, and so does she. Tell tale sign, pulling my hair and screaming my name.


    ~


    After I fucked the idea I may have a vag out of my head and decided to accept the fact I had fallen past love and marriage and into eternity with the girl I love, which does not make me a pussy-- it makes me one lucky mother fucker. I headed to the store, or that’s what I told her anyway, a guy has to have secrets you know.


    ~


    “Baby the SUV broke down the tow will take two hours and I wanted to know if you would come down and hang out while I waited? She said of course, and I gave her directions.


    When she pulled in next to me I grabbed my board and lost my shirt, “I have a suit for you if you wanna join me.”


    “You want to surf? Why didn’t you say something I would have…”


    “Just decided, I was sitting here looking at the water thinking of you actually,” I pretended to act shocked and she laughed.


    After she changed into the little hot pink number I had picked up for her she hopped out and I almost came on myself, I definitely was second guessing buying that suit, it looked good at the store but on her that shit should have been illegal.


    “You ready?”


    She smirked when she said that because I was mentally fucking her and she totally knew it, “Always.”


    “I wanna teach you some moves, hop up and I’ll push you out.”


    “Jase I’m pretty sure I know all your moves and haven’t we been here before?”


    “Exact spot, Baby,” yes I was pretty proud that I was pulling this shit off.


    When we got out far enough I hopped up behind her and kissed her neck, “I remember taking this and not asking for it.”


    “I remember liking it, and not wanting to.”


    “We talked about piercings,” I had to laugh, “And you thought Prince Albert tapped your can.”


    She laughed and pulled my arms tighter around her, “I was so curious.”


    “You still are Baby about everything, its incredible sexy,” no bullshit here.


    “Awe gee… thanks Jase,” she rubbed her nails softly against my scalp.


    “You did that then too, and it made me hard,” I bit her neck and then kissed it.


    “I wanted my hands in your hair since the first time I saw you.”


    That surprised me, “Really?”


    “Hell yes, you have great hair,” she laughed.


    “I wanted my hands on your tits for that same exact amount of time,” I laughed and so did she.


    “So are you gonna teach me your moves?”


    “Are you sure you trust me?”


    “I don’t know, the sun is setting and it is a little weird floating around out here with a hot boy like you Jase Steel, kind of dangerous,” she turned and kissed me.


    “Baby don’t do that again, or I’m gonna take you in the water.”


    She laughed and leaned her head back on my shoulder, “I like it out here.”


    “I like it out here, with you. I like everywhere, with you.”


    “I was thinking about yesterday and everything that went on and I have to ask you a question, Carly.”


    “Of course,” she turned her head and looked up.


    “I feel like we are waiting for something awful to happen,” shit this was going to be hard, “Let me start over.”


    “Jase we don’t have to talk about anything that is going to be hard okay, we are good.”


    “I feel like I am waiting for Charlotte to die before we can live. I mean Cyrus actually asked me if I was going to marry you. That hurt, I mean I sit here every day and expect you to wait for someone to die before I …”


    “Jase I really do understand, I’ll smack Cyrus in the head if he…”


    I laughed because Carly actually has smacked him in the head and she thinks violence is wrong, “No--- stop. Okay… just listen. I need to know how you would feel about changing venues. I mean get married here and then we go on a honey moon sometime in the future. I don’t want to go to bed without you, I don’t want to wake up without you, and I don’t want to wait for someone to die so that we can be together. But if you have you’re…’


    “Jase I would marry you on the moon or on the street, I thought that’s what you wanted. It doesn’t matter to me where-- just that it does happen.”


    “I knew you were worried about that shit. Please don’t doubt that again Carly, ever!”


    “Okay so when?”


    “Well I was kind of thinking that last night I had a bachelor party, technically I had strippers so that’s done. We have had our marriage license for months. You had a very naughty bridal shower, so that’s done.”


    “Oh oh oh, and a stripper, I had a stripper last night and I have to warn you I am gonna want that again, so hot,” she kissed me and was totally relaxed against my chest.


    “So what would you say if I asked you to marry me now? To be my wife tonight, standing on the same beach we me at, and our feet buried in the sand where I knew I had to have you? The place I knew my life had been changed forever. Would you do that, Baby?”


    “Sure would,” she rubbed my scalp still completely relaxed against me, she so didn’t get what I was doing.


    “Baby, right now I want to paddle us back to that beach, our families’ are waiting and so is our…” she sprung up and nearly tipped us and she started laughing and then crying.


    She sat on the board and laughed and cried the entire time I pushed her to shore. Just like the first time I knew that Carly Smythe the twenty year old Stanford sophomore who was smart as hell, funny as fuck, and smoking hot. A good girl who tamed me reeled me in brought me back to who I use to be and bound my heart, forever changing my life.


    Everyone was on the beach and I winked at Cyrus, a thank you for kind of pointing out the obvious. I was thankful that Momma Joe insisted on traditional vows because I was sure Carly would not have been able to say much more than I do.


    I was only sorry that Zandor and Xavier weren’t here and that the book club was absent but we would still do Italy, when we could. But this couldn’t wait anymore. It was too important to do this for just us. Bella was stoked but still insisted that after cake she go back and stay the night at camp and I was pretty sure Carly and I could think of something to do.


    We were a family officially now.


    Mr. and Mrs. Jase Steel.
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