
        
            
                
            
        

    

Copyright © 2024 Tate Bull



All rights reserved



The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.



No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.



Printed in the United States of America




Part One





I wipe down the bar with my cloth and take a few minutes to look around at the gathered crowd.



It’s a Friday night so we’re packed and I take a mental note of those present. I’ve known most of these people my entire life, but never really

 

knew


 
them until now. We’re adults and things have changed. Years ago, I tried to escape, but was drawn back. Now that I’m home again, I can’t imagine being anywhere else.



‘Hey Alex, can I get another one?’ The familiar voice rouses me from my thoughts and I give my old buddy Brad a smile before pulling out another glass.

‘Sure thing.’ The light murmur that permeates every corner of the space is reassuring and as the pint fills in front of me, I wink at my new waitress, Sara. She’s gorgeous, and really into me, but at nineteen, there’s no way it could ever work out. I stare at her round ass as she walks away and shake my head, realizing at the last minute that the glass is overflowing. I pour out the excess and hand it over.

‘Thanks man.’ I give my friend a nod and turn my attention to the photos on the mirror behind me. Staring back at me is my dad, the man who raised me and the reason why I left Edgerton in the first place.

‘Need me to refill the ice?’ Sara’s been a great addition to my small staff and every day I realize how lucky I am to have her. I throw my towel back on the bar before heading towards the kitchen, giving her a wink.

‘I’ve got it.’ I nod at a few of the people I see along the way, greeting them casually as they congratulate me on the job I’ve done turning this place around. When I first took over, it was falling apart and my dad was in no position to make the necessary repairs. The books were fucked and he owed money to everyone. It took four years and my entire inheritance to get this place back to its glory days.


But it was all worth it.


‘Hey Steve.’ I greet our cook and inspect the grill before scooping a bucket of ice out and carrying it back to the bar. As I dump it into the hopper, I feel and hand on the small of my back.

‘I could’ve gotten it.’ Sara whispers into my ear and I laugh as I shake my head.

‘There’s no way a little thing like you could lug this huge ass bucket of ice out here.’ She gives me a playful slap and smiles as she rolls her eyes. She’s an amazing waitress, but I think she spends more time making googly eyes at me than actually doing her job.

‘I’m stronger than I look.’ I find that hard to believe. She’s 5’7 and can’t weigh more than 110 soaking wet. She’s gorgeous and if I was ten years younger, I would definitely make a move, but I think she would probably be more trouble than she’s worth.

At least that’s what I tell myself.

‘Looks like table ten is waving you over.’ She looks over her shoulder and swears.

‘Shit, sorry about that.’ As I watch her walk away, I wonder how long she’ll be around. Girls in this town tend to either move away or get knocked up as soon as they’re legal.

‘Alex!’ I pull my mind out of the gutter and turn back to the bar.

‘Cindy!’ I lean over the counter and give my old friend a hug. She’s a few years younger than me, but I spent my early twenties pining after her, hardcore. I haven’t seen her in a while, but she’s managed to keep her figure and I give her a quick once over before leaning closer.

‘So, how are you?’ Her green eyes sparkle as she stares at me and memories of my childhood rush back. Her smile is as welcome as a warm fire on a cold day and I relax, wishing I could just stand there and stare at her forever.

‘Honestly, I’ve been better.’ She pulls out a barstool and sits before shrugging off her coat. ‘I could really use a pilsner.’ Part of my job is listening to people’s problems and I can tell something’s definitely going on with her. I’ll get it out of her by the end of the night if it kills me. I pour her a beer and give her a grin, sometimes it’s the little things that make the difference and as I pass her the glass, she holds it aloft before taking a drink.

‘So, want to tell your friendly neighborhood bartender what’s going on?’ I throw the towel over my shoulder and get her a shot of whisky to loosen up her tongue.

‘It’s Mitch. I think we’re done.’ I tried to conceal the excitement I’m feeling with a look of concern, but this is honestly the best news I’ve heard in the last year.

‘That sucks, Cin. I’m here if you want to talk about it.’ She exhales and takes another drink of beer before moving on to the shot.

‘Have one with me? I feel ridiculous drinking alone.’ I look around and discreetly pour one for myself. I’m not overly concerned about getting in trouble, but I don’t want to get a reputation. People love tossing one back with their bartender, but I need to stay mostly sober.

‘To amicable divorces.’ I hold up the shot glass and we both drink. It burns going down, but I can tell she appreciates it.

‘I kept hoping we could salvage it, you know?’ I nod sympathetically. My own divorce happened years ago. I got the papers while I was deployed and the entire process had run its course by the time I got home six months later.

‘I wanted that too, but sometimes you just grow apart. Things change, you know?’ She sighs and stares at me.

‘Why didn’t we get together Alex?’ Her words make my heart skip a beat and I wonder if maybe we’ll get another chance.

‘I would’ve loved to, but you were always taken.’ She smiles shyly and takes another sip. I still can’t believe how little she’s changed. Her smile lines are a bit deeper than I remember, but other than that she’s the same Cindy I had secretly lusted after for years.

‘If I had known then what I know now, I definitely would have made different choices.’ My heart skips a beat when she winks and as she runs her hand through her long auburn hair, I can feel my dick responding involuntarily.

‘Alex!’ I hear my cook calling me and swear silently.


What the fuck does he need right now?


‘Two minutes, ok?’ I put my hand over hers and feel a jolt of electricity. I hope she feels it too.

‘Sure.’ Her smile is like a thousand watt lightbulb and I rush towards the kitchen, hoping it’s only a minor disaster.

‘What the fuck, Steve?’ He gives me an apologetic look.

‘Sorry man, but I’m swamped back here. Could you get me some hamburger patties from the fridge?’

‘Sure, sorry about snapping at you. No problem.’ I pat his back and run to the walk in. Three minutes later I’m heading back towards the bar and freeze in my tracks when I see who’s standing next to Cindy. Her husband, Mitch, tormented me throughout high school and latched on to Cindy as soon as he realized how hot she was.

‘Hey Alex, how’s it going?’ I hate him, and my reasons are mostly independent of my feelings about his wife.

‘Good, man. What about you?’ I attempt a smile as I extend my hand and give him a firm shake. We’ve known each other for fifteen years now and every time I see him, my dislike for him increases exponentially.

‘Just trying to have a conversation with my woman.’ The way Cindy winces when he says that makes my heart ache. She’s too good for a guy like this, but isn’t that how it always goes?

‘Yeah sure. Can I get you something to drink?’ He shakes his head and stares at the empty glasses in front of her.



‘Looks like she’s had enough for both of us.’ If I could strangle him right now, I would. ‘Ok, just let me know if you need

 

anything


 
.’ I put an emphasis on the last word and look at Cindy as I turn my attention back to the bottles behind me.



I make it look like I’m doing inventory, but my attention is squarely on their conversation and right now it’s getting heated. After I enlisted in the Army, I didn’t come back for almost a decade, but so many of the people here remained in arrested development, maintaining the roles they occupied in high school. Mitch was one of those and I despised the way he treated Cindy, but she kept going back.

‘It’s your fault!’ His voice is getting louder and I return my attention to the fighting couple, hoping I can calm him down.

‘Everything alright over here?’ I stare into Mitch’s eyes and lean on the bar, making sure he can see my muscles. Even though I haven’t thrown a punch since I got back, I would take even the smallest excuse to put him in his place.

‘We’re having a private conversation here, man.’ I can tell he’s not happy with my intrusion, but I couldn’t care less. Cindy looks miserable and it’s making me crazy.

‘You’re being loud enough that it’s not private anymore and it doesn’t look like Cindy’s happy about what you have to say.’ Mitch’s face is turning red and I can tell he’s in a bad mood and he doesn’t care who he takes it out on. He’s gotten paunchy and soft and if this came to blows, it wouldn’t be a fair fight.

‘Come on, Cindy. Let’s finish this at home.’ He roughly grabs her arm and she pulls away, clearly not interested in leaving with him. His face turns red and I can tell he’s about to cause a scene. It’s Friday night and my other patrons aren’t in the mood for a physical altercation to spoil their good time.

‘It doesn’t look like she wants to go, Mitch. I can have one of my staff drive her home once she’s ready to leave.’ I wipe my hands and notice that she looks terrified.


She’s leaving this bar with him over my dead body.


‘She’s my wife. If I want her to come with me, she’s coming. That’s the end of it.’ I size him up and realize that he’s all bluster. If it came down to it, he might get a punch out, but there’s no way he would last if this disgreement ended in a fight and he knows it.

‘Why don’t you ask her what she wants to do? She’s an adult.’ Our conversation is drawing stares and I need to diffuse it quickly.

‘Cindy, you want to come with me, right?’ I can see an almost imperceptible shake of her head and give him a shrug.

‘Looks like she doesn’t feel like it, man.’ I motion for Sara to join us. She runs over and I put my hand on her shoulder. ‘You’re sober, right?’

‘Yeah, absolutely.’ I can tell she’s curious about what’s going on but she plays along.

‘Would you mind giving Cindy a lift home later?’ She shrugs and smiles.

‘Of course not.’

‘She lives just outside of town, I can give you directions, but I just want to reassure her husband that she’s in good hands.’ I stare at Mitch as I wipe my hands and let him know that I’m not playing around. There’s no fucking way she’s leaving with him tonight.

‘Completely. I promise she’ll make it back without a scratch.’

‘Good girl. Thanks.’ Sara winks and me and bounds off. I’ll have a lot to explain later, but it’s worth it.

‘So we’re good?’ Mitch gives me a dirty look, but with the Sheriff sitting at a booth in the back, he’s not going to push the issue.

‘Yeah. We’ll settle this later.’ He gives me a nod like he’s serious, but I’m not worried. Usually the louder they are, the easier they fall.

‘No problem man. I’m free any time you want to have a chat.’ I throw the towel on the bar and my eyes follow him as he leaves. I turn my attention back to Cindy and notice the tears in the corner of her eyes and my heart feels like it’s breaking into a thousand pieces.



Part Two





‘How can you stand being with that guy?’ The evening is winding down and she’s been nursing a glass of water since Mitch left. It’s been a madhouse but I managed to check in on her every ten minutes or so. As the last patrons walk out I lock the door and let out a huge sigh of relief. It’s good to be so busy, but I’m ready to get home.

‘Sara’s about to leave. Where do you want to go?’ I lean on the bar and stare into her eyes, hoping to God she doesn’t say that she wants to go back to Mitch.

‘I don’t know, Alex.’ She bites her lip and I see Sara waiting for her instructions. This whole evening has been tough and I know she’s tired, too. ‘I thought I loved him, but I just don’t think I can be with him anymore.’

A few tears escape her eyes and trail down her soft cheeks. I want to comfort her, but I don’t  want my personal feelings to get in the way of actually helping her. I take a look at Sara and motion for her to leave. This could be a while and I don’t want to make her night longer than it already is.

‘Are you sure?’ Her eyes soften and I nod. She walks towards Cindy and gives her a hug before grabbing her purse and leaving, giving me a sad smile before the door closes behind her.

‘You can come back with me if you want. I have a spare room or I could take you to your mom’s.’ Her mother lives down the street, but I’m pretty sure she went to bed hours ago.

‘I’m sorry for the trouble Alex.’ I sit down on the barstool next to her and put my hand on her back. I want to tell her that she’s no trouble at all, that I would do anything for her, but I don’t want to make her uncomfortable, so I just sit there in silence. ‘Would you mind if I went home with you? I just need to get away from my life for a day or two so I can think.’

She stares at me, her watery green eyes melting my heart and I shrug.

‘Of course, Cin. You can stay with me as long as you need.’ I look around and realize that the stuff I need to do can wait until tomorrow. ‘You ready?’

‘Yeah. Thanks for everything, Alex.’ When she leans over to hug me I wish I could tell her how much she means to me, but the last thing she needs is to throw my feelings into the mix. I help her with her jacket and make sure the front door is locked up before leaving through the side entrance.

‘Here you go.’ I open the passenger door of my old truck and she hops in. It’s my dad’s classic Chevy and I give it a little gas before turning the ignition. The old machine roars to life and I pat the dashboard. ‘Listen to that baby purr.’ Cindy laughs and I’m glad she’s feeling better.

We ride in silence and I hope she’s not regretting her decision to come home with me. Even though I want to be with her more than anything in this world, I absolutely won’t make a move. She can have my spare room as long as she wants.

‘Lately Mitch has been such an asshole.’ There’s no lately about it. Mitch has always been an asshole, but I agree with her overall assessment, flawed as the details are.

‘Yeah, things have been tough for a lot of people.’ I pull into my driveway.

The large farmhouse was my father’s and he left it to me after he died. I’ve gutted and refinished most of the hundred year old structure, but there are still a few things left to take care of before I can call it finished.

‘Come on in. I hope it’s not too rough for you.’ She hesitates as her hand touches the door handle and I wonder if she’s changed her mind. Maybe she wants me to take her back home.

I hear the door creak open and get out, joining her on the other side of the truck. It’s dark and I turn on the flashlight on my phone so she can see the way to the front door. I’m used to this walk early in the morning, but I don’t want her to trip.

My house is no mansion but I’ve worked hard fixing it up. I flip on the lights and can tell she’s impressed.

‘I hope you’ll be comfortable. I’ve got a guest bedroom with an ensuite.’ She throws her purse on the counter and runs her hand over the wooden countertop as she admires my handiwork. Her body is incredible, it always has been, but unlike the other hot girls I knew, she’s somehow managed to get hotter. Her long legs lead to a gorgeous ass and her waist is still small and trim. I don’t want to start thinking about her tits, but I can tell through her tight shirt that they’re probably incredible.

‘It looks great, Alex.’ I shrug, assuming she’s just being nice and she turns to face me. Her green eyes sparkle in the dim light and I can feel my heart skip a beat as she gives me a shy smile. ‘No, really. I drove by here a lot when you were away and always thought it would look great if someone put some effort into it.’

She bites her full bottom lip and I can’t stand it anymore. I lean forward and brush my lips against hers, completely surprised when she returns my kiss. Her touch feels so good and I linger as she tilts her head and presses her body against mine. My arms wrap around her protectively and we stand there for a few incredible moments as my heart races.

I’m devastated when she pulls away and I try to shift how I’m standing so she can’t see how hard she’s made me. My body is on fire, but she doesn’t need to know about it.

‘Sorry about that.’ I know she’s in a tough place and the last thing I want to do is take advantage of her. ‘I shouldn’t have…’

‘No, I liked it. Uh…’ She touches her lips with her fingertips and smiles. ‘Where’s my room?’

‘Oh, this way.’ I turn and start walking up the stairs. There’s an awkward silence so I tell her a little more about the house. ‘I pulled out the ceiling over here and added the skylights, but I wanted to keep the original structure visible.’ I’m rambling and when we get to the spare bedroom, I open the door and motion for her to enter. I stay firmly planted in the hallway so she doesn’t think I’m pressuring her for anything.

‘Wow, it’s great.’

‘There are some t-shirts in the dresser over there if you need something to sleep in.’ The thought of her naked in one of my t-shirts makes my cock jump and I clear my throat. ‘And if there’s anything else you need, I’m right down the hall.’

‘I can’t thank you enough for this, Alex.’ She leans forward and brushes her lips against mine before giving me a smile and closing the door.



Part Three





I’m swimming in a warm sea. The water wraps around me and I smile as I float weightlessly in the calm water. The dream is breaking up and I feel something wrapping itself around my cock. I can’t believe how real this feels. I don’t want to open my eyes, worried that if I do, it will all go away. The sensation is becoming more intense and I grasp the sheets as I can feel myself about to come.

A moan escapes my throat and when I feel my balls being squeezed, I crack open my eyes.

‘Good morning, Alex.’ I shake my head and blink a few times, unable to believe what’s happening.

‘Cindy? What the…’ I’m completely confused and assume I’m just dreaming, but when she lowers her mouth over my dick again and begins sucking, I know for sure that this is really happening. She’s wearing one of my old t-shirts and her legs are spread slightly so I can see her pink lace panties. When she leans over, I get a look at her tits and the whole thing is almost too much.

‘You’re, uh…’ I can feel the head of my cock going into her throat and she sucks harder as her hand lustily grasps my thick shaft. ‘You’re married…’ The words float out and die as soon as they leave my lips. She pulls her head up and kisses the sensitive skin softly.

‘I always wondered about you, Alex. You were so self confident, but not a jerk.’ She licks the head again and a chill runs through my body. ‘They say you can tell how big a man’s dick is by his shoe size, but I think it has more to do with his attitude.’ Her soft, small hands slide up and down my shaft as she kisses it lightly, then covers it with her mouth again. ‘Yours is very, very nice.’

I reach over to pinch my arm, fairly certain that I’m having a wet dream, but the sharp pain is there and as I reach out, I run my hand through her auburn hair.


This is actually happening.


She sits up again and pulls off the old tshirt she’s wearing. Her breasts are absolutely incredible and I smile as she squeezes them together and gives me a smile. They’re full and round and her nipples and areola are a light pink that disappears into her pale skin.

‘Do you like what you see?’ I prop myself up on my elbows and reach out to pinch one lightly, eliciting a gasp from her parted lips.

‘God Cindy, you’re as gorgeous as I imagined.’ It’s true and as she leans over to kiss me, I’m unsure about what to do next. My body is telling me to go for it, but my mind is urging caution. ‘I want this so bad, Cin, but with everything that’s going on, I don’t know if this is a good idea.’

‘I know, but when I woke up this morning I couldn’t think about anything else.’ She pulls off her panties and I get a look at the sticky pink flesh poking out between her lips and get even harder. ‘I just want to feel you inside of me.’ Her breathless plea breaks me down and as she crawls on top of me, I give in completely. It’s her life and all I can do is be there for her.

Her auburn hair falls over her shoulders and the light from the windows washes her pale skin with golden tones. I reach out and cup her breast in my hand as she slides on top of me. Her pussy is tight and slick and she eases on, moaning as I penetrate her.

‘God, it feels so good, Alex.’ Her hands slide over my chest as she rocks softly. I grab her hips and guide her, thrusting my hips up, so she can enjoy the full length. When she leans over and kisses me, her hard nipples brush against my chest and I reach up to caress one as she forces her tongue into my mouth. Her movements are soft and sure and I hold back, wanting to let her stay in control so she feels comfortable.

When she sits back up, I push my finger between her pussy lips and stroke her clit. She arches her back as her movements become quicker and I can tell she’s enjoying herself immensely as a cry releases from her throat as she stills and looks at me shyly.

‘I can’t believe I did that.’ She collapses on the bed next to me and kisses me deeply, sliding her hand back to my dick and grasps it firmly.

‘Did you enjoy yourself?’ I’m still hard, but it’s fine if I don’t come. I can always jerk off later and I’m more worried about her anyway.

‘Yeah.’ Her hand slides up and down and she grins mischievously as she bites her lip. ‘Would you come on my tits? I’ve always fantasized about it, but Mitch never wanted to.’

‘Why not? It’s as sexy as hell.’ I push her onto her back and cover her pebbled nipple with my lips, sucking lightly as she moans and I kiss the soft skin of her stomach. ‘Is there anything else you’ve always wanted to try?’

She gives me a wicked smile and laughs. My tongue is positioned right above her clit and I lean over to lick the tiny nub as she releases a feral moan.

‘Tell me, or I’ll stop.’ I see her hands grasp the sheets as I spread apart her slick flesh and sniff. Her musky odor causes more blood to rush to my stiff cock as I revel in her scent and taste. My tongue makes another pass through her slit and she arches her back, pushing herself against me as I torment her.

‘Oh God, Alex. That’s incredible.’ My tongue toys with her some more before I pull away.

‘Tell me…’ I sit up and flick her clit with my thumb, then rub it between my fingers as her gasps intensify. When I stop, she’s still panting and I know there’s something else.

‘If I tell you, you’ll keep it between us?’

‘Of course.’ I lean over and lick her again as she bites her lip, giving in fully to the pleasure. I reach up and pinch her nipple and she gasps again.

‘I want a threesome.’ I arch my eyebrow with interest, but it doesn’t mean she wants one with me.

‘With another girl or two guys?’ She laughs like I’ve said the funniest thing in the world and I push a finger inside of her.

‘Ohhh, another girl.’ I crook my finger and brush it against the top of her tight slit and she rocks against me. ‘I want to see what it’s like to kiss her soft skin…’ I’m getting even more turned on as she murmurs and I imagine what it would be like to watch her kiss another woman. ‘I want to suckle her breasts and lick the sweet honey between her legs.’

I push in another finger and lean over to lick her again. Her eyes are closed and I can tell she’s imagining what it would be like.

‘Then I want you to fuck her while I watch.’ Her eyes spring open again as she arches her back and a gush of liquid squirts onto the sheets. She giggles and presses her thighs together as I kiss her stomach and work my way back to her breasts.

‘Me?’ I bite her nipples and straddle her hips, holding my heavy, stiff cock over her gorgeous tits as she tells me more.

‘Yeah, definitely.’ She opens her eyes again and watches as I stroke myself. ‘While you fuck her, she can lick my pussy. It would be so hot, don’t you think?’ When she smiles I release a thick rope of cum onto her breasts. She rubs it into her skin and greedily licks it from her fingers as I collapse on the bed next to her.

‘One fantasy down, one to go.’ She leans over to kiss me and I wonder how the hell I got so lucky.



Part Four






Goddamn!


I mean just, wow. I’m feeling so fucking good right now it’s unbelievable. I drop Cindy at her mom’s. She gives me the most mind blowing kiss and tells me that we’d meet up later. After watching her walk inside, I speed off to work, my mind racing as I recall everything that happened.

It’s wrong, I know. She’s married and it’s cheating, but she swears up and down that she’s ending it. I hope she means it. I don’t know if I can handle having my heart broken by her. The bar opens in an hour.

Usually I’ll have been here since noon, prepping and doing inventory, but I couldn’t get enough of Cindy. She’s everything I ever wanted and my mind is racing as I imagine her becoming mine. I speed into the parking lot and park by the back entrance. I rush inside, making a mental note of everything that needs to be done.

‘Hey Sara. Sorry I’m late.’ She’s the first person I see when I walk into the bar and I can tell by the look on her face that she’s not having a good day. ‘What’s going on?’

‘Nothing, just not feeling great.’ She gives me an obviously fake smile and heads to the freezer. I hope she’s not upset about Cindy, the last thing I need to deal with is jealousy. I shrug it off and do a bottle inventory to see what’s running low. I’m so preoccupied that I don’t hear the heavy footsteps behind me.

‘Where is she, asshole?’ I see Mitch’s reflection in the mirror and am immediately annoyed. We don’t open for another hour and I don’t need his shit right now.

‘What the fuck do you want, Mitch?’ I continue with what I’m doing. This prick doesn’t warrant my attention.

‘You heard me. I’m looking for my wife.’

‘That’s between the two of you.’ I wipe off my hands and turn to face him, crossing my arms and flexing my muscles so he can see that I’m not someone he can push around anymore. ‘We’re not open yet. If you want a drink, come back in an hour. We’ll be happy to serve you then.’

I see the vein in his forehead throbbing and can tell that he’s not going to leave quietly. When I was in the Army, I saw guys like this all the time. The only thing they respected was force and I was more than willing to use it if necessary.


I still am.


‘I’m staying until you tell me where my wife is.’ He closes the space between us and I drop my arms and clench my fists. I see Sara come through the door and stop in her tracks. She knows something’s going on, but I don’t want her to get involved. I need to get this guy out of here now.

‘Look, I took her to a friend’s house last night and left her. If you want to know anything else, you’ll need to ask her.’ I grab my keys and head towards the front door. ‘If you don’t leave now, I’m calling the cops. Understand.’

‘What you can’t handle this yourself?’ He comes closer and I can smell alcohol on his breath.

‘I’d rather not.’ I unlock the door and hold it open, hoping he’ll take the hint and leave. He looks at the door, then at me and smiles as he starts out.

‘I’m going, but if I find out she was with you last night, I swear to God I’m gonna come back here and kick the shit out of you. Got it?’ He walks out and I shut the door behind him.

‘Whatever you say.’ My heart is racing and Sara rushes over.

‘What the fuck was that about Alex?’ She looks concerned and I try to shrug it off. I don’t want her getting involved.

‘Nothing, just an angry customer.’ I watch as he peels down the street and return my attention to her. ‘Hey, were you able to get in touch with Rick about the ground beef shipment?’

‘Was it about Cindy?’ The look on her face tells me exactly what she was upset about.

‘Yeah, I drove her to a friend’s house last night but I guess he got the wrong idea.’ It’s a white lie and she relaxes, clearly pleased with that information.

‘So nothing happened...between you and her?’ It’s none of her business what I do in my private life, but if it makes work go smoother then I’ll tell her what she wants to hear.

‘She’s safe and that’s all that matters.’ I look into Sara’s blue eyes and wink, trying to lighten the suddenly serious mood. ‘What’s it to you anyway?’ She shrugs and I realize that we need to deal with whatever’s going on with her right now. I’ve been single for most of the time I’ve been back, but if my having a girlfriend is going to cause issues, she might need to find a new job.

‘I…I really like you, Alex.’ She looks at a spot on the bar and even though I already know what she means, I don’t know what to say to her.

‘I like you too, Sara.’ I place my hand on her shoulder and when she returns my gaze, there’s a sparkle in her eye. I quickly pull away, but it’s too late. ‘As a friend. You’re sweet and pretty and I’m sure a million guys would give their right eye to be with you, but I don’t think you want someone like me.’

Her face shifts and I’m worried I’ve hurt her, so I reach out and pull her close to me. When she wraps her arms around my waist, I can feel her small breasts pressing against my chest.

‘Couldn’t we try? I mean, I know I’m younger than you, but I’m an adult and I can make my own decisions.’ She looks at me and my mind tells me to stop this now, but my body responds to her words and I lower my lips to hers. The kiss is hesitant at first, but she takes control, resting her hand against my cheek and tilting her head. Her tongue slides into my mouth and I can’t believe how much I’m enjoying it. Her touch is different from Cindy’s, more calm and assured and as I hastily pull away, I realize that I want more, even though I know that I need to end this now.

‘I’m sorry, Sara.’ I think about Cindy and feel guilty. I’ve always taken relationships seriously and I’m not sure if I can give both of these women what they want. ‘I shouldn’t have done that.’ Her eyes turn to daggers and she turns away from me, then storms towards the back, slamming the service door behind her. I try to get back to what I was doing but can’t concentrate. I don’t want to lose Sara, I tell myself it’s because we’re understaffed but I realize that I genuinely like having her around.

‘Sara.’ I follow her through the door and see her crying in the corner. She wipes her eyes and turns away as I get closer.

‘Go away, Alex.’ I take a few steps and she turns around, staring daggers. ‘Just leave me alone.’ She looks so sad that I can’t help myself and wrap my arms around her. I feel her tears seeping through my shirt and as she looks up at me with her wet, sad eyes, I give in and kiss her again.

This time it feels right and a sense of urgency overtakes us as I lift her up onto a counter in the stockroom. Her hands are all over me as I feel myself getting hard. Our rapid breaths echo in the tiny room and I rip off her shirt and take a moment to stare at her perfect breasts. They’re smaller than Cindy’s, but firm and tight and I reach up to caress one, squeezing slightly as she braces herself against the wall, gasping as my finger brushes over her puckered nub.

I lean over and take one of her dark pink nipples into my mouth and bite lightly, causing her to squeal as she wraps her legs around my hips. Her fingers are undoing my zipper and we’re so wrapped up in each other that I don’t hear the door open in the next room.

‘Hello?’ We freeze and I turn my head, worried that we’ve been caught.



‘

 

Shit


 
. Put your shirt on.’ I whisper frantically as I retrieve Sara’s shirt and wait until she’s decent, then zip up my jeans and motion for her to stay where she’s at.



‘Yeah, hi.’ I walk out, pulling my t-shirt back over my bare chest and hoping to God that my erection isn’t too noticeable. Standing at the doorway is a breathtaking woman who I don’t immediately recognize.

‘Alex?’ She gives me a bright smile and extends her hand.

‘Yeah.’ I shake it, holding on a few seconds too long. ‘Sorry, do I know you?’ I squint as I rack my brain but she’s not ringing any bells. If I had met her before, I’m sure I would remember.

‘I’m Polly.’ Suddenly it hits me.

‘Oh my God, I’m so sorry. That’s today?’ I had put out an ad for a new bartender and scheduled her interview for this afternoon.

‘Yeah.’ I see Sara coming out of the supply closet and Polly blushes.

‘If I’m interrupting something I can come back later…’ Her eyes follow Sara and I’m sure she knows exactly what was going on.

‘No, it’s fine.’ I motion towards the bar. ‘Have a seat, I’ll be with you in two minutes.’

She puts her things on the wooden countertop and perches on one of the stools and I pull Sara aside.

‘Sorry, we’ll, uh…’ My mind is racing and I try to figure out what to say.

‘Finish that later?’ She brightens up and completes my sentence for me. I nod and she bounces off as I wonder what the hell I’m getting myself into.






Read The Shake Up (part 2).






Get a free download and more at tate-bull.com
 . Stay up to date with my latest releases when you follow me on Amazon
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The Farm Life Series








After moving back to my hometown to take care of my family farm, I began to wonder if this was the life I really wanted to live. All of that changed when I met Kate. She's gorgeous, smart and wants to go out with me.





When a fight breaks out at a bar on our first date, I'm worried that it's going to ruin everything, but instead I meet Chloe. She wants to get to know me better and who am I to say no?







Get it now...
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Bonne Chance (Series)








When I received an email that my Uncle Bob had passed away, I was obviously upset. I barely knew the guy, but soon learned that he left me his entire estate. I assumed that would consist of his shabby beach bar and a few Hawaiian shirts, but was shocked to find out that he was a millionaire and led a life that I could only dream of.





Joie, a French lawyer who's handling his estate, is absolutely gorgeous, smart and very interested in getting to know me better and when Abby, the hot American surfer comes into the picture, I wonder how I ended up so lucky.





My miserable life is finally falling into place, but when I get a note from a beautiful stranger, I begin to think that there may be more to Uncle Bob than I could have possibly imagined.







Read it now...
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