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      To Youngest,

      My Sporty Spice.

      Proof that girls can play just as hard as guys.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “Isn’t it better to have your heart broken than to have it wither up? Before it could be broken it must have felt something splendid. That would be worth the pain.”

        L.M. MONTGOMERY
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      “Let me go,” I snapped at him and continued heading toward the curly iron gates at the building’s entrance. Luckily, it was too late for anyone to be up—witnessing our current interaction.

      His big, warm hand didn’t let me go.

      Instead, his grip only grew tighter.

      “No,” he said roughly, and tossed his guitar case onto the patch of grass beside us. “I want you to hear me out. Why are you being so stubborn?” Both of his hands were on me now. My ridiculously high heels and short, short skirt ensured that it didn’t take much effort for him to move me over to the dark shadows beside the complex.

      He let me go, and I spun out of his grip. I turned to him and breathlessly asked, “There’s nothing to say. Other than why the heck you’d do that to me?”

      Even in the dark, Cash’s eyes still sparkled. He took a step back and cocked his head to the side like he was surprised. “What I did to you?” he asked, as though I was out of my mind.

      “Yes,” I whisper-yelled and stuck my hands on my hips. “That was completely out of line.” I leaned forward. “I mean, come on, Cash,” I spat out. “‘Chasing Cars’ by Snow Patrol? That’s playing freaking dirty.”

      His eyebrows flew up on his handsome face. “I played dirty?” He slapped his hand to his chest. “You started it, Jillian. I was just simply responding to you.”

      My jaw fell to the ground. “Are you serious right now?”

      Now his hands found his hips and he leaned toward me. “Yeah, I’m fuckin’ serious, Jillian. You started this when you opened up your sweet lips and sang the first verse of ‘Bad Timing’.”

      I slammed my mouth shut.

      Mostly because he was right.

      I had done exactly that.

      I had sung “Bad Timing” by Blue Rodeo.

      It was a great song—but it also had a great big meaning behind it.

      For us.

      “Yeah,” he said, and I watched as his eyes scanned my face for a minute. Then he tilted his head to the other side. “Christ, you didn’t even realize you were poking the bear. Did you?”

      I bit my bottom lip in response. Mostly because I had no response.

      He was right.

      As usual.

      Cash freaking Clemens, hockey god extraordinaire, was always right.

      He took a deep breath and his eyes lowered to my chest, and then down further. “You wear that skirt for me, sweetness?” his raspy voice asked an extremely loaded question that gave me goose bumps all over my skin.

      His eyes lingered on my way-too-short skirt—which I had, in fact, worn for him.

      Cash loved my legs.

      And I’d wanted him to see as much of them as possible tonight.

      And since my whole freaking life was made up of secrets and lies—right now, at this very moment—I decided to tell him the truth.

      I answered him without hesitation, “Yes.”

      I watched as Cash let out a long breath. “What am I going to do with you?” he asked, but it was a question that didn’t require an answer.

      And I was pretty sure we both knew that.

      Instead, he walked directly into me, one hand going behind my head while the other one slid to my back.

      With much more urgency than before, he asked—no demanded, “Answer me, Jillian. What the fuck am I going to do with you?” Cash’s warm, minty breath floated over my face. The intensity in his eyes and in his voice made me weak.

      His parted lips were millimeters from mine while his breathing sped up considerably. The scent of his piney, cedary, manly cologne infused my senses. I was powerless in his arms.

      And he knew that.

      Just like my heart did.

      “Kiss me, Cash. That’s what you can do with me,” I panted, already out of breath—barely able to speak or stand as my heart pounded out of my chest.

      His hand on my head tightened, and he backed me up against the cold, hard siding. That hand protected my head from hitting the wall behind me, and then—his lips were on mine.

      And it was absolute perfection.

      Just like it always was when Cash Clemens kissed me.

      The man could take my breath away with nothing more than a quick kiss.

      But this wasn’t just a quick peck.

      Nope.

      This was going to be the kiss of all kisses.

      I already knew that.

      It would be the kind of kiss that inspired poets and artists.

      And authors.

      He moaned into my mouth, and I moaned into his. Cash’s tongue swept in and found mine waiting eagerly to play.

      And play it did.

      Our tongues dueled—each one wanting to come up as the winner. But that was the thing—nobody lost when you kissed like this.

      It was hard and deep and feral. And I never wanted it to end.

      My hands touched his chest over top of his white T-shirt—but it wasn’t enough. I needed more. So I slipped my hands underneath and glided along his hard, taut muscles. Without me even realizing it, I lifted the hem and said, “Take this off, honey. I want to feel you.”

      He huffed out a sharp breath and reached behind his back. I loved when he bent his arms and pulled his shirt off.

      It was seriously the hottest thing ever.

      Cash yanked the T-shirt over his head and tossed it into the air. Then his lips were instantly back on mine. I let my hands wander all over his beautifully naked chest and back.

      His skin wasn’t warm—it felt scorchingly hot under my fingertips.

      A rush of wetness escaped between my legs, and I clenched my thighs tightly together.

      “You feel so good,” I muttered into his mouth as my fingertips trailed over his incredible body.

      He pushed his body further against mine and it was then I felt his hardness.

      Oh, gosh.

      Cash Clemens was extremely well endowed. I’d missed that part of him, too.

      Especially first thing in the morning and last thing at night. Those were the times that Cash was most—playful.

      There wasn’t a morning since we’d broken up that I hadn’t rolled over and been horribly sad he wasn’t there.

      My hand drifted down his chest to his sculpted abs.

      And then.

      Down.

      The second my fingertips found him—Cash groaned loudly into my mouth and thrust into my hand. That just made me grip him and stroke him harder through his jeans.

      Cash ripped his lips off mine. “I want to see you, sweetness. Is this okay?” His fingers found the top button of my blouse.

      I licked my lips and nodded. After that, I took over and undid the few buttons there were.

      His gaze dropped to my breasts. I’d worn his favorite color—just like I always did when I went to play at the country bar.

      Red.

      Cash’s fingers pushed my top over my shoulders and down my arms. He stared at my breasts with a dark hunger in his eyes.

      “You are so fucking beautiful,” he said with an edge to his voice. I could tell he was having a problem restraining himself.

      I grabbed his hands and set them on my breasts. We both sighed at the same time. “Touch me, Cash. You know what I like,” I said, because he absolutely knew what I liked. Nobody but Cash had ever—gotten me there. If you know what I mean.

      “Not a woman alive who’s more beautiful, Jillian.” He squeezed my breasts in his big hands and let his thumbs rub over my nipples until they were hard, tight buds.

      He dragged the bra straps off my shoulders, his eyes taking me in the entire time.

      Finally, he pulled my bra down far enough that my breasts popped out. He practically growled as his hands grabbed me again.

      “Ah, yes,” I moaned while he played with me. It didn’t take him long to bend his head down and lick my nipple into his warm, wet mouth.

      The tugging sensation he created drove me mad. I held onto his head and watched him lick and suck on me.

      “Cash, I want you, honey. Please,” I practically begged the hockey god.

      He let his tongue drag over my nipple one more time before letting go.

      “Jillian—are you sure?” he asked against my lips and kissed me again. I let him inside and kissed him right back.

      “I’m aching for you. Please,” I said with urgency in my voice.

      His hands gripped my behind and pulled me up his body. Then he leaned me more forcefully against the wall—my short skirt now at my waist.

      “Take me out and put me where you want. But do it quickly, sweetness. I’m about ready to come inside my jeans.”

      I grinned as he kissed me, and I undid his jeans. It didn’t take me long to pull his huge length out. I yanked my panties aside and rubbed him in my wetness.

      And it felt freaking wonderful.

      “You are so fucking wet,” he gasped out in a hoarse breath.

      “I ache so badly, Cash. I need you,” I said again, hoping that he’d relieve my discomfort.

      He kissed me while poised directly at my heat. “Are you sure?” he rasped against my lips.

      I wiggled my hips and nodded. “Fuck me, Cash. Now.”

      And boy, did he take that seriously. Exactly one second later he drove himself inside of me and I let out a scream of pain.

      And I did that because it freaking hurt.

      My fingers dug into his back in an attempt to relieve the stinging burn he’d created. I gasped when he pulled himself out slightly.

      He stilled and looked at me. “Are you okay? Did I hurt you?”

      I wrapped my hands around the back of his neck and held on. “I’m good,” I lied, still feeling the sharp twinges of pain he’d caused. “It’s just—” I took a deep breath, waiting for myself to get used to his size, “been a while.”

      And yeah—it had.

      Been a long while.

      “Do you want me to stop?” he whispered into my ear—and I swear to you—the sweet tone of his voice combined with his concern for me—it made me feel so, so cherished.

      “No, I’m okay, honey. Keep going, please,” I muttered against his cheek right before I kissed it. I let my tongue slip out and taste his salty, hot skin.

      Yeah.

      He was just as delicious as I remembered.

      I inhaled his piney manly scent as I tasted my way down his neck. Licking Cash had been one of my favorite activities.

      With that, he started moving inside of me, slowly at first. And I do mean torturously slow. But it gave me time to get over the initial shock and pain of having him inside of me again.

      Slowly, the hurt turned into discomfort. And the discomfort faded away completely.

      After I adapted to him—it felt like it always had with Cash.

      Amazing.

      “Faster, Cash,” I whispered into his ear and weaved my fingers together. His body was getting too sweaty to hang onto anymore. I knew he wouldn’t let go. Cash Clemens had always taken the best care of me.

      In all things.

      Until I’d screwed him over, that is.

      “Fuck.” He exhaled a blast of air against my mouth. “I’m not going to last long. Are you close?”

      Oh, gosh, his words made me even wetter. I clamped down hard on him and let my hand slip down between us. This was another one of my favorite things to do in the entire world.

      I loved touching our connection.

      I loved feeling how wet he got from me.

      But most of all—I loved how the two of us felt right there.

      Two—into one.

      Connected at the most intimate place two people could be.

      So, so, so beautiful.

      “Touch yourself. I’m going to blow my load any second,” Cash wheezed out. I could tell that was the truth by how much bigger he suddenly swelled.

      Cash always did that right before he came—and I freaking loved it.

      I did what he asked and touched that hard bundle of nerves between my legs.

      And it didn’t take more than a minute for me to catch up. “I’m there,” I whimpered, his sweaty chest moving quickly up and down next to mine as he thrust up into me.

      “Fuck,” he spat out exactly one second before I felt him burst inside of me. And that caused the dam inside of me to explode as well.

      “Cash, oh, yes.” My body tightened and spasmed around him. I held on for dear life, wishing we could stay like this forever.

      Just the two of us.

      In the dark.

      Connected in all the best places.

      Forever.

      The stars I saw behind my eyes weren’t as bright as the ones in the sky.

      They were brighter.

      And way more spectacular.

      Cash always took me to the highest highs, so this wasn’t surprising.

      I
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