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  For all the women waiting for someone who will never stop choosing them… 








  
  Chapter 1

Gracie


“I’m freaking out.” 
“Why? A baby isn’t a death sentence.” I chuckle at Ava’s strained voice through the phone. I can tell she is on the verge of crying. Something my friend barely does. One thing about Ava is, she isn’t weak. She won’t take shit from anyone. So, this fragile side is unnerving and, truthfully, I want my fiery friend back. Her strength helps me stay strong.
“But we aren’t ready…we aren’t married yet.”
“You’re engaged. That’s the same bloody thing,” I argue, trying to snap some sense into her.
“It’s too soon,” she mumbles.
“For who?”
She stays silent, then I hear a hiccup down the line.
“Listen, I know this is really about you. And—” I clear my throat, taking a breath through my now tightening airway. It always happens when I talk about the past. “You’re not going to leave your baby.”
That has her sobbing loudly, and I drop my chin. Clutching my phone tightly in my hand, I’m surprised it’s not breaking. My eyes swell with tears threatening to sprinkle my cheeks at hearing her struggle.
“I can’t do this.”
“Well, it looks like you don’t have an option. Have you told Josh yet?” I ask.
“No,” she splutters through a sob. “What’s he going to think?”
“I’m not a mind reader, but if I had to guess, I’d say he’s going to be fucking ecstatic. The guy worships the ground you walk on. If he wasn’t serious about a future with you, he wouldn’t have proposed, and you wouldn’t be planning your dream wedding.”
“But a baby…it’s a big fucking deal.”
I wonder what it would be like to have someone like that…
Someone who truly loves me. Who won’t leave me. Adores me.
I shake my head at the ridiculous thought. Every day at work, I see more shit guys than good. It would take a lot for me to settle down. I’m happy to hookup for relief and a good time, but it’s always no strings attached, and so far, I’ve never wanted more.
“It is, but you have Josh and me—” A beep in my ear has me pulling my phone away to see who the other caller is.
“Someone’s trying to call you. I should let you go.” She splutters.
Sandra flashes across the screen. I hesitate. Should I let it go to voicemail? 
My stomach hardens at the thought of hanging up, so instead, I say, “It’s Sandra. I can call her back. But, Ava”—I wait until she says “yeah” before continuing—“you will make an amazing mom. ”
She sniffs and says, “Thanks.  I don’t know what I’d do without you. But answer Sandra, she wouldn’t call unless it was important. I’m fine. Call me tomorrow.”
I smile, feeling that way too. She is my ride or die, the friend who you can always count on to always be there for you in the good or bad times. I’d do anything for her.
“Ditto. I really have to take Sandra’s call before she hangs up, but I’ll pop in tomorrow to see you, and we can talk this out properly.”
“Sounds good. Bye.” She sniffs once more before I hang up.
I quickly accept the incoming call, catching it on the last ring.
“Hello, Sandra?” I say with a frown, wondering why she is calling. 
“Hi. Could you possibly come in and help tonight? It’s hectic with the Christmas crowd, and I need your experience.”
My frown deepens at her question, and I run my hand through my freshly washed hair, not wanting to get it ruined from the smoke.
“But didn’t we roster staff for every shift?” I ask.
“I know, and I’m sorry to even ask this of you.”
I have worked every day this week, and tonight was my night off.
“You wouldn’t unless you were desperate,” I mumble, closing my eyes and lying back on my couch.
“I’m sorry.”
Me too.
I open my eyes and look down at my tartan flannel pajamas, knowing they are about to be replaced by a Santa skirt and crop top.
The thought of how cold it is outside makes me shiver. But no matter the weather, I do my best to make tips on every shift, and that requires the scantily clad look. It doesn’t mean I like it, but the more tips, the quicker I can save for bigger and better things.
I sigh. “I’ll get ready and come as soon as I can.”
“Thank you! You’re the best. I owe you!”
A laugh slips, and I say, “Don’t thank me yet. I’m not even there. I could totally stand you up.”
“You never let me down.”
I smile, grateful she notices that I’m reliable, a quality I take pride in myself for. I work hard and care for others, and I’ll always feel indebted to Sandra for giving me a job and a restart in life.
“I’ll see you soon,” I say, then hang up, tossing the phone to my side before getting ready for another busy night.

      [image: image-placeholder]Only a couple of hours in, and it’s been nonstop. I have been directing newer staff on what to do, as well as making drinks and doing rounds of the room to make sure no one is misbehaving. Which, so far, thankfully, they aren’t. That would mean me having to kick them out, or worse—call the cops.
I’m too tired for that shit tonight, so everyone better stay on their best behavior.
“Can I have another rum and Coke, darling?”
My skin crawls at the sexual tone, and I turn from my position at the fridge, where I’m neatly restocking bottles of pre-mixed alcohol. Looking around the Christmas decorations, I plaster the biggest fakest smile I can muster at the white-haired man pushing late sixties, wearing a flannel shirt and torn jeans, and a matching white overgrown beard.
He’s a regular.
“Kevin, I thought I told you not to call me darling. It makes me feel old.”
I don’t get up from my position and his glossy half-closed eyes spring open, looking me up and down. I internally roll my eyes. Gross.
Where is the vomit bucket when you need one?
I turn and finish unpacking the drinks.
He speaks again. “You are definitely not old, Gracieee.”
This time of year, the bar is always busy, being the holiday season. But Kevin here comes by every week. Since his wife died, he religiously saunters in, taking a seat right at the bar, drooling all over me and offering to pay me for sex. Which, I’m sorry, no matter how much money he was to offer, I just can’t do it. Drunk or sober, there is just no fucking way.
The money, I’m not going to lie, would be amazing, and help me reach my goal of becoming an architect faster. But allowing him into my bed takes on a whole level of low. I’d rather build my savings the old fashion way—by working hard.
And I’m happy to work. But Christmas has to be one of the saddest times for me. Most nights I leave here, I’m alone, dreaming of a bright future that involves a career earning good money, a house in the city, and a family. I want the whole husband and the white picket fence, but one goal at a time. The real kicker was that it was a Christmas week when I left home in search of a better life.
I finish restocking and then stand to pour Kevin his rum and Coke, placing it in front of him. He pays me, and as usual, tips me well. Putting on my best fake smile, I say my “Thank you” and hurry back to cleaning, trying to keep my distance.
But before I can get too far, his voice cuts through the Christmas carols playing, making me pause. “Excuse me.”
It’s the voice of someone I’ve thought about more than I’d care to admit, even though we’ve never really spoken more than a couple of words to each other.
Swallowing roughly, I look down the bar until I locate him. Our gazes lock, and his piercing brown eyes, olive skin, and tousled brown-black hair send a tingle through my limbs.
This alluring man has only been in a few times, and every one of those times, I turn to jelly. I can’t string two fucking words together. His looks cause my brain to turn to mush, and I have to take a minute to recover from his presence.
Say something tonight, I beg myself. Looking briefly up at the mistletoe. 
I’m never tongue-tied or struggling for words. Normally, you can’t shut me up, but this man has me shaky on my knees.
I finally step over to him, running my hands over my skimpy Santa clothes and my eyes over his white shirt that’s rolled up at the sleeves, showcasing his muscled forearms dusted with dark hair. He must’ve pulled at his tie because it’s loose around his neck. 
It’s like he has just left work. On Christmas Eve?






  
  Chapter 2

Marco


I hate Christmas. It’s the worst holiday of the year, when everyone plays pretend happy family. I’m on my way back to New York City, but I needed to see her for some reason. I knew she could make Christmas more bearable and looking at her hazel lust-filled eyes staring back at me now, makes me glad I stopped by. 
A place like this isn’t one you’d typically find me in, but I stay down at the end of the bar to keep off other patrons’ radars while I’m here. I don’t want to be spoken to by anyone while I’m here…except her. 
I watch her move like an angel. She wears the brightest red lipstick, only enhancing the shine of her brilliant white smile. And her small sexy santa outfit including her thigh high socks are causing me to swallow a growl. The way these men look at her makes me sick. I stumbled into this bar once when my car broke down on a work trip, and I have only been back since to get a glance at her. 
I sip my drink slowly, admiring her beauty, and I wonder every time what her story is…why is she working here?
She looks to be mid-twenties and seems to have a good head on her shoulders, but she works here, in this old town bar. Is this a part-time job? Is she in school? If so, that’d mean she’s starting late? Or maybe she’s gone back for additional studies? Maybe instead of thinking about every possibility, I could make this a lot simpler and talk to the woman. 
All these questions come to me, but every time I have come in here, I haven’t been able to ask. I’m speechless by her beauty, but also, I know I’m too old for her. Heck, I’m a thirty-eight-year-old who can’t talk to a woman. I bet my friends would have a field day with that. So, when she comes over, standing in front of me, her hands gripped to the counter, and her angelic voice says, “Hi,” it’s no surprise that I respond so lamely.
I smile and say, “Hi.” 
“Would you like the usual?” she asks with a wide grin and a sparkle in her eye. My heart skips a beat at the adorable way she is staring at me right now. When she looks at me like that, I wonder for a brief second if she does that with everyone, or if it’s saved just for me. 
Hell, I hope it’s the latter.
“Please,” I say with a small nod. The corner of my lip twitches.
“Gotcha. I’ll be right back.” She pushes off the bar and moves effortlessly to make my scotch on the rocks before dropping it in front of me and pausing. Her hands are leaning on the counter again, seemingly waiting for me.
“Thanks.” I hand over my money and my usual generous tip.
She takes it from me, and when our hands graze, it sends my heart hammering.
What was that?
Pushing that feeling aside, I decide I need to take this opportunity to talk to her. Finally.
“So—”
“Did you—”
But she has the same idea, and it makes us both laugh.
“You go.” She lifts her hand toward me.
I shake my head. “Ladies first.” 
“Did you, uh, just finish work?” she stumbles, and I smile wider. Glad I’m not the only one affected. I run my gaze over her hand to check—but no ring still.
Good. Real fucking good.
“Uh-huh,” I mumble as I sip the drink, welcoming the burn down my throat. Licking my lips, I’m unable to remove my eyes from her high cheekbones, bowing pouty lips, and heart-shaped face as she continues to multitask, indulging in her magnificence as she stacks a pile of glasses on a dish rack.
I shouldn’t be asking, but I need to know. Speaking loudly to be heard over the music and chatter, I ask, “Do you have a b—?”
But I’m cut off by a drunk customer waving her down, cutting off others as if he’s more important than anyone else waiting at the bar. “Excuse me!” he yells again, and I grind my teeth. 
As I turn to her, she offers me a strained smile and dips her head, moving to serve him. Watching him smile at her with dopey eyes makes my blood boil. I need to walk away from him and cool down. It’s getting under my skin. Heck, anything to do with her gets under my skin. But why? 
Who fucking knows. 
I pick up my glass and drain it before moving to the dingy hallway to seek out the restroom. I don’t miss the way her eyes skim over me as I do, sending a silent thrill through me.
As I come back down the hallway, I have never appreciated the warm, dim lighting except for right now. My eyes connect with her, and the way it hits her pink flushed cheeks enhances her beauty. Illuminates her, as I watch her ass move around the tables, refreshing drinks, and taking orders. The way she works tells me she has been doing this for a while. 
And that gets me thinking she couldn’t have a boyfriend, surely. What kind of man would sit back and watch an old man crack on to her and not want to punch the shit out of him? Well, if she was with me, she wouldn’t work here. 
My phone chimes in my pocket, pulling me from my thoughts, and I lean against the wall to check it. I see a notification from my assistant.
Cassie: Flight’s delayed by two hours.
I squeeze my eyes shut. Fuck. I’m going to be more tired tomorrow, and even less thrilled to be dealing with the family for Christmas lunch.
I suck in a long breath through my nose and try to be positive. 
Walking back to the bar, I’m stopped dead in my tracks when I see her wiping down the counter, her skirt pulled up from the simple task, showing me her toned legs. I wonder if she likes to work out as much as I do.
I’m an early riser who runs or hits the gym in my penthouse before work every day.
I can’t help but notice all the other patrons’ eyes ogling her too, and my jaw clenches. Nope, I definitely don’t like the size of her skirt for work now. 
It’s not her fault she’s getting so much attention. She is beautiful, stunningly so, with the hourglass figure that every man in this room wants to have between their palms. But it doesn’t change how protective I’m being all of a sudden. 
What is it about her that makes me like this?
I never come back to see the same woman, but with her, I have this need to visit this bar every time I’m in town.
She walks out of sight, so I shake off my wandering thoughts and return to my seat at the high counter. I need another drink stat, to deal with both the flight delay and these men drooling over her. Maybe I need some food too.
“What’s your name?” I ask when she comes to the beer taps to refill a drink. I don’t know why, I need to know it right this minute. Like it matters to me. It’s not like I’m interested in her or anything. I’ve seen her multiple times now and have yet to open that door.
“Sandy,” a woman beside me slurs, sliding her arm over my shoulder. I stiffen, hating the contact even more as I look into her hooded, glassy eyes. Glancing at the woman I was actually asking, I see she is biting her lip until she pops it, and it turns into a cheeky grin. The tension in me dissipates a little, loving her face while wearing humor—it’s sexy.
Just like her.
“I’m not talking to you. I’m asking her.” I tilt my chin.
She opens her mouth, but Sandy interrupts, saying, “Gracie. But she is twenty-six, so a little young for you, don’t you think?”
What is this lady talking about? I’ve only asked for a name, not a hand in marriage. Fuck, this is getting out of control. 
Gracie’s face falls, and as she grabs my empty glass, I cover her hand with mine. She stills under my touch.
Our gazes lock, and I say, “I think it’s her choice.”
Gracie’s face softens. I would say she agrees.
Sandy squeezes my shoulder, whispering not so quietly in my ear, “If you say so, but I think I’m closer to your age and much better suited.”
She’s trying to be seductive, but this woman is vile, and I wish she would simply fuck off. She is saying everything right in front of Gracie, who, right now, I’m sure, is insulted. And I don’t want anyone hurting or upsetting her.
My hand is still on hers, and really, I should remove it, but I can’t seem to make myself.
I’ve had enough, and my blood is pumping harder in my ears. I speak through gritted teeth. “That’s untrue, and if you don’t mind, I’d like to be left alone.”
Sandy huffs before pushing out her chest and storming off, probably to annoy some other fucker for the night. But maybe with their beer goggles, she will be more appealing. 
I return to face Gracie, who smiles at me before slipping her hand out from under mine so she can return to work. A flash of disappointment hits me from the loss of contact, feeling cold and empty. 
The question I tried to ask earlier enters my mind once more, and I am desperate to know. I lean forward, lacing my fingers before me on the counter. Watching the way she peeks up at me from under her dark lashes and the way she bites her plump lip has me shifting in my seat, and fuck it. “Do you have a boyfriend?” I ask, keeping my voice low and firm away from prying patrons. 
Her eyes widen as she peers around with a slackened mouth before returning to my gaze, and she responds with a knowing smile, “No.”
A hum vibrates through my chest at her answer. 
This woman is piquing my interest, but should her age deter me? Twenty-six is an age that she knows what she wants, but there are still twelve years between us, so maybe it’s too much. Why am I even thinking this way? I never said I would act on my desire. Even with the way my body reacts to her, I won’t give in. I just came in for an hour and planned to watch her from afar and have a brief conversation before I leave again.
But tonight is the first time I have stayed longer than usual. And it seems I chose a busy night, with the bartenders moving nonstop. A noise in front of me brings my attention back just as she lowers another drink down in front of me, and she smiles before moving to serve another customer.
“Gracie,” I say.
She turns to me, and I smirk, loving the sound of her name rolling off my tongue. Her brow raises in question.
“Could I order some food? My flight’s delayed.” I should be more upset by this turn of events, as usually it would piss me off, but having more time with her is a secret blessing. It’s only two hours, so what’s the harm? And with that time, I can ask her more questions and watch her move in that little outfit.
“I’m sorry to hear that.” The way she looks at me and her genuine sadness causes my dick to twitch.
“I’m not. At least I’ll have great company.” My smirk widens when I see the wheels turning in her head. 
“You will. Where were you headed?” She leans over the counter, and I can’t help but run my gaze over her sinful curves again, her full breasts taunting me. I drop my gaze lower, admiring the dips in her waist, and then slowly make my way to her exquisite face again. She gives me a wide grin and an appreciative look of her own. I’ve never worried about what a woman thinks of me, but I hope she likes what she sees. 
She seems more relaxed and confident around me now, giving me a side I haven’t seen yet. I want to get to know more.
“New York,” I reply.
“Is that where you live?” she gushes with a beaming expression.
“It is.”
She pushes off the counter. “Oh, I need to grab you a menu. At this hour, it’s bar food only, sorry.”
“I’ll take anything.”
She reaches down and hands me a menu. 
“Can you recommend anything?” I ask as I scan it over. 
She leans forward and points to the nachos and hot wings. 
“These are crowd favorites.”
I stare at her finger, noting her red painted nails. They’d look great leaving scratch marks on my back. 
Scanning the rest of the menu before looking back up, I say, “I can’t go past the crowd favorite, can I? I’ll get the nachos and hot wings.” And hopefully, I won’t get food poisoning, except it might be a good way out of lunch with my ex tomorrow.
“Good choice. Are you going to eat them here or at a table?”
I pay and look around. A bit of the crowd has cleared and there is a table near the TV, but wanting to watch her more wins out, so I decide to stay where I am, and hope Sandy doesn’t come back.
“I’ll stay right here,” I say, and she bites her lip to stop a broad smile from forming.






  
  Chapter 3

Gracie


I’m serving the rowdy crowd, and a bead of sweat runs down my back from the nonstop night. I chance a peek at him in the corner, munching on the pretzels, then get back to work. He’s so damn handsome. 
No one else has come over to bother him since Sandy, and I can’t help but smirk at the memory. His horrified expression was priceless. She is thirty-nine and very attractive, so to watch him become so repulsed by her made me feel lighter. And the way he said it was my choice...I don’t know exactly how old he is, but age is just a number. I’ve dated guys my age, and yes, it’s fun, but the electricity I have with him is different. I want to find out his name now. He knows mine, so it’s only fair.
The way he spoke and acted gave me the confidence boost I needed to let my guard down. I can’t help but remember the subtle hand squeeze and smile just for me, showing me his interest in me too. I want to do something about it, but I don’t know what. He’s more sophisticated than the men I’ve been with before; in a league of his own. 
He hasn’t left the spot at the bar, which I’m secretly humbled about. And I’ve refilled his drink a couple of times now. It’s a nice excuse to check in with him, and we exchange flirty smiles. I wish I had longer to stop and talk to him, since I know he’ll be gone soon, but the crowd is still large, and I’m too busy to have a long chat.
I’m restocking the limes when, from the corner of my eye, I see a young man slip something into a drink. I snatch the glass from the bar before he can reach for it, narrowing my eyes and saying, “Don’t fucking bother.”
I know his name, so I’m going to report him.
“Give it to me,” he sneers.
“No, you spiked it.” 
The woman standing near him gasps and covers her mouth, looking totally bewildered, and I feel sorry for her as what I said sinks in. But what I wasn’t expecting was for her to pour the drink over him and yell, “How dare you? You creep. I’m going to the cops.”
She storms off in the exit’s direction, and I stand there, proud of her. Her speaking up at the disgusting act is impressive. Spiking isn’t a usual occurrence here, but it’s still an unfortunate reality. Every time I’ve found women passed out or slurring their words when I know they weren’t drunk, it causes me to dislike men as a whole.
I watch him look around, embarrassed at being caught. Piece of trash. As I walk over to the phone to report him, his face pales.
“Please don’t. It won’t happen again.” He leans over the bar, his expression one of desperation.
“Not a chance in hell,” I spit, my body vibrating in anger.
The bouncer grabs him and takes him away.
After I make the call, I return to work, but I’m a little shaken.
“Are you okay?” The sexy stranger asks, his voice cutting across my wandering thoughts.
“Yeah,” I mumble, not wanting to expose to him how rattled I really am. I just want to push it aside and go back to the fun, flirty night.
“That happens often?” he asks, and the deep tone of concern in his voice has me looking up.
His head is tilted, and he’s holding strong eye contact with me. When I stay silent, a deep frown settles between his brows. “Gracie?”
I sigh. “Thankfully not. I don’t understand why they do it.”
His eyes darken, and he rubs his chin with his hand as he speaks. “Baffles me. Consent is huge for me.” 
My pulse skips a beat.
“Same. And don’t they want the woman to enjoy it?” I shake my head.
“I guess not. Which doesn’t make any sense, since that’s the best part.”
I swallow hard, knowing what he’s implying.
I’m about to respond when he pulls his phone out, pinching the bridge of his nose as he grumbles, “Fuck.”
“Is everything all right?” I ask.
He runs his hand through his hair before cradling his drink again. Lifting it to his lips, he drains half the glass. His eyes flick up to me and he says, “My flight’s canceled.”
I wait, but nothing else comes. He’s rubbing his lip with his finger and staring at his phone, clearly upset. “Do you need any help?”
“Gracie!” a customer shouts, and I hate that I’m being interrupted. I want to help him even though I don’t even know how I could possibly do that. I just want to remove that stress from his face.
He stares at me and then looks away and then back at me. I smile softly in apology, and he offers one in return before looking at his phone once again as I’m pulled back to serve more customers. 
A little bit later, his food is ready, so I bring it over, but his back is to me. He’s standing with his hand buried deep in his pocket, showing me his tight ass in his gray pants, his other clutching the phone to his ear.
I lower the food down carefully, trying not to make a noise. I want to hear his conversation and perv on him a little longer without him knowing.
“You need to find me a new flight. I must get home tonight.”
My brows knit. He can’t get home at all? And who’s at home waiting for him? I look at his left hand, but I don’t see a ring, but maybe there is a girlfriend.
My stomach hardens in disappointment. Of course, he would have someone. He’s handsome, intelligent, and he probably sees me in the way every other guy in here does. 
But then why did he flirt with me all night if he had someone? There is something undeniable that’s shared between us. Surely, I haven’t been reading all the signals wrong? Hell, he asked me if I had a boyfriend. He instigated that, not me. 
No, I shake my head. I’m not delusional. 
Tonight, before he leaves, I’m going to find out if this is all a fantasy I’ve made up in my head, or something I should let myself indulge in…even just for the night.






  
  Chapter 4

Marco


I’m sipping another drink and by now the burn isn’t there, it’s numb. 
I need to get home to my daughter and ex-wife for Christmas lunch, but I’m stuck here. I’m scrolling my phone, looking at every stupid motel around here, but either they have no vacancies, or the places look like bed bugs come as part of the room.
I’m at a loss about what to do.
Slumping over the counter, I rub my forehead and scroll until my phone dies. I squeeze my eyes tight. Fuck. Seriously?
My phone is dead and I’m in a bar far from home, with no place to sleep tonight. Taking a deep breath, I notice how quiet the bar is. I lower my phone and peer up to see there are only a few customers left. 
“You have been here all night,” Gracie says with a cute smile. Her red lipstick has worn off and now her naturally pink lips are visible.
“Yeah, I sure have.” I can’t help but grin at her. I am welcoming her presence to cut through the bad mood I’ve found myself in.
“This is the longest you’ve ever been here.” Her face lights up in a mischievous look. That single look breaks through the dull headache that’s now forming behind my brow.
“Yeah, well, a flight cancellation and no rooms anywhere.” I bark out a laugh, even though it’s the least bit funny. “And to top it off…my phone just died.”
I lift the phone to show her a black screen.
She winces. “Ouch. Today isn’t your day, huh?”
I shake my head. “Nope, I pissed in someone’s Wheaties.”
She giggles, and it’s the lightest, prettiest sound. It makes me laugh along with her.
“Well, I have a charger you can borrow, but that won’t help your sleeping situation.”
“I’ll take what I can get. The charger would be great.” 
She nods and retrieves the charger from a back room, bringing it over to me.
“There is an outlet over there, next to the booth.” I follow where she is pointing. Nodding, I slide off the stool, my ass officially dead from the lack of circulation after sitting for so long.
“Have a seat there. I’ll bring you a fresh drink and join you.”
My mouth falls open, and I do a double take. I see her panic at my reaction, and she quickly waves a hand around. “Or I’ll leave you be. I don’t want to bother you.”
My face morphs into a wide smile. “Oh, no. I’d love it if you’d join me. Just…don’t you have somewhere else to be?” Surely, she doesn’t want to babysit me.
“No. I’m closing up tonight.”
“But it’s Christmas Eve.” 
She shrugs. “Someone has to do it.” Her voice is flat with her response, and it causes my gut to twist, telling me something isn’t adding up. But I don’t push her.
I nod. “Okay, I’ll be waiting over there.” I smile and take off to the booth.
She comes after a while carrying two glasses. Sliding one across the wooden table to me, she sits on the opposite side.
I pick up the glass and hold it out to cheers. “Thanks for this.”
“Bye, Gracie!” a patron calls out.
She waves and watches them leave before returning to face me, clinking her glass with mine and taking a sip. Staring at me over her glass, she lowers it to the table, and an unreadable expression appears on her face.
“What’s your name?” she asks.
I smirk as I answer, “Marc.”
“Marc,” she repeats, and it’s like a purr, or at least that’s how it sounds to me. My pulse races, and I swear I see interest flash across her face. I wonder if she’s attracted to me too. 
Nah, she is just trying to be nice. Probably feels sorry for me being stranded here.
I nod, watching her as I drink. “Am I your last customer?” I ask, checking my watch and glancing at the time, shocked to see its one thirty in the morning.
It’s fucking Christmas.
“Mm-hmm.”
“Now I feel worse,” I say with a groan.
“Don’t. It’s not like you asked for this to happen?”
“Definitely not.” I scoff.
“Well, now that you’re here, we may as well get to know each other,” she says with a shrug.
“Really?” This is too good to be true.
She lifts her glass to her lips, taking a decent drink. When she lowers it back to the table, she licks the residue off her lips. Her pink tongue gliding over her plump bottom lip is taunting, and the alcohol running through my veins hasn’t slowed down my desire. If anything, spending more time around her tonight has increased it tenfold.
I clutch the glass in my hand like a lifeline.
She nods and asks, “How old are you, Marc?”
God, the sound of my name coming from her throat is stirring me up. 
I need to stay focused and try to keep my mind from drifting into dangerous territory.
“Older than you,” I say with a smirk.
She rolls her eyes playfully. “Tell me, it won’t scare me,” she whispers.
I stare at her, and I know it won’t. She already knows I’m older, and it hasn’t had her running away. Instead, it seems to attract her more.
“Thirty-eight,” I reply, watching her face to see what her reaction is.
“You’re younger than I thought.”
A deep chuckle leaves me at her answer. “Yeah, not too old, you reckon?”
“Not an old man just yet.” She swats my hand with a giggle.
Silence falls between us, and when she smiles, it causes me to frown in confusion.
“Why are you smiling?”
“It wasn’t that hard, was it?”
I chuckle. The only hard thing is my cock between my legs. It’s growing and making me spread my thighs under the table.
Keeping those thoughts to myself, I say, “No.”
“Do you want to play a game?” she asks, looking like she needs liquid courage as she takes another sip.
“I don’t play games,” I say honestly.
“Come on. It’s Christmas and you’re stuck here. Let’s have some fun.” There’s a twinkle in her eye I’m not sure I can deny.
I squint, trying to read where she is going with this. “What are you thinking?” I ask, still mulling over her words.
“Truth or Dare.”
I haven’t played this game since I was young. It seems stupid and dangerous. Playing Truth or Dare with her could lead to trouble. Serious fucking trouble.
“I’m a thirty-eight-year-old man, and you want me to play Truth or Dare?” I shake my head.
“You’re not dead.” She winks, and I let out a groan, rubbing my jaw.
“Come on, live a little. Or are you too scared I’ll have you eating a spoonful of hot sauce when you choose dare?” She wiggles her eyebrows, and the humor is back, and fuck if she isn’t tempting. As she brings her drink to her lips again, I’m suddenly jealous of the glass, wishing that perfect mouth was pressed against mine or full of my cock.
I used to be young and carefree like Gracie is now. I used to be the guy that actually lived his life and had fun, then things changed when work took over and effectively ruined my life a bit.
The issues with my ex-wife only arose because all I did was work. It broke my family and caused my divorce, but I couldn’t give it up. Work is my life—it consumes me.
And now, here I am, unable to work. So why shouldn’t I live a little? Indulge in the temptation that sits across from me…because I don’t see this game ending with me letting her walk away untouched unless she doesn’t want it. Her hungry eyes keep suggesting things that I doubt I’m wrong about.
“I’m in,” I say with a lift of my brow. “But no fucking hot sauce, deal?”
She tips her head back, laughing, before sitting up and clapping excitedly. And I can’t help but roll my eyes with a grin.
“Truth or dare?” she asks.
“Truth.”
I’m not game to try dare yet. I don’t know where her head is at.
She stares at me for a minute, and my pulse rises, wondering what the first question will be.
“Are you married?” she asks, and I let out the breath I was holding.
Easy.
“No,” I answer and watch as she bites down on her lip, hiding a smile, but the gleam in her eyes gives away how happy she is. I can’t help but grin stupidly at her before asking, “Truth or dare?”
“Truth.”
Good. I was hoping to get to know her more.
“Do you have a girlfriend? Or are you seeing anyone at all?”
“Hey! That was two questions, Mister!”
I smirk. Knowing I totally did, but not on purpose.
I hold my hand up in surrender. “Sorry, honest mistake. I promise.”
She narrows her eyes, as if reading my face to see if I’m lying. I can’t help but laugh. She shakes her head, laughing too, before answering, “No to both, cheater.”
Perfect.
I nod and sit back in the booth and wait for her.
“Truth or dare.” 
“Truth.”
“Are you single? Like, not seeing anyone at all?”
I chuckle darkly before saying, “I’m completely single. There is no one.” I say every word slowly, so she gets it before asking her, “Truth or dare?”
“Truth.”
“Are you attracted to me?” 
She blinks rapidly at my direct question, and I pick up my glass and drain it. I hide my grin, knowing I caught her off guard.
“Yes,” she says unevenly. And I feel anything but even. Her admitting exactly what I wanted to hear causes my mouth to suddenly dry. I take a long sip of my drink whilst she asks me the next question.
“Truth or dare.”
“Truth.”
“Are you attracted to me?”
My gaze stays locked on hers. “Obviously, yes.” 
She bites down
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