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There was a nip
in the air. Of course, for October in Colorado, it wasn’t unusual
to feel a nip in the air. Dampness clung to the cold, and the few
brave and bundled bodies rushing along the sidewalk stepped into
bars and restaurants in some vain attempt to delay their inevitable
exposure to the frigid environment. It didn’t rain a lot in Denver,
but the weather had been making up for that fact over the past
three days. Thick, dark clouds swallowed up what little of the
stars would have been seen against the glare of the city. Whenever
the moon peeked through the swath of rain-filled blackness across
the sky, it was a pale, thin sliver, offering no comfort and little
light. The pallid glow of streetlamps and the harsh buzzing of neon
business signs—some open, most closed—only made the night feel
emptier. Cool wind whipped through the streets, whistling up lonely
alleys, and swirling clusters of bright red and orange leaves along
the edges of the road.

All in all, it was not a good
night to be out and about. And as Jessie soon discovered, when she
stepped into a deep, bone-chilling puddle, it was an exceptionally
bad night for her to be out. Letting out a surprised squeal, she
immediately hopped on one leg and shook out her sodden shoe. Water
dripped from the open toe of her high heel, and she let out a long,
Why does the world hate me? sigh. Her soaked, freezing foot
was only the latest example of her string of bad luck.

Jessica Marie, as her family
insisted on calling her, was suffering from a severe case of
heartbreak. Her boyfriend of the last eighteen months had ended
things with her a few weeks ago…after Jessie had launched a heavy
glass vase at his head. Jessie wasn’t normally a violent person,
but after getting off work early and catching him in a compromising
position with his neighbor, she’d had no choice but to use his
skull as target practice. She’d wanted to surprise him at his
duplex, but the surprise had been all on her. The asshole had even
gone so far as to claim he’d only been consoling the woman over the
loss of her cat, but friendly, innocent comfort did not
include naked bodies, a rumpled bed, and the words, “Yes, fuck me
harder!”

He’d shattered her heart just
as completely as she’d shattered her favorite vase, but as the
painful ache of loss had started to fade, red-hot rage had swept
into its place. Now she couldn’t stand the thought of that
two-timing prick. Jessie missed the obliterated vase more than she
missed him. But a hurt was still a hurt, and the betrayal and
rejection still stung. Much like her foot.

Trying to resume the blood
flow to her chilly extremity, Jessie hopped up and down. “This is a
bad idea. Let’s just go home and watch a chick flick.” The two
friends beside her could barely contain their laughter at her
misfortune, and Jessie gave them each a steely glare. Keep it up
and I’ll make sure I’m not the only one leaving wet footprints on
the pavement.

Her friend, Harmony, flashed
a bright smile; her blue eyes sparkled with playfulness and humor.
“No way, Jess. You need a little fun.” Jessie and Harmony had been
friends for as long as Jessie could remember. As a little girl,
Jessie had always been envious of her flaming red hair, adorable
freckles, and super-long legs. At the time, she’d felt her own
curly brown hair was too plain, her short, stubby legs too
ordinary. She’d wanted to be unique, like Harm. But then puberty
had hit, and Jessie had shot up and filled out, and she’d finally
come to accept and love her body; although, she did still wish for
Harmony’s fiery hair.

With an annoyed grunt, Jessie
grabbed Harmony’s arm and pulled her forward. Hopefully moving her
foot would halt the tingling sensation slowly creeping up her leg.
As if to mock her, Jessie’s shoe squeaked when she started walking.
“I have plenty of fun, Harm. This is cold and wet and…not fun.”

Jessie’s other friend, April,
laughed at her comment. April came from a conservative Japanese
family, the heritage evident in her beautiful ebony hair and deep
olive skin. She didn’t share her family’s penchant for modesty,
though, which was clear from her revealing club outfit. April’s
mother never would have let her leave the house wearing a backless
top and tight leather pants; from the back, she looked topless.

The Asian beauty ran a hand
through her perfectly straight hair. “This will be a lot more fun
once we get a few shots in you. Promise.” She gave Jessie a
charming smile and batted her eyelashes; small raindrops collected
on the long, black tips.

Jessie let out a dramatic
groan as April grabbed her arm, and, with Harmony’s help, pulled
her toward the club up the street—right in the heart of downtown
Denver. Jessie couldn’t help but feel for the handful of beggars
and homeless people they passed as she was hustled through the
cold. She tried to imagine the horrible turn that had taken them
down such a dark path, and wondered if any of them would recover
from it. Their tragic stories made her wet heel seem like good
luck, and, as she approached the door to the club, she hoped the
poor souls found some way to stay warm in this mess.

Ignoring the roped line of
people waiting to enter the club, April led them straight to the
heavy, closed door vibrating from the force of the thunderous music
behind it. She curled her fingers in a seductive wave at the
muscled man barring the entrance. He smiled as he swept her into a
bear hug. April came to this particular club a lot, and had secured
herself a permanent spot on the VIP list. The man opened the door
to the club, and the force of the sudden, uncontained music made
Jessie back up a step.

Adjusting her short, black
dress, she followed April and Harmony to the girl collecting money
and stamping hands. With an excited squeal, April hugged the
blonde. After exchanging a few pleasantries, the woman quickly
stamped everyone’s hands, then waved them through to the interior
of the club. Jessie was grateful for the heat the instant she
stepped inside the club. Seconds after removing their coats, and
checking them, some men April knew spotter her, and she was
promptly whisked away to the dance floor.

Harmony glanced at April
shaking her ass with a group of attractive guys, then turned to
Jessie and nodded toward the far end of the packed room, where the
bar was situated. The music thumped through Jessie’s chest as she
navigated the crowd, making her ears buzz. Bodies jostled against
her, warm and sweaty. Jessie didn’t particularly enjoy the sticky
contact, but she knew she’d be warm and sweaty soon too.

Harmony led her to a
fifteen-foot bar that traveled the length of the back of the room,
the dark wood chipped and damaged from years of drunken abuse.
Putting her elbows on top of the sticky surface, Harmony expertly
emphasized her cleavage in her tight red top. The male bartender
instantly noticed, his eyes drifting to her chest and staying
there, as he cocked his head to hear her shout her drink order.

Nodding, he got to work
pouring them shots of a dark liquid, covered with a light creamy
liquor. Jessie smiled as Harmony turned to her. “Bottoms up!” she
yelled, handing Jessie one. The two girls clinked their glasses and
tilted them back. The sweet yet potent drink burned all the way
down Jessie’s throat. Shaking her head and laughing, she stopped
feeling bad about her wet foot, her asshole ex-boyfriend, and the
state of the downtrodden strangers outside. Resting against the bar
with Harmony, Jessie showed off her no-less-impressive amplitude.
The bartender grinned at seeing two racks on display for him and
poured another round of drinks.

Three rounds later, the girls
finally went to find April on the dance floor. They found their
gregarious friend in a swarm of beautiful boys, each one trying to
get a hand on her slim body. She expertly slinked between three or
four, placing her hands all over them, but somehow managing to stop
them from groping her. It was an impressive feat to watch, and
Jessie laughed at the sight.

Giggling in delight, April
squealed at seeing her two friends. With arms on each other for
support, and to keep back the eager boys, the girls danced together
effortlessly. As the alcohol burned through Jessie’s body, her
moves loosened, her dress rode a little higher. A couple of guys
nearby took advantage of that, resting their fingers on her toned
legs. Enjoying the feel of a man’s attention, she let them. She
even laughed when one forward guy wrapped an arm around her waist
and pulled her hips back into his. She allowed herself to grind
with the older man, but immediately broke away from his grasp when
it became obvious that he was enjoying it a little too
much.

Grabbing April and Harmony’s
hands, she pulled them over to the bar for another round. The man
looked highly disappointed, but Jessie could only laugh at his
dismay. He was really too old to be at a club purely for the fun of
it, and Jessie was sure he spent his weekends trolling, looking for
young, easy hookups. He even completed the player look with a
paisley dress shirt, opened about three buttons too far, and a
gaudy gold chain poking through his chest hair. Approaching the
dark, stained bar, Jessie wished him luck, but she had no intention
of being an easy score.

The next several hours went
by in much the same way—the girls found a group of guys to dance
with, then left them to grab more shots at the bar. The bartender
started offering his suggestions on what they should drink, and
pretty soon they had moved past the sweet, creamy liquors to the
hard stuff. Several guys, hoping to speed up the inebriation of
three attractive girls, bought them even more drinks. Each man was
obliged with a swift kiss to the cheek and an intimate turn on the
dance floor, but not much more than that.

Jessie was pleasantly buzzed,
laughing with her friends at the bar, when she felt a set of eyes
on her—different than the eyes she’d felt all night. Twisting to
search for the source of the heat, she instantly spotted a guy at a
nearby table. He was standing by himself, sipping on a beer and
staring at her. Jessie couldn’t help but return his focused gaze.
Even if she’d been completely sober, he would have gotten her
attention. From their proximity, he looked tall and athletic, the
cut line of muscle clearly visible on his arm as he tilted back his
bottle. While his body seemed nice enough, that wasn’t really what
had captured Jessie’s attention. It was more his face.

An intriguing blend of
ethnicities fused the man’s genetic code, but Jessie’s muddled
brain couldn’t quite place what they were—an appealing mix of
Caucasian, Latin, Asian, or maybe even Puerto Rican? His skin was
that beautiful mulatto color that always looked deeply tanned,
regardless of the season. But even that wasn’t what had Jessie
still staring at him. It was the eyes. He had the most stunning
pair of bright blue eyes. She wanted to be closer, so she could see
for sure, but she was positive it would be like staring at a
tropical ocean. In her carefree state, she suddenly wanted to be
swimming in those eyes.

Almost as if he’d finally
realized they’d been staring at each other for a while, the man
blinked and looked down at his table, like he’d just been caught
doing something wrong. Jessie knew she had a certain attractiveness
to her. Her mother had graced her with the aforementioned cleavage
and a trim waist to emphasize it, and her father had given her his
dark brown hair with matching chocolate eyes. Harmony and April
hadn’t let her leave the house tonight until she’d shucked off her
I’ve-just-been-dumped sweats, and she’d spent a good hour giving
herself sexy smoky eyes, painting her lips the perfect shade of
red, and taming her naturally curly hair into thick ringlets. The
alcohol flowing freely through her veins made her think she looked
particularly amazing.

She bit her lip as the
beautiful boy kept his eyes downcast; a small, adorable smile
curved his mouth. Jessie couldn’t be sure, but he didn’t seem to be
waiting for anyone. Maybe still feeling her eyes on him, he lifted
his gaze back to her position at the bar. As Jessie was still
staring at him, he quickly returned his vision to the table, but
his smile grew a little larger.

Laughing that the most
attractive guy in the club was actually being shy with her, Jessie
twisted around to order them a couple drinks. April and Harmony
looked at her expectantly, but furrowed their brows in question
when she only purchased two of her favorite drink—rum and vodka
with a splash of orange juice. Seeing their confusion, Jessie
nodded her head at the man. “He looks lonely. I’m gonna go cheer
him up.”

Her friends laughed and
immediately—and not subtly—checked him out. April nodded her
approval. Harmony raised an eyebrow and waved at him. Jessie swung
her head back around, hoping her friends hadn’t scared him off, but
he was still there, shaking his head and laughing as he stared at
his table again.

Throwing her friends a
warning glare, Jessie started stumbling her way over to him.
Ignoring a few slurred greetings as she waded around a couple
groups of men, she approached his table with what she thought was a
sexy swagger. Immediately, she got her foot stuck in a crack.
Luckily it wasn’t enough to twist her ankle, but it did jar her
step, and she stumbled and started to fall.

Strong arms wrapped around
her waist, steadying her, as she squealed in surprise. Jessie was
now completely pressed against a hard, flat stomach, and a lean,
muscular chest. But his body barely registered as she stared into
the most incredible set of sea-green eyes she’d ever seen. They
were even more amazing than she’d hoped they would be, and she was
reminded of travel brochures used to promote faraway island
getaways. He was just…spectacular.

“Are you okay?” he asked over
the heavy beat of the music.

As Jessie struggled to pull
her eyes from his, her languid mind suddenly remembered the awkward
situation she’d gotten herself in. She laughed, the alcohol in her
system covering her embarrassment. “Yeah, I’m just not having a
good shoe day.” She lifted her foot; the insole was mostly dry by
now, but still a little squeaky, she was sure.

Not understanding, the man
only smiled as he gently released her from his arms. Jessie found
that she missed the contact, and stepped into his side, closer than
she generally stood to complete strangers. He didn’t back off,
though, just continued to sweep those amazing eyes over her face.
Even in her drunken haze, it pleased her that he was focusing his
gaze more above her neck than below it.

She handed him a drink, or
what was left of it, since some had splashed onto the floor during
her scuffle. She raised her own as he tentatively took the glass.
“Drink with me?” she asked, in a way that really didn’t sound like
a question.

Smiling, he raised his glass
to hers. “Cheers.”

They touched glasses, and
Jessie watched as he closed those marvelous eyes and tilted back
the drink. As she watched him, she wondered how those full lips,
pressing so softly against the glass, would feel pressed against
her mouth, her neck…her breasts. A little surprised at the
immediate sexual attraction she felt for this unnamed man, Jessie
shook her head and downed what was left of her drink.

When he was finished with his
half-full drink, the man gently set his empty glass on the table
and politely told her, “Thank you.” Jessie flushed at his simple
words as she set her own empty glass next to his. Amazing how two
small syllables were doing so much more for her than an entire
night of grinding had done.

With a captivating smile, he
examined her heated cheeks, then stuck out his hand, right at hip
level. As Jessie’s hips were nearly pressed into his side, she had
to back up a step. “My name’s Kai.”

Jessie grinned at the excuse
to grab his hand. She didn’t shake it, so much as clench it and
press it against her belly. His mouth popped open at the unexpected
contact. Jessie instantly loved the warmth she felt radiating from
him; just his fingers against her was enough to cause a tingle of
excitement to flash over her skin. “Kai…with the beautiful eyes,”
she drunkenly murmured. “Hi…I’m Jessie.”

Still smiling, he leaned an
elbow onto the waist high table. The move brought his head just a
bit closer to hers. She bit her lip. “Thank you for the drink,
Jessie.” The way he said her name made a chill run down her spine.
She kind of wanted to hear him moan it.

Surprising herself, she
asked, “Are you here alone?”

He glanced down at the table,
seemingly shy again, then peeked up at her. “I am…just got into
town actually. I don’t really know anybody yet.”

The fact that the beautiful
man in front of her was unattached made Jessie’s lips twist into a
playful smile. “Well, would you like to get to know me?” A small
section of her slow brain was shocked that she’d just asked him
that. She generally wasn’t that forward…but there was just
something about him.

In a gesture that she found
exceedingly cute, he looked down again. Then, raising his eyes, he
unwaveringly held her gaze. “I think I’d like that.”

Smiling and stroking his
fingers still resting against her stomach, she glanced at the empty
glass she’d brought him, the nearly empty bottle of beer he’d been
drinking before her arrival, and decided that she needed to get
this shy guy up to her level of carefree. Taking a step back, she
pulled his arm so he would follow her. “Come on, we need to get you
caught up.”

He smiled and willingly
allowed her to lead him. Jessie carefully avoided the section of
the bar where her friends were watching her every move. She didn’t
need them interfering and scaring off the guy. At the other end of
the long bar, a girl was tending to the customers. Jessie walked up
to her with her newfound friend’s arm firmly around her waist.
Sidling up behind her, the beautiful boy kept a slight, respectful
distance between their bodies. Wanting to feel that hard body along
the length of her, Jessie leaned back until they touched. His free
hand trailed down her bare arm, and she shivered, even in the heat
of the club. God, he felt amazing.

Jessie shouted an order at
the straining-to-hear bartender, and stepped back with the boy once
she was handed a couple of shots of Jameson. After thanking her, he
closed his eyes and tilted the drink back. Jessie smiled as she
watched him gulp his drink, and again pictured those wondrous lips
all over her body. Her pain and heartache was so far buried under
alcohol and tropical eyes that it was like it had never happened.
Harmony and April were right; this was exactly what she needed.

Her companion winced as the
strong liquid burned through him. Jessie had been drinking hard
stuff from the get-go, so it didn’t even faze her now, but
apparently he hadn’t gotten there yet. She spent the next several
minutes getting him there. When his smile was loose and
easy, and his hands casually slipped over her body, Jessie decided
to move their foreplay to the dance floor. There, his fingers all
over her would be very natural.

With his absorbing eyes glued
to her face, Jessie strategically placed one leg between his.
Draping her arms around his shoulders, she pulled him flush against
her. Running his hands down her back, he pulled her hips into his
body, and they began to seamlessly move together. Jessie couldn’t
help but notice that being with him felt more natural than any of
the boys she’d danced with earlier. As their hips briefly touched
while they swayed together, Jessie was reminded of far more
intimate actions—actions that she hadn’t done in a while. Her
sloppy mind could easily picture doing all sorts of intimate acts
with this man.

As other gyrating bodies
danced around them, Jessie let herself get lost in his captivating
eyes. Running her hands through his dark hair, she brought her face
closer to his. He stared down at her, his lips partly open as he
softly breathed. Jessie pulled her eyes from that intense gaze, to
stare down at those lips—so full, so perfect. She was near enough
to feel his light breath against her skin, and she was drunk enough
to take it a step further. Letting her earlier fantasy of kissing
him fuel her, Jessie shifted their heads until their lips
connected.

It was brief, a bare brushing
of soft lips against soft lips. Except for the sudden flare of
burning heat in her body, it could have been an accident. His hand
clenched her hip. Her hand tightened in his hair. This wasn’t
something Jessie usually did—making out on a dance floor with a guy
whose name she couldn’t even remember—but she had been denied a
physical encounter with a man for a while now. And, April
had promised her that tonight would be fun. And she was
really drunk, and he was really sexy. She didn’t want to be good,
didn’t want to play it safe.

Jessie noted his eyes
fractionally closing as they continued slowly moving against each
other. They weren’t keeping time with the fast, thumping music
anymore, but making a beat of their own, perfectly in sync to the
rhythm of their bodies. Jessie gasped after the brief contact, and
felt the anticipation of another kiss rip through her, igniting
her. Her body instantly responded, the fire quickly building to an
invigorating boil. She hoped her new friend was feeling it too.
Unlike the sleazy older man she’d danced with earlier, she wouldn’t
mind feeling some of his hardness grazing her thigh.

When his eyes reopened,
Jessie could see the heat of desire in them. Maybe she couldn’t
feel his body yet, but she knew he was, at the very least,
interested in her. She smiled and brought her lips to his
again—tentative, soft, and teasing. Her dance partner didn’t let
her leave it at teasing for long though. As she ran her lips over
his, he shifted his head and fully enclosed her mouth. The
electricity was immediate. One of his hands left her hip to grab
her cheek, holding her securely to him, and his soft lips
encouraged hers to part as the tip of his tongue slipped inside.
Jessie moaned into his mouth as she heavily leaned against him,
closing every gap between their already smashed together
bodies.

Lightly tugging on a handful
of his hair, Jessie shifted his mouth so she could feel all of his
tongue sliding against hers. She felt the rumble in his chest as he
groaned in approval. She hoped that if he hadn’t wanted her before,
he did now. When his hand slinked over her backside, bringing her
leg slightly up his hip, she could feel his need for her pressing
into her body.

Suddenly eager, she ran her
other hand up his shirt and considered ripping it off him. Whoever
this man was, he appealed to her, and she clearly appealed to him.
Jessie wasn’t one to jump right into a physical relationship, but
her fuzzy mind and torn heart just wanted to feel good. And his
erection pressing just above her pubic bone felt really good.

Forgetting her earlier idea
of not being easy, forgetting that her two best friends were
witnessing her very public make out session with a stranger, she
broke away from his mouth and ran her lips to his ear. Over the
loud music, she panted, “You live close by?” She really hoped he
said yes; a long cab ride would probably douse her buzz and change
her mind, and her body was screaming for this. She didn’t want to
change her mind.

With a movement that had
nothing to do with dancing, he pulled her hips into his. In her ear
he said back, just as breathily, “Yes. A couple blocks up the
street.”

When he returned his mouth to
her lips, the hand on her cheek slipped to her breast. If they
didn’t change locations soon, Jessie was never going to be able to
show her face in this club again; though, this was April’s scene
more than hers. She pulled back from him, and his tongue lightly
flicked against her lip as they separated. Hissing in a quick
breath, she ran a finger down those amazing lips. “Take me there.”
Again, she was shocked at her own forwardness, but she was too
drunk to care.

His mouth dropped open at her
words, and Jessie took the opportunity to playfully suck on his
bottom lip. As he let out an erotic noise that she wished she could
hear better, his eyes fluttered closed. When he reopened them, he
crashed his lips back down to hers. Their bodies grinding almost
uncontrollably now, she heard him mutter, “Yes, God yes.”

Lifting her mouth to his ear
again, she said over the music, “I’ll meet you outside in five.”
Then she sucked on his earlobe. He shuddered, and his thumb on her
breast swept across her nipple, sending ripples of desire down her
body. Not wanting to let him go, she rested her head against his as
she pushed their bodies away from each other. With how badly she
wanted him right now, staying on this dance floor any longer was
not a good idea. Giving him one last kiss, she brushed past him.
Needing to feel it, she ran her hands down the front of his jeans
as she left. He did not disappoint her.

Without a thought of anything
else but dissolving into his arms, Jessie headed straight for the
exit. She was suddenly halted by a curious redhead blocking her
path. “Going somewhere, Jess?”

Not wanting a conversation at
the moment, Jessie tried walking around her concerned friend. But
she soon found her bare arms tightly enclosed in Harmony’s
surprisingly strong fingers. “No, seriously, where do you think
you’re going?” Her light blue eyes narrowed as she looked over
Jessie’s face; could Harmony tell by looking at her that she was
having trouble focusing? Jessie wanted to be on her way, but she
knew that if the tables were turned, there was no way she’d let her
friend leave alone. Girls got killed that way.

But then again, Jessie wasn’t
leaving alone. Giggling, she leaned in to give her friend the good
news. “I’m going home with the hot guy.”

Harmony looked over her
shoulder, like she was looking for whom Jessie was talking about.
Frowning, like she wasn’t seeing him, she firmly stated, “I don’t
think so.” Bringing her eyes back to Jessie, she shook her head.
“That’s a bad idea.”

“What’s a bad idea?”

Jessie was assaulted from
behind by a set of arms slipping around her waist and a head of
dark hair nestling over her shoulder. Jessie could smell the booze
coming off April and knew that her friend was feeling as little
pain as she was. Laughing, she snuggled into April’s embrace while
Harmony answered April’s question.

“She thinks she’s going off
with some guy she just met.”

April brightened and twisted
Jessie around; her expression was a mixture of pride and shock.
“Oh, your first one-night stand.” She placed a hand over her heart
and beamed at Jessie like an overjoyed parent. “I’m so proud.”

Jessie giggled again while
Harmony sighed. “April, she shouldn’t—”

Not needing a voice of reason
at the moment, Jessie cut off Harmony’s objection with one of her
own. Slurring a little, she stated, “I’ll be fine. We’re just going
a few blocks up the street.” She lifted the small sparkly bag
draped across her body. “I have my phone in my purse. You can track
me.” They’d downloaded an app for their phones that tracked each
other’s locations, mainly for the fun of teasing each other when
someone popped up in an odd place, say, the sex shop downtown. As a
precaution, they always turned the feature on whenever they went
out together, just in case they got separated.

Harmony still looked
unconvinced as she crossed her arms over her chest, but April
thought Jessie’s solution was perfect. She clapped her on the back.
“Great, have fun! You need it after your last loser.”

Harmony seemed torn on what
to do, and Jessie took that moment of indecision as her chance to
get away. “Have a good night. I’ll call you later.” With that, she
gave Harmony a sloppy kiss on the cheek.

While trying to weasel away
from them, Jessie’s arm was suddenly grabbed by April. “Wait!
Here…” She reached into the pocket of her tight pants and pulled
out a silver packet. A smile blossomed on her face as she folded
Jessie’s fingers around it. “Fun is great, but safe fun is even
better.”

Confused, Jessie opened her
hand. Seeing a ribbed-for-her-pleasure condom packet in her palm,
she looked up at April. She’d had that in her pocket? April
shrugged, smiled, and left to rejoin her group of flirty boys on
the dance floor.

Harmony watched her leave,
then looked back at Jessie with stern eyes; even her spattering of
friendly freckles seemed to say Listen and obey. “Call me.
Soon.” Clutching her prophylactic tight, Jessie grinned and nodded.
As she scooted away, Harmony called out, “Within the hour, Jess! If
I don’t hear from you by then, I’m calling your dad!”

Jessie cringed. Getting her
coat from the coat check girl, she stuffed the condom inside her
bag and made sure her phone was turned on. Even sloppy-drunk, she
was still sort of cautious.

As she put on her coat, the
bottom still slightly damp from her incident earlier, uncertainty
hit, and she began to wonder if going off with a stranger was a bad
idea. But then she stepped out into the frigid air…and saw him.

He was standing with his back
to her, his hands stuffed in the pockets of his jeans and his
shoulders bunched up like he was extremely cold, even in his thick,
dark jacket. Leaning on one hip, he looked out over the street,
watching the cars and people. His faded jeans perfectly highlighted
his backside, and desire instantly trumped every other emotion in
Jessie’s head. As if he felt her approaching, her date turned, and
those sea-green eyes locked onto hers. She knew right then, only
good things were going to happen tonight. Really, really good
things.

He smiled when he saw her,
relief over her showing clear on his face. She walked up to him, as
seductively as her drunken steps allowed, and tossed her arms
around his neck. Their lips reunited, cold from the outside
weather, but warming with their hot breath and needy, frantic
movements. His hand slipped inside her trench coat while hers ran
though his hair. She groaned when his palm cupped her bottom. If
only their clothes weren’t in the way.

“Where?” she asked, her voice
low and seductive. His response was a rough grunt as he started
pulling her up the street.

It was the longest couple of
blocks that Jessie had ever walked with someone. It didn’t help
their progress any that they often stopped to lean against walls or
railings, or in some cases, shop windows. And it didn’t help that
every time he pressed against her, he seemed to be even harder,
even more ready for her. And God, was she ready for him too.

Just as she was considering
pushing him into an alley and having her way with him right there,
he pulled her toward a flight of steps leading up to an apartment
building. He fumbled in his jacket for his keys, his mouth still
firmly locked on hers. Somehow he managed to open the entryway door
and step inside. They walked into a nearby elevator, and Jessie
immediately began taking off his jacket. As the metal contraption
lifted them into the air, he pressed her against the back wall and
nuzzled her neck.

His jacket in one hand, he
pulled her out of the elevator when it dinged open. As she leaned
against him, rubbing the front of his jeans, he tried to unlock his
door without closing his eyes. Grunting in frustration, he nearly
broke the door in his eagerness to open it. Jessie gasped when he
roughly pulled her through it, and then groaned when he immediately
closed the door and pushed her back against it.

After her coat was ripped
off, Jessie unslung her bag and tossed it somewhere into the
apartment. His hands moved over her body, clenching and unclenching
the fabric of her dress like he wanted to tear it off her as well.
Eyes and voice needy, he exhaled, “God, I want you.”

Alcohol, anticipation,
excitement, and a surge of lust rushed through her. “I want you
too.” Bringing her fingers to the waistband of his jeans, she
muttered to herself, “God, I hope you’re packing. I don’t need
another Jeremy.”

He only had time to murmur,
“I…um…”, before she had his jeans unzipped and her hand inside his
underwear. Much to her relief, he was hard, thick, and delightfully
sized. “Oh, thank God,” she breathed. Her philandering ex-boyfriend
had frequently been none of those things.

He laughed deep in his
throat, then attacked her mouth. Pulling her away from the door, he
flicked on a light switch and led her deeper into the apartment.
Mouths still connected, they walked through what looked like a
small kitchen area into a room that Jessie assumed was the living
room. She didn’t really know, and she didn’t really care. When they
stopped moving, Jessie removed his shirt. Tossing it on the shaggy
carpet, she eyed his wonderfully colored skin. Much to her surprise
and delight, there was an intriguing black tattoo coming over his
shoulder and swirling down to his collarbone. Jessie traced the
dark design, then placed a soft kiss at the ending point of one of
the swirls. He made a pleased noise in the back of his throat as he
began to unzip her dress. The rest of his chest was as fit as his
arms, and Jessie lightly ran her fingernails down the firm muscles,
making him shudder. Once he was done with the deceptively long
zipper of her dress, Jessie shrugged it off her shoulders, and let
it fall to a heap at her feet.

Pausing, he took a moment to
enjoy the sight of her scantily clad body; her lacy black bra and
underwear matched the heels she was still wearing. After his
thorough inspection, he popped off his shoes and quickly pushed
down his jeans. Jessie bit her lip as she breathlessly watched him.
She felt like every inch of her was burning with need, and she was
going to explode soon if he didn’t satisfy the ache. When he was
just in black boxer-briefs, he reached out and pulled her forward.
She stumbled into his body and then crashed into his lips. Catching
her off-guard, he suddenly shifted and twisted her around. With a
cry of surprise ready on her lips, Jessie lost her balance and they
began to fall. Just as she braced herself for impact on the hard
floor, they landed on a soft, springy mattress.

Looking around, Jessie noted
that his apartment was a studio—everything but the bathroom was
enclosed in one giant room—and they were safely resting on a
mattress in the middle of the far wall. Just a mattress. No
headboard, no box spring, no bed frame to raise it off the ground.
The rest of the large room was an assortment of opened and closed
boxes; he really had just gotten into town. Just as she thought to
comment, he settled himself between her thighs, and finally pressed
that wonderfully full manhood against her. She wouldn’t have cared
if they were screwing on the floor after that.

The feeling of him being so
close to where she needed him had her squirming in anticipation;
the scant fabric of their underwear barely separated their needy
flesh. With a throaty groan, he moved his hips against her as
rhythmically as he had in the club. His soft mouth placed languid
kisses down her jawline, then her throat. While Jessie gulped down
air, his marvelously soft lips traveled down to her bra. He kissed
her once, through the fabric, then gently moved the lace aside. Her
nipple peaked as her breast was exposed to the cooler air, and
Jessie moaned in delight when his hot mouth closed around it. His
tongue swirled around the nipple, his teeth lightly tugging, and
she arched against him as she writhed in torturous bliss. Yes,
more.

Tucking her hands behind
herself, she popped open her bra; it took a couple of tries with
her numb fingers. When the material was loose, he paused to rip it
off her, then turned his attention to her other breast. Moaning,
“Yes,” she clutched his head to her.

With a satisfied groan, he
left her breast and started heading south. She arched her back and
pushed his head down, wanting what he was suggesting; just the
thought made her feel like she was about to climax. Her drunk mind
spoke her body’s wishes. “Yes, do it…I want you to taste me.”

He paused with his lips
against her belly, his hands clenching her hips. “Damn, that’s
hot,” he muttered into her soft flesh.

Not feeling the embarrassment
she might have felt sober, she pushed his head again, urging him to
keep going. With a soft curse, he harshly ripped off her underwear.
He kissed her calves as he pulled the material off her, but he left
the heels on. Jessie loved that. Breathing heavily, his beautiful
eyes full of wanton lust, he watched as she squirmed on the
mattress. Wanting him to continue touching her, she ran her hands
down her front, squeezing the breasts he’d placed so much attention
on earlier. Do it…

His eyes flared with passion,
then he settled himself between her thighs. As she dug her heel
into his leg, he ran his tongue up her core. Jessie cried out as
waves of bliss washed over her. Before closing her eyes and
succumbing to the euphoria, she noticed that the tattoo around his
collarbone curved up and over his shoulder, ending in a tribal
design that extended all the way down his shoulder blade. God,
that’s hot.

That marvelous tongue in that
beautiful boy’s mouth brought her right to the edge of releasing,
as he sucked, stroked and teased her into near oblivion. Pushing
him away before she toppled over the edge, Jessie aggressively
shoved him all the way to his back. His breath heavy, he let her
take control without complaint. Starting at his neck, she gave his
body the exact same attention he’d just given her. When her lips
were firmly wrapped around his glorious manhood, he cried out and
clutched her hair.

She brought him to the edge
of releasing. When he was rocking against her and moaning in a
rhythm she recognized, she removed her mouth and pulled back. She
took a second to enjoy the firm body lying before her; his head was
tilted back as he recovered his breath, and his marvelous eyes were
firmly closed. Just as he was opening them to look at her, Jessie
crawled onto his lap and pushed herself down on top of him. A
surprised gasp left his lips, but it quickly shifted into an erotic
sound of satisfaction. Jessie closed her eyes as a similar noise
escaped her. The feel of all that length and width inside her was
unlike anything she’d ever felt before. Even drunk, she appreciated
it.

Their hips moved together
automatically, slowly at first, then steadily increased to a fierce
rhythm full of drive and purpose. Jessie leaned back on his thighs,
exposing as much of her body to him as she could. His fingers
reached up to explore her; one hand cupped her breast, while the
other slid down to where they were connected. As he drove into her,
his thumb rubbed small circles against her core. The erotic sounds
releasing from Jessie were uncontrollable. She knew she was close;
she could feel the pressure building to a glorious breaking point
with every stroke. She shifted her hips, to feel more of him
against her, and instantly cried out as she was suddenly struck by
a deep, intense climax. She rode out the sensation with tiny groans
of pleasure; it was the most powerful, satisfying orgasm she’d ever
had. Ten times more than Jeremy had ever given her. She felt like
her entire body was trembling.

As she came down, he sat up
under her, grabbed her thighs, and pushed her up and over. With a
grunt and a couple of readjustments, he had her back to the
mattress. Resting on top of her, he drove into her again with a
needy groan. Wanting him to experience the joy she’d just had,
Jessie met him thrust for thrust, and even though she was drunk on
alcohol and an amazing orgasm, she enjoyed the sensation of their
joined bodies rocking apart and coming together.

As he panted heavily in her
ear, Jessie trailed her fingers through his dark hair. The pleasure
slowly started building again, and as Jessie wondered if she could
orgasm twice, she let her head roll off the edge of the mattress.
From her vantage point, she could see their tangled, naked bodies
reflected back to her in a television set nearby. She watched their
bodies move together, watched his face as he approached his climax.
It was an incredibly erotic sight, and she felt her body quickly
responding. Yes, she could come twice.

Like he knew he was being
watched, his eyes drifting to hers in the TV. “Are you watching
us?” he murmured, his voice tight. She groaned and smiled, and he
dropped his head to her shoulder. “Jesus, that’s hot.”

Jessie continued her
voyeurism, feeling and watching the way his body shifted as he
drove into her. It was mesmerizing and overwhelming, and she
couldn’t take much more; she was close again. So very, very close.
Needing just a little push to get her over the edge, she moved her
hips harder under his. He groaned against her shoulder, his hand on
her waist encouraging her vigor, then he sucked in a quick breath.
“God, I’m close.” His voice was tight as he added,
“Yes…I’m…yes…”

He let it trail off, and
Jessie grabbed his head, bringing his eyes back to hers. “Say it,”
she panted, again shocked at her own aggressiveness. Hard alcohol
did surprising things to her.

He opened his mouth, and his
beautiful face broke into a look that men only got when they were
about to release. On most, it wasn’t that appealing. On him…it was
breathtaking. “Oh God…I’m coming…” Then he let out a series of low
groans as his hips slowed over hers.

Feeling him, hearing him, the
eroticism of the moment hit her all at once, igniting her climax,
and she started coming for a second time. Clutching each other,
they rode out their joint orgasms together, and as he released
inside her, Jessie’s slow mind suddenly remembered the one tiny
little thing she’d forgotten in the heat of the moment…the condom
tucked away in her purse. Oops.

***
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Kai was still
enjoying the last lingering remnants of his outstanding release
when Jessie’s phone started ringing. It took a moment for Kai to
register what the odd, musical sound was and where it was coming
from. Really, it took his slow mind a minute to register anything
other than—that was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. As he
panted on her shoulder, he felt her shift beneath him, like she was
uncomfortable.

Not wanting to crush her, he
pulled out and shifted to her side. Jessie ran her hands through
her dark brown hair, her chocolate eyes closing. Kai had been
mesmerized by those eyes in the club. He’d never seen eyes that
dark that had also been that alive. They’d trapped him almost
instantly, even before all the booze she’d poured down his willing
throat. Combined with the way she moved and the aggressive way she
talked, and he was hers, she could have done anything she wanted to
him. He smiled as he considered that, in a way, she had.

He ran a finger through a
ringlet of her dark hair, loving the way it wrapped around him,
possessing him. Her satisfied eyes shifted to him, running down his
body before flicking back up to his face. “God, that was…”

She trailed off as she
finally heard her phone ringing. Adorably scrunching her face into
an expression of concern and annoyance, she started looking for the
source of the sound. “Shit,” she exclaimed, as she searched around
his mattress. Her lean, toned body twisted in intriguing ways as
she started rummaging through their clump of clothes, desperately
trying to find the culprit. With an almost frantic look in her
blurry eyes, she sat up and stared at him. “What time is it?”

Sitting up, Kai wondered why
time was an issue. He wasn’t kicking her out or anything. “I have
no idea. Why?” Thinking she might just be looking for an excuse to
leave, he added, “I know I don’t have much, but you can stay.”

Shaking her head, she slipped
on her underwear and attempted to put on her bra. She had a little
trouble enclosing those wonderfully full breasts in the fabric
though. Kai brushed some of her hair over her shoulder, so he could
help her with the clasp on the back. Since she seemed to be in a
hurry, he resisted the urge to kiss the top of her shoulder when he
was done. Jessie gave him a grateful smile for the help, but firmly
shook her head again. “She’s gonna kill me if I don’t—” She cut off
as her phone stopped ringing. “Shit!” she exclaimed again.

Kai grabbed her dress for her
as she ran a hand through her hair. Concern filled him as he
watched her; she looked a little panicked now. “What? Who is going
to kill you?”

Grabbing the dress, Jessie
staggered to her feet as she slipped it over her head. Pulling on
his underwear, Kai stood beside her; he felt himself swaying a
little as well. His head swam as he tried to focus on her face. She
was quickly becoming more and more frustrated as she looked around
his boxes for the purse she’d flung into his apartment earlier.
“Harmony. She’s going to kill me if she can’t get ahold of me.”

Kai came around the other
side of the mattress. On the way, he noticed a small shiny bag
poking between his box of books and an open box of dishes. Careful
to not fall over, he bent down and picked it up. Walking around to
where Jessie was now digging through a box of clothes, he handed
her the purse. Wildly searching through the box, she didn’t notice
what he was giving her. “Here,” he said quietly, wondering if she
would take off the minute she had it. Not hearing him, Jessie
started muttering that this Harmony person was going to call her
father, and then S.W.A.T. would be knocking down the door.
Furrowing his brow and hoping she was exaggerating, Kai tapped her
shoulder with the bag to get her attention. “Jessie, here.”

Finally noticing him, Jessie
paused and glanced his way. Looking relieved, she straightened as
she grabbed the bag. “Oh, thank you, um…yeah, thank you.” Biting
her lip, she opened the purse and pulled out her phone. Kai noticed
a small packet drop to his floor, but he ignored it as he began to
wonder if Jessie even remembered his name.

With his vision starting to
spin, Kai sat down on his bed, then laid back. He’d overdone it at
the bar, and he was beginning to pay the price for it; his pleasant
buzz was taking an unpleasant turn. Jessie pressed a couple buttons
on her phone, then started stumbling back and forth, like she was
pacing. Kai ran both hands back through his hair, and focused on
taking deep breaths—in through his nose and out though his mouth.
Maybe her leaving right now was an excellent idea. He didn’t want
to ruin the memory of their night together by throwing up in front
of her.

As Kai tried to calmly
breathe through the discomfort churning in his stomach, he listened
to Jessie connect with her friend on the phone, “Hey. No, I’m fine.
I couldn’t find the phone. Yes, I’m dressed.” She sounded a little
agitated at that, and Kai peeked up at her. Her beautiful lips were
set in an adorable pout as she leaned back with a hand on her hip.
Kai smiled, but then his vision of her started to twist, and he
shut his eyes. That made everything start to spin, so he opened his
eyes to stare at one spot on his ceiling.

“You’re in front of the
building? Okay, okay…God. I’m coming down,” he heard her say.

She disconnected the phone,
and Kai risked shifting his gaze to look at her. Stumbling on her
feet, she stuffed the phone back in her purse. “I have to go…my
friends are here.” She frowned, like she really did want to stay,
and then her eyes slowly raked over Kai’s body. Even drunk, tired,
and on the verge of vomiting, Kai reacted to her inspection; he
could feel himself begin to harden, and wished her friends weren’t
here and he felt better, so they could do all of that again.

Not noticing his growing
arousal, Jessie sighed and attempted to lean down to kiss him. She
ended up falling over his body instead. Still trying to not be
sick, Kai laughed with her as he carefully helped her regain her
balance. Jessie paused, hovered over him. Her long ringlets
curtained their faces for a moment, blocking out everything but
them. She let out a wistful sigh; the faint scent of alcohol on her
breath worried his stomach, but ignited his body. Cupping his
cheek, she whispered, “I had a great time.” Then she leaned down
and placed those full lips on his again.

Desire, passion, and need
trumped the queasy sensation in his gut, and more than anything,
Kai wanted her to stay. He knew she couldn’t though. Angling his
head to feel more of her mouth on him, he deepened the kiss. He
wanted to savor this; he wanted to remember this. His hands dug
into her curls, holding her head to him for a moment. She let him
explore her, feel her, but eventually, she pulled away. Expression
reluctant, she murmured, “I have to go,” just as Kai heard a car
honking on the street. Also hesitant, he released her. Suddenly
exhausted, he nodded as his eyes fluttered closed.

With another conflicted sigh,
she gave him one last lingering kiss. Then her lips retreated, and
Kai heard her grab her coat from the kitchen and open the door.
“Bye,” he whispered, before he lost the war against sleep.

As he started to fade away,
he heard her say, “Goodbye,” in return and close the door behind
herself. It was only then that he realized they hadn’t swapped
numbers. He didn’t know her last name, didn’t know where she
worked, didn’t know much about her at all. He had no way to contact
her, and goodbye was the last thing he’d ever hear her say.

Kai slept fitfully, tumbling
in and out of consciousness as he dreamt of the encounter over and
over. He would have dreamt about it all night and well into the
morning, but long before an acceptable hour, his phone started
ringing. His cell was set to an annoyingly loud, shrill tone, and
right as his hand flopped over to find the damn thing, he vowed to
change the setting.

Cursing that he couldn’t find
his phone, he also vowed to get his place in order soon. He’d moved
in a couple of days ago, and had only meant to go out last night to
explore his new city. Not knowing many people here, he’d set out in
the hopes of finding someone his age to hang out with. He had
certainly never expected what had happened. One-night stands were
not his thing. He liked steady dates that eased into sexual
relationships. But that girl… Something about her had appealed to
every single part of him. Plus he’d been a little tipsy to begin
with, and when she’d started supplying drinks, well, everything had
sort of amplified after that.

Sitting up, he squinted in
the bright lights of his still-lit studio. Bringing a hand to his
throbbing head, he grunted in pain; his annoyingly loud phone was
not helping anything. Wishing he could ignore it, he pushed himself
to his feet; he wobbled a bit before he gained his equilibrium.
Seeing his jacket near the door, he sighed and staggered over to
it. Grabbing the thick material with half-numb fingers, he shoved
his hand into the pocket and gratefully silenced his phone by
answering it.

“Yeah,” he mumbled, his
forehead pounding. He’d definitely overdone it last night. On
several different levels.

A too-bright voice answered
his slurred greeting. “Oh, hi, honey. It’s Mom.”

Kai contained a sigh. His mom
always announced that it was she who was calling, like somehow,
after twenty-three years, he wouldn’t recognize her voice. “Hi,
Mom.” Looking over his shoulder, he glanced at the time on the
microwave. Just as he’d suspected, it was hardly a decent hour for
her to be calling. “You do realize I’m four hours later than you,
right?”

His mother gasped as she
realized the time. “Oh, shoot. Sorry, honey. Sometimes I forget
just how far away Colorado really is from Hawaii… I hate you being
so far away.”

Kai stifled another sigh. He
loved his mother, but it was entirely too early for this, and his
head was killing him. Returning to his mattress, he yawned as he
sat down. “Why are you still awake? It must be past midnight
there?”

She let out a dreary exhale.
“I just couldn’t sleep. I’ve been worrying about you. Are you all
right? Is it nice there? Have you met anyone yet?”

Wondering how to answer her,
Kai stared up at his ceiling. His hand traveled over his bare chest
to scratch a phantom itch, and he finally let that sigh escape. He
couldn’t tell his mom about his one-night stand, and he was pretty
sure that wasn’t what she meant about meeting someone anyway. “It’s
fine, I’m fine. But I’ve only been here a few days, Mom. I haven’t
even had a chance to see Grandma yet.” He yawned into the phone
again. “I was going to do that tomorrow…or, today, I guess.”

His mother sighed into the
phone again, and he could easily picture her on their back porch,
worrying about him as she stared out at the dark Pacific Ocean. He
thought he could even hear the waves pounding in the background. It
gave him a surprising twinge of homesickness. “Right, I’m getting
ahead of myself. I just miss you. When do you start work?”

Lying back on his messy
sheets, Kai wished he could fast forward this conversation and his
headache; both were paining him at the moment. “Monday, Mom.”

“Right…of course.” She paused
for a long time, and Kai thought to sneak in a, “Talk to you
tomorrow,” so he could attempt to get back to sleep, but she beat
him to it with, “Have you met your boss yet?” Her voice came out
tentative, like she was unsure if she wanted to ask him that.

Kai frowned at hearing the
odd tone. His new boss was his parents’ friend—or maybe just an
acquaintance. Kai wasn’t entirely sure what their relationship was
with the man, other than they’d all worked together once, back in
Hawaii. It was how Kai had gotten a job here, all the way in snowy
Colorado. “No…I’ve only talked to him on the phone. I guess I’ll
meet him Monday too.”

Another long pause from his
mom. “Oh, right. Well, I suppose I should let you get back to
sleep. I love you, Kai. I’ll try not to call so early next
time.”

He grinned into the phone. “I
love you too, Mom. And thank you.” Kai ended the call and tossed
his phone to the floor. Still praying for his head to stop
throbbing, he shut his eyes and let exhaustion pull him back into
his dreams about the beautiful, sensual girl he’d probably never
see again.

He was awoken several hours
later by a bright shaft of sunlight striking him in the eyes.
Although it had to be close to noon now, Kai’s body was sluggish as
he sat up and ran a hand through his dark hair. He couldn’t
entirely blame the lethargy on his overindulgence last night. While
recovering from the alcohol was definitely making him feel like he
was moving in slow motion, it was more adjusting to the different
time zone that was throwing him off. His body still wasn’t used to
it, and while the clock on the microwave confirmed that it was
nearly twelve-thirty, his body was trying to tell him that no, it
was only eight-thirty. He hoped that he could finally convince his
body to play along with Mountain Time by Monday morning.

Standing, he shuffled to the
bathroom and stuck his head under the faucet to relieve his thirst;
his throat felt like it had been scoured with a Brillo pad. Rifling
through a box on the counter, he found a bottle of aspirin on the
very bottom and took four of them. His head was still throbbing,
and although the room had thankfully stopped spinning and his
stomach had settled, he needed a little extra help to get through
this hangover.

Kai decided to take a quick
shower. As the warm water cascaded down his back, he again
experienced a painful surge of homesickness. In the past, whenever
he had overdone it at some party on the beach with his friends, he
would just dive into the ocean to perk up his spirits. There was
nothing quite like the mix of muggy air, warm water, and pounding
waves to make you forget the throbbing, thirst-inducing torture of
waking up from a drunken night of debauchery.

Wrapped in a towel after his
shower, Kai’s thoughts again shifted to the mysterious woman he’d
slept with last night. Thinking about his evening with her was
almost like watching a movie about someone else—it just wasn’t like
Kai at all to bring a strange woman home, toss her onto his bed,
and drive into her like both of their lives had depended on it. But
while it hadn’t been a typical night, he had to smile as he
rummaged for some clothes in a box beside his bed. Whatever it had
been…had been amazing.

Shivering a bit in the
coolness of his apartment, Kai threw on some jeans and a couple of
long-sleeved shirts. Then he shuffled the three steps it took to
get to his kitchen. Since he hadn’t gone shopping yet, and didn’t
have a whole lot of food in his cupboards, he made his standard
meal: a bowl of cereal. He had every intention of getting the stuff
he needed today and putting his place together…once his body
stopped kicking him in the ass.

Leaning against the counter,
eating his breakfast, Kai looked around at all of the numerous
opened and unopened boxes. Most of his things didn’t have anywhere
else to go besides the box they were in, since he didn’t have much
in the way of furniture, not even a bed frame for his mattress.
Thinking of everything he still needed to get was a little
overwhelming. Shaking his head as he finished his meal, he decided
that he would deal with the apartment later. First, he needed to
visit the only person he knew in this city, his grandmother.

Feeling that he should
probably call her before he just showed up at her door, Kai trudged
through his mess to once again find his cell phone. As he retrieved
it, he couldn’t help but stare at the television screen. He could
see his bed reflected back to him, and the memory of Jessie
watching them have sex flooded through him. Her face as she’d
stared at their bodies moving so intimately had been one of the
hottest things he’d ever seen. And her smile when he’d started
getting close… Goddamn. Kai was sure that the mental snapshot of
that moment was going to stay with him for a long time, and he
again kicked himself for not getting her number. He definitely
wouldn’t mind seeing her again.

Kai sat on his mattress again
and rubbed his temple while he searched for his grandmother’s
number. His head was feeling better, thanks to the miracle of
modern medicine, but he still felt rundown. The phone rang forever,
and on the sixth or seventh ring, Kai started to get worried. He’d
called his grandmother often when he’d started making plans to come
out here, and she never let it go past three rings.

His grandmother was a pretty
tough woman. She’d had nine kids in half as many years. She’d home
schooled them all and sent all of them off to really good colleges.
She was big on family bonds and managed to stay in touch with every
member of her dispersed, expanded family. She’d even visited Kai in
Hawaii every year, right up until the time his parents had gotten
divorced. After that, she’d stopped coming around, but she’d never
stopped being a part of Kai’s life. She called him throughout the
year, sent him cards and handmade gifts on holidays and his
birthday, and even baked him cookies. While it had been years since
he’d actually seen the woman, Kai had never stopped feeling that
special bond with her.

When her phone switched over
to an answering machine, Kai started pacing his small room. After
ten minutes, he decided to call back. She could have been in the
bathroom or maybe outside, tending to her greenhouse. Kai’s
grandfather had died several years ago, and with most of her
children spread across the globe, his grandmother been living alone
at her house for a long time. Kai knew she was self sufficient, but
she wasn’t getting any younger either. She was well into her
eighties, and people that age could get hurt pretty easily.

When she didn’t answer the
phone on his second attempt to get ahold of her, Kai felt that a
drop-in wouldn’t be uncalled for. Making sure he had his wallet and
keys, he grabbed his jacket from the floor of the kitchen and
locked up his apartment.

He found his street bike
right in the spot he’d left it in his building’s underground
parking. He hadn’t had a whole lot of cash when he’d moved here,
but a finding a cheap motorcycle had been a top priority. Slipping
on the helmet that he kept on the handlebar, he settled himself
over the bike. He’d discovered the ad for a used 2005 Suzuki
GSX-R1000 while searching for an apartment. Kai had secured and
paid for the bike while still in Hawaii, knowing that he could
probably fix anything that might be wrong with it. He’d been around
bikes his entire life, and had spent several summers fixing them up
with his dad.

As he started the engine, he
thought he’d gotten pretty lucky—it ran like a dream. But as he
sloshed through the wet streets of downtown Denver, he started
questioning his decision about owning a motorcycle in the freezing
Mile High City. He was a bike guy, though. It was bright blue and
unbelievably fast. Maybe one day Kai would save up and get a Jeep
too, so he could be a little more insulated from the icy chill, but
for right now, he could get by with just this.

Flying down the wet streets,
the bottom of his jeans getting soaked along the way, he drove to
where his grandmother had told him her house was located. It should
have taken him fifteen minutes, but not knowing the city very well,
it ended up taking him well over half an hour. Finally finding the
place, he shut off the bike, propped his helmet on the handlebar,
and walked up to the modest, white, one-story dwelling.

Empty flower boxes were in
the windows and an empty bird feeder was perched right in front of
a large bay window. Kai peeked through the window as he approached
the house, but all the lights inside were off, and it was pretty
dark. That was odd to Kai, since his dad had told him that Grandma
didn’t leave her house much anymore. His father had even considered
putting her in a home, but Kai had convinced him that he would
check in on her as often as he could while he was living here. Kai
understood the importance of independence. And besides, from what
he knew about her, his grandmother would never agree to move to a
home anyway.

Just as he brought his hand
up to knock on the front door, he heard someone say, “Are you
looking for Millie, son?”

Turning, Kai saw a wrinkled
old lady peeking her head out the front door of the house next to
his grandmother’s. “Um, excuse me?” he asked politely, his head
still feeling a little slow.

The old woman stepped out of
her home and shuffled onto her porch. Clutching a fuzzy blue robe
around her body, she tilted her head at Kai. “Millie Harper. That’s
her house, but she’s not there. Are you looking for her?”

Kai turned to the neighbor
and dropped his hand from where he still had it raised to knock.
“Uh, yeah. Do you know where she is?”

The old woman beamed, like
she was bursting at the seams to finally be able to tell someone
everything she knew. “Oh, it s been a busy morning. Ambulances,
fire trucks. Very exciting!”

Kai’s eyes widened, and he
took a step toward the woman. If his grandmother had had a heart
attack while he’d been sleeping off a hangover, he didn’t think he
would ever forgive himself for not taking a few minutes out of his
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