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  Chapter One


He drove her crazy with the way he kept shooting furtive glances between his computer screen and her. Subtle, he was not, and it grated on Emma’s last nerve. She wasn’t sure what office he came from or why he was even here, but the new guy needed to be transferred again and soon, before she went ballistic on his ass because of his constant gawking.  I mean, damn, I know I’m hot and all, but this goes just a little overboard in the infatuation department. Hands poised over her keyboard, gaze tilted toward the stained ceiling tiles, she tried to remember if she had even greeted the man since he transferred to their office. After a moment, she gave a mental shake of her head. Nope. Not even a welcome aboard. Is that why he stared at her? Perhaps ignoring him only added to the sexy mystery that was Emma Rochester. Well, she couldn’t really blame him. She was a mystery many wanted to solve. She smirked, and then took a deep breath, realizing she laughed at her own joke.
She glanced his way just as he ducked his gaze back to his screen. She rolled her eyes before returning her focus back to her work. There was no mystery when it came to Jacob Hendricks. He was Mister Obvious in the I’m-Attracted department, which did nothing to attract her to him. Even for her, there was such a thing as too easy, and Jacob excelled in that area at the moment which just made it creepy—made him creepy.
It was a shame, too, because outside of his less than covert gawking, he wasn’t hard on the eyes. Oh, he wasn’t Ian Somerhalder gorgeous, mind you, but he did stir some distraction in an otherwise monotonous day. Or, at least he would if he’d stop acting like a nervous high school student with his first crush. Still, his dark, wavy hair, which barely brushed his shoulders, his dark emerald eyes with the gold flecks at the edges, and even that slight scar beside his right eye, all these features gave her something nice to look at when he wasn’t being a total dork.
 Grinning, she returned to typing up her report, her thoughts shifting to the upcoming Halloween party Trent Wilson was throwing. After quite a bit of finagling, Emma squeezed herself onto his top secret list. This would be her first year to attend, and she was beyond eager to discover if it lived up to the hype. She giggled a little more, because not only did she manage a ticket for herself, but also one for her sister, Kelly, who definitely needed it. Kelly moped her way through life. Not that she didn’t have a reason to be all melancholy all the time. Her husband did die two years ago, after all. Emma just wanted to see Kelly start living again. Trent’s party would be the kick-start she needed to get on with her life.
“Emma, girl, a few of us are heading to O’Neal’s for drinks after work. You in?” Lenny Coburn perched himself on the edge of her desk, his playboy smile tempting her to surrender. The problem, however, was that she knew what hid underneath that smile. Still, it never hurt to play along.
Leaning forward in her chair, she grinned, her fingers clasped together, elbows on the table. “You buying?”
He leaned over in order to whisper in his conspiratorial voice, his finger twirling a pattern on her desk. “I’m sure we could work something out.” He winked at her, and she just laughed.
“You know I don’t play around with people at work. Makes for bad karma later.” Emma didn’t have many rules—especially when it came to sex—but no frolicking at work was a major one.
“Ah, now, don’t be that way,” he said, leaning in a little closer. If he were female, he’d be offering her a great shot down his shirt. From her peripheral vision, she noticed Jacob peeking at them from over his computer monitor. She wanted to shake her head, but instead, she just laughed at Lenny’s feeble attempt to coax her out of her pants, instead. “A little office romance between friends can only spice up a rather mundane day. You know, sneaking away to the copy room, coffee breaks in the supply closet.” He wiggled his eyebrows at her. “Smoke breaks could really be smoking.”
Shaking her head, she laughed at him. “Lenny, Lenny, Lenny. As hard as it is for me to refuse such a tantalizing offer, I don’t like mixing work with pleasure, and work has never really been pleasure for me.”
“Now’s your chance to change that.” He winked again.
“Go away,” she said, laughing as she shoved him off her desk. 
He took a couple of steps away from where he was perched. “Okay, but if you change your mind,” he said, as he slid his hands down his torso as if putting himself on display, “all this can be yours.”
“Thanks, but I don’t do thrift stores.” She shook her head, laughing at the wounded look he faked. “Now, go, so I can get back to work.”
He winked at her again before turning and strolling back to his cubicle, gawking at Cindy McIntyre’s ass, which was at eye level as she stood on a ladder and hung up a skeleton to dangle his bony legs at passersby. The Halloween decorations have begun. Emma watched Lenny disappear, her eyes locked onto his firm ass. She would never go out with him, of course, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t admire some of the forbidden fruit. Window shopping could sometimes be more fun than the actual purchase.
Now, she had to figure out how to get her sister to Trent’s party, she thought, as she turned back to her keyboard. Kelly wasn’t exactly the party type, even before her husband died in a terrible motorcycle accident. However, while Emma knew some people took longer to grieve than others, two years seemed a bit of a stretch to her. Of course, Emma saw life differently than her sister. For Emma, it was all about the moment, grabbing all you could grab of any point in time and squeezing every possible memory and sensation out of it. She didn’t worry about the past or the future; she lived for the now. Yet, Kelly was stuck in the past. If it wasn’t for Emma and Kelly’s co-worker, Derek Cranston, Kelly would still be bottled up in her apartment, mourning her life away.
Trent’s party would be the perfect way to snap Kelly back into the land of the exotic. Emma had tried to finagle an invitation to Trent’s party ever since her friends told her about them. Trent Wilson was known to throw the wildest, sexiest parties in all Savannah, if not Georgia. The guests were required to wear masks, keeping everyone’s identity a secret. The premise was to allow people to open up to their wildest fantasies without worrying about being judged then or later. No one knew who the guests were, except Trent, and he kept it very hush hush. From some of the stories Emma heard, people experimented with all kinds of things. One lady became a human buffet, serving as a platter for finger foods until they were all gobbled up and then becoming the main course herself. They pinched, fingered, groped and fondled, even tasted and licked her until several orgasms ripped through her. Another lady bent over the arm of a sofa and was left there to satisfy whoever wandered up behind her. Rumor was that at least twenty men took their turn with her that night, some coming back for seconds and thirds. One guy experimented with another man for the first time in front of an audience who cheered him on until he collapsed in exhaustion on the floor at the other man’s feet. Nothing was too taboo or off limits as long as everyone gave their consent to what could happen. It was here where Emma hoped to discover the fruition of her fantasy at this party. So far, hookups in a bar were less than fulfilling. Guys picked up in bars were great for sex, but that’s all it was—sex. Emma wanted more than the normal vanilla ice cream served in careful scoops. She wanted rocky road mixed with turtle mixed with Neapolitan. She wanted a guy to grab her, take her, and use her. She wanted to be grabbed, spanked, and fucked so hard she couldn’t walk straight the next morning. She wanted the roughness of a Viking taking her prisoner. From everything she heard, Trent’s Halloween party was the perfect place to find her fantasy and make it come to life. It was a party right up Emma’s alley. She hoped it would be right up Kelly’s as well. Her sister needed some loosening up.
Emma glanced up from her keyboard, still lost in thoughts of what she wanted to happen Halloween night, and caught Jacob Hendricks ducking his head back down. This man is not going to stop. Sheesh.
She grabbed her coffee mug and pushed herself away from her desk. She needed to get away from Mr. Prying Eyes before she went off on him, making a scene in front of everyone. Why did the good-looking guy have to be creepy? She reached for the coffee pot, wondering why he didn’t just talk to her. Could she really be that intimidating? Obviously, Lenny didn’t think so, considering the way he kept hitting on her. She lifted her coffee mug to her lips as she wondered if Lenny would actually cheat on his wife or if he was one of those all talk types. He probably bluffs at poker. Maybe she should call his bluff one day and see what happened. She didn’t have to go through with it, after all. She could just leave him with a bad case of blue balls. Then he would probably leave her alone. Of course, it would probably just scare the hell out of him.
Of course, it could cause him to pester her more by saying she owed him. She didn’t need that hassle. Work should be quiet. Outside of work, however, needed to be kept loud and naked. She liked loud and naked. She found herself grinning as she walked back to her desk. Now, what should I be for Halloween? A slutty Red Riding Hood came to mind first. Red was definitely her color, and she could picture herself sprawled out on the red cape getting it hard from some musclebound Big Bad Wolf. She sighed. If only.
She picked up her phone and sent her sister a text. We still on for coffee tomorrow morning? Every Thursday since Jared died, she met Kelly for coffee at House of Joe’s, making sure they caught up on each other’s week and sharing whatever gossip they accumulated from each other’s work. It was one way for Emma to make sure she saw her sister, and it forced Kelly out of her apartment, other than when she went to work. Emma hoped Trent’s party would be another reason.
Her phone vibrated on her desk. Of course. See you then.
Well, that took care of tomorrow morning. Now, what was she going to do with her evening?






  
  Chapter Two


“LET’S HIT THAT UPSTAIRS club at City Market,” Brandy Wallace suggested, tucking a strand of her ash-blond hair behind her ear as she walked beside Emma, the two of them winding their way through the crowd on River Street. She had been Emma’s partner in crime since high school, and together they earned the reputations they now wore like badges of honor, sometimes while in the same car. Emma believed in living life to its fullest, because you never knew when it would be over, and Brandy jumped on that bandwagon as fast as she could. Neither had a problem admitting they enjoyed sex. Enjoyed it a lot actually. 
Emma glanced around at the nightlife that accumulated on the cobblestoned street, not really seeing too many prospects for excitement. At least, not the excitement she craved. True, it was still early, and the party crowd usually didn’t pry themselves from their coffins before nine or ten, but still, she expected some sign of life. “Tree Top?” She shrugged, glancing around once more. “We might as well. Nothing seems to be happening here except tourists.”
“And they’re shopping for souvenirs, not hook-ups.” Brandy sighed dramatically as she looped her arm around Emma’s, heading toward the elevator at the Chamber of Commerce building, the cool crisp air brushing at her bangs.
Emma laughed. “We’re doing our own type of shopping, and tonight, I’m looking for tall, dark, and packing something between his legs that will make me wince when I wake up in the morning.”
“Oh, girl, I know that hunger. Now to find the dish that will fill us up.” They both laughed. “God, is it bad that we’re so slutty?” Brandy asked, still laughing.
Emma shrugged. “I like to think of it as exercise. With the right partner, it can definitely be a workout.”
They crossed over West Bay Avenue, circling the public parking garage, and headed for City Market. There were a couple of bars there, one on top of a restaurant overlooking the surrounding streets and Ellis Square. A live band played while drunken men and women ground against each other, hoping someone would get the hint and take them home to satisfy their itch, the same itch Emma and Brandy needed scratched tonight. The girls ordered their drinks—Emma a Mojito and Brandy a rum and Coke—and found a spot near the balcony where they could lean against the wall and scope out tonight’s menu. Worn wooden chairs scraped against the wooden floor as glasses clinked along scarred tables. While to the more sensitive palate, the place seemed as if it needed an overhaul, it was the scratched and weathered appearance that gave the bar its appeal.
“You would think with tonight being Hump Day, there would be more people looking to get their freak on,” Brandy said before taking a sip of her rum and Coke.
Emma laughed as she held her drink in both hands, scanning the dance floor. “You, my dear friend, are bad.”
Brandy shrugged. “I’m just honest, and if we can’t be honest about our horniness in this day and age, we’re in trouble.”
Emma shook her head as she laughed harder. Her friend was right, though. Too many people denied what made them happy in life or what they enjoyed, choosing instead to conform to what the rest of the world thought of as proper behavior. Society was past the age where men could be whores while women pretended to be nuns. It was ridiculous. Emma fought when she first came into this world just to live, and she refused to surrender who she was or what she enjoyed just because other people weren’t comfortable with it, and in the end, that’s what it all boiled down to; others wanted you to be like them, because your choices made them uncomfortable. People liked to play it safe, with everyone fitting into the same box. They didn’t mind you expressing yourself or following your dreams as long as those things fell within their accepted parameters. Emma shoved past those boundaries a long time ago, and Brandy tagged along for the ride.
As Brandy neared the end of her rum and Coke, a dark-haired man with a slick smile finally drummed up the courage to venture over and ask her to dance. She made a point of looking him up and down, which only made Emma shake her head as she rolled her eyes, before Brandy set her glass on the table beside them and offered her hand to the brave soul. “Why not?” she said, as she turned and gave Emma a wink.
Emma shook her head again and then took a sip of her Mojito. It surprised her that Brandy ever managed to receive second dates considering how obnoxious she could be on the first one. She failed at playing hard to get and just came across as rude. She said it was all in the course of trying to set standards for herself, but Emma already knew her friend had no standards.
She watched Brandy sashay her ass across the floor in front of the guy, enticing him with promises of what could happen if he could keep up on the dance floor. Emma felt sorry for the poor guy. He had no clue about the beast he just escorted out onto the floor. Ah well, he’d soon find out and either love every minute of it or run off scared. Most ran off scared.
Emma took another sip of her Mojito as she scanned the crowd again looking for someone who piqued her interest. She was glad Brandy received the first offer to dance. Her friend didn’t play the wallflower well and usually muscled her way in on Emma’s night. Not that it hadn’t led to a few titillating threesomes once in a while, but tonight, Emma hoped for a solo adventure.
Over the next hour, the place picked up until it filled with clusters of people, men huddled together, trying to look cool while concealing their hard-ons as they glanced around at the available women, and women who did their best to ignore the men and not look too easy. It was fun to watch sometimes, because they all knew why they were there, even though they all said they were just out to have fun with their friends. When they went out, everyone wanted to meet The One who would change their lives forever. Emma knew that person for her would never be found in a bar. She went out for one thing and one thing only, to find Mr. One Night, and tonight, she seemed to be out of luck.
As she started her second scan of the area, she noticed one lone person off to the side, watching the crowd while sipping a beer. She shook her head as she recognized Jacob just as he jerked his gaze away from her when he noticed her looking his way. You have got to be kidding me. This borders along the lines of stalking. She shoved herself off the wall and started crossing the floor, making no pretense about where she headed. Jacob Hendricks was out of hand, and she was going to put a stop to it once and for all.
His eyes widened in panic when he noticed her approaching him, darting his gaze suddenly to the left and right, as if begging for a quick escape. There was none, and he had nowhere to hide, unless of course, he crawled under the table, and Emma wouldn’t put it past him to try. She stormed up to his table, plopping her glass in the middle, liquid splashing up the sides, both hands wrapped around it as she glared at him. “What are you doing here?”
“Um…um…it’s, well, it’s a bar, and…um…I’m just here having a drink,” he mumbled. She could see him swallow the fear that bottlenecked his throat.
“Yeah. I know it’s a bar, smart man. But why are you here? In this bar?” She tried to keep her voice down and not cause a scene, but between his freakish stares at work and now showing up at the same bar—staring at her no less—leaned more toward the creepster vibe he put out. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed you constantly staring at me at work. It’s weird. Stop it. Did you follow me here, as well?”
“Wow, someone is feeling pretty arrogant and paranoid tonight,” Lenny said, as he walked around Emma, a whiskey in his hand. “Jacob, here, had no idea you would be here. I picked the place, and before you ask, I didn’t know you would be here, either.” He laughed as he slid around the table opposite Emma. “Do you have a claim to this bar I didn’t know about it? I know you don’t like fooling around with coworkers, but really, banning them from the same bar is a little overkill, don’t you think?”
She gave Lenny a skeptical look, choosing to ignore his jibes. “I thought you were going to O’Neal’s.”
He shrugged one shoulder. “We did. Now we’re here.”
Embarrassment heated her cheeks and neck. “Oh. Well, then…” She could think of no dignified way to climb out of the hole she just dug for herself, so instead, she just nodded and said, “Enjoy your night,” and made as if to walk away.
Lenny’s laughter stopped her, however. “Relax, girl. Hangout and have a drink with us. No harm; no foul. I’m sure Jacob’s not offended by your accusations. Although,” Lenny leaned on the table, his voice taking on a more taunting tone, “I’d love to know why you seem so obsessed with him. You don’t date people at work, right?” He gave her a wink.
Emma took a deep breath, choosing to ignore him. What in the world does his wife see in him? I really feel sorry for her. She took a deep breath, steadying herself for what she knew she must say next. “Look, I’m sorry. It just surprised me to see you here, is all.”
Jacob gave her a sheepish smile and was about to say something, but Lenny cut him off. “And you just automatically assumed he was here to stalk you? You couldn’t come over here and say, ‘Hey, how’s it going. Fancy meeting you here’?” Lenny laughed. “You crack me up.”
“Yeah, well, I’m glad I’m good for a laugh or two,” she said. She glanced over at Jacob. “Look, I’m sorry. It just feels like you stare at me a lot at work, and it gave me the shivers. I was wrong for jumping you like that.”
Jacob shrugged as he ducked his head, smiling. “It’s no big deal. I probably do stare at you a lot. You’re pretty to look at.”
She smiled back at him, surprised at his bluntness. For the first time, he didn’t appear so timid. Maybe he had a set of balls after all. “Thanks.” She tapped the table. “I’ll let the two of you get back to your evening. Again, I’m sorry for the outburst.”
“You could stay,” Jacob said, almost too soft for her to hear. “If you want that is,” he blurted out to qualify the request, giving her an out if he overstepped the line. “We’re just having a drink and making fun of how people dance.”
She couldn’t help herself; she laughed. Making fun of people was something she would do. Since she already made a fool out of herself, she decided she might as well hang out and make it better. “Sounds like fun. Thanks.”
Lenny arched an eyebrow at her. “Hanging out with people at work? Careful, you’re about to break a rule of yours.”
“Shut up, Lenny,” she said, as she motioned for the waitress shuffling around trying to take care of everyone too lazy to go to the bar for their drinks. Emma was that lazy. She preferred to be waited on by others. “Jacob, we should really talk about your taste of wing men. He’s hurting you, not helping you.”
Jacob smiled at her. “I don’t know about that. You’re here, aren’t you? Seems like it worked out pretty well from where I’m standing.”
She felt herself blush again at the sincerity of his comment. They need to hurry up with that drink.






  
  Chapter Three


“DO I HAVE A surprise for you.” Emma scooted into the wooden chair across from her older sister, Kelly, at their regular table at House of Joe’s, a small coffee shop along Barnard Street. Their coffee shop time allowed them a chance to come together and vent about the week, but the real reason was so Emma could check on her sister, making sure Kelly wasn’t hiding in her townhouse moping. Emma tucked a stray strand of her strawberry-blond hair behind her right ear while, with her other hand, she reached over and tore off a piece of her sister’s cream cheese smothered bagel. “We’ve been invited to Trent Wilson’s Halloween party and his parties are parties with a capital P.” 
Kelly arched her eyebrows at her sister as she tried to rescue the rest of her breakfast. “Oh, are they now? And what makes them so much better than the lower case kind?”
Emma reached for another piece of her older sister’s food, but had her hand slapped, instead. She sighed, settling back in her chair. “Are you kidding me? Trent Wilson throws the best parties every year. Costumes. Masks. Wild uninhibited sex. That’s what gives them capital letter status.”
Kelly rolled her eyes. “So, another typical Saturday night for you.”
Emma just grinned. “Hopefully, much, much better. I even got you an invite. Now, what are we going to dress up as?”
“Who said I was going?”
“Why wouldn’t you
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