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Chapter One

 


“Marcus,” Tasha
whispered.

“Please don’t ask me to
stop.”

As if she would. As if
she could.

Marcus’s ragged breath across Tasha’s
skin electrified her, bringing her body back to life after being
dormant for what seemed too long. While one hand pressed into her
back, his other pushed aside the fabric of her tank revealed
beneath her off-the-shoulder sweater. His hot mouth moved down her
neck and across her shoulder, licking and nipping and driving her
insane.

Tasha gripped his steely arms, loving
his muscles and the sheer size of him, trying to maintain balance
as the world spun around her. Marcus was six feet of powerful man
with delicious chocolate skin and soulful ebony eyes that always
held humor.

Tonight his eyes seemed to hold a look
of determination. A look that said he would have her.

The two had been acquaintances for a
handful of years, both working as cover models for the same
photographer, Jesse Steed. Since first meeting Marcus Everly, of
course, she thought he was gorgeous. What woman wouldn’t? He was
physically stunning, and his humor and intelligence were a nice
change from the many self-absorbed pretty boys Tasha seemed to
attract. Tasha had been modeling for Jesse for three years already
when Marcus came on board. He was prior military, and now at the
age of thirty-two, he continued to keep himself in fine shape. Over
the course of two years, her fascination and attraction only grew
stronger.

Of course, with Marcus’s heavy
flirting, and Tasha’s ability to handle it as well as give it back,
it was a wonder they hadn’t arrived at this point before now.
They’d been circling one another more and more the past few
months.

It was the start of February and they
had just finished a nighttime shoot when Marcus said he’d see Tasha
home. Once at the threshold of her apartment, he surprised her by
backing her into her place, tearing off their coats, and kissing
her senseless.

A niggling in the back of her mind
wondered if this was a good idea, although she couldn’t exactly say
why. But when a tempting male caused wicked excitement in your
body, how could you possibly stop? Tasha yearned for his attention,
for his ability to make her mindless. She wanted complete
abandonment of everything but pleasure.

As Marcus lingered at her shoulder,
his arms cradling her possessively, Tasha managed to slide her
hands beneath his shirt, mapping the contours of his exceptional
torso. Her fingers explored every peak, ridge, and valley of his
chiseled abs up to his impressive pecs. His smooth skin was void of
hair, and the heat radiating off him instantly ignited an inferno
within her. Marcus didn’t sport any tattoos due to the darkness of
his skin, nor was he into branding, as some guys were, which was
just fine with her.

Concentrating on his apparently
flawless body, she moved to his broad back, knowing she’d never
tire of feeling his flesh beneath her hands. As his mouth worked
its way back up her neck, to her ear, across her jaw, and back to
her mouth, she was lost. Marcus hissed as Tasha scratched, and he
nipped while she sucked.

Just as their dance began, it was over
in a snap as Marcus opened his mouth to speak.

“Oh, cupcake.”

Tasha stilled and knew Marcus felt the
shift in her body when he stopped his movements. Pulling away, she
saw the instant regret in his eyes. But it wasn’t enough to allow
that comment to pass.

Tasha dropped her arms and backed up a
step as Marcus’s arms fell limply to his sides. Just as he was
poised to say something, an apology or explanation, she shook her
head. “Don’t, Marcus. It’s probably time for you to go. Thanks for
seeing me home.”

“Tasha, I, I’m sorry.
Shit, I didn’t mean to say that.”

“But you did. After all
this time, you obviously still have Audri on your mind, and I guess
I was a poor substitute.”

His eyes hardened. “That’s bullshit.
It’s just an expression, a nickname. I—”

“One you only used with
her.” She tried to speak evenly without cowering or getting
hysterical. “You’re holding me, kissing me, but you’re still thinking about
Audri. Why else would you call out that stupid pet name for her?
You know she hated it, don’t you?” Tasha knew her attempt at
remaining calm was beginning to fail, and she couldn’t help
sounding petulant.

“Yes, I do,” he said
between clenched teeth. “And I know she and Carson are together.
You know I didn’t
have nothing going on with her. She’s a friend. That’s
it.”

“Really?” Tasha folded her
arms across her chest. “’Cuz I wonder. She’s happier now than she’s
ever been since I’ve known her.”

“I know that, and I’m happy for them.
I, shit, I don’t know…” Marcus ran his hand over his smooth head,
clearly frustrated.

“You don’t know
what?” When he remained
silent, Tasha released a sigh and dropped her arms. “Look, Marcus,
let’s just chalk this up to a failed attempt at whatever you’re
trying to work out. It’s not going to be with me, so, you go on.
I’ll be fine.”

“Tasha … I…”

“It’s okay.” She lifted
her hand to halt his words, trying not to show the disappointment
she felt. “I’ll be okay.” Tasha stood where she was, waiting on
Marcus to realize the evening was down the tubes and it was best he
go.

With a swift nod, he retrieved his
coat before opening the door. He stopped and turned around to give
her another look. “I’m sorry, Tasha,” he said softly. And then he
was out the door before she could respond.

As the door snicked shut,
Tasha let out the breath she was holding. Taking another, she
turned toward her room to change her clothes. She had the smell of
Marcus on her and wanted it gone. Wanted the reminder of what
happened versus the longing of what could have happened out of her
mind.

Yeah, right.
“That’s probably all I’ll think about while
trying to fall asleep tonight.”

It was a Saturday night, and here she
was, home before eight with nothing to do and nobody to do it with.
She sighed again as she stripped out of her clothes, throwing them
in the basket and deciding on a shower to fully ensure wiping away
Marcus’s scent. But somehow she knew even that wouldn’t be good
enough. He was imprinted there, in her mind, on her
skin.

As Tasha stepped into the shower,
thoughts bombarded her. From her initial interest in Marcus, to
them becoming more acquainted and developing a fun working
relationship, to their more recent scheme at match-making that
nearly backfired.

Tasha’s best friend, Audri, who also
happened to be Jesse Steed’s assistant, had harbored a secret crush
on one of the models, Carson. And it had been no secret that Carson
also desired Audri. Well, except to Audri herself. But do you think
the two of them could’ve figured it out? No. They let past
insecurities stand in their way—something nearly everyone could
relate to.

So then Marcus started pouring on the
flirt with Audri in order to get a reaction out of Carson. There
was a reaction, all right, and a misunderstanding that almost cost
them their opportunity at having one another. Once that got sorted
out, a few more hurdles were thrown in their path in the form of a
violent, vengeful ex of Audri’s.

Not only had he attacked her, landing
her in the hospital, but he also ransacked her home and cornered
Carson, threatening his life. Audri was left with no choice but to
defend her man, leaving her with the fact she had taken a life and
dealing with the fallout afterward.

Fortunately, Carson’s love pulled her
through, and after counseling, she got on a much better
path.

Leaving Tasha feeling as if she were
wandering aimlessly.

Oh, she still had the
friendship with Audri that she cherished, but Tasha would be lying
if she said she wasn’t a bit envious of the loving relationship her
friend now had with Carson. Tasha was extremely happy for them and
longed for a connection such as that for herself. Did she think she
could have that with Marcus? Possibly. Or was Marcus hung up on
some fantasy involving Audri? Had his flirting been
more in his eyes, even
though he said he viewed Audri only as a friend? Was she
overreacting and making a bigger deal out of it than it
was?

Or was Tasha so insecure about
herself…?

“Stop it, girl,” Tasha
admonished herself. “Where’s that confidence you worked so hard
for?”

At thirty, she’d been through her fair
share of ups and downs, becoming rebellious and independent at an
early age. Although it cost her a close relationship with her
parents, and often meant keeping many people at arm’s length for
self-preservation, Tasha knew what she wanted from life.

Her mixed heritage of Puerto Rican and
British gave her a unique look with caramel skin, stunning hazel
eyes, and kinky chestnut hair. She was often called a head-turner
and now used it to her advantage. But before modeling, that wasn’t
always a good thing. Growing up, she was an outcast among her
peers, dealing with an insanely high IQ, that according to her
parents, she was greatly wasting by not becoming a doctor or
lawyer. Being an only child, Tasha’s parents’ sole focus was on
her, providing duty-bound guidance in what they thought best. Love
and affection weren’t something she could say she’d ever really
felt from them. But disappointment had been, as she heard it often
enough when her dreams and goals didn’t align with what they had
planned for her.

She had had no interest in becoming
the intellects that her parents had—her father, a lawyer, and her
mother, a financial advisor and professor.

If she hadn’t been getting picked on
for being so smart, she’d been chastised for acting so
dumb.

At fifteen, she shot up to
five-feet-nine, gangly with little strength and coordination. Until
she developed an interest in yoga and ballet. Many thought she’d
been too old to start ballet, as most girls began in their
adolescent years—like age two! But Tasha wouldn’t be deterred. Her
parents conceded to what they called her whimsy stage, probably
hoping that she’d either get bored with it or fail.

She’d loved shocking the shit out of
the nay-sayers—her parents included—when she got the lead in a NY
stage production only three years later.

Two years after that, she tired of the
nasty competition and back-stabbing, the deceit and struggle. She
had found something she loved and connected with, only to have that
love tainted and destroyed. Looking back, she wondered where her
backbone had been. Why hadn’t she stood up for what she had wanted
instead of letting others demolish her spirit and
determination?

Maybe because the struggle had been
all her own, having had no one to encourage and support her. She
would’ve liked to think she could have been stronger, but at the
time, it had taken its toll, and one person could only bear so much
for so long.

Fed up with New York and never
satisfying her parents, she decided a change had been necessary.
She moved across the country and fell in love with Seattle, where
she turned to modeling. Her parents had been appalled, but she’d
been determined to forge her own path. Unfortunately, that led to
being pretty much estranged from her parents, having only spoken
with them a handful of times in the last decade.

Striking out on her own and excelling
in modeling had given her challenges along with accomplishments,
but she was her own person and wouldn’t have it any other way. To
add another check in the plus column, she was working toward
opening her own clothing boutique soon—a venture she’d kept silent
about so far but couldn’t wait to share with Audri.

Her friendship with Audri had eclipsed
a lot of pain from the past, becoming the most important
relationship in her life. So of course she was the first one Tasha
would go to for advice, a shoulder to lean on, and the one with
whom she’d share her triumphs. She couldn’t fault her best friend
for actions that had been beyond her control concerning
Marcus.

Tasha had little choice but to let him
work through his issues and see how the situation played out. In
the meantime, she wasn’t going to sit in the background any longer
and wait for him to make up his mind about what he wanted. Or whom.
She had a life too, dammit! She wasn’t about to spend it pining
over an indecisive beefcake.

Once she finished rinsing her soapy
body, Tasha turned off the water and wrapped herself in a thick
towel. After giving herself a quick dry, she moisturized her body
with one of her favorite scented lotions. She considered calling
Audri to see what she and Carson were up to but then thought better
of it, not wanting to be odd-girl-out if the two of them had plans.
They’d no doubt welcome her company, but Tasha needed something
different tonight.

Celeste, one of Jesse’s other models,
and her girlfriend, Joy, were usually up for some fun on a moment’s
notice. Tasha wondered what their plans were for the
evening.

Only one way to find out.

She threw on a robe and went for her
cell phone to message Celeste.

Hey girl. Doing anything
tonight?

It didn’t take long before her reply
came through.

Joy & I headed to
Re-bar club soon. Join us?

Tasha knew of Re-bar and its eclectic
gatherers. It was an artsy place that many LGBT frequented. That
wasn’t to say straight people didn’t attend as well. Tasha had no
problem with Celeste and Joy’s lesbian relationship, as they were
some of the best gals Tasha knew. Love who you want was what she
thought. Knowing she didn’t want to spend a night alone in her
apartment, she decided she’d meet them there.

Meet you within the
hour

Celeste replied with a thumbs-up
emoji.

Tasha chuckled, loving Celeste’s
upbeat attitude. She had overcome some hardships while growing up
in the foster care system by being placed with a wonderful family
who had also fostered Carson. Celeste and Carson were like siblings
to one another, and it was Carson’s encouragement and mentoring
that got Celeste into modeling, and subsequently into the circle of
friends Tasha was proud to be a part of.

Phone still in hand, Tasha pulled up
her Uber app to arrange for a ride. She then shed the robe and
began perusing her wardrobe choices for the night, starting with
black lace. Although she didn’t plan on showing off her underwear,
she always felt empowered with sexy lingerie. Being a member of the
itty-bitty-titty committee—boasting a whopping thirty-four A in her
bosom—Tasha could easily go without the bra. Instead, she chose a
push-up style that would emphasize her minimal assets. She then
slipped on a plunging silk blouse the color of champagne along with
leather pants. Black suede ankle boots and a leather coat completed
her outfit.

While applying her makeup,
her phone chimed, announcing that her ride was waiting. She
responded with five minutes
before quickly finishing her face, spritzing her
hair, and grabbing a small clutch for essentials. After putting on
her coat, she exited her apartment and met the driver downstairs,
telling him her destination.

Tasha lived near the southern point of
Lake Union in the Neptune apartments, which wasn’t far from the
building where Audri lived, a building owned by Jesse. He had
renovated the five floors the building housed, two being the living
spaces for Audri and Carson, as well as Jesse himself. It also
housed his studio along with two floors of offices and retailers.
Tasha had considered opening her store in his building if space
came available, but it didn’t look like that was going to happen in
the time frame she desired. A testament to Jesse’s renovations and
exceptional landlord standards.

The Re-bar club was located south on
Howell Street, closer to the interstate, and it probably wouldn’t
take longer than fifteen minutes to get there. Thankfully, traffic
wasn’t bad for a Saturday night and the weather was dry following
plenty of rain the week prior.

As the car pulled up and Tasha paid,
she exited, practically crashing into a body. A firm grip held her
arm, and as she looked up, she was relieved to see it was Cameron,
another friend and fellow model.

“Hey, pretty
lady.”

“Hey, Cameron. Sorry about
that.”

As he released her and stepped back,
he said, “No worries. You heading inside?”

“Yeah. Meeting Celeste and
Joy.” Tasha took a moment to look Cameron over. She knew underneath
the leather jacket and black jeans lurked a heavily tattooed and
well-defined physique. His head was shaved along the sides with a
Mohawk-style cut, the hair long and slicked back. His ice-blue eyes
were captivating and the deep timbre of his voice almost hypnotic.
That being said, Tasha knew enough to steer clear of this playboy,
as he never settled for more than a night or two with the same
woman. Cameron was nice enough and fun to hang out with, but he was
a self-proclaimed man-whore at its finest. Certainly not one to
lose your heart over.

“Me, too. Let me walk you
in.” Without waiting for an answer, Cameron looped his arm around
Tasha’s, escorting her inside and through the crowd. Just shy of
nine in the evening, the place was already packed. Music filled the
air and bodies lingered in every available space. It didn’t take
long before Cameron honed in on Celeste and Joy, leading the way to
their table. Tasha and Cameron were greeted with hugs before being
asked what they wanted to drink.

“Joy was just about to
head to the bar for an order,” Celeste nearly yelled, trying to be
heard above the crowd noise and music. After requests were called
out, Joy weaved around the other patrons toward the bar while Tasha
shed her coat.

“Wow! You look great,
Tasha,” Celeste said.

“Thanks. As do you, cute
as ever.” She winked. At five-three, Celeste was a little
firecracker. She’d been active in martial arts for many years and
enjoyed just about every outdoor activity imaginable. Tonight,
instead of her usual black jeans and leather jacket, she wore white
jeans, a multi-colored shirt under a denim jacket, and her
ever-present Dr. Marten boots. Her usual short burgundy bob had
grown a bit longer, and her pixie face glowed naturally without the
aid of makeup.

Joy returned to the table with a few
bottles in each hand, and behind her was another friend from their
circle, Zoe, expertly juggling three drinks herself. Once the
drinks were placed on the table, everyone made a grab for their
beverage.

“Hey, all,” Zoe greeted.
“Isn’t it something how we almost always end up at the same place
without even trying?” She winked.

“Good to see you, Zoe,”
Tasha said.

“You, too.” Zoe turned to
Cameron and gave what Tasha thought to be an especially warm
greeting with a little extra sparkle in her eye. “Hey,
Cameron.”

“Hello, Zoe.”

Tasha watched the man rake an
appreciative eye over Zoe from head to toe. While Cameron towered
over everyone at six-four, Zoe stood nearly nose-to-nose with Tasha
at five-nine, but that was where the similarities ended.

Zoe Duvall was beautifully curvaceous
in a Kate Upton way, with Eastern European heritage, sporting
platinum and mahogany dreads down to her waist. She had multiple
piercings adorning not only her ears, but her nose, her brow, and
the corner of her lower lip. Not to mention tattoos that rivaled
Cameron’s, which were currently on display across her arms and
upper body. She wore a clingy white lace tank, allowing her purple
bralette to be seen. Black leggings that molded to her hips and
legs were tucked into white patent leather boots. A purple suede
jacket was draped over her arm while she held a bottle of dark
ale.

The woman was a remarkable graphic
designer who worked with several magazines where Jesse contributed
his photos.

“Wanna dance?” she
casually asked Cameron.

Tasha knew it was anything but casual,
seeing as Zoe had a serious crush on the man. She knew the score
with Cameron and had confessed maybe she’d be the one who could
change his man-whoring ways.

Tasha had burst out laughing at Zoe’s
declaration, saying if anyone could, it’d be her. And therefore,
she had wished her all the best in her attempted conquest of
Cameron Marks.

Cameron nodded as he took Zoe’s coat
and drink, handing them off to Tasha who willingly accepted. With
his eyes never leaving Zoe’s, Cameron took her hand and led them
into the foray of dancers.

Tasha watched them become one with the
crowd before turning back to Celeste and Joy. “Hot, hot, hot,” she
said.

“Cameron’s a fool if he
doesn’t take advantage of that!” Celeste said while Joy
laughed.

“Let’s hope she can make
him see the light.” Tasha raised her drink after setting Zoe’s
drink and coat across the compact table. After a lengthy pull, she
lowered her bottle and met with a now curious stare from Celeste.
“What?” Tasha asked.

“While I love hanging out
with you, I just thought you’d be with Marcus tonight. I mean, I
know you two had a shoot together earlier, and I know he’s been
extra attentive lately, so…”

“So, you assumed I would
succumb to his extra attention?”

“Well, I know you like
him. I mean, what’s not to like, right?”

Tasha chuckled. “Coming from a gal who
likes gals.”

“Well, I can certainly
appreciate a fine-looking man. Doesn’t mean I’m going to jump ship
and hop into bed with him.”

“Thank goodness,” Joy said
as she turned Celeste’s face to hers and kissed her soundly on the
lips.

Tasha loved seeing displays like that,
knowing her friends were happy and free to express their
happiness.

As their kiss ended, Celeste turned
her attention back to Tasha. “So what gives, Tash? You and Marcus
becoming an item?”

Therein lies the
question, Tasha thought.

Without giving too much away, she just
shrugged and replied, “That remains to be seen. Seems he’s still
got some things to work out with himself.”

“Meaning, what?” Celeste
pressed.

Tasha tried not to get exasperated
because she loved Celeste’s concern, but she came out tonight to
have a good time and forget the mistake that nearly took place back
at her apartment. After taking another drink, she calmly placed the
bottle on the table and said, “Just that, Celeste. He needs to
figure out what he wants. I can’t help him with that.”

“But—”

“Honey, let it be,” Joy
said softly, still being heard above the surrounding noise.
“Tasha’s out tonight for her, so let’s make sure she has a
good time.”

“Thank you,” Tasha said.
She earned a sweet smile from the woman who was usually the calming
factor in Celeste and Joy’s relationship. Not that Celeste was a
hot-head, she was just a little bit more in-your-face open and
honest. Joy, with her polished attitude and cool demeanor, was the
perfect balance for her. She was striking with smooth black hair
and gray eyes, her height just an inch or two taller than Celeste.
Joy and Celeste met about a year ago at the martial arts studio
where Celeste practiced, and had only recently revealed their
relationship.

“Okay,” Celeste
relinquished. “Sorry, Tash.”

“Nothing for you to be
sorry about. Let’s just forget about men and concentrate on us
women. Well”—Tasha chuckled—“I guess you do that every night
anyway.”

“That we do!” Celeste
cheered as she raised her drink, and Tasha and Joy joined her in a
toast. “To us!”


Chapter Two

 


As glasses knocked together and drinks
were taken, Tasha concentrated on the music, putting aside any
troubling thoughts. She swayed with the rhythm, allowing the sound
and the beat to surround her, flow through her. Without even
realizing, she had gravitated toward the dance floor, letting the
atmosphere carry her away.

Tasha didn’t care that she was without
a partner, she just loved to dance. As she moved among the crowd,
she found herself close to Cameron and Zoe, who were wrapped around
each other and moving fluidly like dolphins through water. Their
seductive dance pushed the edge toward erotic display, and Tasha
was mesmerized. After a few moments of intrusion, she turned away
as if to give them privacy.

Resuming on her own, she closed her
eyes and lifted her arms, allowing the music to become her partner.
Her body flowed to the sensual sounds around her, its rhythm
dictating her movements. Lost in it all, she startled at the weight
of hands landing on her hips and slowly moving up her body to her
arms. When she turned her head, she found Cameron smiling at her
before he lowered his head to nuzzle her neck. So caught up in the
feeling, she went with it as Cameron pressed closer. And she
pressed back. Facing forward again, Zoe appeared in front of her,
moving in with a naughty smile on her face.

As the three of them moved in sync,
one mass of coiled limbs, song after song played until Tasha lost
track of time, lost sight of Celeste and Joy on the sidelines.
Whether the music was slow or upbeat, their movements remained
seductively sinful. Tasha’s body responded with arousal, surprising
her in its intensity.

Never would she have considered
engaging in … a ménage a trois?

Whoa! Where did that
thought come from? We’re only dancing!

But Tasha let herself get caught up in
the attention as the encounter escalated. Cameron gently ground his
front to her rear and slid his hands down her thighs. Zoe drew
close enough that her generous breasts rubbed against Tasha as she
slid her hands up Tasha’s ribcage.

Suddenly, Tasha felt Cameron’s warm
lips on the back of her neck and her hands automatically came up to
wrap around the back of his head, holding him in place. With her
eyes closed, Tasha felt the heat from Zoe’s body as she stood even
closer. Her full lips pressed into the hollow of Tasha’s throat
before slowly making their way up to her mouth. Keeping her eyes
shut—maybe so she didn’t have to acknowledge just what the hell she
was doing—Tasha gave in to the decadent feeling of these two
beautiful people wanting her. She welcomed Zoe’s mouth, opening for
her, letting their tongues tangle in a tentative exploration of one
another. With her hot lips and the cool slide of Zoe’s piercing,
Tasha enjoyed every sensation.

As their bodies pressed closer, three
becoming one, their dance continued, their movements uninhibited.
Tasha felt the unmistakable bulge of Cameron’s erection pressing
into her ass while Zoe’s hand moved up to skim her breasts. All
thoughts fled Tasha’s mind, and instead of pulling away and cooling
down, she brought her arms around to Cameron’s ass and squeezed,
all while allowing Zoe’s attention to continue.

Just as Tasha thought to boldly move
her hands to Cameron’s front, he moved away, leaving a void at her
backside. But just as quickly, he returned. Or so she thought.
Something felt different. Her eyes opened as she felt the loss of
Zoe to her front, realizing she and Cameron were moving away from
her.

So who stood behind her?

Before she could turn, solid arms
engulfed her as lips pressed to her ear, instantly sending chills
dancing along her skin. A familiar scent invaded her senses as she
registered who owned the warmth at her back.

“What do you think you’re
doing, Tasha?” Those slowly whispered words seemed innocent enough,
but she knew there was a hint of anger in them.

“Dancing,” she returned.
“What are you doing, Marcus?”

“Trying to keep you from
making a mistake you’d regret.” He held her tightly to his chest,
never halting their movements. And just as her hands came to rest
atop his, Marcus spun her around, causing her chest to plaster
against his front. Tasha swallowed a gasp as he bent his face close
to hers and said, “You’re not ready for what those two have to
offer.”

She struggled fruitlessly against his
strong hold, her temper flaring as her teeth ground together. “What
the hell would you know about what I am or am not ready for? You
lost your chance to find out.”

“Is that so?” Menacing
didn’t even begin to describe the tone his voice held as his eyes
challenged.

“That is so,” Tasha replied, lifting her
chin, her gaze never leaving his. Something dark flashed between
them, and she wondered where her sanity must’ve gone when she gave
him a seductive smile.

Now who’s
challenging?

In a split second, Marcus crushed his
lips to hers, his tongue demanding entry. Tasha opened on a
whimper, surprised at the intensity of this assault on her mouth.
There was no escaping as he pressed firmly to her back with one
hand, the other reaching for her ass, squeezing none too
gently.

But Tasha didn’t want to escape, she
wanted more. Rising on the toes of her shoes, she matched his raw
passion, suddenly ravenous for the man as she feasted on his rich
mouth that hinted of cinnamon. Pressing into him, she clawed at his
t-shirt, wishing she had his skin beneath her hands. Tasha took the
excitement building from their earlier encounter and let it fuel
her, let it propel her to something she knew would be glorious with
this man. She managed to remove her hands from between their bodies
so she could clutch his head, letting him know not to move his
mouth from what it was currently doing.

Marcus growled as he continued to
plunder, both hands pawing her ass and grinding their bodies
together. There was no doubt his body was aroused, but he pulled
away abruptly, staring at her with uncertainty.

“Tasha,” he rasped, “we’re
playing with fire.”

“Do you want me or not,
Marcus?” She practically panted while she massaged the tense
muscles in his neck.

“Do you really need to
ask?” He pressed into her, the heat of his straining erection
radiating through the barrier of their clothes.

“Then why don’t we do
something about it?” She gently pulled his mouth to hers, kissing
him sweetly now. As much as she loved the fierce and wild, she
wanted a slow burn, a lasting fire with a few explosions now and
then. Okay, maybe more than just a few. And it seemed Marcus did as
well as his hands gently cradled her face while he returned her
kisses with such tenderness she wondered if this was the same man
who had nearly come undone just moments ago.

He pulled away and stared, his eyes
softening, questioning. Then he said, “Let me take you
home.”

Tasha nodded as he led her to the
table where Celeste and Joy still stood vigil over her coat and
purse. Only then did she realize where the evening had led, with
her ignoring her friends.

“Celeste, Joy, I’m so
sorry. I—”

“Hey, nothing to be sorry
for,” Celeste answered as Joy nodded in agreement. “We’ll have
another girls’ night.” She winked. “Let Marcus take you
home.”

“How…” Tasha looked from
Celeste to Marcus then back again. “I mean, what—”

“Come on, Tasha,” Marcus
gently prodded, taking the liberty to grab her coat while he handed
over her clutch. He then turned to Celeste and Joy, saying good
night.

“Night, you two,” Celeste
said.

Tasha had no choice but to
be escorted out of the bar and into an awaiting taxi as Marcus
quickly rattled off her address. Realization hit and sparked more
than irritation in her. “Celeste contacted you, didn’t she?” When
he didn’t answer, only sitting silent and rigid, anger began to
flare. “Did she actually think I needed saving? By
you? What the
hell?”

“She was concerned and
didn’t think she’d be able to break up what was going on with you
and Cam and Zoe without causing a scene.”

“Really? Maybe I wanted
what was going on, huh? Did she ever think of that?”

“Maybe, but that’s not
you, Tasha.” His words sounded sure, as if he really knew her. But
he didn’t. She didn’t even know herself, not after that display. Tasha
closed her eyes and sighed, wondering just how far she would have
gone, and would there have been regret either way?

Marcus broke the silence, causing her
to jump. “I’m sorry for earlier, and if that had anything to do
with what just happened back there.”

Tasha snorted. “You think pretty
highly of yourself, don’cha? Well, don’t concern yourself with me
or my sexual activity. I can take care of myself, in more ways than
one.”

Marcus nearly growled as he looked
from her to the driver and back to her again. “Here’s not the
place, Tasha.”

“I don’t care—” Her words
were cut short as Marcus covered her mouth with his, sealing their
lips tight as he once again took his fill. But instead of fighting
as she should’ve done, given the current state of pissed-off she
felt, she caved, taking out her aggression on this
distraction.

All too soon, they stopped in front of
her apartment complex. As Marcus pulled away from her, he opened
the door and gruffly pulled her from the car. He threw some money
at the driver before leading them to the door, stopping so she
could gain them entrance.

Tasha turned to him, arms folded
across her chest. “If you think you’re coming up, you can think
again.”

“I don’t expect to come
inside. I just wanted to see you home safely.” He held out her
jacket still clutched in his hand. Tasha looked at it before
snatching it out of his grasp. “Do you think you really could have
handled a night with Cam and Zoe? Do you even know what they’re
into?”

“I could’ve held my own.
I’m not inexperienced, Marcus.”

“Well, you’re certainly
not experienced with what they
do, I’ll tell you that.”

“And how would you know?
Are you?”

Marcus ducked his head and chuckled,
almost as if embarrassed. “No. I’m not into their kind of kink, and
I seriously doubt you are either. I’ve heard talk, is
all.”

“Talk, huh? Well, maybe
that’s all it is, is talk. Besides, you never know until you try,
isn’t that how the saying goes?” She threw him a saucy
grin.

“Oh, baby girl, you don’t
know what you’re stepping into.” He moved closer, brushing his body
against hers, lifting his arms to place his hands on either side of
her head against the glass at her back. As he looked down at her,
he said, “You take that leap and you don’t know how far you’ll
fall.”

Tasha burst out laughing. She couldn’t
help it. All this talk, the innuendos and euphemisms were really
getting out of hand. She’d had enough of this banter, she was ready
for action. Tasha surprised him by tipping her head to brush her
lips against his and whisper, “Try me.” Then she struck. She kissed
him fiercely so there was no mistaking her intent.

Right or wrong, she wanted him.
Now.

A moment later, Marcus pulled away,
breathing heavily as he managed to say, “God, you push my buttons.
Open the door, Tasha, before I take you right here against this
glass.”

Tasha had never moved more quickly,
turning to punch in the security code and tugging frantically on
the door when it buzzed. She grabbed ahold of Marcus and pulled him
inside, racing for the elevator. She chuckled when he laughed. Once
in the elevator, she threw herself at him, bouncing their bodies
against the wall while practically climbing him. Her mouth latched
onto his as she dropped her clutch and jacket, allowing her hands
to grab his shoulders. He held her waist as a leg pressed between
hers. Just as soon as the kiss began, it ended when the door opened
on her floor.

Marcus held her away from him to bend
down and retrieve her belongings before nudging her out of the
elevator. He handed her the clutch. “Key,” he said. Tasha dug into
the small purse, finding the key and hastily inserting it in her
door when they reached it.

As if taking up where he left off
earlier, he pushed her inside and tossed her things aside. He
framed her face as he resumed the kiss, backing them further into
her apartment. As they approached the couch, he spun them with a
grace she didn’t know he possessed, taking a seat and pulling her
onto his lap. Once again, his erection pressed into her center,
causing her to moan.

As her knees cradled his thighs, she
sat back and enjoyed the
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