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        Siri Wright

      

        

      
        Las Vegas, NV

      

        

      
        February 14

      

      

      

      The rhythm of my swim stroke calms my mind, quieting the echoes from the gentleman’s club.

      As I approach the wall, a hand appears, waving under the surface.

      What the fuck? I stop swimming and tread water.

      My best friend and manager stands on the edge of the pool. The look on her face makes time stand still.

      “Cat, what’s wrong?”

      “Siri, there’s been an accident.”

      My heart stops, then starts to race. “Who?”

      “Come here, baby girl.” She holds up a towel.

      Swimming to the stairs, my mind is both blank and racing.

      Blank, not wanting to think about how bad this must be for Cat to use her key to my apartment and invade my privacy.

      Racing, wondering what has happened to whom.

      As I emerge from the water, I ask again. “Who?”

      She holds the towel for me. “Come sit down.”

      Oh, god!

      My heart beats hard with a dull ache as I allow Cat to wrap the towel around me and lead me to the barstool in the kitchen.

      When I’m seated, she moves to the liquor cabinet, takes two lowball glasses, and pours us both a heavy splash of Crown Royal. Neat, so it bites.

      She doesn’t say a word until we have both taken a hit of the whisky, then she says one of the two names no one wants to hear. “Your mother…”

      “There’s been an accident. Your dad called me when you didn’t answer your phone. He doesn’t know much, but they are prepping her for surgery.”

      I take the glass of whisky, toss the rest back, then stand. “I need to pack. Will you ask Bart if I may use his jet?”

      “Sure, baby girl. I’ll make the arrangements.”

      An hour later, I take off from McCarran International Airport in Las Vegas, Nevada, wondering when I will return, trying not to use the word ‘if.’

      For three years, Vegas has been my home.

      For three years, I’ve lived a life other people only dream of. I’m the headlining act at Been Jammin’, the premier gentleman’s club on the strip.

      Looking out the window not seeing the passing landscape, my thoughts drift back to the summer I arrived.

      Piper and I came out to celebrate graduating from Florida State University. We were only supposed to stay a couple of weeks, but we landed jobs at Coyote Ugly so we thought, 'Hell yeah! Let's stay all summer.'

      We laughed at how much money we were making working at a ‘Tits and Ass’ establishment, dancing on the bar, serving people food and drinks, having a blast.

      The flight attendant touches my arm. “Can I get you anything, Siri?”

      “No, thank you. I’m good.”

      She smiles, returns to the front, and I look back out the window.

      That September, Piper went home to London. "I miss me Mum, Siri, and the rain! It never rains here!"

      But I stayed in Vegas. I couldn't bring myself to return to the rednecks and hicks from the sticks.

      The day she left, I met Bart, and my life changed forever.

      He was my first customer, and he offered me a job dancing at his club. He said I could make more money in tips in one night dancing than I made all week. I had no clue who he was, so when he pulled out his business card and I read Been Jammin', my mouth fell open.

      “Come to the club tonight and see for yourself.”

      I took him up on his offer.

      When I arrived, he escorted me through the casino, by a steakhouse, and two other nightclubs before we arrived at Been Jammin’.

      The famous gentlemen’s club features a big stage with several finger runways and pole dancers on the ends. As well as, pole dancers elevated along the walls. The space between the stage and the bar in the back that runs the full length of the wall contains booths and tables, but also has a standing room only section.

      He walked me through to the bar, and introduced me to the bartender, Cat. We hit it off right away. Instant friends.

      After several drinks and observing the atmosphere, I questioned her about dancing for Been Jammin’.

      She was honest and explained that pole dancing was the heart of their business. And I explained that I didn’t know how to pole dance.

      She smiled and assured me that she could teach me, but what they really needed was a stage dancer.

      I perked right up. “Now, that I’m interested in.”

      She grinned, “You must have some dancing chops, because Bart doesn’t recruit, and yet, here you are.”

      And then she challenged me. “Show me what you got.”

      Beyoncé's "Dance For You" started to play, and the rest is Vegas history.

      On the barstool, I became Beyoncé, and I danced the video choreography exactly like she does.

      When I started tossing my hair, the people closest to me noticed, and when I twisted my torso and snapped my chest, a hush began to spread like a wave over the room.

      By the time, I stood and walked out to the dance floor, the only sound was the music. The only one dancing was me.

      When the music stopped, I received a round of applause, and on my way back to the barstool, phone camera's began flashing everywhere. People started pushing each other, trying to touch me.

      Then the crowd parted, and sweet giant Brutus found me.

      He didn't say a word. He simply led me safely back to Cat, then took up post behind me.

      I look over at him. He insisted on escorting me home. He has had my back ever since.

      People pushed their way up to try to get a selfie with me in the background. They saw who they wanted to see in the dim lights and alcohol induced state. Beyoncé. All I had to do to sell it was keep my face turned away.

      A short time later, Bart came back to get me. He put his arm around me and whispered in my ear. "Beware, fame is addicting."

      Then he addressed me in a loud voice for the surrounding crowd to hear. “My Queen, we appreciate you stopping by and gracing us with your presence. Brutus will escort you out.”

      When I stood up, I kept my clutch in front of my face. The room lit up like the 4th of July.

      I followed Brutus to the back where he put me in a dressing room and told me. "I will be right outside the door if you need anything."

      When I left, Bart and Cat escorted me out. We climbed into a limousine with the paparazzi cameras flashing and were whisked away.

      That night my dreams came true. I was hired to be an entertainer. I would dance exclusively at Been Jammin’ and I became the headlining stripper Seary, and the sensation on the strip starring as Surreal, the anonymous celebrity impersonator.

      I smile. I truly live a life others only dream of.

      I close my eyes to rest.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Aurelius Moore

      

        

      
        Fort Rucker, AL

      

        

      
        April 1

      

      

      Leaving the flight line, I check my iPhone for any new messages, but there aren’t any.

      Beverly’s weekly update is late.

      Walking back to debrief my students, I wonder. Is no news good news? It’s been over a month since Seary vanished.

      That night when Beverly explained that Seary had a family emergency and wouldn’t be able to keep her appointment, I was crushed, but I was assured I would be the first to know when Seary returned.

      Back in hardcore survival mode, my heart is on lockdown until the gorgeous golden goddess returns. I finally find a woman who makes me feel alive, and I’m not letting her go. It’s not a matter of if I will have her, but when.

      My phone vibrates as Dos Gringo’s song, "Has Anyone Seen My Wingman?" announces a call from Dirk Sam. I hit ignore and let it go to voicemail. I know why he’s calling. The British babe he married has decided on which apartment complex she wants to live in. I’ll handle it on my way to work in the morning.
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        * * *

      

      Pulling into the parking lot, I turn the key in the ignition and shut my truck down. My eyes scan the landscape. It’s a nice, high-end apartment complex. Upscale and quiet. I pick up my ringing phone as my eyes focus on the office building.

      "Moore speaking. Yeah man, I'm at Dogwood Court now checking on the apartment for you...." The office door swings open. A bolt of lightning shoots through me and I stare dumbfounded. "What the hell?" My hand lowers the phone and I grip the steering wheel as I stare at the most beautiful girl in the world as she casually walks across the parking lot right in front of me. I hear Sam talking, and lift the phone. "Let me call you back."

      I can't believe it! Seary! Seary is here. Right there!

      My eyes follow her like a hawk hunting its prey. She is dressed in a white button-down shirt with a business jacket that hangs open over a matching short skirt. She looks professional, but there is no hiding her curves. Her breasts pushed up by her bra, strain the buttons of her shirt, and the cut of her skirt hugs her nice ass. There is no hiding a body built like that. She IS simply stunning!

      She stops next to her car, a customized Shelby GT500, and accidentally drops her keys. With her back to me, I watch as the flexible dancer slowly bends over her stiletto’s. Her skirt sliding up to hug her perfect ass as she reaches down to them. She takes a small step to the side to balance herself as she reaches under the car to retrieve them and she flashes me.

      She is panty-less! I laugh out loud at my view. "This girl is perfect!"

      Another lightning bolt jolts me and the word 'perfect' echoes around in my mind, taking on a completely different context as I watch her pull her skirt down then lower her voluptuous body gracefully into the car. She glances my way as she eases out of the parking spot and a ray of sunlight highlights her face. "She is simply stunning" falls off my tongue and out my mouth again as I watch her drive away. When she vanishes out of my sight, my gut tightens, I have to have her.

      I close my eyes and lean my head back, absorbing what just happened. I see her dancing on the stage. I feel the fire she lights within me, scorching my soul. Her golden tips, swaying so hypnotically. I stare at the ceiling. My heart has come alive with feeling again and my whole body fills with longing for her. I need her like I’ve never needed a woman before.

      Grandpa Al’s voice echoes in my mind. "You will find someone, Maximus, who can handle your secrets." Then Grandpa Moore’s, "Your grandmother completes me, son. She makes me whole."

      What if this woman, who has this extraordinary effect on me, is the one who not only can handle my secrets but who will complete me?

      I look down the drive where Seary vanished.

      And what are the odds that our paths would cross right here, right now? They are truly astronomical.

      I grip the steering wheel and hang my head, struggling to think logically.

      Only a fool would let a woman like that slip away twice and only a fool wouldn’t take advantage of an opportunity like this that has fallen into his lap.

      I lift my head and stare at the vacant parking spot. "I’m no fool. I am going to make this happen!”

      I open the truck door and get out. As I walk to the apartment building, I call Dirk back. "Sam-I-Am, sorry about that, but the girl of my dreams just walked by."
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        Siri Wright

      

        

      
        Live Oak, AL

      

        

      
        April 5

      

      

      The belt moves, and my items slide to the cashier. The little old lady in front of me smiles sweetly and apologizes for taking so long. 

      Instantly, my impatient mood changes. It is not that big a deal to be a few minutes late. Mrs. Smith, my landlord, will not be upset. 

      I nod, "God bless you too, ma'am." 

      Once in my car, I hit the gas to make up for the lost time on the highway. The speed relaxes me. I turn on my tunes, and Pharrell Williams sings "Happy." My hands begin tapping the steering wheel as I rehearse the video in my mind. 

      I can't wait to tell Cat I intend to do "Happy" for my return performance. She will come unglued. 

      Once I work out the details of breaking my lease with Mrs. Smith this morning, I will be able to set a return date. The thought of seeing my team again puts a smile on my face.

      Parking and grabbing my bags, I hurry. I have just enough time to put my groceries away and get back down to Mrs. Smith's office on time. 

      I turn my back at the door to push it open and notice a badass truck in the visitor's spot—a Tuxedo Black Metallic Ford F-150 SVT Raptor Special Edition. 

      Ooo, what a sweet ride! A real 'man' truck. I wonder if a badass drives it? I laugh. Probably not. Probably just a want-to-be, but hey, at least he has good taste. 

      Rushing through the lobby to the elevator, I glance toward the office and see Mrs. Smith talking to a young man. 

      In my line of work, sizing men up is part of the job. My instant impression is a stud! He looks to be my age, athletically built, 6' tall plus or minus. He is wearing a pale-blue shirt with distressed blue jeans and could go over 200 pounds depending on his muscle mass. 

      In the elevator, I whip around to hone in on the man-target. He has a military-style haircut that's buzzed on the sides with dark roots, but the top is long, thick, 'dirty blonde' hair streaked with natural sun highlights. It is sleek and moving gently as he talks. 

      As I press #9, Mrs. Smith looks around him and waves. He turns to look too as the doors begin to close. 

      My breath catches in my throat. 

      My heart stops beating.

      Golden tan skin. 

      Perfectly symmetrical features.

      Dark hawkish brows.

      But it's his piercing light eyes that rock me to my core. 

      He is beautiful!

      The doors close.

      My heart jolts back to reality. 

      I gasp, "Sweet Zeus! What just happened?" 

      My hand touches my pounding heart, and I feel the wild chaos inside. "Fuck, he is fine!" 

      I laugh at my response. "Woo! That look!" 

      The elevator stops on my floor, and I sprint to my apartment, 9A, at the end. 

      Stuffing my grocery bags in the refrigerator, I rush right back out, hoping to get back down to the lobby before the stud leaves. 

      Pressing the down button, I wait impatiently. As soon as the doors open, I slip through the gap and push the close door button twice to force the doors closed.

      I ride down, standing in front of the gap, ready to exit as soon as there is enough space. 

      When the elevator bounces to a stop, the phone alarm I set the day before and forgot to turn off blasts the confined space with "When I Grow Up" by The Pussycat Dolls.

      "Shit!" 

      As the doors slide open, I stretch my torso and shove my hand deep into my front pocket. Trying to pull it out as I step through the gap proves to be a mistake. I stub my toe and stumble, snatching the phone clear of my pocket and losing my grip on it. 

      As it sails away with the song blasting the entire lobby, I stagger and flail until I regain my footing, somehow managing not to bust my ass.

      I walk to my phone and bend over to pick it up. As my fingers grasp it, the weight of my thick mane shifts, and the clip that tamed its mass slips. Reaching up, I release it, and my long hair engulfs my face. 

      Out of habit, I flip it up and over my head as I roll up with the flare of the stripper I am. 

      The song is almost over when I finally turn the music off. 

      "Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Everyone knows I am all grown up." 
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      Squaring my shoulders, I turn toward the office, but the step I was about to make, balks. 

      The stud is leaning on the threshold of the door, completely relaxed, watching me with a sexy as fuck smirk.

      Oh … Holy Hades! 

      My heart and my breath collide in my throat. 

      My view shrinks. 

      The rest of the world falls away. 

      Our eyes lock. 

      But this time, there are no elevator doors to interrupt the connection. 

      This time, I stare openly into the most intense gaze on the most handsome face of the sexiest man I have ever laid eyes on and witness his beautiful face smile. 

      SWEET ZEUS! He looks like a Golden God! 

      My abs tighten, and my Kegel muscles flex so hard they lurch. It feels like I did a backflip off the high dive, and my phone slips out of my fingers. 

      His smile turns to a smirking grin as he pushes off the wall and takes a step toward me. His eyes ... boring into mine. 

      Rooted to the spot, captivated by his manliness, embarrassed by my response, a shy smile spreads slowly over my blushing face.

      "Hi." His voice is deep and sends shivers through me.

      " Hi." My breathy voice responds. 

      Just then, Mrs. Smith comes bustling out of the office, and golden god stops advancing but doesn't release my eyes. 

      As soon as she sees me, she asks, "Miss Wright, do you mind waiting a bit? This young man wants to see the available apartment."

      I respond with the only word that forms in my mind, and it comes out barely above a whisper, "Perfect."

      His light eyes twinkle at me, and I can't tell if they are blue or green.

      She asks the legit stud. "Shall we?" 

      He turns and nods to her.

      His profile is beautiful too.

      Straight nose. 

      Strong jaw, but not hard. 

      The curve of his neck, proud and regal. 

      She takes off for the elevator, but he turns his attention back on me and walks over. 

      His eyes grab and hold mine again, and I feel the power of his aura when he arrives. He stands tall, towering over me, and the space between us becomes thick with electricity. 

      He doesn't say anything. He simply bends over and reaches for my phone. My body tunes into his in a way I've never experienced with another man before, and it feels like a million butterflies are soaring inside.

      "I believe you dropped this … again," he says, and his face turns to look up at me. 

      My mouth goes dry, and my heart skips a beat in shock. The overhead light shines unguarded into his eyes, and they are emerald green! 

      Fuck me! This man is gorgeous.

      I am dumbfounded, and as he stands, I stare into his peaceful pools. 

      He holds out his hand and says, "Here you go." 

      I force my eyes to look down at my phone cradled in his palm. For a moment, I just stare, hesitating. Knowing that when I touch him, our chemistry will explode, and it's a genie that won't go back in the bottle. 

      Then I reach for my phone, and his big hand closes over mine, holding it hostage, ensuring that the electric current surges into me. With the speed of light, it travels up my arm and down to my clit, where it pops. 

      My eyes shoot back to his, and his crinkle like he knows what just happened. 

      I whisper," Thanks."

      "You're very welcome," rumbles from his chest. 

      Then he backs away, holding my hand until the distance pulls it from his, and I melt with the subtle meaning that he didn't want to let me go. 

      Then he turns and walks off to join Mrs. Smith, who has been waiting patiently at the elevator. 

      Thoroughly enchanted, I admire his retreating manliness. 

      He is confident but not cocky. 

      His shoulders are very broad. 

      His waist is very small. 

      His legs are straight. 

      His posture is perfect. 

      His gait is strong. 

      He glides with masculine grace. 

      I watch his ass moving in his jeans. 

      It is to die for! My mouth waters.

      He is some kind of sexy. 

      Mrs. Smith leans around his torso so she can see me. "Miss Wright, didn't I see you with groceries earlier?"

      He stops with her words and turns for my answer.

      "Yes, ma'am." 

      "You will have time to put them away while I show the apartment. Why don't you ride up with us? "

      Excellent idea, Mrs. Smith! 

      "Yes, ma'am. I will." I manage not to sound as pumped about it as I am, but my eyes sparkle sassily into Mr. Sexy's, and he grins at me. 

      Now, it's my turn to captivate you and take your breath away. I am a lot more than your average sweet southern girl. I walk-trot up the short distance to him, bouncing my braless tits. His eyes fall to watch their fluid dance, and I'm glad I went with an off-shoulder, ruched crop top today. Its form molding design hides everything without hiding anything. 

      I stop in front of him. "You don't mind, do you?" 

      "Not at all." His honest grin assures me, then he ushers me toward the elevator. "Ladies first."

      I smirk hard with that label, then strut my Vegas diva stuff for him, knowing his eyes will be glued to my ass. 

      Teasing is what I do best. 
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      When I walk by Mrs. Smith into the elevator, I wink at her. "Thank you."

      She smiles knowingly. "You're welcome, dear."

      I take up position on the back wall and lean against it. Mr. Sexy stands beside me. The sexual current sparks between us, but we stare straight ahead like polite strangers do. 

      When Mrs. Smith reaches out to push the buttons, our eyes are locked on her hand, wanting to know where the apartment is in relation to mine. 

      She pushes … one button … #9, and we both smile. 

      The available apartment is on my floor. Woohoo!

      The doors close, and immediately the temperature inside begins to rise. 

      "It's awfully warm in here. The air conditioning must be broken." Mrs. Smith takes her phone out to text maintenance.

      Mr. Sexy shifts his shoulders to watch me as the elevator rises, and I glance up at him. The intensity of his expression makes those million butterflies take flight, and the tips of my tits, elongate and harden, pushing against the soft lace top, thrilled with his attention. 

      He grins, knowing the effect he is having on me, and his relaxed body language tells me, Mr. Sexy is experienced in seduction and used to dominating the dynamic. 

      But I know the effect I have on men too. Sexy is what I do! Pushing a man's buttons is what I know best. And this man's buttons probably have never been pushed very far. He's used to getting what he wants without being challenged. 

      Let's see how you react to this. 

      I fold my arms under my breasts and pinch the fabric of my top to secure it in place. Then I inhale a deep lung expanding breath. The elastic edge slides down as my voluptuous tits raise. 

      I hear a hum within his throat, and I can't help the satisfying smirk that flits across my face. 

      That is one sexy, involuntary sound.

      The elevator stops, and the doors slide open. Mrs. Smith exits, turning to the right. 

      I glance up at him as I push off the wall, and his expression says, 'touché' as he waves me forward. 

      I glide out, turning left toward my apartment. 

      As they walk down to the other end of the hall, I hear Mrs. Smith blabbing about the furnishings that are included if he needs it furnished. 

      I pace my steps to arrive at my door at the same time they arrive. When I hear her jingle the keys, I look at them. 

      Mr. Sexy's rearview looks fantastic even at this distance, and as soon as he arrives at the apartment, he looks back to find me. 

      She enters the room, and her voice fades, but he stands outside watching me. 

      I open my door and flash him a smile.

      He grins as he follows Mrs. Smith in. 

      Yeah, baby! He is totally captivated. 
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      When the door closes behind me, I lean against it and let the million butterflies giggle. 

      "This guy has IT … in droves! Fuck the groceries!"

      I rush to the bathroom to check my reflection, and happiness beams back at me. My eyes are twinkling like crazy! 

      I comb my fingers through my platinum blonde hair, fluffing it for a sexy tousled look. Then I adjust the ruched crop top for maximum effect, pulling it down even lower to expose my cleavage. 

      Returning to the door, I listen for their voices. When I hear Mrs. Smith, I casually exit. As I close my door, she calls out." Come on, Miss Wright. We will wait for you."

      Mr. Sexy is standing beside Mrs. Smith with a smile on his face. When our eyes meet, he mouths, "Perfect," and his expression makes me feel that way. 

      Lengthening my stride so that my tits sway gently to the rhythm of my gait, I work it. 

      All men love bouncy tits.

      His eyes fall to watch them.

      When I reach the elevator, I play it cool, avoiding eye contact with him. Mrs. Smith glances up from her phone, smiles, then walks a few steps away to text in private. 

      Unable to resist, I look into Mr. Sexy's face. His intense gaze captures mine, but the expression in his eyes surprises me. They are not leering or heavily laden with lust. They are soft and sincere.

      Mrs. Smith informs me as she pushes the elevator button, "Mr. Moore has decided to rent 9G." 

      I hold out my hand, thrilled he's going to be my neighbor. "Mr. Moore, welcome to Cloud 9." 

      As his beautiful golden hand engulfs mine, electricity sparks through me again.

      His thumb strokes circles on my skin. Wave after wave of sweet sensations tickles my clit, making it pulsate softly. 

      Damn. Mr. Sexy has some severe seduction skills!

      The elevator arrives with a ding. Mrs. Smith looks up as she puts her phone in her pocket and laughs. "I've never thought of that. Cloud 9. That is very clever, dear." 

      After one last satisfying stroke with his thumb, Mr. Sexy motions for me to lead him to the elevator. 

      "After you, my lady." He says softly. 

      Lady is never a term used to describe me, but I like how it makes me feel. 

      Following Mrs. Smith in, we move to the rear for the 'hot' ride down. 

      All I can think about is his rock-hard body and whether he wears boxers, briefs, or goes commando. 

      As soon as the doors close, he shifts his shoulders to study me again. I stare straight ahead, smiling, enjoying his attention. 

      After a few moments, I cut my eyes to read his expression. He shields the lust there with a smile. 

      Damn. He is fine! 

      Mrs. Smith remarks again about the air conditioning needing to be checked then apologizes to us for the heat. 

      "It's okay, Mrs. Smith. I am actually enjoying it." I flirt with him. 

      Mr. Sexy chuckles, and the sound is music to my ears. 

      Just then, the timer I set to end my meeting with Mrs. Smith goes off. "Wild Thing" sung by The Troggs fills the quiet. 

      Mr. Moore's eyebrows shoot up in total surprise. 

      Without giving it any thought, Seary, the stripper, begins to thump her hips to the lyrics' beat. 

      I wrinkle my nose. I am full of surprises. 

      I can move you, make you sing, and make everything "groovy!"

      An involuntary half-smile sneaks across his face as his eyes hood unable to hide the lust. 

      Damn, that look. You are one sexy fuck. 

      Mrs. Smith glances over her shoulder. "Someone significant, dear? That song was a hit way back when. Wow! That brings back memories of my first …. " 

      She proceeds to fill the air with blah, blah, blah. 

      Carefully taking my phone from my pocket, I turn it off, then shove it safely back down. 

      Swinging my hair to the side, I turn to flirt. But Mr. Moore is frowning, facing forward like the polite stranger he is. Turned off.

      My heart seizes. 

      Shit, Siri! This is Alabama, for fucks sake. You can't dance like that. Now, he thinks you're a whore. And you know, there is no going back after that. 

      My chest starts to hurt as I face forward to stare at the door too. Bracing myself for his rejection. 

      As soon as the elevator arrives, Mrs. Smith moves into position to exit, blocking mine. Pushing off the wall, eager to get out, knowing there's no hope of salvaging my fuckup, I square my shoulders and own who I am. 

      I am not ashamed of what I do. I love my life. I'm not just a stripper. I'm Seary, the headlining dancer at Been Jammin', the premier Gentlemen's Club on the Vegas strip, and I'm a star; I'm Surreal. I live a life other people only dream of, and one day, I'll find a man who gets me and who will love all of who I am, including what I do. 

      I sigh, but fuck, I'm lonely. 
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      As soon as the doors open, Mrs. Smith exits, and I take a step to follow. But Mr. Moore reaches out, laying his hand on my arm, touching it gently but firmly. 

      I close my eyes, dealing with the reality. 

      The way this man makes me feel ... the chemistry we have is special. He may not know that, but I do. 

      I let out a long defeated sigh. The electricity his touch sends through me now only amplifies the loneliness I feel from his rejection. 

      "Hey," his deep voice says softly, and I lift my face to his but avoid looking into his eyes, not wanting to scar my heart. "Is there someone significant in your life?"

      I blink, frowning. "Pardon?" 

      He repeats the question. "Is there someone significant in your life?"

      I lift my face to look directly into his eyes. The intensity surprises me. There is real depth there, and truth stares at me. He hasn't labeled me a whore. He is worried Mrs. Smith's implication was correct. That I have "Wild Thang" on my phone because I have a significant other, and he doesn't share. He's an alpha through and through. He wants me, but I must be all in. 

      Relief washes over me, and my eyes start to twinkle. I tip my head, letting my hair shield my face from the lobby, then looking up at him through my eyelashes, I give him my sweetest smile. My voice is light and teasing when I finally answer. "Not until an hour ago." 

      He rewards me with his big beautiful smile as he chuckles his relief. 

      The warmth of his reaction spreads through me and fills me with confidence. I stand to face him, toe to toe, as I return the challenging question because I don't share either. 

      "And you? Is there someone significant in your life?"

      The elevator doors close, shutting out the world. 

      There is only us. 

      He puts his mouth next to my ear and says in a quiet voice that washes over me from my head to all ten toes. "Not until about an hour and 5 minutes ago." 

      I start to laugh, then hide my face in my hands, shaking my head. "I must have looked like the biggest goofball ever!" I peer over the tops of my fingers at him. "Can we erase that five minutes, please?" 

      He laughs at my expression, and the sound is infectious. I giggle as he taps his head. "Nope. Steel trap."

      The elevator doors open again. 

      He waves me out first. 

      We exit laughing, walking side by side to the office where Mrs. Smith is patiently waiting for us. 

      He asks, "Wild Thang, huh?"

      "It's just a favorite song. I set my timer earlier to make sure I didn't get trapped in the office listening to Mrs. Smith tell stories about her cats." 

      He throws his head back and laughs out loud. 

      My heart sings with the sound of his happiness. 

      He leans toward me and says with the song's correct voice inflection, "Groovy!" 

      I laugh out with him. 

      Mrs. Smith smiles at us both. "Well, it looks like you two have hit it off." 

      Neither of us comment. We just smile at each other. 

      "Mr. Moore, I will have the paperwork drawn up tomorrow." 

      "I will see you then." He answers her. He turns to face me, leans over just a bit to block her, and says softly so only I can hear. "I hope to see you tomorrow too, Miss Wright." 

      The innuendo is clear, and I look one last time for today into those emerald green eyes and drink in that gorgeous, golden face. I whisper, "Ditto, Mr. Moore."

      He smiles, then turns and walks away. 

      I admire the view as I watch him go out the door and climb into the big badass Ford Raptor Special Edition Real 'Man' Truck. 

      Yes, of course, that is his ride. 

      I turn back to Mrs. Smith. She has been watching me watch him. "He is quite the handsome young man, isn't he?"

      "Yes. He is."

      When we go inside the office, there is a resident crying. Mrs. Smith rushes to her and puts her arm around her. The poor girl sobs in her embrace. Mrs. Smith asks me with her eyes. "Another time?"

      I nod quietly and back out. 

      In the elevator, the song "Happy" starts to play again in my mind, but a Golden God with an emerald green gaze smiling at me replaces the dance routine. 

      Walking down the hall to my apartment, I decide not to text Cat about my return after all. I have some thinking to do.

      Once inside, I get a beer from the refrigerator and take it onto the balcony. I sip it slowly, enjoying the cold brew on this mild day. 

      My life just changed in the span of an hour. 

      I sure didn't see Mr. Sexy in my stars.
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      I wake to the sound of birds chirping and my coffee perking. Rolling over, I bury my head under my pillow.

      Ugh! I've learned to hate Mondays! My body clock refuses to adjust to normal people's time. I've been a Vegas night owl for too many years. It is not natural to rise this early!

      I take a deep breath, come out from under the pillow, and roll on my back to do my stretches.

      Why did I take this temp job again?

      Because Mama needed you here but didn't actually need you, and you got bored in this fucked up, hellhole you called home growing up.

      Stop whining! This is your last week at a "normal" job. The temporary work served its purpose, and you didn't die of boredom here while Mama healed.

      As I stretch my legs wide, lean my body over each one, and touch my face to the bed, I'm thankful once again to be able to make a living as a dancer.

      Turning my body into a front split, I arch back, grab my foot, and stretch it until I can plant a loud smack on the bottom. Transitioning to a straddle split, I touch my face again, arch my back and look across the room. Then I repeat the process with the other leg.

      Next, I crawl to the edge of the bed, put my hands on the floor, and lift my legs until I'm in a handstand. Carefully maintaining my balance, I walk to the opposite wall, lean my legs against it, and knock out fifteen push-ups.

      The coffee pot finishes perking on the last one.

      Grabbing my iPhone off the nightstand, I go into the kitchen to pour myself a cup of joe. It dings a text from Mama.

      
        
        Arrived safely. Excited.

        Boarding the boat.

        Will check-in when I can.

        Don't worry. Be safe.

        Daddy and I love you, Pumpkin!

      

      

      I love my independent parents! They have so much fun together. I smile and set my phone down. I've always expected to have a love like they have, and I've refused to compromise. 

      I laugh remembering the first time I explained my philosophy to Piper when she was concerned about my lack of 'love' life. 

      I snorted, "Love life? The irony of that statement." 

      She tilted her head, confused, so I was blunt. 

      "I'm not going to fuck for the sake of fucking."

      "Bloody hell! Are you serious?" She was stunned. 

      "Yeppers," is all I said. There was nothing more to say. 

      Walking out onto the balcony, I hover over the rim of my mug, sipping the black liquid, and my thoughts drift to Mr. Sexy Moore. The chemical connection is surprising. I've never felt anything so intense before. 

      I lean on the rail, not hearing the sounds of the morning. 

      Maybe my hiatus from all the sex in Vegas has made me more tuned in to myself. Maybe there could be more with Moore. I like that thought. 

      Walking back in, I stop at my stripper pole. "I need to work you this evening." 

      At my temp job, the six phone lines are busy and leave very little time for daydreaming and further contemplation of Mr. Moore. 

      The two men in the front office who work with me, Charlie and TD, are away on business, which is a relief. I can concentrate on my job without having to fend off their flirtatious innuendos and ignore their developing sex triangle. 

      If they only knew what I really do. I laugh and shake my head. I'm glad they don't! But if they did, I could make that threesome awesome. There is a lot to work with. Maybe I will write them a note when I leave and slip it under Charlie's door. A goodbye gift.… Maybe not. 

      During lunch, I eat my peanut butter and let my thoughts caress Moore and how he made me feel. He has very refined seduction skills, and his facial expressions made me feel like I was the one woman he wanted. When he took my hand, his touch was light and gentle, letting me know he is a considerate lover. The strokes of his thumbs were cherishing, then thrilling—all well-developed skills. 

      But it is more than that. He has the IT factor, and that's something you either have or you don't. You can't fake it till you make it. 

      Damn, I am getting hot just thinking about him again. I pick up my apple and bite into it. 

      In my line of work, I study people's sexuality. Knowing the little things makes me a better erotic performer and entertainer. It's what sets me apart. It's how I became a fan favorite. 

      The only other man who displayed seductive skills like his was an Italian tennis star who came to Vegas before I gave up dating. After an enjoyable evening out, in which he exhibited excellent, highly skilled seduction techniques with just the right amount of flirting and flattery, he still didn't make it to second base with me. He was very hurt and upset. He, of course, expected a good fuck for his time and money, so my name was trashed. I salvaged the situation by sending Lei to console him. Unbeknownst to him, of course. She's a real pro, and he soon forgot all about me. 

      I pop a few blueberries in my mouth and chew them. 

      But the way Moore's gaze pierces my core, that isn't chemistry. That is something else. Something deeper. Something I've never experienced before. It feels like he is touching a part of my soul. 

      I sip my carrot juice, then throw my lunch away and wipe down the break-room table. Back at my desk, I resume my secretary duties. The afternoon workflow is slow. 

      Staring out the window, I see a bird flittering around on the sidewalk, then another one joins it. They flirt, then fly off to fuck. 

      I put my face in my hands. How did my life get so complicated? I am so lonely. 

      I get up and pace the floor. I need to learn more about Mr. Moore. I need a plan to see Mr. Sexy … today.
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      When 4 o'clock rolls around, I hit the door with a smile. Pulling out of the parking lot, plan in place, I'm excited to see him again. 

      He makes me feel alive. And it feels fucking fantastic.

      At Publix, I walk through the doors with purpose and direction. The cashiers all know me, and Janice, who is in the express lane today, pokes fun at me. "Siri, back so soon? Weren't you in here yesterday? Did you forget something?"

      "I am out of wine, and I came in too early yesterday." I laugh and joke with her. "I forgot you can't buy alcohol on Sunday until one o'clock. It's like y'all are in the Bible Belt or something, so I had to swing by on my way home tonight."

      "Yeah, I follow ya. I guess Sin City stays open and turned on 24/7?"

      "Yes, it does. You should come out and try it sometime. You might not come home for years either."

      "Yeah, right. I am not going to hell." She blurts out before she realizes she's telling me she thinks I'm condemned. "Sorry, Siri. I will say a prayer for you."

      "It's okay, Janice. I'm not offended," but there is an awkward tension between us now.

      She focuses on my items. "And the cookies? What's up with the junk food? I thought you were a total health food nut."

      "Yeah, well. They are a gift for a friend." I laugh. "Don't look so shocked. Not everyone has shunned me. I have friends here." After a dramatic pause, I roll my eyes. "Okay, only one, but still."

      She laughs with me, "I'll be your friend, Siri."

      "Great! That's two," and the awkward moment is over. 

      Out on the expressway, traffic has come to a standstill. There must be a wreck. I hope no one is hurt. As I inch forward, I see the delay. It isn't a wreck. There are cows in the road, and Sheriff Deputies are trying to herd them on foot. 

      That ain't gonna work, boys. You need some cowboys on horses, or we will have to wait until feeding time when the cows will all go home on their own. 

      I might as well work on "Happy." I take my iPhone out, play it on repeat, study the choreography, and jot notes.

      I am an hour later than usual when I enter the parking lot, but I squeal with delight when I see the Raptor. My parking spot is taken, so I have to drive around to the rear lot. 

      I should mention to management that they could charge an optional monthly fee for assigned parking. I wedge my car between two minivans. 

      Grabbing the wine and box of cookies, I decide to take a shortcut through the running trail and come in the rear. 

      In the elevator, I push #9 and see Mrs. Smith laughing and talking outside the entrance to someone. She looks like she is flirting. I wonder if she has a love interest. Good for her! 

      When I get off the elevator, I turn to look down at 9G. My new neighbor! Woohoo! 

      Once inside my apartment, I set the bottle of wine and cookies down on the counter, then rush to my bedroom to strip off the business suit and sports bra I wear to hide my full figure. I choose a tangerine color push-up bra with a matching tank top, a pair of cream color linen beach pants, and flat sandals to wear. Slipping them on, I look in the mirror. I look casual, comfy, and curvy. 

      Snatching the wine and cookies up, I hit the door. 

      Outside his apartment, I take several deep breaths. For Zeus' sake, why am I nervous? I raise my knuckles and knock. 

      Wait a minute, and then knock again. 

      No answer. 

      Hmm…. A wave of disappointment falls over me, and I turn to head back to my place. Then it dawns on me. He was only signing the papers today. 

      I take off at a run to my apartment. He was here when I came home. I bet he was the one Mrs. Smith was flirting with! He was waiting on me! And I went in the back! 

      Holy Hades!

      Once inside, I sling the cookies and wine on the counter and rush to my balcony. His truck is leaving the parking lot. 

      The air in my balloon escapes, and I feel deflated. I stand there watching his Raptor travel down the drive through the gaps in the trees until it is gone from sight. Plopping onto my lounge chair, I grunt, "Fuck!" 

      The next morning, I am determined to find out when his move-in day actually is from Mrs. Smith. I don't want to experience that kind of disappointment again. I tossed and turned all night, pissed at myself that I didn't think of the obvious. I call at precisely 9 o'clock. 

      "Mrs. Smith, this is Siri Wright in 9A."

      "Oh, yes, dear, what can I do for you?"

      "Listen, I was wondering if you could tell me what day Mr. Moore is moving in? I thought it would be nice to take him a welcome gift."

      "Oh, sweetie, that is so thoughtful of you. You know how military men are. They are always being uprooted and all." 

      He's active-duty military. 

      "A welcome gift is such a nice idea. You know I stayed late yesterday talking to him. He was waiting to see you, but he had to leave before you made it home."

      "There was a herd of cows on the express lane, and I was stuck in traffic. I hate I missed him."

      "He is quite smitten with you, dear. He was trying to get information on you."

      "What did he want to know?"

      "If you were on a short-term or long-term lease." 

      "He did? Did he say why he wanted to know?"

      "No. You know how pilots are. Well, maybe you don't, but they are very concise communicators. He didn't say why, but he must have a reason for asking. My first husband was a helicopter pilot too." 

      He's a helicopter pilot! That's dope! 

      She continues, "It was very frustrating talking to my husband. I was always playing 20 questions to pry information out of him. It didn't last. We divorced after…." 

      I clear my throat. 

      "Oh dear me, I didn't mean to rattle on. Where was I?"

      "You were about to tell me how long a lease he signed."

      "Oh, yes. He took the 3-month lease, which I thought was curious."

      "Why was that curious?"

      "Well, I must have misunderstood, you know I do get confused sometimes, but I could have sworn he told me his buddy coming in for training would need a year lease. Well, anyway, it doesn't matter really."

      What? A buddy? Is he leasing the apartment for a buddy? 

      I try to keep the panic out of my voice. "Mrs. Smith, now I am confused. Who rented the apartment?"

      "Mr. Moore." 

      "I know Mr. Moore rented it but for whom? His buddy or himself?" I hold my breath, waiting for her answer.

      "Well, that was curious too. He put his name on the lease."

      I exhale the breath I was holding and blurt out. "Fuck! You had me scared there for a moment." Then, I quickly blurt an apology. "Oh hell, I'm sorry. Please, excuse my language." 

      She laughs a hearty belly laugh. "My dear, Don't you worry about that. I've heard all those words before. I'm happy he rented it too. He does seem like such a nice young man, and you two would make quite a cute couple."

      "Thanks, Mrs. Smith." I agree with her. "So, do you know what day he is moving in?"

      "Oh, yes, your welcome gift. Today." 

      Today! He is moving in today! YAY! I feel those damn nervous butterflies replace the breath held in my gut, but I'm okay with that. It beats a deflated balloon.

      "Do you know what time?"

      "No, only that it is today, but he isn't here yet." 

      "Thank you, Mrs. Smith."

      "You're welcome, hun. We don't do enough for our servicemen and women."

      "No, ma'am, we don't."

      "You know I met my first husband at the gas station by the post gate. He looked so handsome in his uniform…." She blabs on while I dial our office number from line 6. When it rings, I politely tell her I have to answer that. 

      The rest of my day is spent answering the phones and doodling little hearts all over my pad while Mr. Moore's face constantly floats across my mind. 

      At 4 o'clock, I hit the door again, all smiles and butterflies knowing that tonight I will be enjoying Merlot and cookies for supper and who knows what for dessert.
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      When I pull into the parking lot at 4:20, his badass truck is parked next to my usual space, which is empty, so I whip right in—Showtime in fifteen. 

      Walking into the lobby, I glance at the office, and Mrs. Smith is standing in the doorway. She smiles and waves, then points upstairs and gives me the 'ok' sign, and I smile back and return it—nothing like having a spy and good Intel. 

      Once in my place, I hum "Happy" while I change into the same tangerine outfit, put the cookies in the oven on low, and tie a blue ribbon around the wine bottle. I find a basket to transport the cookies, put them on a plate, throw a towel over them, grab the bottle of wine and float down to 9G. 

      At the door, I lift the towel off the cookies letting their aroma fill the air. After several deep breaths to calm me, I raise my knuckles to knock. Mr. Moore pulls the door open, takes a step to come out, then stops, surprised to see me. He gives me his big beautiful smile. "Miss Wright, I missed you yesterday." 

      My tummy lurches so hard I almost pee my pants. Fucking A! He is hotter than I remember! The light from the hall shines in his eyes and on his hair. They really are bright emerald green! And his sun-streaked highlights look like a halo—my mouth waters.

      Managing somehow to keep my composure, I look around him into his apartment and see that it is dark. "Is this a bad time?" I ask.

      As he studies my outfit, the basket on my arm, and the bottle of wine in my hand, I study his face in greater detail. His dark, almost black, angled brows accentuate his eyes to perfection. His white teeth stand out against his tanned skin and are perfectly straight. His lips…. 

      How could I have missed his lips? They are sculpted but not plump, nor are they tight; they are Goldilocks perfect. They are just right—full, sensual. I lick my own. 

      He inhales the scent of the cookies. "Of course not. Please come in." He turns the lights back on and pulls the door all the way open, gesturing for me to enter. 

      When I walk in, I pause just inside. 

      "I can always find time for a beautiful woman who comes knocking on my door bearing gifts of cookies and wine." 

      The tone of his deep voice envelopes and caresses my ears. His hands brush my skin, and I feel the tingle he gives me as he lifts the basket off my arm, then takes the wine out of my hand.

      As he walks away, I watch his perfect physique. I notice several very nice things. One, he is wearing a flight suit. Two, the flight suit shows off his perfect v-shaped body. Three, the flight suit shows off his killer, perfect, coffee-bean-shaped ass too. 

      When he is in the kitchen, he motions for me to join him. "I'm sorry, but I can't enjoy a glass of this…" He holds the wine bottle away so he can read the label. "…fine Merlot. I am flying tonight, but I will definitely give you a raincheck." He sets it on the counter with the basket of cookies. "I will be happy to devour these delicious morsels with you now, though. Would you like a glass of milk?" 

      I laugh to myself. Men! They are suckers for milk and cookies. I walk up to the counter, watching how comfortable he is in his new apartment. He has made himself right at home in a matter of hours. 

      He gestures to one of the barstools, so I sit. He grabs two lowball glasses without waiting for my answer and the milk from the refrigerator, then pours us both a glass. He stands on the opposite side, takes a cookie, dunks it in his milk, then plops it in his mouth … whole. 

      "Yum," He says as he closes his eyes. "Have one. They are delicious." 

      I stare mesmerized at his mouth working on the cookie. When he swallows, and they stop moving, I lick my own, then bite my bottom lip as they slowly begin to part, spreading over his teeth into a 'sexy as hell' smile. 

      I lift my eyes to find him watching me through hooded lids. The desire I see there sends a hot wave coursing through me, and I blush. Busted. I smile back. Like minds are a good thing, right?

      He picks another cookie up. "Here. Like this." His intense eyes hold mine as he playfully dunks it. Then he sends more tongue to greet it, and my eyes fall to watch him lay it on his thick flat tongue. 

      A wave of desire crashes over me, and my breathing quickens as he slowly draws it into his mouth. I feel my own eyes hood. 

      Damn, he pushes my 'on' buttons. 

      He chuckles after he swallows it, enjoying the effect he's having on me. He hands me a cookie. "Your turn. Let me see what you can do with it." 

      I grin as my eyes twinkle into his. Yes! Let me show you what I can do with a cookie. I hover it over my milk, waiting for his eyes to catch up. 

      They linger too long on my tits, so I begin to dunk my cookie in my milk in a rhythm that matches our thoughts. His eyes shift to the milk dancing in the glass. 

      When the cookie begins the journey to my mouth, his eyes snap to watch my lips part. I bare my teeth as it approaches and bite it gently, nibbling again and again. Slowly eating it, working my lips, and teasing it with my teeth. It takes a few seconds to consume. Then I tip my head back so my neck is fully extended and close my eyes. I put my hand on my throat and stroke it up and down as I swallow. 

      I know what he is thinking, and it isn't how good that damn cookie tastes. It's how good that would feel on his cock and how deep he can shove it down my throat. 

      Before I open my eyes, I let my own 'sexy as hell' smile spread slowly over my teeth and acknowledge, "That was delicious!" 

      Picking my head up, I look straight into his eyes, confident I won that round.
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      His dark eyes bore into mine for several seconds and turn my flirty confidence into something much more primitive that matches his. I feel the door inside my soul unlock. Then he smiles that sexy half-smile again and challenges me. "Would you like more?"

      We stare at each other with the innuendo heavy between us. I drop my eyes to stare at my milk, not seeing it. I can feel him watching me, looking for my reaction. 

      Should I or shouldn't I? Should I play another round, or should I let you off the hook for now? I twist the glass.

      Unbeknownst to him, I'm in my element. Not only am I a stripper, but my new business venture is called Fucking Fantasies. I glance at him, and he smirks, thinking I'm hesitating. I really want to fuck you, Mr. Moore, so I'll play another round of this game. I'm going to push your buttons. Let's see how much you can take. 

      Swinging my hair, so it is all on one side, I look up at him from under my lashes. His expression changes as I reach for the cookie. Hungry eyes wanting me, watch me. 

      As I hover it over my milk again, my eyes assure him, you are never again going to dunk a cookie without seeing this replayed. 

      I wait while his eyes travel to the cookie, then I dunk it in the milk with such force that it sloshes. Pulling the cookie back to the edge, I pause, then I dunk it hard again, sloshing the milk again, then withdraw it to the edge—his breathing changes. Once more, I slam the cookie into the milk, and the white liquid sloshes over the rim, slipping down the glass. 

      I lean up, push my tits down onto the counter, so they pop out of the neckline of my tank top, and pick the glass up, then lick the milk off it, letting my tongue tease it before I lick it clean. His breathing gets shallow. 

      When I pucker my lips and suck the milk from the cookie, his breathing stops altogether. 

      You weren't expecting that, Mr. Sexy.

      My tongue darts around my parted lips as I lick the milk off them, then I arch my back, thrusting my tits toward him until my neck is fully extended and exposed again. Sticking my tongue out and opening wide, I insert the whole cookie into my abyss. Then I close my mouth around my thumb and suck it to the rhythm of what we both want, letting it slide in and out. When I swallow the cookie, I swallow the whole fucking thing at once and drag my hand down my throat to my chest.

      I hear a very low, primal groan from him, and I know that image is burned forever in his mind. 

      Laying my head sidewise as I lick my lips, I smirk. "Like that?" 

      His hooded eyes and his hungry expression were nothing compared to
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