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      It’s time to catch my girl…

      This girl stole my heart.

      And I’m a stubborn jerk.

      While I’m attempting to come to terms with this surprising event, my curvy little love leaves town.

      There’s no way I can live without her so I’ll have to chase after my girl and make things right.

      I know I have my work cut out for me but I’ll do whatever it takes to make her mine forever. I’m planning to catch my little runaway and I don’t plan to ever release her.

      If you like over-the-top, insta-love romance with a little bit of humor, this short romance is the perfect story for you.
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      What a shitty day. Tonight, I plan to forget about this disaster and drown my sorrows. I’ll worry about this fucking business deal, later. I rub the back of my neck and groan as I picture seven months of work circling down the drain. It will take a miracle to save the buyout, but that’s a concern for another day.

      Pushing my way past the loud group of drunk assholes standing inside the entrance of Night Moves, I question my sanity for coming here on a busy Friday night. I blink rapidly, giving my eyes time to adjust to the dimly lit interior, then look around for somewhere to sit. A diverse assortment of people pack the small bar. On one side of the room, a large group of drunk morons have taken over the area by the pool tables and are making asses of themselves. I head in the opposite direction and find an empty booth on the edge of the packed dance floor. Tooth jarring music vibrates from the huge speakers hanging from the ceiling, causing my head to pound.

      Looking back, I should’ve ignored the sudden impulse to come out and have a few beers. It will take more than alcohol to ease the disappointment and stress brought on by my shitty week. As I sit waiting for a waitress to come by, I realize the atmosphere in here is having the opposite effect on me. Standing, I turn to leave but come to a dead stop when I see her. One look at this girl, and she wipes every other thought out of my mind. All of my problems disappear. She’s sitting alone in the back of the bar. Am I the only person in this place with eyes? There’s no way in hell this girl is old enough to be in a fucking bar. I glance around and notice a few other men are eyeing her and realize I need to do something.

      As my heart pounds away in my chest, I find myself enthralled by her perfection. Visions of wrapping her curly, dark hair tightly around my fist while bending her over the back of my black leather sofa roar through me. Before I’m able to debate my decision, my feet are moving me in her direction, and I’m powerless to stop myself. As I make my way across the bar, I wonder if I’m losing my mind. Has stress driven me over the edge? Shoving my way through the crowd, my anticipation grows.

      I no longer care what the fuck is happening to me. For tonight, I’m letting loose.

      After reaching her table, I glance down and watch her aqua blue eyes widen. “You don’t look a day over eighteen.”

      Her eyes narrow, and she huffs, “I’m twenty-two. Mind your own business, asshole.” As she tosses her long hair over her shoulder, some of the fragrant strands smack me in the face and I breathe her delicate, feminine scent into my lungs. “And leave me alone.”

      Evidently, this adorable, surly girl is my cock’s kryptonite. The fucker turns rock-hard in my jeans and thumps in tune to my heartbeat as I watch her pink tongue sneak out to lick her pouty bottom lip. She’s the most stunning woman I've ever seen. Fuck. There’s a funny sensation fluttering through my chest. These crazy emotions momentarily shock me, and my dick momentarily deflates. As I stare into her aqua blue eyes, a strange thought occurs to me. I need this girl. What the fuck?

      The luscious beauty blinks up at me. “Are you in pain?”

      Hell yes, I’m hurting. My dick is about to tear a hole through the front of my trousers. Shit. I’m fucking losing my marbles. Stress is finally causing me to crack. I shake my head while trying to regain control of my blown mind. Without thinking, I slide into the booth across from the girl and hold out my hand. “Why don’t we start over?” She raises an eyebrow as I introduce myself. “I’m Brant.” Meeting her has scrambled my brains, and I forget my own last name.

      She stares at my hand for a moment, silently debating before reaching for it. The instant our skin touches, I know this is for real. Fuck. She’s the one. “I’m Sailor.” She smiles at me, and I fight the overwhelming urge to throw her over my shoulder and run. I want to have her all to myself.

      “Nice to meet you,” I somehow manage, and we settle into a normal, boring conversation.

      After a while, I notice her glass is empty. She distracted me the moment I walked in the door, and I never did bother to get a beer. Smiling at Sailor, I ask, “What are you drinking?”

      She looks down at her glass for a second then back up at me. “Vodka Collins.”

      I need to get away from this pull for a few moments. I’m hoping a little bit of distance will allow me to contain my out-of-control emotions. “I’ll be right back.” I wink and push my way through the sea of bodies between our booth and the bar. I end up waiting for ten minutes before a bartender finally notices me and takes my order. After he places the two drinks in front of me, I pay him and head back to my girl. When I return to her, I find some asshole standing next to the table talking to Sailor. As the drunk bastard crowds her, she’s leaning as far away as the small booth allows. Crazy, unfamiliar, protective feelings shoot through me.

      Stomping over, I push my way between them and glare at the fucker before growling, “Excuse me.”

      He turns and opens his mouth to argue, but Sailor leans around him and smiles at me. “I was wondering if you forgot about me.”

      “Sorry, Baby.” I lean over and softly kiss her forehead before placing her drink in front of her. “The line at the bar was insane.” The asshole takes the hint and disappears back into the crowd. After sitting across from her, I stare at her while crazy feelings overwhelm me. I don’t want any other man near her.

      “Thank you for the drink.” She smiles before closing her lips around the straw. Visions of those juicy lips moving all over my body pop into my mind, and my cock hardens again. Fuck.

      For the first time in my life, I act without thinking it through. “This bar is a madhouse,” I blurt out. “Why don’t we go back to my place, maybe watch a movie and get to know each other?” What the fuck is coming out of my mouth? I’m never this forward.

      I’m about to backtrack when she blinks several times, then stares silently at me for a few moments. My heart drops as I wonder if I’ve screwed up my chances with her. To my relief, she bites her bottom lip and shrugs. “That sounds great. I hate shouting over the loud music.”

      As we make our way out of the bar, I wrack my brain trying to figure out how to handle this situation. Fuck. I have no idea. She places her soft hand in mine, and I forget my worries and enjoy the sensation. After helping her into my car, I run around to the driver’s side and rub my sweaty palms down my jeans, trying to maintain under control.

      She chats away as we move through the small city. I notice a change in her as we near my apartment. “Do you live close to here?” she asks when I turn onto my street. There’s a sudden, unexplainable tension in the air.

      “Yes.” I glance at her out of the corner of my eye, and she’s fidgeting in her seat. “I live right here.” I smile and point at the high-rise building as I pull into the underground parking garage.

      This situation is crazy, but I already know that this girl is the one. I have to handle things the right way, so I don’t scare her off. Hopping out, I tell myself to slow things down. I rush around the car and open her door before reaching for her hand. As we walk to the elevator together, my heart beats in a funny rhythm.
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      My sister and I moved to town last week for me to take a new position at Holland Securities. After I accepted the job, Sara toured the small city of Misty, Colorado, found a place for us to live, and organized our move while I finished my final weeks of college. Although my energetic sister works from home designing websites, she also waits tables on the side to give her some time out of the house. We arrived last Sunday night, and I began my new job on Monday, leaving Sara to do most of the unpacking by herself. She cleared her business schedule for the next month for the move and to give her time to find a new “side” gig. Luckily for her, the bar at the end of the corner was hiring. They were desperate for help, and she agreed to start the next day.

      Our first full week in town has been busy. Between unpacking and her new job at Neon Shooters, my sister is never home. I barely see her at all. After a stressful week, I decide to cut loose and check out a nearby bar. Earlier today, a couple of my new coworkers invited me to meet them at the newest bar in town, Night Moves. Since Sara is working until midnight, I threw caution to the wind and agreed to the night out. I mean, surely, it will be better than spending a lonely evening watching television.

      A few hours later, I
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