
  
  

TEASE ME

(a steamy short story)

Claire Embry


You first met Ethan and Lana in WATCH ME, when they infused some spice into an average workday at the mall. Then, in JINGLE ME, you went along for the ride as they attempted to survive the chaos of the holidays and ended up earning themselves a spot on Santa’s naughty list.
Now, in TEASE ME, the sexy couple is back for another wicked game that will leave you begging for more!


Connect with Claire Online:
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Visit Claire Embry's website for updates and subscribe to her newsletter for exclusive content, giveaways, and special offers!
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  Chapter One


Lana shifted on the barstool and her new thong caressed the folds of her pussy. She sucked in a breath and relished the pulsing sensation thrumming between her legs. Working at a lingerie store definitely had its perks. The lacy thong was the newest item in the Va Va Vamp Collection and the tiny scrap of material was already living up to its name. 
Sighing, Lana squeezed her legs together and straightened her dress. She’d been looking forward to tonight and had taken special care in getting ready. She’d shrouded her gold-flecked green eyes in the perfect smoky eye makeup and painted her lips crimson to match her new dress. Her long hair was pulled up in a twist, revealing her slender neck. Her body was tan and sleek. Long hours at the gym gave her the bombshell of a body most women longed for and most men longed to seduce into their bed.
Lana flexed her leg, let the spiked stiletto fall off her heel, and then slipped it back on again. She took a dainty sip of her Metropolitan, careful not to smudge her lipstick, and set the glass back on the bar. The cool liquid slid down her throat and warmed her belly.
The soulful music and blue and silver décor of the Blue Key was cliché and old-fashioned like something out of an old movie, but Lana liked the cozy atmosphere. It was a refreshing change from the dark and noisy clubs she usually frequented. The subtle mood lighting at the Key was much more pleasant than the flashing strobe lights at Club 21.
The fact that the Key had a hotel upstairs made the place even more intriguing. People met here in the lounge and then eventually made their way upstairs for their own private rendezvous. No one ever talked about what went on upstairs, but people like Lana enjoyed watching couples stroll discretely toward the elevator. She always thought it would be fun to meet someone here and then continue the evening upstairs behind closed doors.
Maybe tonight would be her lucky night.
For the first few minutes, she enjoyed watching couples come in together and sometimes separately and then discretely make their way to the elevator which would take them to the swanky hotel upstairs. But after a while, she was antsy to have a rendezvous of her own. Much to her chagrin, the slinky red dress wasn’t having the effect on the male patrons like she’d hoped. Tonight, members of the opposite sex were all too preoccupied with their drinks and with who was coming through the front door to even notice her sitting at the bar.
Lana looked around the dimly lit lounge and spotted a handsome man near the entrance. Hmm, she thought to herself, tapping her index finger to her lips. He looked like a possible candidate. He wore a three-piece business suit and had short, expertly combed hair. He was a bit buttoned-up for Lana’s taste, but a girl couldn’t afford to be too picky at a place like this.
Just as she was about to pluck up the courage to abandon her barstool and approach him, a pretty brunette came through the door and tapped him on the shoulder. Recognition flashed across his face and he took the brunette’s hand and led her over to the elevator.
Great, Lana sighed. So much for that idea.
Why did it seem like everyone here was already taken?
With Three-piece Suit Guy gone, Lana scanned the lounge for someone else. On the other side of the room sat a man—no wedding ring, check—texting on his phone. The entire time Lana watched him, waiting patiently for the opportunity to make eye contact, he never once glanced up from that damn phone. She gave up the ghost and continued scanning the room. A man like that wouldn’t have the attention span to give her what she needed tonight anyway.
The man at the end of the bar was Henry Cavill attractive, but his eyes were firmly glued to the bartender’s very male backside. This was just her luck. Everyone here was either taken, gay, or downright uninterested.
“Hello there, Lana,” a smooth voice interrupted her quest.
Lana looked over to find Lucas Leighton sitting on the barstool next to her. He was a regular at the Blue Key and she knew all about him. He wore black jeans and a leather jacket. Very sexy.
Lana also knew that Lucas was a hockey player for the Red Valley Ravens. That fact made him even more appealing. She could just imagine the pleasures a professional athlete could bring to a woman. He was exactly the type of man she was looking for tonight.
Briefly, she wondered why Lucas hung out at a place like the Blue Key when he could get A-list treatment anywhere in the city.
With a kick of her foot, she swiveled the stool back around to face the bar.
“Hello, Lucas,” she answered, her voice laced with sensuality. She straightened her spine and made sure her breasts were in the optimal viewing position.
They were, and as a result, Lucas’s green eyes swept over her décolletage and gave her a look of approval.
Oh yeah, he was definitely giving her his undivided attention.
She tapped the corner of her room key on the bar and felt the air between them crackle. As she spun the plastic card around, Lucas’ eyes followed the key’s movements like it was a hypnotic pendulum swinging on a chain.  Then she tucked the key down inside her dress between her breasts.
Lucas blinked and she watched as his Adam’s apple bobbed when he swallowed. This hockey player wasn’t going to be reaching for his phone anytime soon if she had anything to do with it.
“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.
Lana swirled the remaining vodka mixture in her glass and pretended to think about the question. “I suppose,” she answered. No need to come across as too eager. He was going to have to work for whatever she decided to give him tonight.
Lucas signaled the bartender and then swiveled around on the stool. He put his elbows on the bar behind him and looked over the room in the same way Lana had been.
Lana could feel the heat radiating from his body and knew that playing with a man like Lucas Leighton was like playing with fire.
He scraped a hand through his sandy blonde hair and a tingle traveled from Lana’s perfectly arched eyebrows down to her crimson-painted toenails. 
“Nice dress,” he said, his voice dark and dangerous.
The dress was a skimpy little red number cut down to there with a slit up to here. Lana liked the way the silky fabric caressed her skin when she moved and she was pleased that he’d noticed. 
“Thank you,” she replied and made a mental note to start wearing more dresses. Her uniform of low-cut skinny jeans and babydoll tees needed some spicing up. Showing a little leg could have its advantages.
Lana took a sip of the fresh Metropolitan the bartender placed in front of her before spinning around and putting her back to the bar like Lucas. Their elbows nearly touched and Lana scooted hers over another inch so they would. His body heat singed her skin, but she stood her ground when the warmth made her think about pulling away.
They watched as a couple flirted on the dance floor and then walked hand-in-hand to the elevator where they’d do a lot more than flirt. The elevator had been in nonstop use since Lana had arrived.
“They never stay for very long, do they?” Lucas commented.
Lana swallowed and nodded. She didn’t trust herself to speak without her voice trembling and betraying her façade of outward confidence. Inside, she was quaking at the idea of being led upstairs by a man like Lucas. Or anyone for that matter. Could she ever do something like that? Something so brazen and scandalous? And erotic? Lucas Leighton’s reputation rivaled even that of the Blue Key.
Another couple danced intimately on the dance floor, their bodies smashed together, their lips dangerously close to kissing. Lana wondered what it would be like to kiss Lucas. Sure, they’d done their fair share of innocent flirting over the years, but they’d never taken things any further.
Would he be rough and demanding the way he played hockey? Or did he have a sensual side that liked to tease and seduce? As much as she wanted to find out, Lana knew he wasn’t the one she’d ride the elevator with.
The skin on her neck prickled when the lounge door opened. In walked a man. A very handsome man. Oh yes, he was definitely the one she’d been waiting for. Tall, dark, and decadently delicious.






  
  Chapter Two


Ethan walked into the lounge at the Blue Key and surveyed the room. It was a slow night, but the music still played and there were a few couples getting frisky on the dance floor. A couple of singles were bellied up to the bar fueling their apprehensions before they made the ascent upstairs. 
The scene reminded Ethan of the Billy Joel song “Piano Man”.
The Blue Key had a reputation and even though the alcohol was top-shelf and reasonably priced, couples didn’t stay in the bar for long. Instead, they quickly and discretely made their way upstairs where fantasies became realities, chances were taken and affairs happened.
Ethan was more than ready to take a chance tonight.
His eyes slid over the sparse crowd, no one in particular catching his eye. Men either arranged to meet someone special here or showed up alone to have their pick of the litter while women preened and strutted and showed off their moves on the dance floor.
The few single women he saw looked the worse for wear or like he’d have to fork over a wad of cash in return for that coveted ride in the elevator. Not gonna happen.
Then Ethan saw her. The hottie in the red dress. Man, she was stunning. Everything about her screamed, “Take me, I’m yours.” Everything from her fuck-me heels to her cleavage, to her red pouty lips. She stood out among the other women like a diamond on an anthill
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