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  For Erica.


For Erica. Thank you for working endlessly to make all of my work shine. 
And to all of you beautifully imperfect people out there, you have my love and respect.
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“Barrett,” slurred a shaggy-haired man in his twenties, swaying as he waited. “Get your ass over here.” 
Barrett removed his tan jacket, exposing the tight, muscle-hugging T-shirt beneath, and tossed it onto a wooden bar stool nearby before embracing the man. “What’s up, Anthony? Where’s your better half?” 
Anthony groaned, chugged another shot, and slammed the empty glass onto the bar, startling a nearby cluster of women. 
Barrett flashed an apologetic glance to a busty blonde across the table sporting a faded black tank with the iconic logo of AC/DC splashed across the front. She winked back at him as Anthony stretched. 
“Linda got pissed off. Took the kids and went to her Mom’s in El Paso on Tuesday.” 
Barrett tore his eyes away from the thirsty blonde long enough to give Anthony a pointed glare. “Oh yeah? What’d you do this time?” 
“Why are you assuming I was the one to fuck up? You’re supposed to be my friend.”
Barrett slung his arm around Anthony’s sagging shoulders. “I am your friend, bud, but good friends sometimes gotta smack the shit outta you when you’re bein’ stupid. What’d you do?”
“She’s actin’ like I screwed someone.”
“Well? Did you?”
“No!”
Barrett sighed and pulled his buddy in tighter. “Look, you and Linda are good together. You’ve been together for a goddamned decade now. Don’t throw it away over you being an ass.”
“Why do you assume I was an ass?”
“Because I know you, Anthony. You are an ass. A lovable ass, but an ass all the same. You want my advice?”
“No.”
“My advice? Sober the hell up, pack a bag and hit the road tomorrow. Grovel, if you have to. And don’t forget to bring a big ass bouquet of flowers. She likes carnations if memory serves.” 
Anthony shrugged off Barrett’s comment. “Dude, not you, too.”
“What?” Barrett eyed his friend and subtly scanned the room.
“You, Char, my Dad… everyone’s acting like I’m supposed to chase her down and make some grand gesture.”
“So do it, numb nuts!” Barrett shoved him hard but playful.
Anthony regained his stance and frowned. “Barrett, tonight I’m putting that shit out of my head, and I’m cuttin’ loose. No fuckin’ Linda telling me what to do and where I should be. No kids whining and bitching about one wanting the other one’s fuckin’ toy.” He sighed. “Is this what your life’s like all the time? Carefree? On the hunt for undiscovered poon?” 
“Yup.” Barrett flashed a brilliant smile at a curvaceous brunette passing by. “Pretty much.”
Barrett inhaled the scent of cheap whiskey, old cedar, discarded peanut shells, and dried hay around him. The Hole was, in his opinion, the only truly authentic western honky tonk joint within at least sixty miles of Jackson. A massive dance floor sat at its center, clustered with smiling cowgirls in wide-brimmed hats and grim-faced men in tight Wranglers and pricey Ariats. Atop the worn wood, a mob of people spun and twirled, line dancing to the upbeat rhythm of the country music blaring through the amps. The dark plank walls bore neon logos of every alcohol brand a Wyomingite could ever desire. 
While Jackson Hole was speckled with clubs, a surprising amount for such a small town, The Hole was located in the most tourist-laden area. A rushing current of fresh new faces kept the bar a consistently interesting place to cut loose. It provided a constantly revolving pool of new women for Barrett to charm. 
He scanned the faces, on the prowl for someone fresh with whom he could temporarily sate his voracious sexual appetite. 
Anthony playfully punched him in the bicep. “See anything you like?”
“Ohhhhh yeah.”
“Which one?”
“All of ’em.” Barrett laughed.
Anthony snickered. “Shit, if I had washboard abs like you, my STDs would have STDs.”
Barrett barked out a laugh.
Anthony’s eyebrows furrowed. “Hey. Where’s Will?”
Barrett rolled his eyes. “He and Ava are doing some cake tasting tonight for the wedding. We haven’t hung out in weeks.”
“Shit, soon, he’ll be another brother lost to marital hell, anchored by a ball and chain, drowning at the bottom of the suburban ocean with the rest of us dumb assholes, the poor schmuck.” 
“Well, aren’t you a little ball of optimism tonight?” Barrett joked. 
Anthony slapped Barrett on the back so hard it stung. “I’m gonna do a round and mingle. Catch you later, man.” 
As Anthony darted off into the packed swarm of people near the bar, Barrett cupped a hand and yelled over Luke Bryan’s voice, asking country girls to shake it for him, “Don’t be an idiot! Pull your head out of your ass and go get Linda back!” 
Anthony scoffed and disappeared into the crowd. 
Barrett leaned back on the bar and nodded at the blonde in the AC/DC shirt. She and the two women beside her gawked, laughed, and waved. He flashed another knee-weakening smile at all three, watching the women melt before his mocha-colored eyes.
Like fishing with dynamite. 
He turned back to the bar, flagging down Daisy, the pissy bartender. She grimaced, letting out a dramatic grunt as she reluctantly approached, wiping sloppy liquid dribbles off the bar top the whole way. Her stormy eyes narrowed at the sight of him. 
“Barrett.” There was ice in her tone, like that of an agitated phone sex operator, equal parts sensual and frigid.
“Awww, come on, Daisy. You aren’t still mad at me, are you?” 
Her furious glare gave him the only answer he needed. He watched her shapely ass as she twisted to retrieve a bottle behind her, the silky skin of her tapered waist taunting him through the gap between her crop top and painted-on frayed jeans. She whipped back up, catching his eyes settling on her cleavage. 
She pointed the neck of a bottle of Maker’s Mark at him like an accusatory finger. “Fuck off, Barrett.”
“Is that any way to talk to a regular?” He smiled, but she was impervious to his charm. Jaded, like many others in his sexual wake. He was great at getting women, even better at ghosting them.
He held up two calloused palms defensively. “I’ll just take a double of Wyomin’ Whiskey, neat, and get outta your hair.” He swallowed. “Which looks really nice today, by the way.”
Daisy flipped her caramel ponytail over her shoulder and huffed. Teeth gritted, she snatched a nearby glass and a bottle of his favorite local whiskey. After pouring two fingers of booze, she sloshed the glass across the scuffed wooden bar top at him. 
“For you, that’ll be twenty-five bucks.”
Barrett pressed his lips together and nodded. “On second thought, I shouldn’t drink tonight. I’m driving.”
Daisy shook her head and snatched the drink back from the counter. “Suit yourself.” 
She swallowed the contents of the glass herself and then set the cup in the sink behind the bar, never breaking eye contact with him. He opened his mouth to reply, but he knew no words could remove the foot he’d already planted there when he snuck out of her house the week prior. 
It was time to institute a new rule: Never fuck the bartender. He added it to the lengthy list of mistakes he’d made over the years. 
Luckily, in a tourist town, there were always fresh faces, women who had no clue about the reputation that preceded him, one that dried up panties and sent sensible women racing for the door. 
As he turned back to the dance floor, an arm snaked around his own, squeezing like a python. 
“Hey, babe, this is Mark. He just bought me a drink. Ain’t that the sweetest thing?” the female voice cooed. 
Barrett turned to see an unfamiliar face gazing up at him from their several-inch height difference. She was a stunning creature, the kind of woman that the bards of old wrote songs about. Her arresting amber eyes blinked up at him, hypnotic beneath the shimmering beams of the overhead par-cans. Her delicious-looking lips were highly glossed and twisted into a nervous smile. Her shoulder-length hair was dyed in blended bands of rainbow colors coiled around her delicate face in breezy curls. 
For once, Barrett felt too dumbstruck to be suave. 
Rising on her toes to close the height gap between them, she leaned closer to his ear. He caught a hint of her jasmine perfume as she whispered, “Please go with it. This dipshit won’t leave me the hell alone.”
Barrett nodded and glanced at the intoxicated man hovering in her personal space. His posture straightened, and he cast a threatening glance despite the casual smile spread across his mouth. “Nice to meet you.”
“Mark is in tractor sales. Isn’t that fun, honey?” she asked. She motioned to the leathery fifty-something in a white Stetson, plaid shirt pulled taut over his protruding gut.
Barrett stared down into her stunning eyes. “Baby, don’t settle for table scraps when you got prime rib right here.”
“Pfft. Fuckin’ cocktease.” The bedraggled man grumbled, waving her away. Then, he looked at Barrett like he wanted a fight. “Who the fuck you callin’ ‘table scraps,’ asshole?!”
Barrett flexed, standing rigid and ready to pulverize the man. He stepped toward him, hovering nearly a foot taller. “Mark, was it? Mark, if you so much as look in my woman’s direction again, I will hit you so fucking hard, you’ll shit your own molars.”
Barrett’s heart raced excitedly at the notion, at the familiar, invigorating feeling of his knuckles colliding violently with a man’s skin and bone, sweet pain radiating back through his extremities. His hands twitched, fingers aching to ball into fists. 
The man gritted his teeth and swatted the air between them. “Ain’t about to catch a case over some dumb cunt like her. You can keep her.” 
Normally, Barrett would have given chase, dragged the old man out to the parking lot, and made him eat a curb. But tonight, he wanted to stay with the alluring temptress, the one trying to hide her gorgeous smile with a cupped hand. 
As the man disappeared into the crowd, she broke into giggles. 
Barrett looked down and smiled. “You like the idea of an old man getting his ass put in the ICU over you?” 
She looked Barrett up and down, taking all of him in for the first time. He was all too aware of that look. The lust, the stunned amazement, his muscular frame stoking flames of red hot heat that always seemed to flush women’s cheeks. 
But she seemed… different. She seemed like someone whose smile could not be easily forgotten when the morning sun arose, and the flattering haze of beer goggles had lifted. Hers was a face he wanted to memorize, a rare gem among a shoreline of pebbles, eyes sparkling with a brilliance that made time stand still. 
“You got a name?” he finally managed, staring, lost in the allure of her velvet lips. He could picture himself parting them with his tongue and suddenly wondered what flavor of gloss she wore. 
She smiled, one infused with a tempting mixture of mischief and chaos. “Aphrodite.”
He rubbed his fingers through the neatly shorn stubble on his chin. “Either your parents have an odd sense of humor, or you’re screwing with me.”
She shrugged and smiled playfully. “Maybe it’s my name. Maybe it isn’t. Either way, it keeps things exciting.”
“Well, Aphrodite,” he said mockingly, “if that ugly prick bothers you again, come find me.”
She laughed. The sound was pure and sweet, something he wanted to make her again.
And again…
“Barrett, right?” She stuffed her hands into her back pockets. “I overheard someone call you that a few minutes ago.” 
Her wicked grin made heat bloom through his groin, hardening his cock as he wrapped one of her rainbow-colored curls around a rough finger. “Oh, it’s Adonis, actually.” 
Her breath caught as Barrett’s knuckle grazed her cheek. She swallowed hard, losing some of her steely resolve. He waited for her to shy away from his hand, but she leaned against it instead. “Mighty high opinion of yourself.”
He leaned down and brushed his lips against her ear. “Can’t you see, Aphrodite? You and me… it’s fate.”
She chuckled and crossed her arms over her breasts. 
“Right. Well, Adonis, thank you for helping me ditch that guy.” She patted her palm on his chest, shocked by the marble-hard muscle beneath his shirt. She resisted the desire to let her eyes widen in shock, to ruin the cool facade she’d established. “Enjoy the rest of your night.” 
“Alright.” A pang of disappointment plummeted down into the pit of Barrett’s stomach. 
“Stay away from wild boars,” she joked.
He scrunched his brows. “Excuse me?”
She replied with a laugh. “You must not know your Greek mythology very well.”
“You got me there.” He licked his bottom lip and forced a laugh as she waltzed backward toward rows of line dancers. “See you around, Aphrodite.” 
“Maybe.” She shrugged and spun, chunky boot heels clacking out onto the weathered dance floor, ass swaying like a metronome to the lively beat.
Barrett sighed and returned to the bar, trying to shake Aphrodite from his mind as the twang of steel guitars and crooning voices dribbled from the amps. 
Soon, a busty woman wearing a fringe skirt breezed past. She winked, drinking in the image of Barrett’s body like water in Saharan sand. His smile was quick to fade. He knew her. They’d been to bed together at some point in the last year. It was all becoming a blur of faces.
Jackson Hole wasn’t the smallest town in Wyoming, but in the decade Barrett had lived there, many faces had stayed the same. In fact, too many for his liking.
His eyes scanned the room. Watching. Assessing. He took a visual inventory of every woman in the establishment, imagining each one as a one-of-a-kind sensual snowflake he could confidently melt with his tongue.
As his gaze wandered, his sight returned to the rainbow-haired beauty, now chatting with another man in a No Fear T-shirt and a mesh trucker’s hat. She pushed the man away playfully, throwing her head back in a hearty laugh. 
Something inside squeezed its frustrated claws around Barrett’s gut, wrenching hard at the display. He wanted to be the one to coax that beautiful sound from her. He watched for a moment as her fingers trailed along the man’s chest, prancing like the graceful feet of a ballet dancer down the front. Every tap of contact pulled at Barrett like a cord, tugging him toward her before he could stop himself. As he wound his way through the crowd in her direction, he was caught by the arm. 
“Hey!” squeaked a drunken woman as she hopped off her stool, nearly falling over on dismount. Barrett caught her just in time before she tumbled to the shell-covered floor. 
He glanced down at her face, trying desperately to remember her name. 
Shauna? 
Barbara? 
Something with an ‘ah’ at the end…
“Barrett?! What are you doing here? I thought you ssssaid you were done with the bar scene,” she slurred, eyes narrow slits.
“Old habits die hard, I’m afraid.” He gave her a moment to steady herself on her rhinestoned heels. 
“These guys are amazing. This is my song!” she screamed, pointing at the high ceiling. 
“I don’t think I’ve heard this band before. Who are they?” Barrett asked, reeling back when the woman - Carla maybe? - spun around with a look of utter shock. Her beautiful, tan face contorted into a mouth-open gape of someone who had just watched him slap a kitten. 
“It’s Lonesome Creek! How do you not know this band?!” 
“I guess I don’t pay much attention to music these days.”
Diana? Her name had to be Diana.
Probably.
The woman reached up, snatched his shirt collar in her petite hand, and tugged his face toward hers. The overpowering odor of cranberry and gin wafted at him in a boozy gust. 
“You should come over. I’ll play some of their music for you.” Her intoxicated attempt at seduction was barely audible above the tune. 
Barrett’s hand gently plucked her grip from his shirt. “Maybe another time. You’re drunk.”
“So?!”
“Darlin’, the only thing you need to be suckin’ on in your bed tonight is a big bottle of water.”
She honked out a laugh, and her eyes squinted further. “Party pooper! Rain-check?” She jabbed him in the chest with a pointed finger more forcefully than he’d anticipated. 
He grabbed her by the offending hand and placed a soft kiss on the back of it. “We’ll see.”
She waved him away, shrieking like a dying eagle as the DJ played the next song, another recent chart topper.
Barrett shuffled through the crowd and eventually walked up behind Aphrodite. He darted through a too-small pocket of space behind her, intentionally bumping her forward with a jolt. She spilled her drink on the front of the man’s T-shirt, and he jumped back dramatically, arms out like Jesus, face instantly twisted into a look of fury.
“What the fuck?” he snarled, swiping at his soaked clothes. 
“Ah shit,” Barrett said, slapping a hand on the man’s back. “Hell, man, I’m sorry. My bad. I’m like a bull in a China shop. Here.” Barrett plucked a ten-dollar bill from the calfskin wallet in his back pocket. He slid a hand subtly around Aphrodite’s waist and waved the money at the drenched stranger. “That drink is on you. Next one’s on me.”
With a scowl, the man snatched the ten-spot, glowered at Barrett, and then stomped off toward the bathroom, mouth moving as he muttered every conceivable curse word.
Aphrodite turned to Barrett, feeling his firm hand slip around her back to the other side of her waist, buzzing at his touch. 
“That wasn’t an accident, was it?” Her eyes flicked to his, a smirk showcased across her cheeks. 
He shook his head, refusing to blink as he studied her stunning face.
“Hmmm. This is fun,” she said. “Maybe I should find another guy who looks like trouble so I can watch you in action again.”
“Oh, you like that kind of thing, do you?” 
She could feel the low bass of Barrett’s velvet voice rumble from his body. She nodded, momentarily unable to form words.
“Well, play your cards right, and by the end of the night, I’ll end up kicking some poor sap’s ass all the way outta town for makin’ extended eye contact with a Goddess like you.”
“You’re making extended eye contact,” she finally said, her body inching toward his, the fabric of their jeans rubbing.
“Yes. But I’m Adonis, remember? These other men…” He looked around, “Mere mortals.”
She stepped back, and he moved forward, once again closing the gap between them. 
“Wanna dance?” he asked, his eyes flicking down to her lips and back up to her face. 
“Feels like we already are.”
Barrett chuckled, never taking his eyes off her.
“See if you can keep up,” she yelled, leading him onto the dance floor. Her touch sent a shock pulsing through him.
He spun her, tethering Aphrodite with a light grasp before recoiling her shoulders back into his strong arms. She pressed herself against his body as if they had been molded to fit one another perfectly.
“God damn, Aphrodite,” Barrett mumbled, embracing her intimately, hoping his sudden proclamation of pleasant surprise would be drowned out by the pulsing drumbeats.
“You’re not so bad yourself,” she muttered between deep breaths.
“How come I’ve never seen you out here before?” He asked, feeling thrown off-balance. The heady mixture of her perfume and the way her eyes bored into him made him feel three whiskeys deep.
“I haven’t been around for a while.” She grinned. “What? Why are you looking at me like that? I can’t tell if you’re scared or turned on.”
He laughed. “Both.” 
“Don’t be afraid. I don’t bite unless you want me to,” she teased, spinning out again and returning to his chest. 
“Oh, I want you to, Aphrodite. I dare you to.”
Her carefree laugh was melodic and uplifting. The sound of it made his whole day melt away. 
Barrett craned his neck and leaned in close, breath fluttering against the shell of her ear, sending a shiver down her spine. “Wanna get out of here?”
She tried to hide her smile, jutting her jaw as she looked around. “What kinda girl do you think I am?”
“You’re a little firecracker,” he growled into her ear. “Dangerous as hell and truly a beautiful sight to behold.”
“I’ll bet you say that to all the girls.”
He shook his head close to her face, his nose nearly brushing hers. “Just you.”
“Surrrrrre.” She giggled, tapping her forehead against the hollow of his throat.
“You know, Aphrodite,” he said, holding her closer, “I’m not one to beg, but if you give me a chance to show you what I can do off the dance floor,” he flashed a cocky grin, “you just might.”
That kind of confidence was her secret weakness. Her spine went rigid, knees unsteady. She felt any possible witty retort evaporate the instant he uttered it. 
Barrett could swear she was blushing, could feel her weakened gait as they danced. The thought of having that kind of effect on her made him even more aware of his growing erection, one starting to rage against the stiff barrier of his tight jeans. One he was sure she could feel as he dipped her backward, feeling her thigh sink between his.
“Suppose I said ‘yes,’” she said. “Where would we go?”
“My place.” His hands trailed down her arms. 
“Well, then, what are we waiting for?” She bit her bottom lip.
Without another word, he slid a hand behind the small of her back and whispered, “Get your things.”
In the parking lot, men cackled in the distance, deep in some sort of intoxicated conversation with one another. Barrett pointed to his black Jeep, one with mud-encrusted tires in desperate need of a good scrub-down. “You wanna ride with me or follow?” 
“I’ll follow. I don’t do sleepovers,” she said, unlocking a sedan a few vehicles away with the key fob in her hand. 
“Honey,” he grinned, pausing to devour every inch of her with his eyes, “With a body like that in my apartment, I wouldn’t fathom sleeping.”
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The door to Barrett’s studio apartment swung open to reveal a modest loft with red support beams and exposed brick walls. It smelled faintly of sweat and cologne. The open expanse was decorated with mismatched leather furniture and littered with laundry, cowboy boots, and half-full water bottles. The counter was full of strewn papers, surfaces speckled with bits of food and water rings from perspired glasses. 
The moment the apartment door clicked shut, Barrett hung his keys on one of the prongs on his mounted jackalope head by the entrance. The taxidermied rabbit’s head adorned with glued-on antlers stared back at them, a gift his grandmother had given him as a housewarming present years prior. 
Barrett grabbed Aphrodite’s hands and pinned them over her head against the brick wall just inside the front door. He pressed his mouth to hers for a deep kiss and then trailed smaller, softer ones down her chin and neck, skimming across her collarbone with his eager mouth. 
She panted, arms slackening in his grasp as he softly nipped at her jaw and bottom lip. She moaned, loud and fierce. 
Barrett thought about his neighbors down the hall and how they were desensitized to the female voices coming from his apartment by now. Their averted, bashful gazes in the laundry room were something he took pride in.
“Mmmm. That fucking moan, girl. Do that again. I liked it,” he groaned, voice gravelly. His eyes grew dark, hooded by a thick veil of desire. 
“Make me.” 
The taunt sent a bolt of heat to his groin. 
“I do like a feisty woman,” he said gruffly, the corner of his lip twitching up onto a half-smile. He released her hands, backed away, and headed toward the kitchen. 
“Wow.” She made her way to the center of the apartment, looking around at several hung paintings of the nude female form and the occasional framed photo. “I like your place. I love these old buildings; they have such a vibe.” 
“A vibe?” he asked from the open kitchen. “What kind of a vibe are you getting from this place?”
“It has a sort of stylish industrial charm to it. I bet it gets gorgeous light during the day.”
He watched, unable to take his eyes off the way her colorful hair danced against her shoulders. 
She circled his weight bench in the corner, still racked with fifty-pound weights, clacking her nails against the metal bar as she passed it. 
She stopped in the middle of a bank of windows, soaking in the town’s main thoroughfare below. A few run-down cars peppered the roadway, and drunken patrons meandered down the sidewalks. The lights of Jackson twinkled like fireflies in the dark night sky. 
“It’s a great view,” Barrett said, making his way to her, pressing himself softly against her back and wrapping a strong arm around to offer her a beveled glass of booze. 
“No, thanks.” She shook her head, only peeling her eyes from the stunning view long enough to decline.
Barrett shrugged and poured her drink into his. He set the empty on the brick sill and leaned against the window, staring at her as he sipped.
She strode toward him, nudging between his bent knees with her leg to get closer. 
Something about being near her sent a prick of sweat to the back of Barrett’s neck, the embers between them stoking hotter every time they touched. He slid a flattened hand to her stomach, and she tensed. 
“What’s your real name, Aphrodite?” he asked, stroking the tender skin there.
“I’ve already told you the only name you’re going to get.”
“Hmm,” Barrett pulled his hand away and brought the bitter amber liquid back to his lips. “So, Aphrodite, what do you do for work?”
“Do you really want to talk about work right now?” She stepped away, waltzing toward his leather couch and sitting in it like royalty on a throne. 
“If I can guess what you do for a living, will you tell me?” Barrett stared for a moment, eyes locked on her body, overwhelmed by an insatiable urge to taste her.
She looked away. “Why not? I’ll grant you three guesses.”
“Thank you, sexy genie.”
She fought a smile.
“Guess one: you’re the hottest DJ Wyoming has ever seen. DJ Greek Goddess is your moniker.”
“Oooooh. So close!” She held her fingers a centimeter apart. “Two left.”
“Okay. You’re not a DJ. No, I was way off. You’re a Wyoming Cowboys cheerleader?”
She shook her head.
“No. Dumb guess. You’re way too hot for that. Although, there goes my fantasy about finally seducing a cheerleader.”
“Why would you want a cheerleader?”
“Because they can do the splits.”
“Who said I can’t?”
Barrett moaned involuntarily and stepped behind the raggedy recliner to hide his growing hard-on.
“Let’s see… rainbow hair… you’re artistic.”
“Hardly.”
“You’re a photographer, aren’t you? You shoot weddings and shit.”
“That your final answer?”
“Yep, final answer.”
“Wrong. I’m not a photographer…”
“Damn,” he muttered.
“But I am involved in weddings, actually.”
He snapped his fingers and pointed at her. “I knew it.”
“I’m in sales. Like insanely overpriced dresses, constrictive suits, painful shoes, and monogrammed hankies for the sobbing helicopter moms.”
“The whole nine, huh?” He approached the couch and took another sip of liquor to bolster the courage to sit next to her before finally taking a seat.
“The whole nine.” She kicked off her shoes and drew her feet up to the cushion beside her. Her mismatched socks made Barrett chuckle. 
He reached out to tap the blue ankle sock on one foot and the pink calf-height one on the other. “Cute.” 
She looked at them and smiled, allowing her eyes to affix on his. “I guess this is the part where I am supposed to ask about what you do.”
“You don’t have to.” Barrett eyed her feet, desperately wanting to touch them, to rub them, to have them in his lap. “I just started a new job this week, so there isn’t much to tell.”
“Yeah?” She snuggled into the couch a little more.
“The hours are flexible, which I like. I still want to have fun and live a little, you know? I don’t wanna look back and have any regrets. I wanna look like shit by the time I’m in my casket.”
“Preach.” She picked at a small tear in his sofa absentmindedly with her nail. “Speaking of regrets… you got any tats?”
He laughed aloud. “Now, why would you ask something like that?”
“You strike me as the kinda guy with a hidden thigh sleeve or the quintessential ‘Mom’ tattoo in a little heart somewhere.” 
His smile faded at the word ‘Mom.’ After a moment, it slowly returned. “I actually do have a tattoo. It’s small and stupid.”
“I knew it. I have  a sixth sense about these things.”
“It’s on my butt cheek.” 
Covering her mouth, Chastity stifled a loud laugh. 
“Back in the day, I lost a bet to my buddy, Alan. True to my word, I got it.” 
“What is it?” 
“It’s a bumble bee wearing a ghost costume.” 
She twisted her body to look at him. “Explain.”
Barrett stood, unbuttoned his jeans,  and pulled them and his underwear down three inches, revealing a two-inch tattoo that looked exactly like he’d described.
“I don’t get it.”
“Boo-bee. It’s a boo-bee. Like,” he turned and motioned as if he had huge breasts. He couldn’t help but smile at Chastity’s laughter. He pulled his pants up, re-zipped them, and returned his butt to the couch, inches closer this time. 
“What about you? You got any ink?”
“I do.”
He waited a moment. “Well…?”
“I have one tattoo, and if you play your cards right, I’ll show it to you.”
He grinned and made a puckered face like Robert Deniro before taking another sip from his glass. “I’d rather see it anyway.”
She held her palm out, silently requesting the glass in his hand. 
“I thought you didn’t want any.” Confused, he handed it over. 
“Needed to be sure it wasn’t roofied or something. Never can be too careful.” She took a big gulp of it.
Barrett scooted closer and reached over, caressing a long curl of rainbow-dyed hair with his outstretched finger. “I like this. It’s pretty. Love all the colors.”
“Yeah?” 
“If I was a bettin’ man, I’d guess this is either a post-breakup hairstyle… or you had a strict upbringing.” 
“Nope,” she said quickly, but the lie was apparent on her face. She cleared her throat and averted her eyes. “I just like some vibrancy in my life. I couldn’t decide on one color, so I chose them all.” 
Barrett’s bent finger drifted from her hair to her cheek, grazing the flushed flesh of her ear, feeling the heat seeping from her skin. 
“I like these, too,” he lightly toyed with her earrings. They looked like human rib cages coated in teal epoxy with hot pink hearts dangling inside. 
“I like that you’re not afraid to stand out. That’s sexy.”
She smiled, eyes darting away.
“Hey, no, look at me.” His voice was soft but stern, echoing out into the quietness of the space. 
She forced herself to meet his gaze and smiled. He leaned in slowly, slow enough to allow her to say no, to halt him, or admit she was having second thoughts. But she didn’t speak. The only sound between them was the crinkle of leather as he slid his hand up to the back of her neck and pressed his lips firmly to hers. 
She kissed him back with a demanding urgency. Her hand wrapped around the back of his neck, and she pulled him closer, savoring the taste of liquor on his warm tongue. Barrett gripped her by the hips and slid her roughly toward him. A small moan escaped her, and he felt the delightful ache grow between his legs. 
She grasped the front of his shirt and pulled him against her, digging her nails into his shoulders. He parted her legs with his knees and weaved his fingers into her multi-colored locks.
He moaned against her lips before pulling at the hem of her shirt, hand diving beneath, grazing soft skin with calloused hands. 
She shoved her hand between their bodies and massaged his hardened cock through the denim. He gasped and pinched his eyes closed.
“Mmmmm. Such a naughty girl.”
“Mmm-hmmm,” she purred, stroking harder. She sucked his bottom lip and nibbled, raking her nails down his neck. 
She was a furnace beneath his writhing body, one radiating intense heat as his fingers pulled at the loops of her skin-tight pants. 
She turned her face away and spoke as he left a trail of kisses along her neck. “Let’s move this party to the bed.”
“Mmmmm.” His voice vibrated her throat. 
He climbed off, black hair mussed, dick tugging so hard at the zipper of his jeans one could see every inch of his cock’s drool-worthy outline. He scooped Aphrodite in his arms, coaxing a giddy giggle from her. Without strain, he swerved her around piles of clothes, guitars, and odd assortments of men’s health magazines like someone deftly completing an obstacle course. 
Barrett playfully tossed her onto the unmade queen-sized bed, and she laughed. But the heavenly sound halted the second Barrett peeled his black T-shirt off, exposing a hard-earned six-pack and a tapered deep ‘V’ of muscles that formed an arrow pointing straight to the crotch of his Wranglers. 
She watched him undress, eyes studying his tanned deltoids and powerful biceps. 
He smiled down, cocky, and unbuckled his belt, tugging it out of the loops in a flash. He folded it in his fists and pulled until it snapped like a crack of thunder. 
Aphrodite jumped at the noise and rolled onto her stomach, watching him over her shoulder with a look of excitement mixed with fear. 
“Does it turn you on, the thought of a naughty little Goddess getting the belt?”
She blushed, lying for a moment in silence. 
Without even a trace of a smile, Barrett ran the folded belt softly over the meat of her ass, imagining the sexy pink mark it would leave on the skin beneath her jeans.
“It does… but I don’t know the first thing about you. That sorta thing requires trust.” She laid the side of her face on her clasped hands, bright hair spilling on the covers around her. “At least, for me.”
Barrett studied her. He wished he’d learned to paint, wished he’d taken art seriously so that he could capture her beauty in this moment on a canvas. He’d hang it on his wall and stare at it for hours every day.
His face softened. He nodded and tossed the belt near a pile of rumpled laundry. “Fair enough.”
Aphrodite rolled onto her back and yanked up on her shirt. 
“No.” He stopped her. “Half the fun on Christmas morning is unwrapping my presents. Don’t you dare take that away from me.”
She nodded and swallowed hard. 
He pulled off her shirt slowly, marveling at her breasts from above, ones pouring out of her grape-purple bra. 
“Jesus,” he whispered, “you really are a Goddess.”
Barrett tugged her toward him until she was on the bed’s edge. He moved her fingers to the waistband of his jeans. Her eyes stayed locked on his as she unbuttoned them. He could feel his pounding pulse throb in his dick, one that was dangerously close to that smart mouth of hers. 
She pulled the zipper and peeled the jeans down his muscular legs, smiling at the eager bulge in his underwear. She leaned back onto her elbows as he stepped out of the lump of indigo material.
Barrett unbuttoned hers, ridding two curvaceous legs of all material, tossing the pants carelessly over his shoulder. 
He glimpsed the large, graceful tattoo of a blue orchid that wound from her hip to her ribcage, tracing the edges of it with his finger softly. 
Her legs parted, slow and with intent, offering him an unimpeded glance at the crotch of her soaked sapphire thong. He could tell through the thin material that her pussy was hairless. She was bare and beautiful beneath. His favorite. He feared his knees might buckle at the sight.
He leaned in and kissed her, deep and hard, reaching a hand beneath the underwire of her bra to cup the excited mound of flesh beneath. His eyes bolted open, and his head cocked to the side like a dog, a smile spreading across his shocked face.
“Pierced nipples?”
She nodded, sliding a hand down beneath the waistband of his underwear
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