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Chapter 1
My World

Block


The best times at the Riot clubhouse were during holiday hog roasts. Summer or winter, it didn’t matter, Block and his brothers didn’t mess around when it came to good food. For the Fourth of July, they always went overboard, though. He was in charge of the low-country boil, which finished cooking just moments before Tiny said they needed to carve the hog.  
Mensa opened the back door for Block. He stepped forward, only to find his way blocked by Heidi, the green-eyed woman he couldn’t get out of his mind. A few days ago, she’d crashed brunch at a country-themed restaurant… more like, her best friend, Victoria, had inadvertently done the crashing. Regardless, in that one hour, Block had learned enough about her. She encompassed everything he didn’t want in a woman. 
Then again, he didn’t want a woman. 
Not one under thirty, and not one who spoke her mind and dripped with attitude even when her mouth was shut. Yet she had invaded his head.
He wouldn’t get the picture of her standing before him out of his mind anytime soon either. She wore cut-off jean shorts with a thick brown belt sporting the largest cowboy-style buckle he’d seen in decades. It featured an American flag fashioned from rhinestones. Rather than take in her toned legs, his eyes wandered up. The halter top she wore was red, white, and blue with stars on a diagonal and red and white stripes on the opposite side. He caught sight of her belly-button and felt his mouth go dry. As he made eye contact with her, the humongous hoop earrings caught his attention. The gleaming silver hoops didn’t quite reach her shoulders, but the dangling metal fringe on the bottom did graze her curvy shoulders.
Even as he stared at her, the blonde-haired vixen didn’t move. “Sorry, old man. Had no idea you were out there.”
Hearing her call him ‘old man’ riled him up. In his world, it was a term of endearment, but coming from her it was anything but. The heavy, hot pot in his hands increased his irritation. “Move, woman.”
“Excuse me works also,” she said, stepping back.
“Common courtesy says you defer to the person with the hot food,” he said, moving to the counter. He put the pot down and glanced over his shoulder in time to see her fake smile. She aimed a wink at someone in the common room, then bounded out to the patio before he could stop her.
He settled the pot on the stove and added more Old Bay seasoning for good measure. After he secured the lid on the pot, he went out back – and froze. Heidi had clear plastic gloves on her hands, though her fingernails threatened to pierce the flimsy material at any moment. Standing next to Tiny she looked even more petite. The expression of sheer determination on her face captured his attention.
“Don’t stare at me like that…” her eyes darted to the name patch on his cut, before she added, “Block.”
He ignored how much he enjoyed hearing her say his name. “Woman like you has no business getting up in that pig.”
“Bullshit,” she said at the same time as Tiny.
She smirked. “See. He knows.”
“You’re gonna get hurt.”
She straightened, eyes blazing, and he felt that in his dick more than he should have. 
“Then I get hurt, and that’s on me.”
His voice went tight. “No. It’s on Tiny for letting you get in there.”
She stalked to him, pulled off the gloves, and tossed them in a trash can. “I take care of myself. I get hurt, it’s not on any man.”
“That isn’t fuckin’ true,” he said, moving closer to her as though magnetized.
“True in my world.”
He dipped his chin to keep eye contact. “You’re in my world right now. Women like you don’t get it.”
Her brow arched. He noticed how precise it was.
Waxed.
His blood rushed south as he thought of where else she might be waxed.
“Women like me?”
“Loud, bossy, opinionated, argumentative. The kind I don’t like.”
Her voice lowered to a hiss, forcing him to lean closer. “If you don’t like women like me, then why the hell are you up in my space?”
“Y’all gotta get out of the way,” Mensa boomed.
From the corner of his eye Block saw them moving the meat. Instinct took over. He grabbed her hand and dragged her to his room. He closed the door behind them, turned to answer her question, only…
She gripped his neck. If it weren’t for the ambient light in his room, he’d have thought she meant to strangle him. But the intent shining from those gorgeous eyes went straight to his cock and everything became crystal clear. 
“This is a one-off, Block,” she whispered as she pulled his lips to hers. 
He wrapped his arms around her waist, kissing her before she kissed him. Everything about this was surreal. Their age difference fell by the wayside as he pulled her closer. Her spunky attitude became a distant memory as his tongue found hers. She tasted great, she felt phenomenal against him, and best of all, she took the words out of his mouth. He would only give into this bizarre attraction one time. Take what they both wanted and be done with it.
[image: image-placeholder]Forty-five minutes later, Block tore through the crowded clubhouse. Holiday weekend bash: the rooms and hallways overflowed with women he’d never seen before, groupies he had seen before but never touched, as well as his Riot MC brethren.
Again he barged out the back door – and froze. His lips pressed into a hard line. His gaze locked on Heidi angling into her tiny Miata. That scrap of fabric masquerading as a shirt was sexy as fuck. Partly because it was so patriotic, but mainly because it was a halter top and she had the creamiest skin he’d ever seen. Skin he had said he wanted to taste again… right after he got his second wind.
“Goddammit,” he muttered.
He didn’t do this shit. Didn’t doze off, which allowed a woman to leave the bed before him. Didn’t have sex that combustible and get left alone. And he damn sure didn’t chase after a woman who left his room.
Who did Heidi think she was?
He didn’t know, but he knew who he was. As he watched her car roll out of the forecourt he decided one thing for sure. 
She was going to find out exactly who she left behind.
As he trudged back to his room, he thought about his past. 
He’d had groupies, but even then he didn’t tell them it was a one-time thing because it wasn’t. Groupies liked attention, and he liked giving that to them. Two, three times, then he’d make it clear he’d had his fill. 
An Old Lady wasn’t for him. Once he hit forty, he had resigned himself to reality. He wasn’t going to lock down with one woman. He didn’t envision himself with kids at fifty-something.
Heidi wasn’t a groupie, though. She got it. Maybe too much.
Just thinking about her earlier feistiness had him hard again. 
That made him angry at himself. He didn’t have time to go after a spitfire like her. Part of him wondered why he’d want to… then it hit him. She gave him a taste of his own medicine. Nobody beat him at his own game, and that bothered him. 
Maybe he wouldn’t prove to her who she’d left behind. 
Things worked out in strange ways. She didn’t need a man seventeen years older than her. Seventeen years…that made him just old enough to be her father. That dynamic didn’t appeal to him.
Who was he kidding? Age wasn’t part of the dynamic between them. Antagonistic sexual tension, that was their dynamic. He’d wanted to give it to her slow during round two, but that wasn’t to be. That was for the best.
“You are a crazy motherfucker,” Mensa said, as Block entered the hallway.
“What?”
“You screwed Victoria’s best friend. You are fucking crazy, man. Gamble’s gonna kick your ass.”
“Bullshit,” Block muttered. “Besides, it ain’t any of his business, and it damn sure ain’t any of your business.”
“That’d be true if I hadn’t heard you two. She—”
Block had him pinned against the wall with a hand at his throat. “Shut the fuck up, Mensa.”
“Okay, okay,” Mensa rasped.
He let go, shaking his head. “Leave me the fuck alone and don’t run your fuckin’ mouth to the others.”
“Sure. But, party like this one, everyone’s caught on to you two. So don’t fuckin’ blame me if other people bust your balls.”
With a growl, Block went into his room. 
Yeah. One-and-done was definitely the way to go with Heidi Majors.
[image: image-placeholder]The next morning Block snuck out of the clubhouse before any of the others were up. Mensa hadn’t lied. All the other brothers had caught sight of him watching Heidi leave. Cynic, Har, Finn, and even Roman gave him shit about it. He didn’t need more of that.
Work served to distract him from life’s problems. He had a stack of papers on his desk at the private equity firm where he worked. His company intended to purchase a locally-based project management firm. Acquisitions were always labor-intensive. By the end of the day he hadn’t thought about Heidi once. 
As soon as he left the office, all that changed. He refused to hit the clubhouse. To his surprise, Joules and Sandy stood in his driveway when he got home. 
He pulled up alongside their trike, and dismounted. “Hey. What brings you two by?”
Sandy grinned. “Too much leftover food from yesterday. I thought you might like some pulled pork.”
Sandy’s knowing tone of voice irritated him. He aimed hard eyes at Joules.
Joules shrugged. “You know how she gets.”
“I know you oughta take care of that.”
“I am not something to be taken —”
Block glared at her. “I appreciate the food, but you wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for all the brothers talking about last night.”
She shook her head. “No, we really do have too much left over. And I’m pretty sure your fridge is bare, so we brought you dinner.”
“For a week,” Joules muttered.
Sandy grabbed a paper bag from the saddle bag. “Not quite, but here, Block. No matter what you think, we didn’t come to get in your business. I was just teasing.”
He nodded. “Right. Thanks for the food. Do you two want to—”
“No,” Joules said, getting on his trike. “I took the week off. We’re headed wherever the road takes us. Later.”
Sandy climbed on behind Joules, a huge grin on her face. As they left, she waved to him over her shoulder. In a bizarre way, Sandy reminded him of Heidi… or maybe Heidi made him think of what Sandy had been like when she was younger. 
He shook his head to clear those thoughts. The goal was to get Heidi Majors out of his system, not dwell on how much she had in common with a well-meaning, if overbearing, ol’ lady.
[image: image-placeholder]He sank into his hot tub, put his bottle of beer on a ledge, and stared at the sky. The stars were just coming out. The cicadas were quieting down and the sound of frogs filled the air. Even with the noise of nature, his house was too quiet. So quiet, it had become a feeling. 
He’d been ready to sell, but… “Shit. Don’t think about that asshole and his bitchy wife,” he muttered to himself.
The warm bubbles soothed the tension gathering in his back. Living in a house that was too quiet was worth it for this slice of relaxation every night. 
He got out of the tub before his skin became wrinkled and wrapped a towel around his waist. His cell dinged after he walked inside the kitchen.
The screen showed a text from a groupie. His dick twitched at the idea of a quickie, but thoughts of Heidi poured into his mind. Her sounds, the way her legs felt wrapped around his waist, and her mouth…
He groaned. Then he sent the groupie a text to turn her down. 
Heidi had fucked with his head. That made her trouble. Something he didn’t need. And it was a definite sign he should leave things alone.




Chapter 2
Plans

Heidi


Two months later…
In the thick of rush-hour traffic, a biker followed me. That wasn’t unusual. Between the tourists, the Air Force men and women who needed cheap wheels, and other people who dug two-wheeled transportation, it could be anybody.  
But something told me I knew this biker. 
Maybe it was the way he held his stocky frame on the Harley. Maybe it was the way he wore his sunglasses under that half-helmet. Maybe it was the set of those damned lips as he stared at the back of my Miata.
If it was who I thought it was, I had to lose him. 
I’d had him once, but it was nothing.
No, that was a lie. It was definitely something. If nothing else it was the best quickie I’d ever had. Probably ever would have, for that matter. How the hell we packed so much sex into thirty short minutes, I’d never know. We hit nearly all the high points of any bedroom romp. Even if I did say so myself, it was the best blow job I’d given in my life. Which was saying something, seeing as I’d been honing my skills since fourteen. Yet, he hadn’t let me finish. No, he tossed me onto his bed and showed me some of his wicked tricks. It was more fun than I’d had in ages. Just thinking about it made me squirm in my seat.
But that was life for you. Get your hands on one of the greatest experiences ever, and you couldn’t recreate it. I knew that from many a trip to Orlando. There was nothing like the first time on a roller coaster. Sure, the second and third times were great, but they were missing that certain thrill you only got the first time.
Nothing beat the first time. Ever.
Yep. I had to lose this bike and the biker on it. 
The traffic light turned green, and I put my little sports car to the test. I cut off a truck in the left lane, surged forward and took the ramp to the I-110. It had been a rough day and I wanted nothing more than to get a glass of wine and take a bath, but losing him was top priority. Since I didn’t have anything at home for dinner, a trip through a drive-thru was second priority.
Twenty minutes later, I swallowed the last bite of my burger. I pulled into the tiny parking lot for my condo building with a curse. “You’ve got to be joking.”
Block stood leaning against his bike, which he’d parked in a small grassy area surrounding a humongous oak tree in the middle of the parking lot. A tree that just happened to be next to my space.
How the hell did he know where I lived?
He had no reason to be here. 
I opened my door and rounded my car. 
“You can’t be here.”
He stared at me. With those weatherized mirrored shades, I couldn’t even see his light blue eyes.
His silence unnerved me. From what I recalled about him, I figured he knew that. 
I waved my hand between us. “We worked for two reasons only, Block. The first is that we can’t stand each other, and Mother Nature being a master of irony, that makes the sex off the charts. The second because it was a one-off. And subsequently we both got off. That’s it. So, I’ll say it again, you can’t be here.”
I turned on my heel and headed for the door to the inner stairwell.
“You’re wrong,” he muttered.
I stopped and looked at him over my shoulder. 
He continued, “I never said I couldn’t stand you.”
As I turned around, I scoffed. “Some messages are non-verbal. Believe me, it came across loud and clear.”
His lips pressed together, and a muscle ticked along his jaw. I had a hard time not pointing out that his reaction only proved my point.
“You forgot the third reason we’re so fucking good.”
When he kept silent, I tossed out a hand in a gesture for him proceed.
“It might have been the Fourth of July. But we didn’t start fireworks, we started a full-on fire. You want to put that fire out just as bad as I do.”
I chuckled. “No. Actually, I don’t.”
“Come here,” he demanded.
I stood just a few feet from him. “Why?”
“I have a message for you.”
“And I’m standing right here.”
“For this you need to come closer.”
I don’t know why I gave in, but I walked to him. His lush lips curled upward. Then everything happened fast.
I knew he was in his forties, but I didn’t think we were in the nineteen-forties. He wrapped an arm around my waist, curled his body around mine forcing me backward over that arm, and he laid a kiss on me like it was the end of World War Two and we were in New York. My nipples pebbled, my heart raced, my fingers curled into the back of his t-shirt, and I hung on for dear life. 
Jesus.
In two months, I’d forgotten how great a kisser Block was.
Know what I hadn’t forgotten in two months? How well-endowed Block was. His erection pressed against me, and I had the urge to drop and give him twenty. Licks, that was. 
A horn honked and we broke apart. 
He righted me, but I was still dazed.
Luckily, I came out of the daze in time to catch the bag he threw at me.
Through the white cellophane I saw a box of condoms.
“This is presumptuous of you. One-and-done, Block. That’s how it has to be.”
He moved so his front was pressed to my side. His lips went to my cheek next to my ear. “No, Heidi. One full night. Then, maybe we’ll call it done. I haven’t done half the shit I want to do to you, and I know you’ve never had it as good as I can give it.”
Talk about cocky.
Unfortunately, cocky men were my Kryptonite.
I resisted the cocky biker. Staring at his kelly-green Harley, I lied, “I have plans tonight.”
His teeth closed around my earlobe. His tongue swiped side to side along the outside edge, giving me a shiver from head to toe, and many places in between. He dragged it between his teeth, causing a wave of heat to chase the shiver. 
“You don’t anymore. Unless you’re talking about the crate of wine you got delivered today. If that’s the case, I carried it inside earlier. Took the liberty of putting the bottles of white in the freezer in case that’s your preference, and the sweet reds are in the fridge chillin’. The two cabernets will be fine at room temperature.”
Woodenly, I turned to him. My jaw dropped and I felt blood infuse my face. “You were… you went inside my… What!”
His thick index finger went under my chin and closed my mouth. 
He had the gall to smile. “You leave a key under your mat, what do you expect, Heidz? Getting past that door behind you is a fuckin’ piece of cake. Even if my credit card can’t do the trick, your neighbors are very accommodating.”
“Don’t call me ‘Heidz,’” I bit out.
“Don’t lie to me, woman, and I won’t.”
“Now who’s lying?”
“Still you. Now, let’s go. Time to start the fuckin’ weekend right.” 
I shook my head. “No. We can’t.”
His thick arm wrapped around my waist. “Don’t be scared, baby. You want it to be a one-off, I get it. But, you ain’t running out on me while I sleep. Not this time. Been a long day, let’s go upstairs.”
It had been a long day, but part of me wondered why he’d had a long day. I didn’t even know what he did for a living. Bikers had to work, right?
My crazy thoughts were interrupted when my back hit a wall. “What are you doing?”
He shoved his shades on top of his head. I’d missed those baby blue eyes, which all but twinkled at me now. “I’m taking us inside, sweetheart. Don’t know what you’re trippin’ over in your mind, but there’s no time for that shit.”
At the top of the metal stairwell, Block took my keys out of my hand and unlocked my door. 
I followed him inside my condo, closed my door, locked it, and turned to him. “This is where things end, Block. You can take your condoms and go home.” 
I held out the bag to him. He took it, then tossed it aside.
He prowled toward me, and I backed up against the door. “You kissed me back out there. Hell, you rubbed against my dick that’s still hard as nails for you. And you want me to leave?”
“Ye—” my lie stopped short when his finger rested on my lips.
“Honesty, Heidi. Always. Do you want me to leave?”
I couldn’t say anything.
A naughty glimmer hit his eyes. “I bet your sweet pussy tells no lies.”
I felt a surge of heat between my legs. With serious effort, I kept my expression neutral. 
His lips tipped up. Then, with unexpected dexterity, he had his hand down my jeans and my panties, his thick middle finger sliding right between my entrance. My hips bucked and I gasped. 
“Yeah. You’re wet as hell, Heidz.”
My eyes narrowed and I pulled at his forearm to break free. “Get out of here before I scream, Block.”
“Say that and mean it, baby, then I’ll leave. But know that I’ll go right back to the clubhouse and do what I’ve done for the last eight weeks. Jack-off, thinking of you, on your knees, those pretty green eyes full of lust looking up at me while you sucked me off like it was an Olympic sport. And you’re the three-time gold-medal winner.”
He pulled his hand away, shoved his finger in his mouth, then held his finger in front of us. “Tell me, baby.”
I stared into his eyes…and I couldn’t tell him to leave. Because he was right. I was lying to him and to myself. “Stay,” I whispered.
He grinned. Then he shoved his finger back into my pussy while he kissed me almost as hard as he did in the parking lot. I didn’t like his hand being so confined, so I undid my jeans and shoved them down my hips. Then my hands went to his jeans, but with his free hand he stopped my progress. 
Against my lips he said, “No. I’m gonna make you come with my fingers. Right here, right now. You’re gonna be so goddamn sore when we’re finished, you won’t be able to walk straight.”
My eyebrow arched, not that he could see it. “No, old man. That’ll be you who won’t be able to walk. Because I’m gonna wear your ass out.”
Up close like we were, I watched his blue eyes flare. That alone electrified the blood coursing through my body. “Bring it, baby.”
He added his index finger to the mix while his thumb circled my clit. My hips bucked, but with the door behind me, I didn’t have much room to move. 
“Block,” I whimpered.
“Right here, Heidi,” he whispered.
His tempo increased. I tried to ride his fingers, but his free hand stilled my hip.
“I need to move. Please.”
A deep chuckle rumbled from him. “Would love to give that to you, but I can’t. You’ve been torturing me for two fucking months, woman. If I gotta suffer, I think you should suffer, too. But I’ll make it so it’s a good kind of suffering.”
I tipped my head back, focusing on his words. “Like you haven’t gotten your rocks off in the last two months. All those groupies hanging around and shit.”
His fingers stopped, he pressed his chest to mine, and kissed me. When he backed away, I saw his serious expression. “No, I fucking have not, Heidi. It’s been two long goddamn months. Having my fingers inside your sweet pussy beats the fuck out of wrapping them around my cock, which is all I’ve done the last eight weeks.”
While that surprised me, it also thrilled me. My hips moved reflexively.
“And you? Have you had any other ‘one-offs’ since the Fourth?”
I hadn’t but I couldn’t share that with him. It had been a long eight weeks for me, too. So much so, I was getting concerned. The thrill of finding a hook-up had fizzled, though that wasn’t it. Nobody compared to the biker standing before me.
I took a deep breath. “None of your business.”
He chuckled again. “That’s a no.”
“Whatever. You’re the one not delivering right now.”
The cock of his brow and the gleam in his eyes, he wanted me to eat those words. He leaned in and kissed me again while his fingers went back to work. In no time he delivered exactly what he promised. I came with an orgasm so epic, afterward Block had to carry me to my bedroom.
[image: image-placeholder]Block’s hand, with his fingers spread wide, slid from above my knee to the top of my thigh. With a glance, I saw him staring at his hand on my pale skin. As subtly as I could, I fidgeted to encourage further movement, but he resisted. 
I looked at him. “What are you doing?”
“Nothing,” he whispered.
We were naked, so I didn’t understand why he needed a hint at this point. But, he’d certainly proved to me he had many tricks up his sleeve… figuratively speaking, obviously.
I craned my neck toward him. That got his attention, though he only looked at me from the corner of his eye. My lips quirked. Then my tongue darted out to trace his lip. 
His face turned and he opened his mouth so we could kiss. That hand did not budge though.
I reached under the sheet. His cock was hard. I started to stroke him, but his other hand stopped me.
“Why did you stop me, Rob?”
His eyes narrowed for a nanosecond, then he murmured, “It’s early dawn. Time’s just about up.”
“‘Just about’ means there’s time left.”
“Yeah,” he whispered. To say he sounded reluctant was like saying the Foo Fighters created hard-hitting rock songs.
Since I’d never been good at being subtle or going slow, I whipped the sheet off his legs and straddled his lap. I guided him inside me and sank deep. 
This felt better than before…but why?
Then Block’s hands grabbed my waist and lifted me off his glorious dick.
“What are you doing?” I whispered.
“Put a condom on me, Heidi. One-and-done means wrapped and sealed. No going bare. Don’t care how fuckin’ good it feels to you.”
Anger flared and before I could think better of it, I hissed, “And it doesn’t feel just that good to you?”
“Of course, it does, but that doesn’t trump safety. Now put a rubber on me.”
I wanted to tell him to fuck off, but on the Fourth of July we proved that angry fucking was our strong suit. And I damn sure wanted more of that.
In no time, I had him ‘wrapped and sealed’ and I sank back onto him like a woman possessed. I got maybe three strokes in before he held me on his cock and rolled so I was on my back. He held my legs behind my knees.
“You aren’t angry-fucking me, right now, Heidi. No damn way. Not after the past ten hours.”
“I’ll fuck you how I want, old man.”
He withdrew and gently slid back inside. “Stop being pissed, baby. I’ve had your sweet and I like it. Not a chance I’m getting an angry fuck when I didn’t do shit to deserve it.”
“You did do something—”
He slid his nose alongside mine, which forced his cock back inside to the hilt. “Putting your safety first is not a damn thing to be pissed about.”
“So, you’re unclean?” I asked.
His body shook. 
“Are you fucking laughing?”
He thrust into me twice, a grin on his face. “Yes. I’m fucking you and I’m laughing. It’s an excellent feeling. You should try it, baby.”
I sank my nails into his ass. “There’s nothing funny here.”
“Sure there is. The fact you climbed right on my dick and you’re pissy that I want us to stay safe. But you’re offended because you assume that I think you’re dirty. Heidi, you don’t need a child. Which means we gotta stay safe.”
“I’m on birth control,” I hissed.
“No sign of pills around here, unless they’re in your purse.”
I pursed my lips at him. “That’s not the only form of birth control, Block! I get the shot every quarter.”
He picked up his pace. “I had no way of knowing that.”
“You could have asked me.”
His fingers trailed down my body until he rubbed my clit. “Now I don’t have to, but sweetheart, getting pissed about this is pretty damned funny. You gotta admit.”
I felt it building again. My hips bucked with his thrusts – except he stopped. He lowered his head toward me. “Heidi. Admit it.”
“You are a sexual blackmailer.”
He dropped his substantial weight onto me and roared with laughter. 
On the one hand, this was cool – hearing and feeling his humor, but on the other hand, this was not cool because I wasn’t being funny!
“Give in, stubborn woman.”
“Fine. You’re right. It’s… a little bit funny.”
He raised up to a plank position. “A little bit? Should I just fuck you ‘a little bit?’”
I rolled my eyes. “It’s funny, but it’ll be funnier after you give us both mind-blowing orgasms. Mmkay?”
He thrust inside to the hilt, hard. Then he rolled to the edge of my queen bed so he was on bottom – or more so he could smack my ass. The resounding crack turned me on almost as much as the stinging pain. My eyes blazed down at him, and I lifted up since I had him where I wanted him, but he rolled us again. 
Then he fucked me like he meant it. Hard, fast, and rough.
After, he came out of the bathroom and climbed across my bed to me. We were both exhausted. I wanted to offer for him to sleep here, but that went against the agreement we’d struck. One night, and then we’d be done.
He hovered over me for a moment, those gorgeous eyes of his examining my face. Part of me wanted to ask him to stay… it was a three-day weekend after all. But I refused to do that. It would only end badly. It would lead to attachments and closeness and… all the things I couldn’t afford mentally.
He shook his head. Then he gave me a long, gentle kiss. So long, I had an arm locked around his shoulders and a hand at the back of his bald head. Not in a million years did I think bald would do it for me, but his smooth dome really turned me on.
He broke the kiss and trailed his lips down to my ear, where he whispered, “Have a good weekend, Heidi.”
With my eyes closed, I whispered, “You too. Ride safe.”
“No other way to ride, baby.”
[image: image-placeholder]I slept for seven hours after Block left, but I didn’t wake up feeling rested. After I’d eaten breakfast, I had a craving for sweet-and-salty food. A sure sign of my monthly visitor coming around in about a week.
“Fabulous,” I muttered.
I had half a bag of potatoes I hadn’t baked or roasted, so I decided to make one of the few things certain to satisfy me. Mashed potato candy. It was the strangest concoction, but considering the other ingredients, it was hard to mess up. I mean, peanut butter, confectioner’s sugar, vanilla extract, and mashed potatoes, it was always a winner.
I stood peeling potatoes, when a knock sounded from my door.
Through the peephole I saw Block, and I opened the door. “You get lost, biker man?”
“You doing dishes?” he asked, eying the dishtowel in my hands.
“No. What are you doing here?”
His lips tipped up. “Let me in, and I’ll tell you.”
I opened the door wider, but he closed and locked it behind himself. He pulled a chair out from under my kitchenette and motioned for me to sit. 
I shook my head.
He pursed his lips, grabbed my hand, then he sat down and settled me on his lap. 
“What is up with this?”
His finger came to my lips for the second time in less than twenty-four hours. I fought telling him he needed to break this habit of his.
“Waited as long as I could, so you could get some sleep. Someone slashed your tires last night. I had your Miata taken to Har’s shop. He’s got it on a lift, but it’s gonna be a while before he gets four tires in for it.”
“Why?” I croaked.
Block’s eyes darted from side to side, then back to me. “That was what I wanted to ask you, babe. Why would someone do that shit to you?”
I wheezed out a breath. “Hell if I know, but I meant, why would you take care of my vehicle for me?”
“Why wouldn’t I?”
Now my eyes slid to the side. “You got your full night, Block. Thank you for getting my car taken care of. I don’t know how I didn’t hear that going on since my bedroom backs right up to the parking lot.”
He took a deep breath. “Let’s start at the top. When I said one full night, I ended with maybe we’d be done. We didn’t even make it through the entire box of condoms.”
I laughed. “You bought the Costco-size box of condoms! I didn’t even know they sold that many in a package…I figured you were stocking a vending machine with that box!”
He shook with laughter. “No. We’re going through that whole box if it kills me.” My eyes widened because there were one hundred condoms in the box (now ninety-something), but he kept speaking. “I had to wonder how you missed a tow truck backing into your tiny ass parking lot, too. But I chalked it up to me wearing you the fuck out. Emphasis on the fuck, so I didn’t want to come wake you up for this shit.”
I lowered my chin. “Gloating is never cool, man.”
His head tipped to the side in concession. “No, but it stroked my ego regardless. And besides letting you know your car hasn’t been stolen, just vandalized, I came back in case you needed to go somewhere today – or the rest of the weekend.”
My lips pulled the side as I thought about it. “I guess not. Had planned to hit the beach, or see if Vickie wanted to go shopping, but that’s out now, unless I insist she drive us.”
“You got plans to hit the beach, I’ll get you there.”
I shook my head and moved to stand, but his grip tightened on my waist. “You don’t have to babysit me or anything, Block. I can always Uber it to the beach.”
“Why would you, when being on the back of a bike is far and away better?”
I shook my head. “We don’t work, Block. You’re old enough to be my—”
His fingers in my panties made me stop speaking on a gasp. 
“Don’t you talk about that, Heidi.”
I tilted my head, willing myself to ignore his ministrations. “Why? As the saying goes, ‘numbers don’t lie.’ And would you please get your hand out of my panties. This is crazy.”
That hand in my panties stroked harder, his eyes flaring. “It is crazy… because you’re crazy. And I’m likely crazier for pursuing it. But you’re fun, both in and out of bed. You’re funny… also both in and out of bed. We work much better than you think.”
I gave him a flat look. “Finally, you can’t say ‘both in and out of bed.’”  
He brought his face closer to mine. “I don’t know, baby. We haven’t spent enough time out of bed for me to draw a conclusion.”
Well.
“What happened to me being the type of woman you don’t like?”
“Pretty sure last night proved you’re a woman I like, at least in bed.”
“So you
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