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For my sister-in-law, Karen,

who loves deeply, supports completely, and looks for (and finds) beauty in everything, inspiring others to do the same – especially her fabulous daughter, Rebecca
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  Chapter One
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Widowed men with young daughters didn’t go to nightclubs, but that was where Derek Ahern found himself only a few weeks after arriving in Fable Notch. He expected small town life to be quiet and predictable, something he needed after the emotional intensity of the last two years. And while that was true, he’d also discovered the area’s influx of tourists meant that in addition to places for apple picking, outdoor equipment rentals, and lots of stores with quaint and clever names, there was a brewery that always had a crowd, a luxury hotel with a spa, and Flurry, the nightclub where he was currently standing at the bar questioning his choices. 
Since moving here last month with his seven-year-old, Derek’s Friday evenings were free because Samantha stayed overnight with her grandparents. Elaine, his mother-in-law, had insisted, saying she and her husband, James, wanted time with their granddaughter, and he should have a dedicated time when—if he wanted—to have fun with people his own age.
“Besides,” she added when she proposed the idea, “at some point you might want to date again. This way, you have a night when you know you’ll be available, and you won’t have to make plans around Samantha.”
He found it interesting Elaine was open to the idea of him seeing other women only a little more than a year after her daughter died, but she was the type of person who thought everyone was happier when they had someone to love. She was lucky that was her experience because it wasn’t his. He didn’t tell her he had no interest in dating again, especially because she would think he was still mourning the loss of Angelica, and that was the furthest thing from the truth. Instead, he thanked her for being supportive.
Samantha had been thrilled at the prospect of sleepovers with her grandparents, and he was grateful for anything that made her happy. After Angelica’s cancer diagnosis and death, not much had made his daughter smile. If she wanted to have a night on the moon, he would have found a way to build a rocket to give her that.
The first week Samantha spent with them, Derek did nothing but sit home and mindlessly scroll through selections on streaming services. The next week, he had his first customers at Ahern Auto, so he used most of the time to work in the garage that was only steps from his front door. On the third week, he’d ventured out and went to the Varnum Bar and Grill for dinner. That had been more enjoyable than he expected. He got caught up in the energy of the people at the bar and was pulled into a game of pool when a group of three needed a fourth to even out their teams.
After a few rounds, they invited him to join them at Flurry. He thought they were suggesting getting ice cream, but the woman who had been his partner — and who had been touching and flirting with him all night — laughed and told him it was a club. He thanked them, but said he had to get home. When she wheedled, not knowing that was the fastest way to get him to walk away, he told her maybe he could come after he checked in on his daughter. 
That cooled her interest immediately.
This next week, after taking his customary post-work shower, he put on a black polo shirt he was pretty sure was clean and returned to the Varnum. He’d gotten a later start, so by the time he arrived, the crowd was noisier and drunker. No one invited him to play pool, and he didn’t feel like trying to start a game with a stranger, so he left soon after finishing his burger. 
But as he drove and thought about what he would do for the rest of the night, the idea of sitting for hours in an empty house with only laundry and other housework to distract him didn’t appeal. Still learning where everything was in town, he put Flurry into the GPS and wasn’t surprised when it told him the club was only nine minutes away. He made a U-turn and followed the directions.
As he turned down a side street he’d never noticed, he had to wonder if the place was going to be in a converted colonial house. It was an amusing thought, although he couldn’t imagine it would work. There were quite a few businesses in the area that were either attached to homes or in altered ones. The tattoo shop, a veterinary office, even the Triangle General Store, which was the first place people saw as they pulled into town, were built as extensions of the houses that sat behind them. As if commuting around here wasn’t easy enough. 
Another half mile brought Flurry into view. Definitely not a house, although he was pretty sure the place had been built to be something else before the club opened. Like the Varnum, it was a freestanding building with a good-sized parking lot in front, and given the number of cars there, he had to assume the lot was one of the reasons the owner had chosen the property. After years of working as a corporate real estate lawyer before returning to auto mechanics, Derek understood that while buildings could be modified, a paved parking lot making it easy for customers to come and stay was a valuable commodity.
He hesitated before getting out of his truck, wondering what the point was of going into a club. Meeting someone wasn’t on his radar, and he didn’t particularly like dancing. Remembering the laundry, he decided to go in. He held the door for two laughing women and heated air and music followed them. They thanked him, made a comment about chivalry not being dead, and moved a few feet from the building before taking out vape pens. He figured them to be in their early twenties, which made them ten years younger than he was. His resolve wavered, and he was going to leave when the opening strains of Eminem’s Not Afraid came from the club. With a smile at the song which brought him back to his college days, he walked in.
Whatever he thought of the outside, Flurry was a classic night club inside. Dim lights, a long bar with no seats, and a scattering of tables along the room’s edges, leaving space for a big dance floor in the middle. Lit almost entirely in blue with a few single snowflake neon lights in strategic locations, it looked classy and fun.
He went to the bar and found a place to stand. One drink and he’d go. Then he could tell himself he tried and never come back. After considering the options, he chose a pale ale from the local place, Seven Brothers Brewery, and sipped it as he scanned the crowd, trying not to feel as though he didn’t belong. 
It was a familiar feeling, one he’d had growing up and through most of college. He hadn’t had time for the party scene between commuting to the state school and fixing cars to cover his tuition. He’d worked his ass off to get the best grades he could, so scholarships would pay his way to graduate school. Not until he’d gotten into law school at the University of Florida was he able to shed his reputation as a grease monkey. 
He met Angelica in his second year while she was a senior. They’d bonded over moving to Florida to get away from the hard winters of their childhoods. Tall and willowy, she was everything he dreamed of when he thought of the woman he wanted to make his life with — polished, educated, goal oriented. Like him, she came from a small town, and it didn’t take long to see she wanted the same kind of life he did: lots of money, lots of friends, lots of distance from the way they grew up. He thought he’d never go back to who he’d been before. Then Samantha was born, and everything changed. 
Well, for him. Not for Angelica.
But he had to let that go. He couldn’t change the past and while mistakes had been made, there were some things he’d never regret.
Refocusing on the club, he watched people come and go from the dance floor. The music was good, and he was almost tempted to step away from the bar and join them, if only to burn up some of his nervous energy. Then he found his attention caught by a woman whose moves and smile had him unable to look away. 
She wore a purple sleeveless dress that hugged her generous curves and stopped above her knees, letting him get a good look at her long legs. Her brown, shoulder-length hair swayed around her face as she danced. He couldn’t be sure, but even with the flat shoes she was wearing, he’d guess her to be around 5’8”, which made her five inches shorter than he was. She had a small waist for her size and breasts that might overflow his hands if he cupped them. 
What was he thinking?
He hadn’t had a strong sexual urge since Angelica died. No, that wasn’t true. It was well before then when he discovered what she’d done. He’d indulged in one night of hate sex with a stranger he’d met at a bar the day after and hadn’t been with anyone since. It was a good thing his hands and wrists were strong from years of working with cars because self-pleasure with some online porn had been his only outlet.
But there was something about this woman that had him thinking hot, naked thoughts. And he didn’t hate it. He wasn’t going to do anything about it, but it was nice to know he wasn’t completely dead inside.
When she leaned in to talk to the friend she was dancing with — although he shouldn’t assume, maybe she was romantically involved with the woman — and headed his way, he turned around so she wouldn’t catch him staring at her. A moment later, she was next to him, bending forward, and trying to get the bartender to notice her while Derek tried not to notice her cleavage. It was impossible. The lights were dim, but he thought he saw the edge of a black bra. He could sense the heat coming from her body and wanted to stroke her arm.
Nope, nope, nope. He tightened his grip on his beer, then took a sip, hoping it would cool him down. 
She ordered something called a Base Camp, and when it arrived, she gave a happy sigh at the first sip. The sound went straight to his crotch.
What was in his beer?
This time when he looked at her, he caught her eye. She gave him a warm smile and said, “Sorry. It’s been a busy week, and I don’t have these very often. They’re really strong, but they’re also really tasty.”
He gathered from her comment that she wasn’t a regular. She must be one of the area’s many visitors. That made him relax. If this wasn’t a person he was likely to see again after tonight, it didn’t matter what kind of impression he made. 
“It’s good to know your limits, and when to indulge,” he said. He almost sounded like he was flirting. He wasn’t, but it was nice to know he could manage an appropriate response.
“That it is. Besides, this is the house drink, and you can only get these here, so it’s not like I can have these anywhere else. Want to try a sip?” She held out the glass to him and his first instinct was to turn it down. As lovely as she was with her dark eyes and ready smile, he didn’t think it was a good idea to do anything encouraging.
And then he decided, why the fuck not? He was a grown man; she was a beautiful woman. He took the glass from her, unable to keep from touching her hand as he did, and took a small sip. The drink was cold and sweet, with a layer of froth at the top. He could see the appeal and taste the liquor. “Not bad,” he said when he returned the drink.
She reached out toward his face, and he was about to pull back, but instead let her continue. She traced the top of his lip with her finger. Yeah, his pants were getting uncomfortable. It had been a long time since someone he was attracted to touched him. Before he could ask her why she’d done it, she held up her finger to show him the white foam. “And a little messy,” she said with a wink, then popped her finger in her mouth to clean it. Damn, she was sexy.
Before he could overthink it — and before the problem in his crotch got worse — he said, “Wanna dance?”
She took another swallow of her drink, nodded, then caught the bartender’s attention as she put the glass down. “Don’t take our drinks. We’ll be back.”
They walked onto the dance floor, which was still crowded. Some woman was singing about how she was “Good, yeah I’m feeling alright,” and he had to agree. There were ten seconds where he felt awkward and not sure what to do, and then his partner started moving and he fell into keeping up with her. It was easy and… fun. Not something he expected. She danced close and he must have made it clear with his own moves that he would be happy to have her closer, because before the song was over, she was barely a few inches away from him. Feeling brave, he put a hand on her waist. She reciprocated by placing hers on his shoulder. Good, he was still able to read the signs a woman gave.
The next song had an equally good beat and lyrics where the singer wanted someone to “touch me here, baby, won’t you kiss me there,” and he was thinking maybe the performer had the right idea. A few songs later, his partner mimed taking a drink, and they headed back to the bar.
After a quick sip, she said, “You’ve got some moves.”
“Only because you do,” he said honestly. “I was following your lead.”
“Why thank you. I don’t have much call to use them, but it’s nice to know something good came from doing theater in high school and college.”
“Clearly I was in the wrong school clubs,” he said. Actually, he wasn’t in any clubs because he had to work after school each day. He’d managed a year on JV basketball, which he told her. “Not a good contributor for dancing.”
“Oh, I don’t know. You need a lot of stamina running up and down the court. That can be helpful.” She gave an eyebrow wiggle he thought was adorable and decided not to tell her he spent more time on the bench than on the court. Before he could say anything else, she held out her hand. “I’m Casey.”
She didn’t offer a last name, and he understood. First names only. He took her hand and said, “Derek. You said you’d had a busy week? Good busy or bad busy?”
She tipped her head from side to side. “A bit of both, I suppose, but if it’s all the same to you, I don’t want to talk about work. Not yours. Not mine. Deal?”
Not getting to know someone too much and keeping whatever was happening between them fun and on the surface? Sounded perfect. “It’s a deal.” He noticed she’d finished her drink. “From what you said earlier, I assume you don’t want another of those, so is there something else can I get you?”
“Ginger ale would be great. I see a table in the corner opening up, so I’m going to grab that for us. Meet me there.”
He ordered two ginger ales, paid her tab, and joined her at the table. The seats were next to each other rather than across, which made it easier to talk and be heard, although the music still made it necessary to lean in. Surprisingly, he found himself comfortable with the arrangement and considering he’d only had one beer, he couldn’t blame the alcohol. Casey put him at ease. And maybe he couldn’t explain it, but for tonight, he could enjoy it.
“So, work is off the table as a topic,” he said. “What shall we talk about?”
They spent the next hour discussing movies and books, which was harder than he thought because most of the movies he’d seen recently were G-rated and animated. Sharing those would give away his status as a parent. If they weren’t going to talk about careers, he definitely wasn’t going to talk about Samantha. He learned Casey loved reading romances but liked watching horror movies. Her favorite ice cream flavor was strawberry with chocolate chips which he’d never heard of and, as he knew, she could only drink one Base Camp a night. He shared that he never tired of reading the humorous fantasy books of Christopher Moore, that he could watch Galaxy Quest every week, and he’d never found anyone who could make bacon as good as his mom.
The last one made her laugh. Before he could come up with a question to keep their conversation going, a song came on that made her squeal. “The Cure! This was my request. I’m an absolute sucker for ’80s music.” She held out her hand, and he took it.
They danced to Just Like Heaven, and again he couldn’t help but smile at how appropriate the title and lyrics were because he was ready to “run away with you.” He had no idea how to suggest they go somewhere, but he couldn’t stop thinking about it. He found Casey irresistible. 
After a second song, they went to the bar where Casey was told her tab was settled. That earned him a smile along with her insisting that she buy them two bottled waters. He agreed. They’d lost their table, they made their way to a secluded corner to talk. It was hard to hear above the noise, but leaning close wasn’t a hardship. The closer he was, the more he could smell the floral of her perfume, or maybe it was her hair, and see the sparkle in her eyes. 
Without preamble, she asked, “How do you feel about bold women?” The change in subject was unexpected and took him so much by surprise, he didn’t know how to answer. He must have taken too long because she went on. “I know, bizarre question, but I’ve been wanting to kiss you since we first started talking and…”
Before she could finish the sentence, Derek got his brain and body in gear. Putting his arm around her waist, he kissed her. The moment their mouths touched, pleasure exploded through him. Casey, he assumed, was experiencing something similar because she closed what little space there was between them. There was no way to stop or hide his erection, but if the way her hand moved down his back was any indication, she didn’t mind.
The more he touched her, the more the world around them disappeared, and all he could sense was her. Her mouth was soft and welcoming, and when she parted her lips, he was happy to deepen the embrace. He caressed her arms, then her hips, and when her fingers stroked his beard, then threaded through his hair, he reached around and grabbed her ass. He loved the feeling of her pressed against him.
He was wishing there was a way to get her alone when she broke the kiss and said, “I want to be with you, but I want to keep this simple. It’s just for the night.” He liked her directness and her ability, apparently, to read his mind. A good quality, at least for this evening.
Still, he needed to be sure. “This isn’t the Base Camp talking, is it?” He didn’t go anywhere with drunk women.
“Not at all,” she assured him. She glanced at her watch. “That was almost two hours ago. Between the dancing, the ginger ale, and the water, I am completely sober. How about you?”
“As a judge.” He kissed her, tracing her jaw lightly, reveling in the sigh he could hear because they were so close. “Any thoughts on where we should go?”
“My place isn’t an option,” she said. He could have asked why, but it didn’t particularly matter. 
“Neither is mine.” The minute they stepped into his house, she’d see Samantha’s toys and that was not a conversation he wanted to have. In addition, if she didn’t know where he lived, he wouldn’t have to worry about her showing up if she visited in the future. He had enough entanglements in his life. 
He considered suggesting a hotel, but living in a small town, going to a hotel for sex with a stranger could become news if he wasn’t careful. He was wondering if there was a back room they could sneak off to when she said, “I have condoms in my glove compartment and a roomy back seat in my car.”
Bold, beautiful, sexy, and she didn’t want more than one night. His hand could use the break. He’d follow her anywhere. “Lead the way.”






  
  Chapter Two
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Casey Shaw couldn’t believe she was about to have sex in her car with a man whose last name she didn’t know, but tonight she needed to relax and not focus on anything but the present. Derek seemed like the perfect diversion. 
She didn’t go dancing often, but there were some days when she needed to let loose. It had been months since she’d come to Flurry. The last time she’d been here, there’d been snow on the ground. Now it was September and while the air had chilled from the summer months, there were still at least six weeks or so before they got anything that would stick. Winter came early to New Hampshire and stayed late.
When the club opened three years before, she visited a few times a month with her best friend, Mia Durant, but after Mia became the mother of a teen and, more recently, had fallen back in love with her first boyfriend, they didn’t go out like this. When they got together, it was for lunch on Mia’s day off when she came to see first her father and then Casey at the Crawford Senior Living Center, or after work at Mia’s house for dinner.
Tonight, though, she’d needed to get out. Things had been stressful at the Center, and she had a full weekend booked with her side hustle. But the downside of working with the elderly was managing when people died, and this week they lost two of their long-time residents, one unexpectedly the day before.
She’d nearly texted Mia to see if she was free to get together, then remembered Mia was in the middle of a three-day shift at the hospital. Instead, Casey went to her closet and pulled out a favorite dress she hadn’t worn in so long it was all the way in the back. When it fit, she decided it was a sign. Putting on make-up and a comfortable pair of flats, she drove the short distance from her house to Flurry. When she stepped into the club, she was happy to run into a few familiar faces, including Devon Tremont and her friend Taryn, but it was the sexy stranger at the bar who drew her attention.
He was the definition of tall, dark, and handsome, although perhaps he looked more brooding than dark. Something about the intensity she saw in his eyes, even from a distance, made her curious. She kept stealing glances at him, waiting to see if he was with someone, but he continued to stand there alone, and from the stiff way he held himself, she got the feeling he’d never been here before. Probably a tourist who came to hike and was killing time on a Friday night. She hoped he’d be interested in spending some of that time with her.
Because of the lack of light in the club, she wasn’t sure of the color of his hair, beard, or eyes, but she’d guess brown, maybe black. His polo shirt showed off his muscular arms and chest and, from what she could see, his jeans fit him, too. And when he was pressed against her as they kissed, they didn’t hide his erection. She didn’t know at what point she decided she wanted more than kissing, but once she did, she leaned into her desire. 
Suggesting to a stranger they go to bed — well, to car — together was almost completely out of character for her, but she needed and wanted the change. She got her jacket from the coat room — the fact that he didn’t have one with him adding to her surety that he wasn’t from the area — and sent a quick text to Devon saying she was leaving. As they walked to the door, Devon caught her eye and gave her a nod and a thumbs up. 
Walking to her car, she noticed the crowded parking lot. “This might not work as well as I thought. Chances are people won’t notice us or the way we’re likely to fog up the windows, but it’s safer if we went somewhere less conspicuous.” Running through some options in her head, she continued, “Are you willing to follow me to a secluded area?”
“I’ve followed you this far. I think I can manage a short drive.”
She wasn’t surprised. What man wasn’t willing to drive for guaranteed sex? Still, she was glad he wasn’t being pushy about going to her place or his. She didn’t want to share her address with a stranger or walk into a hotel where she might be recognized. Hence the car suggestion. “This is me,” she said when they got to her dark green Honda.
He bent down to look at the back and laughed. “Your license plate is ‘THE5TH’? The Fifth Element?”
A man with a sense of humor who understood hers? There was a lot to like about him. “I love the movie, and when I got the car, I couldn’t resist the temptation.”
As she unlocked her car door, he leaned in and kissed her again, long and slow. Oh yes, she definitely wanted more. “Do you always give in to temptation?”
“Not as often as I should.” She could understand why he might think otherwise since their time together started with her enjoying a strong drink and then suggesting they have sex in her car. Truthfully, this was something she almost never did. Her life was full of responsibilities and commitments. But now and then she needed to let that all go and have fun. Be a touch reckless without doing anything with serious consequences. No need to complicate an already busy life. “But tonight I am.”
“I’m not sure what made you choose me, but lead on.” He nodded to a spot further away. “I’m driving the black Explorer. I’ll pull up next to you.”
She watched him walk away — and yes, she took the time to admire his ass — before getting in and starting her car. She put on a soft rock mix and waited until he’d arrived next to her spot and flashed his headlights. She was sorry they couldn’t go to one of the outlook spots along the Kancamagus Highway. It was beautiful at any time of year and would have made for a touch of romance, but those lots closed at sundown, probably for this very reason. She had another location in mind.
Behind the shops on Center Street was a parking area and, to the back, a small playground, perfect for when tourists with kids needed to take a break and wear out their tiny charges. All the businesses would be closed, so the lot would be deserted. She drove them to a back corner where there was no overhead light — there wasn’t a large police presence in town, but no need to attract unnecessary attention — and pulled into a spot. Derek parked to her right immediately after, which, she noticed, shielded her car from view. Was he aware of how gentlemanly he was being? It was almost amusing, given their current situation.
She quickly glanced in the rear-view mirror. She’d gotten good at applying makeup thanks to starting her weekend gig, so she was glad to see her eye makeup was intact after dancing. Of course, her lipstick was gone. No regrets about that. The man could kiss. She hoped he could do more. Opening up the glove compartment, she took out the condoms she had left there after her previous relationship ended a few months before and showed them to him as she stepped out of the car.
“I think you’re the first woman I’ve ever met who kept these in her car. You don’t do this often, do you?”
If she counted up all the one-night stands she’d ever had, adding tonight wouldn’t require her to use a second hand. “No, and in fact, never in my car. I was seeing someone who traveled a lot, and I never knew when he was going to be free or where we would be getting together. This was an easy way to carry protection.”
“A woman both practical and sexy. How fortunate for me,” he said and leaned in for a kiss, which she was happy to return. She liked the feel of his beard on her face. Her last two lovers had been clean shaven— one clean shaven, one female—and she was looking forward to the sensations his facial hair would cause on other parts of her body.
Wanting more, Casey opened the back door of her car, then looked at the seats in a new light. Was there enough room for them? She hadn’t thought out this part of the logistics. She was thirty-two, not twenty-two. What was she doing?
As if sensing her hesitation, Derek pressed himself against her and kissed the back of her neck. Looking into her car, he said, “Not the roomiest place I’ve had sex, but it’s easier than standing. Have you ever had shower sex? It takes quite a bit of acrobatics.” Casey laughed. She had tried it. Once. It wasn’t as much fun as the books made it out to be. “It’s okay if you want to change your mind.”
She may not have known how they were going to manage, but she did know she wanted to try. Turning to face him, she said, “I don’t. Do you?”
Instead of answering, he kissed her and ran a single finger down her arm. She shivered at the soft touch. His mouth moved from hers and he kissed his way to her ear, then whispered. “What I want is to put you on your back, slide your dress over your hips, yank down your panties, and taste your sweet pussy.”
That caused a whole other type of shiver as the panties he mentioned got wet. “In that case, we definitely need to find a way to make this work.” 
“You know that the seats of this car go all the way down.”
All the way down was exactly what she was looking forward to, but she didn’t think that was what he was referring to. “I know they lean back, but I have a feeling you mean something different.”
“Very different and very helpful. If you’ll allow me.” He moved to the back of her car and opened the trunk. There wasn’t a lot there, so it didn’t take him long to empty it and put everything on the front passenger seat. Then he got in and, with a few pulls, had both back seats reclining completely flat. She watched him tuck in the seatbelt buckles so they weren’t in the way, allowing herself to be distracted again by how sexy his ass looked in his jeans. When he was done, he held out his hands. “Ta-da.”
She looked in and saw there was plenty of room for what they both wanted. “That’s terrific! I had no idea it was possible. Do I want to know how you knew?”
“Let’s say it’s an occupational benefit and leave it at that.” Good enough. She didn’t need to know the details of his life, and if it made getting naked with him easier, so much the better. “After you.”
She climbed in and kicked off her shoes, letting them fall on the floor. He followed her, did the same, then shut the door behind him. As her eyes adjusted to the dark, she gave a thought for turning on a light, but knowing that could make them noticeable to anyone passing outside, she decided that the light from the moon and the glow from a lamppost several feet away would have to be enough. 
As the quiet settled around them, she found herself concerned. It wasn’t that she didn’t want him—she did. But was a one-night stand in the middle of a parking lot a good idea?
Then he kissed her again, leaning her back into the seats and covering her with his weight, and all doubt disappeared. He felt so good, and it had been so long since she’d given into her own physical needs. This was exactly what she wanted, and he wanted it — her — too. There was no reason to stop.
He cupped her breasts through the material of her dress, and she ached to feel more, but as she reached around to find the zipper, he stopped and said, “Wait for that. I want to do what I said.” With a quick kiss, he moved off of her and sat back on his knees. He was scrunched — he had to be over six feet and there wasn’t unlimited headroom — but that didn’t stop or slow him. “Lift your ass.”
She did, and he grabbed the hem of her dress and slid it up her hips. A moment later, he kept the rest of his promise and took her underwear off. It was cool in the car and the feel of cold air on her wet pussy made her aware of how exposed she was to this man she’d only met a few hours before. Then he licked her, and she forgot everything but the pleasure.
She might not know a lot about Derek, but it didn’t take long to know that he was incredibly good at oral sex. He started by tracing the sensitive lips of her pussy with the tip of his tongue, making her wetter than before, and making her crave more. When he licked her from bottom to top, she gasped and grabbed his shoulders.
Reading her response, he slowly — God, almost too slowly — slid a finger inside of her. Casey’s breath quickened as Derek’s fingers explored further. His touch was like an electric current coursing through her body, and she felt herself trembling with anticipation. 
And even though they were in her car and there was no expectation of anything beyond this night, he took his time. Too many men she’d been with saw oral sex as something they did quickly to get her ready enough for the “main event,” one of the things she preferred in female partners, but Derek seemed as though he’d enjoy doing this all night. She gasped as he worked magic on her body, and she felt herself getting closer to the edge. 
“Please,” she begged. “I want…” She couldn’t finish. Fortunately, she didn’t need to as Derek moved his attention to her sensitive clit, first teasing it with light strokes, then increasing the intensity by sucking and swirling his tongue. Everything he did felt wonderful and brought her higher. And as she’d hoped, his beard added to the sensations. “Yes, Derek, more,” she said breathlessly. Other than moaning, it was all she could manage.
As if he had a playbook for her body, he did exactly what she ached for, stroking her faster with his tongue and fingers until she couldn’t hold back. Her hips lifted as her orgasm hit, but his mouth never lost contact. She screamed out his name, not caring how loud it sounded in the tiny space. It had been too long since anyone had given her pleasure like this, and she was glad he knew how incredible what he was doing felt.
Her orgasm ebbed slowly because he never stopped touching her, but eventually he kissed his way up her body, finally arriving again at her lips. “Now, let’s get you out of this dress.”
She was grateful he helped her sit up, because she felt so boneless it was almost hard to move. After he found the zipper and opened the back, she shrugged out of it. When he leaned in to kiss her and unhook her bra, she used the opportunity to take his shirt off. While she couldn’t see him well in the dim light, she enjoyed touching his chest and feel the muscles hinted at through the fabric. He was warm and solid—the hair covering him teasing her fingers as she learned the contours of his body. She ran her hands everywhere, tracing his nipples when she discovered they were hard. As he gave a sigh, he did the same to hers, and she arched further into his touch.
Now that she was naked, she needed more. Wanted more. “Please tell me the condoms didn’t get lost in all of this.”
He pulled them from his back pocket. “They didn’t get lost.” He handed them to her and reached for the button on the fly of his jeans. As soon as he had it undone, she helped him get them off, so he was as naked as she was. Now she wished for light so she could take in all of him. Instead, she moved her hands from his chest to his cock, hard and silky, jutting out from his body. When she wrapped her fingers around him, he groaned with obvious pleasure. It was good to hear she could excite him as much as he excited her. 
She was wondering how she could move so she could take him into her mouth when he said, “Give the condoms back to me. I want you. Now.”
Hearing his need expressed so openly had her excitement rising all over again. She was sorry not to be able to take her time with him, but she understood. “Not a problem,” she said. After all he’d done for her, she was more than happy to give him what he wanted. 
But she thought she should tease him, at least a little.
She ripped a packet from the string of three, opened it, and placed it on the head of his erection, then rolled it down. Slowly. He bent forward and gently nipped her earlobe. “You’re killing me.”
“Not for long, I promise.” Part of her wanted to let him take her immediately, but she enjoyed giving as much as receiving pleasure, so she took her time. Once the condom covered him, she ran her hands over his balls and beneath them, loving the way he sucked air in through his teeth when she found a spot that was particularly sensitive. Too bad this would only be for one night. She could have fun exploring him, finding places that pleased him. 
Tonight, though, would have to be enough.
Suddenly, he grabbed the hand that was around his shaft and kissed her hard, stealing her breath with his intensity. Placing his other hand on her breast, and teasing and pinching her nipple, he pressed her back until she was once again lying flat. With his hand still covering hers, he guided himself to her entrance, using his cock to tease the still sensitive lips. She didn’t expect him to have such restraint, and she found her body aching for him to fill her.
Just when she thought she might scream from the frustration of having him so close but not having what she wanted, he took her hand off of him and thrust into her, sheathing himself inside of her. She gasped as he stretched her still swollen pussy and reveled in the sensation of being filled. She lifted her hips to take more of him as he pressed in closer. God, he felt so good.
It wasn’t long before they found a rhythm that had them both moaning and calling out. She loved being able to meet him thrust for thrust, raking her nails down his back — which he liked if his sudden intake of breath was any indication.
Unexpectedly, he reached between them to tease her clitoris. Casey almost screamed with joy knowing she’d get a second orgasm, this time with him inside of her. What a wonderful find he was. 
Hoping to give excite him further, she cupped his balls with one hand and dug her nails into his ass with the other. His response of “Oh fuck, yes, Casey,” told her all she needed to know, and it wasn’t long before they were bringing each other to climax.
This time, her cries were drowned out by his. It was the most wonderful sound.
He managed to keep his weight off of her as his orgasm finished, but soon after, he collapsed on top of her. She wrapped her legs and arms around him, enjoying the feel of him close. Too soon, he rolled to the side. “Don’t want to crush you,” he said, still sounding breathless.
“Not a bad way to go,” she said.
“But a terrible way to get caught. Can you imagine the police report?”
She chuckled. “Honestly, officer, it was what she wanted.” He laughed, too. For someone she’d just met, Casey couldn’t understand why she was so comfortable with him. Maybe it was his thoughtfulness. Or maybe it was because she knew this would be nothing more than what they’d shared. When they said goodnight, it would be over.
She was surprised she wasn’t entirely happy with the knowledge. 
Especially when he broke the silence by asking, “Do you have a napkin or tissue nearby?” More thoughtfulness. How was such a terrific guy available? Even for a night? It didn’t make sense. Of course, there was the possibility there was someone else in his life, and she was a quickie he’d forget and pretend didn’t happen. He was a stranger, after all.
Finding some strength, she sat up and got a napkin from between the front seats. He used it to take off the condom, then grabbing, his pants, and he put the garbage in his pocket. Glancing at the windows, he said, “We’ve fogged these up pretty well. You aren’t going to be able to drive easily. Do you have a cloth anywhere? Or more napkins?”
She had to think. It wasn’t easy. “Napkins. Space between front seats.”
“And your keys?” 
Yeah, too many questions. “Still in the ignition, I think.”
With a nod he moved forward, and she enjoyed the view of his naked body moving around in the close space. Somehow, he managed to maneuver himself into the front seat, turn on the engine and crack all the windows. Cool air immediately rushed into the car, and she let out a startled, “Brrr.”
“I remember seeing a blanket when I moved things from the back.” He looked to where he’d put things. “And here it is.”
Grabbing the fleece blanket she kept in her car for times when she was either sitting outside and needed something for extra warmth or for when she found a place to stop, spread out and read on a rare quiet afternoon, he lay next to her again. Putting an arm around her, he drew her close, then covered them both. It was comfortable.
Too comfortable?
No, but it would add another small layer of regret. 
Not wanting to think about that, Casey snuggled closer, deciding to enjoy whatever time they had. She breathed in the scent of his skin, still heated from sex. Irish Spring, she thought, recognizing the smell of the soap, and something else uniquely him. 
They lay there in silence until he said, “It shouldn’t take long before the windows are clear.”
She didn’t want the night to end just because it was safe for her to drive, so although she had an early morning tomorrow, she said, “There are still two condoms left.”
“And if I were half my age, that would be great,” he said. “But at thirty-five, I’m afraid I’ll have to disappoint you and pass.”
Sitting up, she kissed him. She meant for it to be quick, but as soon as their lips touched, she wanted more, so she let the embrace continue before saying, “You are definitely not a disappointment. Not in any way.” An odd expression passed across his face, but it was there and gone so quickly she thought she might have imagined it, especially given the dim light in the car. “This was wonderful. Sex in my car wasn’t on my Bucket List, but I think I’m going to put it on, so I can cross it off.”
She returned her head to his chest, and they lay there as the windows cleared and the car got too cool, even with the blanket. Silently, they moved as best they could, finding clothes and getting them back on. Her underwear had disappeared, but it couldn’t have gone too far.
Once they were dressed, they got out of the car, and Derek put the seats back into their normal position as she cleared the last of the condensation off her windows with the napkins. Standing there was awkward, but for Casey, that was mostly because a loud part of her didn’t want to say goodbye.
Derek ended the awkwardness by kissing her once more. When his tongue swept across her lips, she opened her mouth and welcomed this last moment of connection.
“Goodnight, Casey,” he said. “In case you couldn’t tell, I had a wonderful time.”
“Me, too,” she said. He opened the front door of her car and waited for her to buckle before he went to his. Then he waited for her to pull out of the spot before he did. A gentleman to the end.
With her skin still tingling and her heart rate higher than normal, she drove the short trip home. Once there, she texted Devon that she’d arrived safely, then got ready for bed. She couldn’t help wishing Derek was with her. Wanting some extra comfort, she took the weighted blanket off the chair in the corner of her room and snuggled under it, letting the pressure calm her.
The man who’d been on top of her tonight was a better weight, but this would have to do. Damn, Derek made an impression. She hated that she’d finally met someone she’d consider getting to know, only for him to be someone who wasn’t available. Story of her life. Wrong person at the right time. Right person at the wrong time. One of these days, she’d get the balance right, but, sadly, not tonight.






  
  Chapter Three
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Casey’s eight o’clock alarm sounded too soon the next day, although she had a terrific night’s sleep. One of the benefits of sex. Especially good sex, which last night’s was. She lay there for a few minutes, memories playing in her head, as her gray and white Maine Coon, Melisande, came over first to cuddle, then to remind Casey it was time to get up and feed her.  
She slipped from bed, got the coffee started and the cat fed before taking a shower, where she noticed all the places she was pleasantly sore. If she didn’t have a busy day ahead of her, she might have stayed under the hot spray while continuing to remember all the delicious things Derek had done to her.
After showering, she sat drinking her coffee, and as much as she tried to distract herself with what she needed to do before heading out, she couldn’t stop thinking about Derek. He had been a passionate and attentive lover — and that was in the back seat of a car. How amazing would things have been in a bed? How lovely it might have been to linger long enough to have a second round?
She had to admit, part of her was confused. The few one-night stands she’d had in the past had been pleasant enough, but not memorable. In fact, she remembered the circumstances more than the other person. A coat room, his office, someone’s apartment after a funeral. But that wasn’t the case with Derek. How could one of the best sexual experiences of her life come from a near stranger? Wasn’t emotion needed to make sex good? Then again, she’d had sex with people she liked that had been less than great, so maybe there wasn’t a correlation.
She poured herself another mug of caffeine and went to get ready for the day and do what she could to not be distracted by thoughts of the night before. The memories were lovely, and she’d look forward to revisiting them in the future —with her vibrator handy — but for today, she had two birthday parties to get to and it wasn’t right to think about sex when you were surrounded by seven-year-olds.
There was a lot to be said for being a princess, even a part-time one. And for Casey, it was a dramatic difference from her full-time job. During the week, she was surrounded by people from their sixties to their nineties. But on the weekends? Ages six to nine were her target audience. She loved both jobs and although she hadn’t been doing the parties for long, she couldn’t imagine giving them up, no matter how busy it made her schedule or made her unavailable on a lot of weekends.
“You have no time for yourself,” Mia said to her a few weeks ago when they were grabbing drinks and dinner at the Seven Brothers Brewery on a Friday night.
Casey took a sip of her beer and pulled a nacho out of the mound in front of them before she said, “How can you say that? I’m sitting here with you, relaxing, and enjoying your company alongside this delicious summer ale.”
“Yeah, but what time are you getting up tomorrow?”
Casey stuffed her mouth before mumbling, “Eight.” It took a while to get fully dressed and made up for a party, and because she hated being rushed, she always got an early start.
“And how many parties are you doing?”
“Two,” she said and hoped her friend didn’t ask her where they were. Otherwise, she’d have to tell Mia she’d accepted a job almost two hours away. The next day would be three hours of children and close to five hours of driving. But that’s what podcasts and audiobooks were for.
“And what time on Sunday?” Casey didn’t answer because Mia knew what she was going to say. “Exactly, and when you’re not at parties, you’ve got your Books with Belle at the library and the craft day at the Center on weekends. By Sunday night you’re exhausted and then Monday morning you’re at work before nine.”
“It’s not a problem, Mia.” She wasn’t surprised by her friend’s concern. Her schedule had been getting busier recently, but she couldn’t say no to the people — especially the kids — who needed her. When Casey started this side hustle a few years before, there’d been one or two parties a month, so it was manageable, but it had grown significantly in the last year. “I love doing all of this. I don’t want to change it. And unlike you, no one is waiting for me at home to be upset by my schedule.” 
She wasn’t saying this to placate Mia. Her work made Casey happy, kept her busy, and let her be a part of the community she’d come to love since moving to Fable Notch after she and Mia graduated from nursing school almost ten years before. When they met, she and Mia bonded over their chosen career path, as well as their difficult mothers. Neither of them had been wanted pregnancies and that lack of want was reflected in the ways they’d been neglected. The biggest difference between their families was age. Mia’s mother had been over forty when Mia was born, where Casey’s mother had been sixteen. Mia had helped her mother through two bouts of cancer before going into nursing. Casey’s mother was still very much alive and as needy as she had been when Casey was a child.
“You are always doing for other people, at work and in relationships. I can’t help worrying,” Mia said.
Casey gave her friend a smile. “And that’s what makes you a great nurse and a fabulous mother.” Mia had unexpectedly become a parent to a teenager several years ago when her friend from high school died and Mia had been named the boy’s legal guardian. “And it’s part of why I’m not in a relationship right now.” She’d learned after the last one ended she was tired of being the person who did all the things but didn’t get her needs met. “But I’m someone in your life you don’t have to worry about. I promise.”
Mia didn’t look convinced, but she’d let the conversation turn to the plans she was making for her wedding to Cole Hanson, and Casey was happy for the change in topic. Casey was looking forward to everything about the upcoming event including being Mia’s maid of honor.
As she got ready for the day, Casey wondered what her friend would say if she saw her weekend schedule. She had two parties and an event at Crawford tomorrow. For the first event, she was the Snow Queen at a Frozen-themed birthday, then she would change her makeup, wig, and wardrobe so she could be Cinderella for the afternoon event. She was grateful to have enough time between parties today to come home to change. Sometimes she needed to find a public bathroom, which was never pleasant. There may have been room for sex in the back of her car, but not enough for switching from gown to gown.
The GPS told her when she arrived at the
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