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      “I need to get laid.”

      The sound of power tools drew me to the window of my second-floor office.  The dark-haired mountain man who lived next door to me was in his front yard.  Looking very lickable. Fuck. Me. Please...

      Considering the size of the lots in this neighborhood, I shouldn’t have heard a thing.  But I was stuck writing a scene.  So, any distraction would do.  I was heavily into the fourth, and what was supposed to be the final book in the Goddesses of Academia fantasy series I’d begun just two years ago.

      It probably wouldn’t be the last; since it had such a cult following, I’d been able to purchase my house outright without using all of my earnings from the previous year.  To say it was making money hand over fist was an understatement.  The problem was...I was getting bored with writing romance books which hinted at sex, but didn’t actually get into all the sweaty goodness of carnal delights.

      Which is how even the slight hum of whatever my neighbor was using had been able to tug me away from my work.  I couldn’t decipher his goal with the chainsaw in his hand.  Yet, I stood there staring at the way he gripped the tool.  The focus he placed on the task.  If I had a pair of binoculars, I would’ve shamelessly followed any sweat dripping from his forehead on its path down his face into the henley stretched across his broad chest and shoulders.

      My pussy clenched and pulsed the longer I stood there looking.  I don’t know why.  I wouldn’t know what the hell to do with a man like him.  Sadly, in my eighteen years of official adulthood, I’d had such unremarkable sexual encounters, I wouldn’t know where to begin with someone who appeared as virile as Mountain Man.  That’s what I called him, because I didn’t know his real name.

      I’d moved in less than a month ago and hadn’t officially met any of my neighbors—other than the president of the homeowner’s association.  However, no matter what Lulu said, I wouldn’t be calling her if I ‘needed’ anything.  Her ass was a nosy busybody.  I felt it in my bones.

      Only the persistent pinging of my phone pulled me away from the Mountain Man buffet outside my window.  Picking it up, I saw it was my agent calling.

      “Hey, Gabby.  What’s up?”

      “Did you get the package?  The courier said they dropped it in your mailbox.”

      Shit.  I hadn’t made a step outside my house in two days.  I’d completely forgotten about the documents she’d mentioned earlier in the week.  Quick-stepping to the door, I hedged on answering directly.

      “You know I’d call you if I had any issues, ma’am.”

      Grabbing onto the railing, I steadied myself as I hurried down the stairs.   Gabby’s tsk of disbelief in my ear preceded her next statement.

      “You haven’t even been to your mailbox, have you?”

      “You don’t know that.”

      When I opened it, the chime of my front door minimized the strength of my comeback.  She didn’t bother to argue her point.

      “Call me after you look it over.  Goodbye.”

      Silence followed her parting words, and I slid the phone into the pocket on the side of the yoga pants I wore religiously, although I’d yet to do any actual yoga in them.   Outside, the noise of my Mountain Man’s power tools was clearer.  I had to fight not to stare in his direction.

      It would be just my luck I’d trip on an invisible crack in the sidewalk and faceplant.  So, utilizing every ounce of willpower I possessed, I kept my eyes on the mailbox at the end of the walkway between my house and the street.  However, my plan was foiled by the abrupt stop to the whirring noise.  Seemingly only able to perform one motor function at a time, my feet glued themselves to the concrete as my head turned to investigate the sudden silence.

      Standing next to Mountain Man was a cute brunette.  When she saw me staring, her face lit up with a bright smile.  Giving me a shy wave, she called out to me.

      “Hello!”

      Returning the gesture, I pulled myself together enough to continue with my quest.  The flame of my libido was effectively doused by the other woman’s presence.  Apparently, there was a Mrs. Mountain Man—or at least a girlfriend.

      Putting my focus entirely on the task I was there for, I retrieved the large envelope from the mailbox.  I paused for a moment to check the information on it, then turned back toward my house.

      “Um... Excuse me?”

      The brunette was striding across the yard, stopping at the edge of my property.

      “I don’t mean to bother you, but I just have to ask.”

      Twisting her fingers in front of her, she was nearly bouncing on the balls of her feet.  It took me a second, but I recognized the signs.  She was a C.M. Goodlove fan.

      “Are you C.M. Goodlove?”

      Her hopeful expression was so endearing, I couldn’t say no—even if I was disappointed in her spoiling my eye-fucking of my Mountain Man neighbor.

      “Yes.  I am.”

      “OMG!”  Looking over her shoulder, she yelled excitedly.  “I told you, Mac!”

      It felt like she was standing next to me a split second later with her hand out to shake mine.  She immediately began speaking.  Words spilled from her lips faster than an auctioneer during a bidding war.

      “My name is Virgie.  Virgie Roberts.  When my brother told me someone bought the Pierce place, I had no idea a celebrity had moved in next door.  You are my favorite author.  I’m absolutely obsessed with the Goddesses of Academia series.

      Book four is coming out soon, right?  That’s what it says on your website.  You also mentioned it in your last newsletter.  Wait!  Don’t answer.  It sounds like pressure.  I don’t mean to pressure you.  it’s rude.”

      She rattled on for a few more seconds before she was interrupted.  Not by me.  By Mountain Man placing his hands on her shoulders, then physically lifting her off her feet.

      “Enough, Half Pint.  Leave the nice lady alone.  She came out to check her mail, not to be waylaid.”

      My pussy did that clamping thing again when he looked directly at me with honey brown eyes bracketed by thick lashes beneath full eyebrows.  A distinct, and not unpleasant, manly scent accompanied his sensual presence.  I was not okay.  I deserved compensation for the effort I put into remaining poised while he talked to me using his deep voice, conveying his status as a southern transplant in our Atlanta suburb.

      My mouth was on autopilot when I murmured something about it being no problem as he literally tucked the small woman under one arm and strode back across the yard.  As I walked toward my house, I had no idea that little ball of energy would become one of my best friends, putting her delicious looking brother completely off limits.
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      “Get your shit together, McKenzie Roberts.”

      Speaking to myself like I wasn’t me didn’t help in the slightest.  I was still less than two minutes away from storming back across the flagstone path to Chelsea’s back door.  At which point, I’d kick my sister the hell out so Chelsea and I could talk about why she would not be signing up for some dick on demand app to ‘explore her sexuality’.

      The fuck she would.  Talking myself down wasn’t working.  But, my main problem was I didn’t have a leg to stand on.  In the two years since Chelsea had moved in next door, I’d gone through at least three girlfriends—all of whom she’d met or interacted with courtesy of her friendship with my annoying little sister.  A sister I was on the verge of kicking out of the fucking family for suggesting Chelsea sign up for the dick app in the first place.  Whose side was she on?

      Thirty minutes earlier

      Standing near the garden doors leading from Chelsea’s back yard, I stopped with my hand on the handle.  It was Chelsea’s response to something my sister said, which made me pause—listening to their conversation rather than alert them to my presence.

      “I don’t know, Virg... This seems a little extreme.  Sure, I want to write better sex scenes—or even actual sex scenes instead of fading to black all the damn time.  But...Eggplant?  Isn’t it just for people who want no strings sex?  How will that help me with intimacy?”

      What the hell?  Thankfully, my question was confined to my internal thoughts.  Silently, I closed the door, edging closer to the opening separating the sunroom from the kitchen.  I couldn’t see them, but I was certain they were seated at the round table in the breakfast nook.

      I was sure Virgie’s indulgent tone was accompanied by patting Chelsea’s hand when she responded.

      “Because... You aren’t seeing the big picture.  That’s why it’s good to have me as a friend.  To guide you.  Yes, Eggplant is for people who want no strings sex, but there are different levels for different needs.  See, look.”

      My fists clenched so hard my fingernails dug into my palm.  What the fuck was Virgie doing on a hook up app, and why was she recommending it to Chelsea? Wait? Didn’t she say something about wanting to write better sex scenes?  I knew next to nothing about writing, but I thought fiction authors literally just made shit up.  Why couldn’t she just make it up?

      “I see what you mean, Virg... But still.”

      A sliver of relief skated along my shoulders at Chelsea’s reluctance.  Good girl.  Stay away from jerks online.  They wouldn’t know what to do with a woman like you.  I was starting to feel pretty good until my damn sister opened her ever-running mouth again.

      “Didn’t you tell me, unless it was fantasy, you had to have experience with something to help you write it effectively?  Maybe that’s your problem with the spicy time.  No offense, but didn’t you also say the guys you’d been with in the past were mediocre at best?  Maybe you need your toes curled and your lady bits pounded into oblivion.  Then you’ll be able to kick things up a notch in your sexy time writing.”

      “Maybe you’re right.  I’ll have to think about it though.”

      “Don’t think too long.  You might talk yourself out of it.  Take a chance.”

      What the fuck?!  I’d heard enough.  Only knowing I’d embarrass the shit out of Chelsea if I rounded the corner kept me from doing it.  Leaving was the only way I could assure I didn’t simply say ‘fuck it’ and walk in anyway.

      Now

      I’d nearly worn a hole in my carpet when I heard the sound of Virgie’s car.  A quick glance out the window verified she was leaving Chelsea’s place. Alone.  I watched until her taillights faded into the night.  Armed with the knowledge that my sister was gone, I strode through my house, exited the back door, and walked through the gate I’d built in the fence separating our back yards.  Solar lights illuminated the flagstone path I’d laid leading from my back door to hers.  Both items were a strong suggestion from my pushy little sister, citing her desire to visit us both when she came over—although she spent more time at Chelsea’s than my place.

      Stopping at the garden doors, I didn’t walk in as I’d done before.  Instead, I knocked on the glass.  A few moments later, Chelsea was there, waving me inside.

      “Hey, Mac.  Virgie left a few minutes ago.”

      Stepping over the threshold, I continued forward, forcing her to step back.

      “I know.  I’m not here for Virgie.”

      Confusion dipped her brow as she stared up at me.  Her bottom lip disappeared between her teeth, momentarily distracting me.  Wetness glistened on the plump pink pillow when she released it.

      “You’re not here for Virgie?”

      Her voice sounded so small.  So innocent.  I almost backed off.  Then I remembered she was close to caving and downloading a fucking app to dial up some dick-on-demand.

      “No.  I’m not here for Virgie.”

      She took a tentative step back.  I followed, keeping the distance between us the same.

      “Then, why are you here?”

      Giving in to the urge to touch her smooth brown skin, I traced my fingers along the curve of her shoulder, then down her arm.

      “I’m here to keep you from making a mistake.”

      When her eyes widened, I could practically see the wheels turning in her head.  Her thoughts, while silent, virtually screamed through her expression.  However, they gave me the words I needed to not sound as overbearing as I was definitely going to come off.

      “And...I’m here to offer my assistance.”

      Speaking slowly, as if still processing my words and her thoughts, Chelsea responded.

      “Offer your assistance with what?”

      Goosebumps sprouted on her arm in the places I’d touched her.  I took it as a good sign.  Stepping farther into her personal space, I slipped my arm around her, pulling her body into mine, letting her feel all of me, including my quickly hardening dick.

      “Showing you the difference between when a man fucks you like he means it versus when he’s only about himself.”

      Her scandalized gasp would’ve been my cue to back off, if her eyes hadn’t given her away—along with the way her breasts poked against me. Her hips seemed to soften as she leaned into me.

      “What—?  Uh-hm.  What makes you think I need that kind of help?”

      Placing my other hand on her ass, I pressed my now completely hard cock into the softness of her stomach.

      “Number one, I heard you and Virgie talking about it.  Number two, and most important, you want me to be the one.  Besides, I’ll be damned if you call up a dick when mine is right here, ready and available.”

      Gentle hands put pressure on my chest.  Reluctantly, I yielded to her silent request, allowing her to put a few inches between us.

      “Mac...”

      Biting her bottom lip again, Chelsea seemed torn for a moment before finding her
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