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  A Message from the Author


Many readers do not feel the need for content and trigger warnings. If that is you, please skip ahead and begin reading Cal and Jillian's story. If, however, you want to know a little of what to expect when reading this book, then let me take a moment to share a bit with you. 
Across the Lane is meant for adults and contains open-door sexual scenes that are explicit and graphic in nature and may not be suitable for some readers. This story also contains or has themes of Profanity and Alcohol Consumption.
If any of these items are a possible trigger for you, please be prepared. It is this author's mission to never cause trauma to her readers. If after reading my story you find there is something you feel should be included in this list of warnings, please contact me at dawnloveofficial@gmail.com so that I can take a closer look at your concerns.
Much love from me to you,
Dawn






  
  This one is dedicated to my baseball-loving husband. I spent many hours researching ballparks and various baseball rules and details, but it's him I have to thank for calling me out when things didn't make sense. I know I drove him crazy, but I really feel like this one came together so well because of his extreme attention to detail. So, to GCL, thank you, and I love you. 






  
  "I have so much I want to tell you, and nowhere to begin."

J.D. SALINGER








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        More By Dawn Love
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter One
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Rich amber liquid sloshed in his glass as he threw back another shot. He wasn’t drunk but perilously close, and he and his buddies slapped each other on the back as they ordered another round. In the back of his mind he knew that it was time to slow down, but he was thoroughly enjoying catching up with his friends, reminiscing about some of their more famous shenanigans. 
The stories flowed as freely as the alcohol and he realized that this mini vacation had been just what he’d needed. His brother and three of their closest friends had gotten a condo for a wild weekend in Ocean City and thanks to a slim opening in his work schedule and a rare night off, he’d been able to join them. The party had just begun.
Cal looked across the dimly lit bar with its neon signs and laser lights to the dance floor crowded with bodies moving against each other, grinding to the rhythm, releasing energy and stirring passions, to see that his brother had found someone to dance with and was making his moves.  He chuckled.  Poor girl.  She’d probably try to turn the one-night stand his brother was seeking into more than a simple hook-up. 
His brother wasn’t made for that, and he thought, neither was he.  They were two of a kind, both footloose and fancy-free, playing the field and enjoying being single - just the way they liked it. He got Colby’s attention and raised his eyebrow, questioning.  With a nod of his head, his brother confirmed what he’d already figured out; Colby wouldn’t be returning to the condo that night.
Pretty much what he’d figured would happen. Anonymous hookups were the standard for both of them.  Neither had ever had trouble finding a ready and willing woman.  Good looks ran in the family and charisma exuded from their pores.  It wasn’t something that he really thought about, it was just the way things were, the way they’d always been.  
Women were inexplicably drawn to them and up until the past few years, all five of the Cassidy boys had reaped the benefits of their charm and magnetism.  Now, his three older brothers had found their soulmates, their true loves, and had settled down.  Thinking about them, he realized they were better men now because of the women in their lives. He was happy for them, extremely happy.  The women they had fallen for were amazing, perfect matches, and seeing his brothers settled and content brought a smile to his face.  
Even knowing that the changes in his brothers had been for the positive, he still didn’t think that settling down was for him, or at least not at this point in his life, and probably not for a long time to come. He enjoyed being single too damn much to think of tying himself down. 
Cal took another long pull on the bottle of beer he’d been nursing between shots and felt a pair of eyes searing him with their gaze. A shiver ran through his body. As he turned back to the bar, he saw the reason for the tingles running up and down his spine.  She was hot.  Seriously hot.  Long chestnut-colored hair hung down her back to her tiny waist, a riot of wavy curls that begged to be touched.  He couldn’t tell her eye color for certain from where he was, but they were captivating, artfully applied makeup enhancing their effect, and her long dark lashes flirting as she watched him.  
Her lips were full and lush, painted a deep red which brought all kinds of wonderfully creative images to his mind.  Her skin glowed with a deep tan and the black strapless top she wore highlighted sensuous shoulders.  A thin tattoo band circled her bicep, adding a touch of bad-girl sexiness to an already amazing package.  She smiled at him, inviting him over with a gentle nod of her head. Well, he thought, it appears that Colby isn’t the only one getting lucky.  
He turned to his buddies and excused himself, promising to meet up the next day for some time on the beach catching some waves before his busy schedule pulled him back to his career the next afternoon.  He carried his beer with him as he worked his way through the throng of bodies and over to where she sat.
“May I?”
“Absolutely.”  He parked himself on the stool next to her so that he could strike up a conversation with one of his usual lines.  But before he could say anything, she leaned over to him, rubbed up against him, and whispered in his ear.
“I don’t need the chit-chat, handsome, and I don’t need you to buy me a drink.” She drank the last sip of the beer she’d been working on and continued. “I want one thing and one thing only. My apartment is close and if you’re willing, so am I.  What do you say?”
Hot damn, he thought and sobered immediately, flashing a seductive smile.  “I say, who are you, where have you been all my life, and let’s go.” With a seductive laugh, she rose from the bar stool and inclined her head toward the door.
They inched their way through the crowd and out of the stuffy bar into the steamy night air, the noise muffling as the doors to the bar closed behind them.  She turned to him and jumped into his arms laying a sultry kiss on his lips, diving deep into his mouth to get a taste of him.  His heart rate spiked as excitement, anticipation, and pure lust coursed through his body.  She obviously knew what she wanted and so did he.  She broke the kiss, leaving him panting, and slid down his body. “I’m parked over there.  Follow me?”
“Yeah.  I’m on the other side of the lot.  Give me a minute to get around here.”
“Hurry,” she called seductively over her shoulder as she walked to her car.
Oh yeah, he thought. She rang all his bells, and his body was surging with the possibilities of the night ahead.  He was definitely going to hurry, at least until he got her alone and naked.  Then?  Well, then he figured he’d mix it up to see what pleased her most.  Because while he loved sex, every single facet of it, one of the best parts for him was seeing all the different ways he could give his partners the ecstasy they craved and deserved, feeling them melt in his arms and knowing he was the cause.
He jogged to his car, unlocking the sleek black Corvette as he got closer, then slid behind the wheel and revved the engine to life.  He drove across the lot and found her in her car, idling, waiting for him.  Her eyes shot up in surprise as she looked over the sleek black and chrome of his ‘Vette and with a grin at him, she exited the lot, merging with traffic and heading north.
Heart racing and body throbbing he only let the minimum space separate them.  There was no way he wanted to lose her in traffic because he had a feeling this was going to be a night he’d remember for the rest of his life.  True to her word, she only went a few blocks before she turned off on a side street and entered a quiet subdivision. She wound her way through street after street, moving further away from the ocean side of the city and closer to the bay side.  She pulled into the drive of a small beach house and exiting her car, watched as he parked beside her.  
From out of nowhere a wave of nerves fluttered through his stomach.  Shit, he thought.  What the hell?  What was to be nervous about?  He’d done this before – many times.  Maybe, he thought, it was because she was so straightforward about it.  It was certainly the first time he’d ever had someone be so confident, so sure of themselves, and open and blunt about a hookup.  She wanted to be fucked and he damn well wanted to be, was going to be, the one to do it.
She shot him a flirty smile and unlocked the door to her house.  He followed her in and had barely closed the door when she turned to him and jumped in his arms again, just as she’d done outside the bar.  And as she ravished his lips it dawned on him that he didn’t even know her name, which suddenly felt completely wrong.
He pulled back long enough to ask her.  “I’m all for this assertiveness, Sugar, I’m actually really, oh God, really enjoying it, but can I at least know your name?”
The sexy laugh she gave him thrilled him to his core, “Oh, yeah.  Sorry.” She licked a sensuous line from his neck up to his ear and sucked in the lobe before grazing it with her teeth and flicking her tongue against it, her warm breath softly tickling.  “Jillian.  You?”
“Calvin, but call me Cal.”
“Cal?”
“Yeah?”
“My bedroom is upstairs, and I have a drawer full of condoms.”
“Excellent.”
But he didn’t put her down.  Instead, he carried her effortlessly up the plush carpeted stairs while she kissed and nibbled on his ear, sending a call to action straight to his groin. When she pointed to the door on the left, he walked into a spacious room with minimal frills and a king-sized bed.  
He quickly laid her down, beginning his own explorations, discovering tempting, sumptuous curves.  Her strapless top intrigued him, and as he rolled the top edge down her body, her full and heavy breasts popped out causing a deep moan of appreciation to rumble through his chest.  As the cool air in the house reached her pink nipples, they hardened and puckered, making his mouth water.  He licked a nipple and sucked it in his mouth, teasing and flicking it with his tongue. She writhed under him, relishing each and every delight his mouth provided, begging for more.
Inch by inch he continued to strip her of her clothes.  Peeling her out of her skin-tight jeans he discovered that she wore a black lace thong and it was dripping with her desire.  He raised up and stripped his own shirt off, letting her get a good look at his body.  And when she licked her lips and moaned, he knew that all the extra effort he’d been putting into his workouts lately had paid off.  He lowered between her legs and looked his fill.  She had curves in all the right places, and he intended to taste each and every dip and swell until she screamed his name.  
He pressed his nose to her center, breathing deeply, inhaling her arousal, savoring the sweet scent that assailed his senses.  His cock ached to be free, but he knew if he didn’t keep it contained, he’d not be able to control himself long enough to give her the pleasure she sought. Pleasure that both their bodies demanded. 
He ripped her panties from her body, shredding the thin material in his urgency to taste her.  She gasped, turned on by all he was doing to her, by his aggressiveness.  She raised herself on her elbows and met his eyes as he looked up at her.  Their gazes locked, hunger taking their breath away, as he brought his mouth closer and closer to her dripping heat.  
He licked up her center once, twice, three times and then he buried his face, letting her honeyed liquid coat his lips and tantalize his taste buds.  She threw her head back as he began to devour her. He smoothed his tongue in her, working his way up and down her slit.  Her engorged clit waited, throbbing and yearning, hoping that he would pleasure it.  And when he sucked it in his mouth and flicked his tongue against it, she ground her hips against him and demanded more.  He circled, nipped, and teased her clit, drawing out sensation after sensation.  She was close, her body trembling as the orgasm built, and when he pushed two fingers inside her heated core, he sent her flying.
She screamed for him and still he kept after her, pumping his fingers rhythmically through her juices and curling his fingers up, stroking her g-spot.  Her orgasm continued and when he realized that she’d never come down from her peak, it encouraged him to see how long he could make it last.  Wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her from head to toe and she gloried at his touch, reveled in her sexuality.  Finally, her body started to relax, slowly coming down from her high.  But before she had the chance to completely catch her breath, he stripped out of his jeans, sheathed himself in a condom, and dove for her, sending her climbing once more.  
He buried himself deep inside her, enjoying the overwhelming tightness that remained from her orgasm, the resistance of her walls as they stretched tightly around the thickness of his cock, the fiery heat that not even the barrier of a condom could diminish.  He wasn’t sure how long he’d last.  He’d been unbearably turned on as he’d pleasured her, her sweetness on his tongue had hardened him to steel.  His cock had ached and throbbed to be inside her and when he’d finally plunged deep, burying himself as far as he could in her tightness, she’d felt so amazing that he’d almost erupted. 
He pounded his cock deep inside her, his hips grinding hard and fast.  He was relentless, out of control.  Her breasts bounced with each stroke and he lowered his mouth, pulling one hardened nipple and then the other in, suckling and grazing, tongue and teeth. His mouth never stilled, tasting as much of her luscious body as he possibly could, drawing sensation after sensation from her, stealing her breath.
His strong hands explored impatiently, memorizing each dip and curve of her body with his touch. He threw her legs over his shoulders, bending her in half, working his hips in a sexy, undulating dance, impaling her with his thick erection, his body pumping hard and fast, and when he could take it no more, his chest heaved, a low growl ripped from inside him and with one final shove he sent them both flying into oblivion.  His cock pulsed and throbbed as his seed emptied from his body in explosion after explosion of orgasmic pleasure.  Then he collapsed on top of her, their sweat-slickened bodies a tangle of limbs, heaving with exertion.
When he finally gained some control over his breathing, he raised his head to look at her face, to look in her blue-gray eyes.  He kissed her full lips, sampling, lingering as he enjoyed their softness, tracing them with his tongue, dipping and exploring, running his fingers through her hair, then tenderly cupping her cheek, letting his thumb gently caress her velvety skin.  Then reaching between them, he grabbed ahold of the condom and slipped out of her body, out of her bed, and disposed of it before crawling back in to lay next to her, diving into her lush mouth one more time.

When she’d seen him sitting in the bar, she’d known he was going to be exactly what she needed to celebrate her new job.  Her girlfriends had all been busy, and though they were happy for her news, happy for the direction of her career, and were fully supportive of her accepting her new position, it just hadn’t worked out that they could leave their families that evening.  She supposed that was just the way it was when you had soccer, swim team, and dance lessons as part of your life.  She was the only one of her group of friends who was still single and childless, preferring to concentrate on her career as a sports reporter before tying herself down.
Just that morning she’d been given the opportunity of a lifetime.  She’d been offered the position of on-field reporter with a major league baseball team and she’d leapt at the chance. And while she’d grown up a Baltimore Orioles fan, a long-standing family tradition, she was more than willing and extremely grateful for the opportunity to give her full attention to the team she would be reporting on.  And as the Washington Nationals were in an entirely different league, she didn’t feel the least bit guilty giving them her full support.  The season was half over, and she had only been hired as a “fill-in,” but she sincerely hoped that if she showed them how perfect she was for the job, they would consider something more permanent.  
After she’d poured over her contract, reading and re-reading each and every clause multiple times, she’d signed on the dotted line and let out a sigh of relief, feeling like she’d made it at last. Then she’d spent the rest of the day working on learning the team roster, studying their stats, and watching tape so that she could learn as much as she could about them before she left to join them.  She had one week to prepare for her debut, and she needed every moment to make sure she was ready.  But tonight?  Well, tonight she’d wanted, needed, and deserved to celebrate.
He was extremely sexy and very built.  His thick, dark hair was cut short on the sides, but the top was long and expertly styled to look messy. She’d seen him at the bar and had wanted to run her fingers through it just to see if it was even possible to mess it up.  His chiseled features and high cheekbones, strong aristocratic nose, and squared chin made her want to drool.  In fact, the whole damn package had been drool-worthy in her mind.  
The t-shirt he’d worn had stretched tightly across his chest, showing off large, refined, and toned muscles, a hint of a tattoo gracing his right arm before it traveled under his shirt sleeve. When he’d stood to walk to her and she’d seen just how tall he was, she’d done an internal happy dance. Mr. Tall, Dark, and Handsome had been absolutely exquisite.
She’d gotten his attention quickly, and as she wasn’t one to waste time, she’d figured it best to lay it all out there.  Then, if she’d read him wrong, she could move on to someone else.  But he’d bit and he’d bit hard on the bait she’d dangled in front of him, hook, line, and sinker.  He’d smelled amazing, his cologne a subtle, clean, masculine scent that had caused her already simmering arousal to flare quickly into a roaring fire.  
His hard body had felt wonderful under her exploring hands and when he’d removed his shirt, revealing his muscular chest, strong shoulders, and six-pack abs, her arousal had turned volcanic, swamping her in a river of molten lava.  He’d made her come harder than she’d ever come in her life.  Her orgasm had stretched out until she’d thought her body was going to simply implode from the pleasure. And when he’d taken off his jeans, she’d gawked at the size of his cock.  
He’d been long, thick, and incredibly hard.  Just what she’d wanted to satisfy her craving.  He’d entered her, filling her completely, stretching her tight walls to their limits, and it hadn’t taken but a couple of strokes for madness to take over, causing him to fuck her hard, pounding madly inside her heat, losing himself as their bodies came together, time and again, groping, seeking, devouring.
She’d come again as he’d orgasmed and as she’d come down from the flight he’d taken her on, she realized she’d just had the most amazing sexual encounter of her life.  Her body and mind spent, floating in a sexual haze, she’d watched as he’d thrown away the condom, enjoying the view of his body.  She’d been delighted to discover the tattoo on his arm extended up his shoulder, to the middle of his chest. And now, with his back to her, she was able to see that it continued from his shoulder over to his back and down his shoulder blade.  He was an incredible specimen of masculinity. She was fascinated and she really hoped that their evening wasn’t over.
He’d crawled back in bed picking up kissing her again and she’d loved the tender exploring way his mouth met hers, the little licks and nips. Then he’d stretched out on his back, enjoying his euphoric state as he’d tugged her close and tucked her beneath his arm.  
“Obviously this isn’t your first time picking up a guy in a bar.  Are you normally so straightforward?”  
She closed her eyes, enjoying the deep gravel of his voice, and laughed.  “No. Actually, I usually take a little more time, get to know the men I sleep with, but I was in a hurry tonight.  I’m celebrating a new job.”
“Congratulations.”
“Thanks.”
“Feel like celebrating a little more?”
“Sure.  You just let me know when you’re ready.”
He turned his body toward hers and pressed his hard length against her leg.  “Looks like I’m ready.”
“Well, damn.  You sure are.”

They came together a couple of more times that night, but they kept their banter light and teasing, nothing too personal, enjoying each other and the anonymity that came with a casual hook-up.  And when the night ended, they exchanged phone numbers in case opportunities came around again.







  
  Chapter Two
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He punched in the code for the door to unlock the condo and tossed his car keys on the small table just inside the door. He smelled freshly brewed coffee and sent up a silent thanks to whoever had taken the initiative to make a pot of dark and delicious. He walked into the kitchen and was surprised to find his brother back early from his own night of fun. Colby sat at the counter engrossed in whatever was on his tablet, ESPN on the television screen, his phone by a pile of papers, and laptop open to email. 
“Where the hell have you been?  I’ve been trying to reach you all night.”
Cal made a direct line for the coffee pot, ignoring the inquisition and slightly pissed-off tone in his brother’s voice.  He needed a hit of caffeine and he needed it ASAP.  He’d had the time of his life with Jillian, but there had been no sleep, hallelujah, and if he was going to be able to make it through the morning, he was going to need to mainline caffeine to keep him awake.  He took the first sip and then another, letting the coffee perform its magic and give him a boost before he answered.
“Good morning to you, too, asshole. Sorry.  I was very, very busy last night, all night, and again this morning. Twice.” A slightly dreamy-eyed expression crossed his face. “I turned my phone off and even if I hadn’t
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