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Dedication


For those who crushed on their brother's friend, and he had the audacity not to sweep you off your feet. Thank you for all of your continued love and support.
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Tamara Lewis


Sitting at the table, nursing a margarita, Tamara shifted in the booth. Lights flashed, illuminating the darkness of the dance floor. A smoke machine billowed plumes. The heavy bass of the music was both familiar and uncomfortable. She didn’t want to be there. 
Lacey, her best friend, and Jay, her older brother, insisted she needed to celebrate her birthday properly. The club scene had never been Tamara’s thing. The people who loved her didn’t seem to care. They felt it was the only way she could let loose and have fun.
Her definition of fun had changed over the last two years. Curling up in her room with a cozy blanket, a cup of hot chocolate, and a romantic comedy was her idea of a good time. Not this overstimulation.
Unfortunately, she didn’t have a choice.
So, there she was, wishing for the comfort of her bed and a book while her co-workers, Lacey and Amber-Lynn, hooted, hollered, and shook their asses in the VIP section. Tapping her phone screen, Tamara checked the hour. Midnight had to be late enough to head home. Right? She’d given the evening a good college try. They’d gotten here at ten o’clock. That was a solid two hours of fun. Not to mention that it was officially tomorrow. So, the party was over. 
“Why are you hiding?” Lacey said as she bopped into the booth, bumping into Tamara.
Shit. They caught her.
“What?” Tamara tried for innocence as her cheeks heated. 
She flipped her phone over like a girl caught texting her high school boyfriend after curfew. 
“You’re supposed to be celebrating,” Amber-Lynn said as she slid into the booth beside Tamara.
Two friends, one on either side. Tamara wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon.
Dammit. They’d caged her in.
“I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I’m tired.”
“Bullshit.” Lacey reached for Tamara’s drink and downed it in one gulp. “If it were any other day of the week, you’d still be hustling.”
She wasn’t lying, but that was different.
Amber-Lynn nodded.
That wasn’t fair. They couldn’t compare work and pleasure. Or, well, what was supposed to be pleasure. She wasn’t exactly having a great time.
Lowering her gaze, Tamara sighed in resignation. “This just isn’t my thing.”
“What? Dancing?” Amber-Lynn snorted. “You’re like the best we have.”
Tamara covered her heart with both hands, surprised by the compliment. “Really?”
“Well, after me, of course,” Lacey said with a playful wink.
The three of them shared a giggle. The banter eased Tamara’s mood slightly. She would’ve much preferred a dinner or slumber party for her birthday. 
Did women in their twenties still have slumber parties? They had to. A thousand pornos started with college girls in pajamas pillow fighting. If that wasn’t a slumber party, she wasn’t sure what was.
She should’ve suggested that when they were planning this evening. Not the porn part, but a sleepover would’ve been so much better. Why Tamara went along with a nightclub was beyond her. 
Then again, Lacey had made one hell of a case considering Tamara had missed her own twenty-first birthday celebration as well as Lacey’s because of life. So, while they went out under the guise of it being Tamara’s birthday, it was really a celebration for all of them. How could Tamara say no to that? Especially when her brother told her he’d babysit.
When she eyed Lacey, she spotted that mischievous sparkle in her blue eyes. 
Oh shit. 
She had an idea. That was never good for Tamara. A ball of dread churned in Tamara’s stomach.
She should’ve taken the opportunity to flee when her friends were distracted. Now who knew what shenanigans they would get into?
“You have to loosen up a little,” Amber-Lynn said, seeming oblivious to Lacey.
“I agree.” Her friend’s grin turned devilish.
The last time she saw that smile, Tamara wound up passed out at a frat party with a positive pregnancy test two months later.
“I’m pretty limber,” Tamara offered jokingly, hoping the topic change would derail whatever Lacey had on her mind.
“You know what?” Amber-Lynn pointed at her. “You really are. I don’t think I could do half the shit you do. Were you ever a gymnast or something?”
Tamara couldn’t stop the amusement from bubbling up and erupting from her. She hadn’t even drunk that much, but Amber-Lynn could be so innocent sometimes. Ironic considering their profession.
Thankfully, Lacey was right along with her. Amber-Lynn joined in the chuckling. So maybe they weren’t laughing at her. They were doing it with her.
Shaking out her hands and clearing her throat, Lacey leaned in toward Tamara. She waved so Amber-Lynn got closer too.
“Okay. Serious business,” Lacey began.
Yep. This wasn’t good. Lacey was anything but serious.
Amber-Lynn lifted her brows and glanced between the two of them wide-eyed as she scooted in, definitely eager to hear what Lacey was about to share.
“When was the last time you had sex?” Lacey whispered.
“Oh my God.” Tamara covered her face as the heat of embarrassment crept up in her chest and blossomed on her cheeks.
Amber-Lynn squeaked.
“In our line of work, you kind of have to. Like you can’t get out of practice,” Lacey pressed. “As far as I’m aware, you’re not getting laid at the office.” She used air quotes around the word “office.”
Tamara pinched the bridge of her nose.
“Within the week?” Amber-Lynn asked.
Tamara shook her head, more out of the absurdity that this was the conversation than an actual answer.
“Six months?” Amber-Lynn tried again.
Tamara refused to answer.
“Has it been a year?” Lacey asked.
Amber-Lynn picked up her drink and pressed the straw to her lips.
When Tamara didn’t respond, Lacey regarded her with narrowed eyes. “Higher or lower? Who am I kidding? You would’ve told me. It’s higher, isn’t it?”
“More than a year?” Amber-Lynn choked on her beverage. “I could never.”
Tamara dropped her hands and focused on the stem of the empty margarita glass.
“Two years?” Lacy asked.
Tamara bit her bottom lip. “I don’t really have the time.”
“Oh my God!” Amber-Lynn slapped her hand on the table. “Really?”
“Okay.” Lacey wrapped her arm around Tamara comfortingly. “You don’t have to tell me the exact date.”
Good, because there was no way Tamara would admit she hadn’t had sex in nearly three years. That wasn’t anyone’s business.
“Suffice it to say, it’s been too long.” Lacey nodded encouragingly.
“Way too long,” Amber-Lynn echoed.
Placing her fingers against her temples, Tamara leaned over the table. There had to be a way out of this. What could she say that would put her friends at ease? Anything to get them off her back. 
“Okay. Okay. I’ll work on it.” Hopefully, that would do. If not, it wasn’t outside the realm of possibility that Lacey would organize an orgy.
That would take forever. Tamara didn’t have time for that kind of shit. She wanted to go home. Maybe saying she’d try would be enough. Offering her friends a weak smile, she attempted to be convincing.
She wasn’t sure how she was supposed to do that. It wasn’t like she had availability or opportunity to meet people. All she did was work and go home. She could barely afford that. Even tonight, she’d planned on one drink—budgeted for it—but her friends refused to allow her to pay for anything. How was she supposed to date anyone?
Lacey shook her head. “Nah. I’ve heard that before.”
When? Tamara furrowed her brows and peered at her friend. Sure. They’d discussed how Tamara wasn’t sleeping with anyone currently, but she’d never promised to do anything about it. What was Lacey talking about?
“I say you go home with the next guy who crosses our table,” her friend said as she gestured away from them.
“What?” Tamara balked.
“The next good-looking guy,” Amber-Lynn chimed in. “There’s no reason she should fuck an ugly dude.”
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Edward “Eddie” Ricci


Sitting in the nightclub with the bass booming and a glass of vodka soda in his hand, Eddie wore a brave face. Dmitry Sidorov, the son of Boris, the leader of the Russian Bratva in Oklahoma, was his best source for women. Considering he was about to take over a struggling strip club out in the boondocks, he’d need every bit of help he could get if he wanted to make it a thriving business venture. 
That was Eddie’s specialty after all. Wasn’t it?
The Ricci family syndicate, affectionately referred to as the Dixie Mafia by the other organizations in the area, had grown substantially since its inception over twenty years ago. They’d graduated from doing jobs here and there for the other families into having their own when they started their not-so-legal casinos. The income from those ventures allowed Eddie to pitch new ideas to the family and grow their enterprise.
Eddie handled their adult entertainment arm. Escorts, high-end gentlemen’s clubs, and even a brothel or two were under his purview. He didn’t just peddle pussy. He offered an experience. Not to mention, he wasn’t a trafficker. Other syndicates in the state might use force, but he refused. In his opinion, the industry went a hell of a lot better when consent was involved. Every woman he employed had a say in what and how they did business. No one under Eddie was forced into this line of work.
The Russians had similarly loose morals. The bikers, from what Eddie had seen, were far more unnecessarily cruel. Brutality had its time and its place. It should be used sparingly and never be the go-to. That was how their family handled things. In his opinion, anyone who relied on violence as their sole method of doing business was weak. An organization that was capable of great harm yet opted not to use it held the power. 
Fucking bikers. There weren’t enough words in the English language to describe how vehemently he despised them. He’d seen what they’d done to his brother’s girlfriend, and she was family to the bikers. 
Thankfully, they were gone.
That club was anyway, not motorcycle clubs as a whole. Either way, he wouldn’t have to deal with them anymore. Once they’d lost two presidents in a matter of days and their clubhouse burned to the ground, they were done. Their members fled the area, and their businesses were abandoned.
This left their assets ripe for the picking and gave Eddie a prime business opportunity. He had to pounce on it quickly before anyone else sniffed it out. Some of their other enterprises had already been claimed by the other syndicates. Hell, the Colombians snatched up their drug trade before the smoke cleared. Which, honestly, had been part of the plan. If it hadn’t been for them, Paul wouldn’t have Harper. 
It was nice when stuff worked out. 
That was the past. He had to focus on the present, and right now, that meant getting their rinky-dink gentlemen’s club up to Eddie’s standards. 
Unfortunately, it was out in the middle of bumfuck nowhere, but he’d make do. No one else could turn it profitable. Eddie was the perfect man to claim it. All he had to do was secure a few assets to make the transition a little easier. 
Taking a sip of his vodka soda, he did his best not to appear as bored as he felt while Dmitry droned on and on about who the hell knew what. All the guy seemed to do was brag about shit no one cared about and stroke his own damn ego. If he wasn’t the best source for quality women, preventing Eddie from wasting his time auditioning the general public, he wouldn’t even be sitting there. Business was business.
“So, tell me,” Dmitry began as he swirled his glass in his hand. “How are things with your brother and the Irish?”
Eddie fought his groan. 
Another gift from the bikers. These fuckers were still chapping his ass from beyond the grave. Because of their last, albeit brief, president, Paul started a war with the Irish. To be fair, they attacked his woman. Though, to be even fairer, Paul was sort of after her too. Anyway. The entire situation was a giant mess. One that shouldn’t be discussed in mixed company.
Eddie hated thinking about it. “Quiet for now.”
Dmitry nodded. “Good. I prefer doing business with you. Niall is a pain in the ass.”
Eddie snorted a chuckle. He wasn’t lying about the leader of the Irish mob in Oklahoma.
“You know…” The Russian leaned in toward Eddie. “I have a new connection.”
Eddie eyed him warily but waited for him to continue.
“Since you had your falling-out with the Irish, I would imagine you require a different supplier?”
Another truth. Niall and his organization were the best Oklahoma had for illegal arms. The Colombians dabbled, but their supply was shitty. The Irish had the best quality, despite their attitudes. 
“If you need product…”
This was above Eddie’s pay grade. He wasn’t the one who handled guns for his syndicate. That was all his father and uncle’s doing. 
“I’ll be sure to pass that along,” he offered.
Grinning like a cat who ate the canary, Dmitry sat back again and took a hearty gulp of his drink. “Good man.”
The urge to roll his eyes was strong, but Eddie fought it. Instead, he offered his host a stiff smile that no doubt appeared as strained as it felt.
“When would you like them by?” Dmitry asked.
Finally! After more than an hour and a half listening to this jackass prattle on, they got to the reason for Eddie’s visit.
“I’m headed there tomorrow for eyes on. The situation would benefit from a full assessment. I expect it’s a shit show.”
Dmitry nodded in agreement.
“I’m thinking by next week.” That should be more than enough time to figure out which end was up, assess the current talent, and start righting the ship.
“Totally doable,” Dmitry said. “Next Thursday. I have four that are cycling out of film.”
“That works perfectly.” Eddie finished his drink and placed the glass on the table. “Always a pleasure to do business.”
Eddie rose and extended his hand, hoping to close out this discussion so he could get on with his evening. Beside him, his two men who’d stood guard perked. They were two of Paul’s top-tier men and acted as his security during these sorts of meetings. Eddie could never go alone. Being by himself would leave him too vulnerable. Plus, it was a show of power to have men at his side.
A lot of succeeding in this criminal underground world had to do with appearances, from the flashy attire to the show of restrained force. Sometimes, Eddie felt like all of them were masters of illusion trying to outbluff the other.
Not that he was bluffing. Mark and Russell were masters of inflicting pain. Their reputations were well known—which was sort of the point. Either way, with an entourage, Eddie would be taken seriously.
He wasn’t an underling working for his father. As the son of the head of the Dixie Mafia, he should have men at his back, watching over him. Essentially, he was an asset that required protection, though Eddie didn’t believe he needed them. He could hold his own, but his father insisted, so Eddie went with it.
Poor Russell and Mark had to be bored to tears.
Dmitry stood as well and shook Eddie’s hand firmly to seal the deal. “Don’t hesitate to reach out if you want assistance getting rid of your Irish problem.” 
The wink from the Russian wasn’t reassuring at all.
Eddie forced another smile as he turned, hoping to start the walk toward the exit. “I think we’re handling that okay, but I’ll tell my father about your offer.”
Dmitry nodded and smoothed his tie. “Good. Good.”
With a quick jerk of his head, Eddie signaled to his men that it was time to get out of there.
The men bid their farewells before Eddie turned, buttoned his jacket, and headed for the door with his protection behind him. 
“That guy can talk,” Russell mumbled.
Eddie chuckled. At least he wasn’t the only one who’d noticed.
“Don’t you look important,” a sultry voice commented from his left. 
He shifted and spotted a blond woman with soft curls, possibly extensions, false lashes, and almost all of her cleavage showing. If he hadn’t known better, he’d have thought he was at one of his gentlemen’s clubs and not Dmitry’s dance club. 
“Excuse me?” he said.
She stepped closer, blocking his path, and reached for his tie. “Between the suit and the posse.” She nodded to his security detail. “You’re definitely someone I want to make friends with. What’s your name?”
He couldn’t stop himself from laughing. Damn. She laid it on thick. 
“Eddie.” He dipped his chin in a bit of a nod.
“I’d like to introduce you to someone,” she said.
At that, he quirked a brow. His hackles rose slightly, and he scanned the area around them for threats. Had the Irish sent her in as a distraction? She was a good one if they did. He never expected the Irish to work with the Russians. They despised each other more than the Italians hated the Colombians. 
“Tamara, I’d like you to meet—”
“Eddie?” His spine went ramrod straight at the sound of the familiar woman’s voice. What the hell was she doing there?
Jerking his head quickly, bringing his attention back to the blond woman and her friend, he had to confirm. Was she who he thought she was?
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Tamara


Jesus Christ. Of all the people for Lacey to pick for Tamara’s one-night stand, blow the dust off her pussy hookup, it had to be Eddie Ricci! Her brother’s best friend. Why did karma hate her so much? What did the universe have against her?
“Tamara?” His warm smile made her heart flutter as much as it had back in high school when her crush on him was essentially painful.
“In the flesh,” she said awkwardly.
Lacey flicked her gaze between the two. “You know each other?”
“Obviously.” Amber-Lynn snickered. “They said each other’s names.”
“And you didn’t tell me you knew a gorgeous suit guy with an entourage?” Lacey’s accusation would’ve been amusing if Tamara wasn’t wishing that her skirt was longer and her neckline higher.
It was one thing to dress like that and dance in front of strangers. It was another for someone who was practically her brother to see it. What she wouldn’t give for the floor to open up and swallow her.
“What brings you to a place like this?” Eddie asked, circling his finger in the air. 
“Celebrating,” Amber-Lynn sang.
He cocked his head to the side. 
“Birthday,” Tamara answered as she curled some of her hair around her digit. “Nothing special.”
“On the contrary,” Lacey announced. “The anniversary of your arrival into this world is worth a party.” 
She looped her arm around Tamara’s shoulders and set her off-balance. Nearly falling over, she had to lean into her friend to make sure she didn’t tumble. 
“So, it’s your birthday?” Eddie asked.
With a sigh, Tamara nodded.
“Want to join us?” Amber-Lynn asked as her gaze drifted up and down one of the men behind Eddie.
Who were they? Tamara didn’t remember them palling around with Jay and Eddie back in the day. Then again, it had been years since they’d seen each other. Tamara had made new friends, so she supposed Eddie could’ve too. Why were they dressed so fancy? 
The nightclub was upscale, for Oklahoma at least, but a suit was a little overboard. Did they come from a wedding? Wait. Weddings had receptions. No one left a wedding to go clubbing. 
A funeral? Maybe? But who was in the mood to go dancing after mourning? 
“You’ve got two friends, and I’ve got two friends. I’d say we’re a perfect match,” Lacey said, releasing Tamara and ripping her from her thoughts.
“We’d be delighted,” Eddie said, turning slightly. He raised his arm to flag down one of the waitstaff.
“Oh, they’ve been—” Tamara attempted to explain that the waitstaff were busy and hard to get their attention, but the arrival of a server as though he were reeled in from a string interrupted that sentiment. 
“I’d like a bottle of Grey Goose for the table, please,” Eddie requested.
Still shocked at how quickly he summoned someone, Tamara hardly registered his gesture for his friends to join hers at the table. 
“I can’t let you celebrate your birthday by yourself,” he said with a smolder in his eyes that nearly melted her panties right off her body. 
What was even happening right now?

      [image: ]Eddie

When was the last time Eddie saw Tamara? It had to be after Jay, her brother, had come back from Afghanistan. Right? Maybe at their mother’s funeral? How long ago was that? 
Slowly, he allowed his gaze to sweep up and down her. Gone were her days of being all elbows and knees as a shy preteen. She had grown into herself for damn sure. The tight minidress with the deep V showed off every curve and her ample cleavage. The bluish-turquoise color made the fire in her hair that much more magnificent.
Damn, she was a beautiful woman.
Clearing his throat, he gestured toward Tamara’s friends. “Please introduce me.”
“I’m Amber-Lynn.” The woman with various shades of long, wavy brown hair wiggled her fingers in greeting. 
He dipped his chin in acknowledgement.
“This is Lacey,” Tamara said, drawing his attention back to the blond woman who had approached him. “My best friend.”
He grinned. “Ah.” That explained why she had tried to introduce him to Tamara.
“A pleasure to meet you both,” he said before shifting ever so slightly toward the former linebacker with a bad knee who did security for his family. “This is Russell.”
Lacey’s brown eyes glittered at the introduction as she offered him her hand.
The gentleman in Russell couldn’t seem to refuse. He accepted her offering, bowed ever so slightly, and brought her hand to his lips, giving it the most chivalrous and over-the-top kiss Eddie had ever seen. It took all his restraint not to laugh.
“Charmed,” Russell said in his deep baritone as he released her.
Shaking his head at how thick Russell had laid it on, Eddie turned his attention to his other escort. “And this is Mark,” he introduced the sandy-blond fellow with blue eyes that resembled someone who’d walked off a California beach and not some farm in the backwoods of Oklahoma.
“Do you want to dance?” Amber-Lynn asked him.
Mark glanced in Eddie’s direction.
With a subtle nod, Eddie gave his permission. The deal with Dmitry was done. Eddie had stumbled upon an old friend. Why not relax for a bit before they headed out?
His attention returned to the beauty before him, and he still couldn’t reconcile her as the little girl who had followed him and Jay around years ago. Where had the time gone?
As the bottle of vodka arrived with an assortment of mixers, Eddie gestured to the table for the server to leave it. 
“Now we can officially celebrate,” he said. “What birthday is it?”
“I’m twenty-two,” she said with a pinkish hue to her cheeks. He’d seen nothing more adorable in his life.
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Vodka and cranberry juice hit differently when it was made with Grey Goose. Who knew that quality influenced potency? Tamara had no idea. She didn’t drink often, and when she had, it’d always been bottom-shelf cheap shit. Back in the day, when she and Lacey pre-gamed before going to frat parties, Tamara had agreed with her friend when she proudly proclaimed she preferred quantity over quality. She had never been more wrong in her life. 
How things had changed.
Snickering to herself at the memory, she swayed slightly with the music and accidentally bumped against Eddie. Before she could play it off as purposeful, he raised his arm, wrapped it around her, and pulled her against him. 
Her heart fluttered, and her cheeks heated.
Fourteen-year-old Tamara would lose her damn mind. She’d always fantasized about spending an evening with him without her brother. Here she was, a little tipsy, celebrating her twenty-second birthday with her lifelong crush. She didn’t want the night to end. 
Practically sitting in Russell’s lap, Lacey regaled them with a crazy but true story about the last occasion she and Tamara had gone out clubbing. It was a lifetime ago. With their fake IDs in hand, the two of them had gotten into some dive bar where they were hit on by men twice their age.
For the first time in forever, Tamara felt light. Her responsibilities were far from her. She didn’t have a damn thing to worry about but enjoying herself, her friends, and cuddling up to Eddie. In this snapshot in time, life was a dream. This was the birthday present she never knew to ask for.
The night couldn’t get more perfect.
“So, what I’m hearing is that y’all don’t have a problem getting attention?” Eddie’s words could either be a statement or a question. Tamara couldn’t tell.
Amber-Lynn giggled beside her and fell into Mark. “That’s true.”
“Gotta beat them off with sticks sometimes,” Lacey said as she traced Russell’s chest.
Eddie nodded and squeezed Tamara’s shoulder. “It makes me wonder why you approached us.”
Oh no.
“I would imagine it wouldn’t be long before the three of you had your pick,” he added.
Tamara’s wide eyes landed on Lacey, who had her full attention on Russell. “We wanted to get Tamara laid.”
Tamara slapped her hands over her face. Where was that hole she had wished for earlier?
Beside her, Eddie’s chest shook with laughter. 
“Really?” Mark asked.
“Well. To be fair, it’s been a long time,” Amber-Lynn said as though she were helping.
Leave it to her friends to ruin her picture-perfect evening. With pure intentions, they only wanted to make it better. They were drunk and maybe a little too loose with their words, but dear God. Holy fucking airball.
“Hey, T-Bird,” Eddie murmured her childhood nickname in her ear the moment his fingers brushed against hers. 
Reluctantly, she lowered her hands and found a warm, concerned expression staring back at her. She could get lost in those Caribbean-blue eyes. His expression was almost enough to wash away her embarrassment.
“You okay?” he asked as though the world around them didn’t exist. 
How did he do that? It seemed like everyone else had faded into oblivion. They were the only two people in the nightclub with the way he looked at her.
Damn.
Maybe she had had more to drink than she thought.
“I’m fine,” she lied. “Just so you know…”
“They’re three sheets to the wind,” he said. “No one is taking anything they say seriously. I’m sure as hell not.” He pressed a kiss to her forehead.
Was this a dream? Had she passed out drunk? She’d barely had two drinks. Sure, Grey Goose was strong, but not that damn strong. 
He kissed her. Well, not a real one, but it counted. His lips made contact with her on purpose—in affection. It would’ve been better had they touched hers, but baby steps. 
“Besides, I think your one friend is a little busy,” he said and gestured toward Lacey.
To no one’s surprise, she had her tongue down Russell’s throat. 
“I’m pretty sure it’s been a while for Russell too,” Eddie said.
The chuckle bubbled up from her, and despite trying to swallow it down, it erupted from her a bit too enthusiastically. Covering her mouth, she met Eddie’s gaze again. 
“Sorry,” she said, still giggling. “I shouldn’t laugh.”
“Why not?” Eddie asked. “It’s a delightful sound.”
She tilted her head toward him. His face leaned closer to hers. This was it. The moment. It was about to happen.
“Should we get another bottle?” Mark asked, interrupting their moment.
Asshole. Didn’t he know how long Tamara had waited for this?
Eddie’s hold on her loosened. Reality crashed back into her. The club was crowded. The music was too loud, and her friends were way too drunk. She should probably work on logistics to get everyone home. Lacey might have driven them there, but none of them were in any condition to get behind the wheel.
Someone had to be responsible. It might as well be the mom in the group. 
From the inside pocket of his suit jacket, Eddie withdrew his phone, tapped it, and quickly tucked it away. “Well, it’s nearly two in the morning.”
“Should we take the party somewhere else?” Lacey asked. Apparently, she’d come up for air.
“Where?” Tamara asked. 
At this hour? Her friend was out of her damn mind. She shouldn’t be going anywhere else. 
“I think it’s time to go,” Tamara said.
“Who is driving y’all?” Russell asked.
“We can get an Uber,” Tamara said as she reached for her own phone.
“Like hell,” Eddie said as he nudged her phone down to the table.
“My car is here,” Lacey said on a sigh. “I mean, I guess I could—”
“Absolutely not,” Russell interrupted.
That was kind of sweet. 
Eddie clucked his tongue. “Alright, then. Russell will take Lacey and Amber-Lynn home, and Mark will escort Tamara and me.”






  
  5
[image: ]
Eddie


These women were out of their damn minds if they thought he’d let them drive in their drunken state. Tamara might not have been as sloppy as her two friends, but she sure as shit wasn’t in any condition to get behind the wheel. 
Mark wasn’t thrilled with the assignment, but that wasn’t Eddie’s concern. He’d do as he was told. They paid him to follow orders, not to be happy about them. 
Besides, the guy was married. He could cheat on his wife on his own time. Russell, on the other hand, had the largest shit-eating grin on his face. As far as Eddie knew, Russell was blissfully unattached—as single as they came. Which, of course, only made Mark that much more annoyed. 
Whatever. The two of them could duke it out later. Right now, all Eddie cared about was getting Tamara and her friends home safe. 
To his delight, none of women protested the idea. Tamara might chew on her bottom lip like it was a piece of bubble gum, but she didn’t protest. He took that as a win. He did award the women some space, pretending to fiddle with the buttons on his suit near the shitty Kia Forte while the women huddled nearby, whispering to one another.
Who would drive such a piece of shit? The thing had a damn donut on it. There was no way he’d allow Tamara into that death trap.
Allow?
What the hell? Where did that thought come from? 
Shaking his head, he returned his focus to the women. Eddie couldn’t prevent his smirk when he overheard Lacey. “You sure he’s on the up-and-up? Like he’s not going to leave your body in a ditch somewhere?”
“I swear,” Tamara affirmed. “I’ve known him my entire life.”
“What about his friend?” Amber-Lynn asked. “Is he gonna strangle us in a cornfield somewhere?”
When Tamara hesitated, Eddie wanted to step up and defend Russell but thought better of it. 
“If Eddie says he’s a good guy, he is. You’re safe,” Tamara said.
Good girl. 
After a group hug, the women dispersed, and Tamara sauntered toward him. Though he couldn’t tell if she purposefully swiveled her hips to draw his eye or if that was how she walked in those mile-high heels. Either way, he definitely approved.
“Everything okay?” he asked as he offered her his elbow.
She rested her hand in the crook of his arm. “Yep.”
“Then your chariot awaits,” he said.
Her snicker made his balls tighten and his heart flip.
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Jay had informed Tamara that Eddie had figured out how to make a buck and done well, but never, in her wildest imagination, had she ever thought Eddie would drive around in a luxury Lexus SUV. It was sleek, black, and had tinted windows. 
When Mark reached for the door handle before they even got there, he gave off chauffeur vibes. That was a level of wealth Tamara hadn’t thought possible for anyone other than the oil tycoons in Oklahoma. Then again, they’d been drinking. So really, it wasn’t so much that Mark was his driver, he was the designated driver. There was a difference.
Considering she was living out her childhood fantasy of spending an evening with Eddie Ricci, why not indulge in all the absurdities? Yes, Mark was Eddie’s driver. He had enough money to have someone else cart him around town.
“What do you do again?” she asked as he gestured for her to get in the car.
Glancing upward, as if he considered his answer, Eddie blew out a breath. “I own clubs.”
That explained the excellent service they got in the VIP section of the nightclub. Mamacita Locas was probably his place. Nodding, she climbed into the luscious vehicle and reveled in the new-car scent.
Jesus Christ. 
As she sank into the softness of the expensive leather, she closed her eyes, enjoying how the fabric cradled her ass. It was more comfortable than any other chair she’d ever sat in. How sad was that? The back seat of a damn car was the epitome of luxury for her. It was almost cruel for her to enjoy this hugging her behind when her friends were relegated to the cheap, stained cloth in Lacey’s Kia. 
“You still with me?” Eddie asked as he took the seat beside her and closed the door.
“What?” She lifted her eyelids and shifted her attention in his direction. “I’m fine, just enjoying extravagance.”
He chuckled and took her hand, interlacing their fingers. 
Her inner teenage girl squealed in delight. Seriously. This had to be a drunken delirium dream. No way was she actually living this out. 
As Mark got in the front seat, the soft purr of the engine sounded with the start of the car. 
“So, tell me,” he said as he leaned toward her.
The tip of his nose grazed her cheek, and a ripple of excitement trickled through her. Was this the moment? Would he actually kiss her now that they were alone?
“Did I really prevent you from getting laid tonight?”
“Oh my God.” Embarrassment flooded Tamara’s system. She tried to pull away, but his grip tightened, preventing her from shifting from him.
“You’re a grown-ass woman,” Eddie said as he reached for her chin, drawing her focus back toward him. “It’s okay to admit you were horny and on the prowl.”
Why did he have to say it like that? Prowl? Laughing awkwardly, she shifted and crossed her legs as the temperature in the SUV rose about thirty degrees. 
“Be honest,” he urged.
He couldn’t be serious. He wanted her to say it? With words?
“I-I—” she stammered as he got closer.
So close. There was barely a hair between them. Their lips brushed, and her heart hammered.
This was about to happen. Every bit of her vocabulary vanished.
If Mark took a turn too hard, they’d kiss.
The palm of his hand rested at the base of her neck, and she closed her eyes. When he pressed his lips to hers, time stood still. Magic tingled over her skin and danced its way to her core. With his guidance, she tilted her head, deepening their kiss. His tongue swirled along hers, and it made her toes curl.
Her sex heated. She squeezed her thighs together. 
Eddie Ricci kissed her.
This was the best birthday celebration ever. 
Jay must never know.
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This was a bad idea. The worst one Eddie ever had. He could blame it on the vodka sodas, but in reality, he had had little to drink. He was in possession of all his faculties. Which meant he was astutely aware of the fact that Tamara looked too damn delectable in that dress for him not to taste her. So he sampled. 
Chasing her tongue with his, he explored her mouth. He nipped her lips, and his cock stiffened at the sound of her moans. The back seat of the Lexus wasn’t exactly the most ideal place to do this, but he couldn’t hold back. He took what he wanted in the moment.
Palming her breasts over the dress and bra wasn’t enough. He needed more access. Stripping her in the confines of the vehicle wasn’t an option. This wasn’t a limo. They weren’t cramped, but they didn’t exactly have room to do what he desired. 
So, he’d have to improvise.
Trailing kisses along her jaw, he made his way toward her ear. After he flicked his tongue against her lobe, he whispered, “Are you wearing panties?” He hoped she’d tell him no. He had noticed no lines. It was a possibility she’d grant him easy access. 
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Nelly’s “Hot in Herre” ran through Tamara’s mind, but she couldn’t get undressed. Not in the back seat. There simply wasn’t enough room. Yes, she was flexible, but not that limber. 
“Y-y-yes,” she moaned when his teeth grazed her neck. 
A sultry chill ran down her spine, making her pussy quake with desperate need. Too much time had passed since she’d gotten any action. A make-out session with the love of her life definitely short-circuited her brain. 
“Take them off,” he murmured against her collarbone. 
“Now?” Not that she was shy or uncomfortable to go commando. That was essentially her job and all. She just wasn’t sure how she was supposed to pull that off gracefully.
“Either you do it, or I will. Your choice.”
“Don’t threaten me with a good time.” The words fell from her lips before she could truly consider them. Who the hell did she think she was? It had to be the vodka.
He pressed his teeth into the base of her neck. It stole her breath, and her pussy quivered. Her desire for him seeped into the panties. The tips of his fingers circled her knee, and sparks popped in their wake as they traveled up her thigh.
Lightheaded from a combination of her liquor and Eddie’s kisses, she didn’t care that her desire for modesty evaporated with each passing second. As he hooked his finger in the band of her panties, she arched and lifted her ass off the seat. With a tug or two, he yanked her panties over her knees. Effortlessly, they dropped down her shins to her ankles.
He turned slightly, reached lower, and nodded toward the floor. When she lifted her feet, he swiped her panties. He brought them to his nose, closed his eyes, and took a deep inhale. Her mouth fell open. 
No way. He did not just do that. 
Her heart fluttered, and lava flowed through her veins. Why was that hot?
He grinned, and the feral glimmer in his crystal blue eyes was like nothing she’d ever seen before.
“Delicious,” he whispered and tucked them away. 
Where? 
She had no idea. The answer was the least of her concerns at that moment.
The warmth of his palm gliding up her leg again had her breath shaking. Parting her thighs, she granted him access to her dripping sex.
His mouth covered hers the moment he grazed her sensitive folds. Her eyelids fluttered closed as her breath turned ragged. Kissing him back with hunger and matching his intensity, she rocketed off to an alternate reality. 
Tamara never wanted to wake up from this dream. 
Eddie traced figure eights. Despite his featherlike touch, bolts pulsed through her clit as he explored her, teasing the most intimate part of her body. She whimpered against his lips as she reveled in the sensations overriding her brain. Within her shoes, her toes curled. 
Then he plunged two of his fingers deep into her wetness.
Her eyes shot open. With a jolt, she broke the kiss when her head flew back. Holding on to his forearm, she trembled. It had been far too long since anyone had touched her in this manner or paid this much attention to her pleasure.
Staring at the ceiling of the SUV, panting wildly, she rolled her hips to meet the thrust of his fingers. 
“So wet,” he whispered against her ear.
Another shiver rippled through her. Was there enough oxygen in this car? She might pass out. 
“I wish we were in a limo,” he said before he flicked his tongue against the bottom of her earlobe and wriggled his digits deep inside her.
For the love of all that was holy. An entire galaxy flashed before her eyes when he stroked her pussy. 
She moaned, arched her back, and dug her fingers into his forearm. 
“I want to spread you out and feast.”
Squeezing her eyes shut and clamping her thighs around him, she groaned. This was too much. She felt like a tightly wound watch ready to explode. 
Using only his fingers, he pushed her to the point she thought she’d lose her mind. She couldn’t imagine what he’d do with his tongue. Why did he have to be such a tease?
“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her throat between kisses. “Do you think you could take more?”
More? 
More what? Wait! Did he mean his dick? She’d probably die if he offered his cock. But what a way to go.
If it were possible, she’d throw a leg over, straddle him, and ride off into the sunset. Or
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