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PILLOW TALK

MAYA BANKS




CHAPTER | ONE

Zoe Michaels climbed on top of Chase Hilliard, their sweat-slicked bodies humming with arousal. She lowered her head until her mouth hovered over the shallow indention of his navel, and she flicked her tongue out, rimming the edge.

She smiled when he shuddered beneath her lips. He was highly sensitive in that area. It drove him crazy when she touched his belly button.

The tips of her breasts grazed his abdomen when she moved higher. She straddled his hips, and his balls rested against the juncture of her thighs. If she moved even the teeniest bit, her clit pressed against his sac.

Chase groaned, “You are such a damn tease.”

He reached for her, but she playfully dodged him, taking his hands and guiding them instead to her breasts. He eagerly complied and brushed his thumbs across her nipples, bringing them to rigid points.

She closed her eyes as he played. She loved having her breasts  touched. So much of her sexuality was wrapped up in her breasts. It seemed silly, but she’d rather have a man’s mouth on her nipples than her pussy any day.

And her neck. Oh God. She went positively weak whenever Chase nibbled at her neck. Hell, all he had to do was touch her there and she became a gelatinous blob. And to his credit, he loved to stroke her nape. They’d sit on the couch watching movies, and he’d idly pet and caress her neck until she put an end to her torment and jumped him.

Sort of like she was jumping him now. Only she’d already jumped him, and now she had every intention of revving him up again.

Her hands curled around his cock, and she purred in contentment as she caressed his length.

“Quit making that sound,” Chase grumbled in a strained voice. “You know it makes me crazy. What guy doesn’t get off on knowing his girl is satisfied by his equipment?”

She grinned and leaned down, her hair falling like a curtain over his chest. She kissed the hollow of his chest and lapped at the salty taste of his skin.

She rose up just enough to get his cock underneath her. As soon as she tucked the head to her entrance, they both caught their breath. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her ass. Then she lowered, taking him inch by delicious inch.

“Holy hell,” he breathed. “You feel so damn good. I should be worn out and have a serious case of shriveled dick after you worked me over, but I swear you look at me and I get hard again.”

She straightened, sending him even deeper, and smiled down at him. “You say the most gorgeous things. It’s a good thing you say them when we’re not having sex too, or I’d think you only love me for my body.”

He slid his hands up her sides and then cupped her breasts in his palms. “Who says I don’t?”

She laughed and planted her hands on his chest as she arched up and then moved down to sheathe him.

“Tell me your deepest, dirtiest fantasy,” she challenged.

He closed his eyes for a moment as she clamped down around his cock, milking him with her internal muscles.

“You already know all my kinky fantasies,” he said raggedly. “I’m an open book.”

“I don’t believe that for a minute. There has to be something you’ve fantasized, something so outrageous you’d never admit it to me.”

He looked up in amusement. “And you think I’d tell you now?”

She leaned forward until her mouth was just a breath from his. “Tell me. Give me the inside scoop on that tawdry mind of yours.”

“Okay so it’s not exactly the kinkiest thing in the world. It just sounds . . . strange I guess.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Oh do tell. I’m dying of curiosity now.”

He grunted and pulled at her body, lifting her until her nipple rested against his mouth. He’d pulled her nearly free of his cock, and just the head rimmed her entrance. He slid his tongue over one nipple, and her vision went all blurry. Damn the man, but he knew all her buttons.

To make matter worse, he slid a hand around to rest on her nape, and then he simply squeezed just as he sucked her nipple hard between his teeth.

She went wet around the tip of his cock. She drenched him, and then he ran his hands quickly down her waist, gripping her and ramming her down onto his dick.

“Oh God,” she breathed. “Oh shit.”

“Not yet, Zoe. Not yet, baby.”

It was all she could do not to give in and slide over the edge.

“I’m at a strip club.”

His husky voice washed over her, eliciting a deep shiver. She loved it when they talked about their fantasies. There was something  intensely sexy about his voice when it dropped and he spoke to her in low, hushed tones as if he were afraid for anyone else but her to hear.

“I’m there with the guys. The other firefighters. Everyone from the station. The lights go down and the music starts. This really gorgeous woman strolls onto the stage like she fucking owns it. She has killer legs, hips that make a man ache to touch, and an ass that inspires some dark fantasies.”

She watched as his eyes grew dark and he got into the spirit of the game. His body tightened, and his cock pulsed deep inside her pussy.

“She throws off her top, and she has a set of tits that make every man in the place drool. Just right. Not too big, not too small and they’re firm. Her entire body is just tight.”

He began to move slowly within her, stroking in and out. She let him dictate the pace, and she just sat astride him as he worked her hips with his hands and thrust with his.

“She’s you,” he whispered. “And every guy in the place knows you’re mine, and they’re jealous as hell. You’re dancing and watching me with this mysterious smile. There’s not a guy in the entire club that doesn’t have a hard-on the size of a tree trunk, but they know you’re mine, and they hate me because they know you’re going home with me. But you put on a show for them and I watch, loving every minute of it.”

She moaned softly and undulated her hips over him. “You like the idea of other men watching me?”

“Oh hell yeah,” he breathed. “I love them watching, knowing they can’t touch what’s fucking mine. I love that they’re jealous, and they’re all wondering what you see in me and they think I’m the luckiest son of a bitch alive.”

“Mmmm.”

She let out a breathy sigh as she imagined herself doing just the  things he fantasized about. Dancing in front of a room full of men all focused on her.

The possession in his voice, the pride in his ownership tightened every nerve ending until she gasped for breath. She loved that he was so into her, so proud of his relationship with her.

“Not yet, Zoe,” he reminded her.

Shit. She was close. So close. She squirmed as she tried to hold her orgasm at bay.

“And what if they touched me,” she whispered. “What would you do?”

He rolled, tucking her into his arms and coming to a stop, him still buried deep, their positions reversed. His eyes glittered as he stared down at her.

“Do they touch you in your fantasy, Zoe?”

She swallowed and slid her hands up his arms to his broad, muscular shoulders. She loved touching him. It was something she never got tired of doing. He’d worked hard for his body. He stayed in tip-top shape. His job as a fireman demanded it. And she enjoyed the benefits. Oh hell yeah, she did.

She normally wasn’t shy about imparting her fantasies to Chase. They often enjoyed naughty pillow talk during or right before sex. But this particular fantasy . . .

He leaned down and kissed her, licking over her lips then delving inward to slide his tongue over hers.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

Her hands curled around the back of his neck, and she arched into him, wanting him deeper. His strokes were firmer now, more powerful, and he touched a part of her that sent fiery shards of intense pleasure blowing through her body.

“I fantasize about being captured—by you . . . and others. You capture me when I’m not expecting it and you take me away and you take turns making me ...”

“Making you do what?” he asked huskily.

His pupils were dilated, and his lips parted. His breaths came out in jerky little puffs.

“It’s weird because in reality . . . it’s not something I’d want to ever happen. But with people I trusted ...”

“What do we make you do, Zoe?”

She touched his face, her fingers trembling as the excitement from the mental images bombarding her coursed through her veins.

“You make me pleasure you. You pleasure me. You bend me to your will. You fuck me over and over. And while they fuck me, you watch. Sometimes you tell them what to do. Sometimes you let them do whatever they want. You watch and you enjoy seeing other men take what’s yours and completely take me over.”

“Ah shit,” he breathed.

He tightened all over. He swelled within her, and they both teetered precariously on the edge.

“Don’t move,” he said harshly. “Not an inch. Give me a minute.”

She obeyed because if either of them moved, she would explode. She was so tense, so buzzed on sexual excitement that she tingled from head to toe. Her clit swelled, and she ached to reach down and touch herself. Just once. It was all she’d need, but she waited, wanting them to go together.

“You like my fantasy?”

She was genuinely curious. They were pretty open about their sexual kinks, and Lord knew they had a very active sex life. Their motto was they’d pretty much try anything once.

“Fuck yeah,” he gritted out.

She ran a finger over his lips, easing some of the strain as he fought against the urge to come.

“The idea of you stretched out between two other men? Or maybe you’re riding one while another takes your ass and another is fucking your mouth? While I watch? Holy shit. That’s hot.”

She trembled. His words buzzed over her skin, evoking erotic  images of her being taken over and over as he watched. She arched helplessly into him, no longer able to control the rising tide.

Chase withdrew and then slammed hard into her, his muscled thighs pounding the backs of hers. His balls slapped against her ass, and he leaned forward so his angle was sharper and his entry deeper.

She curled her fingers into his shoulders and then raked her nails over his back. He loved it when she did it, said he loved wearing her mark.

Their mouths fused hotly, in rhythm with their bodies. Over and over he thrust, taking them closer and closer until every inch of her body was one big balled-up jumble of nerves.

“Chase, please!”

He reached down, knowing what she needed. His thumb brushed over her clit, and then he pressed harder, rubbing it in a circular motion. He thrust again, and she lost it.

She came unglued in his arms. Her cry echoed across the room, and then his mouth came down over hers, silencing her. His hoarse shout was swallowed up by her inhalation.

Faster and harder. Pleasure razored across her body, a thin edge of pain and ecstasy. Sweet, sweet ecstasy.

She spun out of control, and for a moment lost all sense of herself, only that she floated on a hazy cloud of oh-my-God good.

Slowly she became aware of Chase kissing her. He kissed a lazy line up her jaw and to her mouth, nibbled on her bottom lip before continuing on to the other side of her jaw and down to her neck. Ah shit, her neck.

She shivered uncontrollably as soon as his lips touched the column below her ear. He chuckled and sucked lightly. Tremors overtook her, and a second orgasm raced over her like a quick thunderstorm in summer.

“Not fair,” she croaked as she collapsed underneath him.

“You love it and you know it.”

There was that.

He kissed her one last time before carefully withdrawing from her body. She lay there as he rolled out of bed to get a towel. She loved not using condoms and was happy they’d been together long enough that trust was established and they could enjoy spontaneous, mind-bending sex without latex. She didn’t even mind the cleanup afterward because Chase always took care of that.

She was a lucky, lucky woman.

After taking care of the sticky parts, he slid back into bed with her, and she snuggled into his embrace. Another thing she loved about him is he didn’t seem to mind her need for postcoital cuddling. How cliché was that?

Not that they didn’t have their share of quickies—half of which were instigated by her. There were plenty of times they had sex on the run and cuddling was definitely out. But times like tonight when they had all the time in the world, lying in his arms after spectacular sex? There wasn’t anything else like it.

He kissed her forehead and smoothed her hair away with gentle fingers.

“So tell me another fantasy,” he said.

She shifted until she looked up at him. “Oh no, it’s your turn. I confessed last.”

He grinned. “Hard-ass.”

A door shutting across the house had her looking up. “Guess the guys got home. At least this time they weren’t around to hear me scream,” she muttered.

Chase snorted and reached over to pat her behind. “They’re used to all the noise you make. It’s a regular joke down at the station.”

She rose up on one elbow and pounded his chest with her fist. “Get out! Tell me that’s not true!”

It was bad enough that their roommates Brody McNamara and Tate Winslow were an inadvertent audience to their noisy sex—okay,  so she’d tried really hard to be quiet, but sometimes it just wasn’t possible!—but now the entire firehouse knew she was a screamer?

Chase had that smug shit-eating grin that told her the other firemen definitely knew and that Chase took it as a personal badge of honor that he could satisfy her so thoroughly in bed.

“You probably brag about it,” she said in disgust.

“Of course I do. I’m a guy.”

She flopped back onto the pillow and sighed. “You’re not getting out of telling me another fantasy. You owe me two now.”

He chuckled and cupped her ass possessively. “It’s sort of like your fantasy, only I walk into the house one day to see another man bend you over the counter in the kitchen and fuck your brains out while I’m watching.”

Her eyes went wide. “Are we talking like cheating here? I mean you catching me with another guy?”

He shook his head. “No, babe, I don’t mean it that way. I know you wouldn’t cheat. It’s just sort of a fantasy of seeing you, bent over and fucked six ways to Sunday while I watch and me knowing you’re completely helpless.”

“Mmmm, I like the helpless part. It’s sort of like one of my favorite fantasies I think about when I use a vibrator. You know, when you’re working forty-eights and I’m all alone,” she pouted.

He tweaked her exaggerated lip pout, then nipped at her full bottom lip. “What’s this fantasy?”

Heat rose up her neck.

“You’re blushing!”

It came out as a hoot, and his eyes twinkled with laughter.

“Oh shut up,” she grumbled. “I feel like such a slut.”

He snorted. “You’re my slut and I like you that way.”

She thumped him again for good measure.

“So? Fess up. What’s this vibrator fantasy you have?”

She closed her eyes and conjured up the image. “You’re holding me down. My arms above my head while other guys take turns  fucking me. I’m all stretched out, and you’re holding my wrists so I can’t move.”

“How many are there?” he asked huskily.

She blushed again. She just knew it.

“I don’t really know. Several. Two hold my legs apart and I look down to see one step between my legs and he just thrusts. It’s so wicked. He fucks me down and dirty and hard and then he moves and another guy takes his place.”

“I’d like that one if you were on your belly so I could fuck your mouth while they’re fucking your pussy,” he said thoughtfully.

She rolled her eyes. “Trust you to turn my fantasy into yours. I’m more comfortable on my back. I don’t want to have to do any work, and giving you head is work.”

He grinned. “Are you saying I’m a chore?”

She arched an eyebrow at him. “It takes concentration to suck you off. You’re not exactly small.”

“Poor baby,” he murmured. “Would it surprise you to know I’m not very small right now at all?”

She glanced down to see that he was indeed very erect again.

“Holy hell. You trying to set a record?”

“It wasn’t intentional. I fully intended to retire him for the evening after going two rounds with you, but all this fantasy talk has him revved up and ready to take off again.”

“As long as I don’t have to do the work this time,” she teased. “I’m tired!”

He rolled over onto her, parting her thighs and settling between them. He leaned down to kiss her.

“Don’t worry. All you have to do is lay there.”




CHAPTER | TWO

Zoe whipped into the parking lot—or what served as the parking  lot—for the community baseball and softball fields. The town of Cypress had banded together a few years back to build the fields for the Little Leaguers, but in the fall, the adults used them for mini leagues.

She’d barely had time to get home after her shift in the ER and change and get to the ball field before the game started.

Today the guys from the Cypress fire station played the EMTs and paramedics from the ambulance service. The winner got to play the sheriff’s department in the next game.

She hopped out of her sporty mini SUV and bent down to tie the laces of her tennis shoes. She eyed the bleachers and saw that a large number of supporters had shown up for both sides. She smiled. Good times followed by beer and barbecue. Life didn’t get much better in the South.

Toni Andrews drove up and parked beside Zoe, and Zoe got a  glimpse of the toddler in the car seat. Little Samantha was as cute as a button wearing her MY DADDY’S A FIREMAN shirt.

“Hey Toni,” she called when Toni got out of her car.

“Hey Zoe. You just get off work?”

“Yeah, busy shift. Almost didn’t get out in time. I’d hate to miss the game.”

Toni walked around to get Samantha out of her car seat, and Zoe smiled and blew kisses at the grinning baby.

“Is Simon playing today?” Zoe asked.

Toni wrinkled her nose. “No, but Matt and A. J. are. Simon’s working. I couldn’t miss the two boneheads, and plus Sam loves her uncles to pieces.”

Zoe walked toward the bleachers with Toni, but her thoughts drifted. She hadn’t been able to get last night’s fantasy conversation with Chase out of her mind. An idea had taken root and now it refused to go away.

She shook her head, wondering how she’d manage to pull this off.

She was about to take a seat with some of the other wives and girlfriends when she heard her name. She looked up, holding a hand over her eyes to shield the sun.

Brody stepped out of the dugout and loped over to where she stood.

“Hey, glad you made it. We need you to play shortstop.”

“Where’s Chase?” she asked. She turned to the parking lot. Now that she thought about it, she hadn’t seen his truck when she pulled up.

“He was called in. Captain has one out sick. We drew straws. He lost.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “How badly did you and Tate cheat?”

Brody gave her an innocent look, his blue eyes twinkling with mischief. Before she knew what was happening, he was tugging her toward the dugout.

“Brody, wait! I can’t play.” She glanced down at her tank top and denim shorts. “I’m not dressed, for God’s sake.”

Brody paused long enough to send an assessing look down her body that had heat climbing over her ears.

“You’re perfect! Besides, if we start losing, we can use you for distraction purposes.”

She glared at him.

“Come on, Zoe. You’re a kick-ass shortstop. We need you.”

Tate Winslow stuck his head out of the dugout. “Come on guys, we’re taking the field.”

She eyeballed her two best friends in exasperation. “You could have called so I could have at least worn a decent top.”

“Why the hell would we do that?” Tate asked.

She walked toward him, and Brody grinned because he knew she’d caved.

“If I come out of this top, I’m going to kill both of you,” she muttered.

Brody smirked down at her as they rounded the corner to duck into the dugout. “Honey, if you come out of that top, we’ll be your slaves for life. And so will the rest of the team, no doubt.”

The other firemen held up their hands to high-five Zoe as she made her way by. Tate tossed her an extra glove.

“Head to short, short stuff.”

“Kiss my ass,” she grumbled as she shoved past him onto the field.

She squinted as she trotted toward shortstop. Damn sun was killer today. Before she could turn around to take position, a cap settled roughly over her head, and a firm hand shoved the brim over her eyes.

She tipped the bill back up to see Brody slap her on the ass as he walked past to left field.

“Thanks,” she called.

She repositioned the cap until she was satisfied with the result, and she took position as the first batter came up.

The first three innings went quick. Lots of fun and laughter and plenty of horseplay. It was obvious neither team took the competition very seriously. Until one of the paramedics bet the firemen’s team captain a case of beer that the paramedics would wipe the field with the firemen in the last three innings.

“Oh it’s fucking on,” Mike Sanders growled as the firemen returned to the dugout at the bottom of the sixth inning.

The score was tied four to four, and the firemen had last bat. They only needed one run. The problem? Zoe was up in the batting order.

No pressure. None at all.

“Come on, Zoe,” Matt Langston called as she selected her bat.

“Just get on base, darlin’,” A. J. Spinelli said. “We’ll bring you home.”

Brody and Tate walked out of the dugout with her, and they flanked her as she stood in the on-deck circle waiting for the catcher for the paramedics to come out of his dugout.

“Right field’s weak, and they’re playing you shallow, Zoe,” Tate murmured. “Sail it over his head and you’ve got a double at least.”

She fidgeted, transferring the bat from hand to hand. “Shit, guys, you know how long it’s been since I played?”

Brody put his hand on her shoulder. “You can do it. Oh, and show a little more cleavage. They’ll be too busy staring at your tits to watch the ball.”

“Asshole.”

Tate snickered. “He’d be the first one out of the dugout to throw a shirt over you if you had a wardrobe malfunction, and you know it. Unlike me, who’d get an eyeful and then throw something over you.”

“What a pal,” she muttered.

“Batter up!”

Brody patted her on the ass. “Come on, Zoe girl. You can do this. Piece of cake.”

She drew her shoulders up, then let them fall as she walked toward the plate. Oh well, it was only a case of beer, right? Only she’d known the fire crew to murder for less. This was all Chase’s fault for not being here. He was their strongest bat by far. And he had a competitive streak that bordered on vicious. The firemen would have never gotten away with fucking around in the first three innings if Chase had been there hounding them.

She fouled the first one back, which was just as well. She hadn’t liked her swing and had been too indecisive. She turned inward just a bit and lined up, ready for the second pitch. Tate was right. They were playing her shallow, and the right fielder was a hefty guy who would never have the speed to run back for something over his head.

The pitch came in perfect. Slightly low and down the middle. She connected with a sweet smacking noise, and the ball drilled hard over the right fielder’s head. She took off running, trying to ignore the way she bounced in her tank top. She’d wanted to look good and show off her tan. She hadn’t planned on exerting herself.

She toed first base and shot to second, determined to get at least a double. When she got to second, Tate, the third base coach, held her up.

She stopped and bent over to catch her breath while the firemen and their bleachers cheered loudly.

“Come see me, sweetheart!” Tate called from third base.

She held up her thumb, and the dugout roared in approval.

Matt Langston was up next and flied out to center. His team-mates groaned and ribbed him as he returned to the bench. Mike Sanders was up next and hit a hard ball between third and shortstop into left field, enabling Zoe to get to third while Mike held up at first.

“We’ve only got one out, so stay put on the fly,” Tate reminded her. “Anything out of the infield, get your ass home.”

Brody went up to bat and Zoe mentally cheered. He’d get her home, no doubt.

He let the first pitch go by only to get ribbing from the opposing team. The second went off his bat with a solid crack and Zoe took off, head down.

“Slide! Slide!”

She vaguely heard Tate hollering behind her, and she lined up for her slide. The catcher stood in front of the plate, his glove out to make the catch.

It all happened so fast she still wasn’t sure what the hell happened. One minute she was about to slide, the next the catcher initiated a flying tackle, nailing her in the jaw with his glove.

They both went flying. The catcher landed on top of her, knocking the breath from her chest. Her foot skidded across the plate and through the buzz in her ear, she heard, “She’s safe! Catcher dropped the ball!”

She tried to get up, but the damn catcher was still struggling on top of her. Then suddenly he was yanked up by an irate Brody.

“What the fuck, man?”

Brody shoved him back until he hit the fence, and suddenly Tate was there, every bit as angry as Brody.

“There was no call for that shit,” Tate bellowed. “This is a friendly goddamn game. You could have seriously injured her. You don’t tackle a woman like that.”

The dugouts emptied, and the firemen and paramedics alike pulled Brody and Tate off the catcher. Tate knelt on the ground, his green eyes worried as he ran his hands over her body.

“You okay, Zoe? You hurt anywhere?”

“I’m good,” she wheezed. “Seriously. Just need to catch my breath.”

“Son of a bitch,” Brody bit out. “I’m going to kick his dumb ass for that stunt. What did he think this was, a freaking wrestling match?”

“Help me up and quit planning the poor guy’s funeral.”

She extended her hand up, but Tate curled his arms underneath her and lifted.

Several of the paramedics came over to ask her if she was okay, and she waved them off. “I’m fine. Really. Put me down, Tate.”

He let her slide down until she was on her own two feet again. Mercifully she could draw a full breath now even if her head was spinning.

“Christ, Zoe, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hit you that hard, I swear.”

She looked up to see the very contrite catcher standing in front of her, his glove still on.

“It’s okay, Mac. Really. I’m okay. And hey, we won. You dropped the ball.”

“Don’t remind me,” he grumbled. He reached over and ruffled her hair, which earned him a growl from Brody. “Sorry, kiddo. I forgot you weren’t one of the guys.”

She smiled and nodded, then promptly groaned at the pain that splintered her skull.

Tate swore. “Come on, Zoe. We need to get you home and get some ice on that head.”

“And miss the beer?” she asked in mock horror.

“I’ll make Brody buy a six-pack on his way home.”

“Why do I get stuck buying the beer?” Brody protested.

“I hate to remind you but it’s your turn to cook too,” Zoe said.

Brody looked at them with a hopeful expression. “I don’t suppose you guys are up for a grilled cheese?”

Both Zoe and Tate eyed him balefully.

“No? Damn. All right, all right. I’ll make a run by the grocery store and meet you guys at home.”

Tate squeezed her shoulder. “Come on, I’ll follow you home if you think you’re okay to drive.”

She looked at him in exasperation. “Tate, I’m fine. Let’s go. I  look like I’ve gone three rounds and lost.” Then she looked down at her tank top that was most definitely not covering everything it should. “Shit. Did I flash everyone?”

“Huh? Sorry, baby. I wasn’t looking at your tits. I was too worried about other parts of your body.”

“I’m strangely insulted by that.”

He laughed and smacked her ass. “Come on. Let’s go.”

 

 

Zoe pulled up in front of Tate and got out of her car. Not waiting  for him to catch up, she headed into the house, anxious for a shower to wash off the layer of dirt caked to her body.

Fifteen minutes later, she walked into the living room in a clean pair of shorts and a T-shirt to find Tate waiting for her with an ice pack.

“I’m good, Tate.”

He ignored her and sat next to her on the couch, tilting the bag of ice over her head. After a few seconds he removed it and then started thumbing through her hair.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Wanted to make sure you weren’t bleeding or something.”

“And?”

“No blood, but you have a hell of a lump.”

He stuck the bag back on her head and held it there while they sat on the couch. He reached for the remote with his other hand and turned on the TV.

“College football, bass fishing, or a movie?”

“Football,” she said. “LSU is playing this evening.”

“Don’t see your fixation with LSU,” he grumbled. “Have you no loyalty to Texas teams?”

“I might if they didn’t suck,” she said sweetly.

“Oh, damn, that hurt.”

She laughed and he grinned good-naturedly. Tate was a lot of  fun. Laid back, playful. Sun-streaked, muddy blond hair that was more brown than blond in winter and more blond than brown during the summer. He had playful green eyes and a killer tan, and he lived in cutoff jeans and bare feet.

Brody, on the other hand, was dark-haired and smart-assed and could be surly as hell when provoked. He had his moody times when she, Tate, and Chase left him alone, but he was as good as gold, and the four of them had been friends a long time. He tended to be overprotective when it came to just about everyone he considered a friend or loved one. She teased him and called him a growly bear, and he took it in stride.

Fifteen minutes later, the bag had drooped precariously as the ice melted, and Brody walked in the door with a six-pack in one hand and two bags of groceries in the other.

“You okay, Zoe?” he called from the kitchen.

She could hear him rummaging around and then opening and shutting the fridge.

Tate took the bag off her head and felt her bump with his fingers again. “Looks like the swelling has stopped. Is it still hurting?”

“Nothing some ibuprofen won’t cure. I’m fine, Brody,” she called back to the kitchen.

“I’ll go get you some and see what Brody’s digging up for dinner. I don’t know about you but I’m starved,” Tate said as he got up.

After he left, she promptly commandeered the remote and went in search of her football game that Tate had conveniently forgot to tune in to.

It was kismet that Chase was gone and she was alone with Tate and Brody. Her idea had been percolating the entire day. While she was at work, it rolled around in her mind until she could literally see the scene as she’d set it. Now she just had to work up the courage to talk to Tate and Brody about it and hope they didn’t think she’d lost her mind.

Tate didn’t immediately return, which meant Brody had wrangled  him into helping with dinner. Half an hour later, she was primed for kickoff when the guys walked in each holding a plate. Brody had two, and he set one of them down in front of her on the coffee table. Tate plunked the six-pack of beers down beside the plates, and they took seats on either side of her.

“Hey, this looks great,” she said as she sniffed appreciatively at the mound of pasta.

“I can cook,” Brody mumbled around a mouthful of food.

“Yeah, but we usually get burgers or hot dogs on your night,” she pointed out.

“You deserved a good meal. You won the game for us and took a hard-ass hit. That was fierce!”

“Ah, the things I do for beer.”

Tate laughed. “Girl after my own heart.”

They ate in silence, with Zoe stopping every once in a while to either cheer a good LSU play or yell at the referees over a bad call.

Afterward, Tate took the plates into the kitchen while Brody and Zoe kicked back on the couch. Nervousness scuttled around her belly, and she suddenly wished she hadn’t eaten so much.

She sipped at her beer and wondered the best way to broach the subject of her plan with Brody and Tate. It wasn’t that she had any problem with getting up in front of the guys and doing a topless dance. Fact was, it was a huge turn-on. Who knew she was such an exhibitionist? She was more worried that Brody and Tate would veto the idea before she could get it out of her mouth, and there was no way she’d go to anyone else for help with this kind of thing.

“Hey guys, I have a favor to ask.”

Both guys turned curiously in her direction. “Shoot,” Brody said.

“Well, you know Chase’s birthday is next week. I sort of have something planned. A surprise. But I need your help pulling this one off. It’s, um, unorthodox.”

Tate grinned. “I think I’m loving it already.”

She drew in a deep breath and plunged ahead. “He has this outrageous fantasy, and I want to give it to him.”

“Whoa. Define outrageous,” Brody said.

“Picture guys’ night out. Strip club. It’s him and the guys from the firehouse. This hot chick comes out and she’s shaking it. Only it’s me. Everyone’s staring and Chase is loving that I belong to him and that other guys are watching his girl.”

“Holy shit,” Tate breathed.

“Uh, I have to ask the obvious here, because I’m afraid the image of your tits is now branded on my eyeballs.”

Zoe burst out laughing. Leave it to Brody to make light of it and ease the tension.

“You want to actually pull this off? And where exactly do Tate and I come in?”

“Yeah. I want you two to arrange guys’ night out at the strip club in town, only I’m going to try to rent out the place for the night so I can be the evening’s entertainment. I want it private, with only the people you guys invite. I don’t want Chase to suspect a thing, and I plan to tell him I have to work.”

Tate threw her a skeptical look. “And you really think Chase will be all right with this?”

Her lips lifted into a smile. “Oh yeah. I think he’ll be blown away.”

“Dude, don’t talk her out of it. We get to see her naked. Finally,” Brody said.

She shoved at his arm and glared him into silence. “A few ground rules. No married guys from the station, okay? That means Simon and Matt are out. I don’t want that kind of awkwardness if this gets out. I’d prefer that it remain private, but I figure that has a snowball’s chance in hell of happening.”

“You’re serious? You want to do this?” Tate asked.

“Yeah, I mean it’s hot.”

“You’re telling me,” Brody muttered.

“So will you do it? Think you can get the guys on board?”

“Are you kidding?” Tate asked. “Mike would give his left nut to see you naked. The guy’s been lusting after you for months. If Chase hadn’t already threatened to kick his ass, he would have made a pass. I’m sure the others aren’t going to complain about seeing a beautiful woman shaking her ass onstage.”

“You can’t tell them anything more than they’re celebrating Chase’s birthday with guys’ night out at the strip club.”

Brody snorted. “We won’t have any problem getting a group together. They’ll be more surprised Chase is being allowed out to play.”

She rounded on him, her mouth wide open. “What’s that supposed to mean? He does what the hell he wants. You say that like I keep him on a tight leash or something.”

“Down, girl,” Tate soothed. “What he’s saying is that the other guys will be surprised you’re cool with him hanging out on his birthday at a strip joint. They’ll think he’s a lucky son of a bitch. When they see it’s you dancing, they’re going to know he’s a lucky fucker.”

“That’s sort of the idea,” she said ruefully. “He wants every guy in the place to be insanely jealous of him.”

“Vain bastard,” Brody said with a chuckle.

“Thanks, you two.” She leaned over to kiss Tate on the cheek and then bobbed back to kiss Brody. “You’re the best.”

Brody’s goatee brushed across her chin, and a light shiver worked down her spine. She ignored it and sat back, determined not to let the fact that she’d be dancing naked in front of her best friends cause any weirdness.




CHAPTER | THREE

Chase entered the house and tossed his keys on the counter. It  was quiet; everyone was already asleep—something he needed to be doing because he started a forty-eight tomorrow morning. Sucked being called in today and missing the game, especially in front of a shift.

He walked through the bedroom and smiled when he saw Zoe curled up in his spot, her head on his pillow. Cracked him up. She was fiercely possessive of her pillow, but the minute he vacated the bed, she always took over his.

He quickly showered, eager to get in some time with Zoe, even if it was only a sleepy snuggle. A few minutes later, he slid into bed, nudging her over with his body until she stretched, mumbled in her sleep, but complied with his silent request.

Man, she felt good. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into his chest.

“Hey, you’re home,” she said in a sleepy voice.

He dropped a kiss on her forehead. “Yeah, for a few hours anyway.”

“If I didn’t hurt so much, I’d make the most of those few hours.”

He frowned. Then he pulled away, staring at her in the darkness. “How come you hurt?”

“Game. Made me play for you. Got laid out by the catcher.”

Zoe never was the best conversationalist when she was half asleep. It wasn’t the optimum time to ever get straight answers from her, but he rolled back and reached for the lamp.

She buried her face in his chest when the light flooded the bed.

“Damn it, Chase.”

“Look at me,” he growled.

She raised her chin, blinking at the light. A bruise marred her jaw, and he touched it gently. She winced.

“Ow. That hurts.”

“What the fuck happened? Are you hurt anywhere else?”

“Sore. Feel like I got hit by a wheelbarrow full of bricks. Mac tried to tag me out at home.”

“With what, his fists?” Chase demanded.

She put a finger over his lips. “Don’t snarl. Tate and Brody already crawled all over his ass. He didn’t mean to. Besides, he dropped the ball and we won.”

He leaned down and brushed his lips across her bruise. “He should have been more careful. I’ll kick his ass when I see him.”

Zoe snorted. “Leave him alone. He felt bad.”

He cuddled her to him, then reached back to turn off the lamp. He didn’t like seeing her bruised and was surprised by his reaction to it. He wasn’t used to feeling so possessive of any woman. If asked, he would have classified his relationship with Zoe as fun, extremely hot, but very laid back. She wasn’t demanding—a fact he loved. And she didn’t pressure him to get serious too quickly—another thing he loved. In short, she was the perfect girlfriend.

But this dark feeling that possessed him the minute he knew she’d been hurt—by another guy—wasn’t comfortable. It wasn’t fun and it wasn’t light. His mind screamed that she was his and no one better lay a fucking hand on her. How messed up was that?

“Want me to cook breakfast?” she mumbled.

He smiled and stroked a hand down her back. “No, baby. Sleep in and catch up on your rest. You’ve had a busy few days in the ER. Aren’t you working evening shift tomorrow?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“Sleep tight, then. I’ll see you in a couple days.”

She nuzzled closer and kissed his throat. “Night.”

 

 

Nervous bubbles scuttled around Zoe’s belly as she checked her  appearance in the dressing room mirror. She’s been careful not to use so much makeup that her identity wasn’t discernible. After all, that was the point. For everyone—especially Chase—to know who she was.

But now that it was nearly showtime and she was as scantily clad as a stripper—hello, she was a stripper for the evening!—she was having some serious cold feet. Oh not about the idea in general. She was still a big fan of knocking Chase’s socks off, but she hoped to hell she didn’t trip onstage. Or fall off it. Or that the guys didn’t laugh her into infinity.

Renting out the club hadn’t been cheap, but it beat having the entire town see her naked and gyrating.

A knock sounded on her door. “You’re up,” the manager called.

“Oh holy hell,” she breathed.

She stared back in the mirror, cinched up her top so that a little more cleavage was shoved forward, and then ran her hands over her lean belly to her hips, where the sparkly little tassels flickered in the light.

She wore only a G-string underneath and so with every movement, her ass was exposed beneath those shimmery little tassels. She wasn’t taking off more than her top. Not that she wasn’t proud of her wax job, and she knew damn well Chase loved it, but some things were too private to be flaunting. Her girly proclivities being one of them.

With a deep breath, she walked into the hallway and headed in the direction of the stage. She paused at the curtain and then nodded toward the DJ.

Showtime.

 

 

Chase laughed at something one of his buddies said and snagged  another beer from the waitress.

“Is it me or is it dead in here tonight?” Mike asked.

“You would know,” Brody said in a dry voice. “Not all of us have lifetime memberships.”

The rest of the guys hooted in laughter and threw pretzels and nuts in Mike’s direction.

“Hey, before the show starts, I want to propose a toast to the birthday boy,” Tate announced.

He stood and made a show of clearing his throat.

“Speech! Speech!”

Tate grinned, then tipped his beer in Chase’s direction. “May this birthday be the best ever.”

The others raised their bottles in response, and Chase’s ears were drowned in a chorus of Happy Birthdays.

He raised his beer good-naturedly as he stared at the dozen friends gathered. They’d think he was a pussy if they knew what he was really thinking. If Zoe hadn’t had to work, they could have spent a quiet night at home.

They would have watched a movie while he played with her neck. She would have been so hot by the end she would have  jumped his bones there on the couch, and then they would have retired to the bedroom and made love the entire night.

Yeah, he was keeping that thought under his hat. The guys would never let him live that one down.

The lights dimmed and the spotlight hit the stage. Whoops filled the air as everyone focused their attention on the small stage. The music began, a frantic, high-tech bumping and thumping.

Then the curtains flew open and there she was. His supposed birthday present.

The guys surged to their feet as she strutted forward in a pair of heels that were designed to make a man drool. Chase followed the line of her legs up to an ass that jiggled with every step.

Hell, he might be attached but he wasn’t dead. She had an ass to die for.

She turned around, sticking that ass out, and began to shake it in time with the music. Around him the air exploded in whistles and catcalls.

She undulated, working herself back to a fully upright position. The light wasn’t on her face, but then who came to this kind of place to look at a chick’s face?

When her hands hovered teasingly at the clasp of her top, the roar got louder.

“Take it off, honey!”

“Oh hell yeah!”

Strangely, Tate and Brody stood back, their arms crossed, and they had peculiar expressions on their faces. Brody took a swig of beer and then drained the entire bottle as if he needed fortification.

He’d have to give them both shit later because it looked like they were wary as hell to see the lady in question disrobe.

She strutted to the very end of the catwalk until she stood directly in front of the group of men. Then her top flew open, and her breasts bounced free.

Chase nearly swallowed the tip of his beer bottle and put it  down before he embarrassed himself. Brody and Tate looked strangled, and both reached for another beer simultaneously. The other guys pushed forward, crowding the stage.

Then the light flooded her entire body, and Chase forgot to breathe. Hell, it felt like someone had kicked him right in the balls.

“Zoe,” he whispered.

She smiled a sexy, disarming smile and pointed directly at Chase. Then she crooked her finger in a come-hither motion about the time the other guys recognized her.

At first there was deafening silence that was obvious even above the din of the music. Then a chorus of “Holy shit!” went up.

Chase was paralyzed at first. This was his fantasy. She was playing out his fantasy. He caught a flash of uncertainty in her eyes, and he knew he had to act fast or this was going to be a disaster.

With a broad grin, he shoved his way through the crowd of guys and came to a stop in front of her. He looked up at her with an arched eyebrow.

“Are you my birthday present, sugar?”

A slow sultry smile lit up her entire face. She bent down until her breasts swayed precariously close to his mouth, and she kissed him just once.

“Just sit back, cowboy, and enjoy the show.”

She straightened and the music changed to a slower, more seductive beat. Her gaze never leaving him, she began to dance, her body writhing in time to the music.

Around him, the guys stared up at her in awe. They looked back and forth between her and Chase as if they couldn’t quite believe what was going on.

Then he saw the jealousy and the lust in their eyes. It hit him with more power than he’d ever imagined in his fantasy. This was his girl onstage, giving him the performance of a lifetime, and his friends were watching, envying him with their every breath.

He glanced back at Brody and Tate and realized then that they must have been in on it. It explained their unease. He almost laughed. They looked a little green, and every time one of the guys yelled something to Zoe or made a motion like he wanted to touch, he thought they were going to resort to violence.

But he saw something else in their eyes. Something they probably didn’t want anyone to see. He saw desire and yearning.

“Goddamn it, Chase, you are the luckiest son of a bitch,” Mike said over the music. “I’ve never had a girlfriend willing to do this for my birthday.”

His statement was met by a round of guffaws.

“You don’t keep a girl long enough to be called your girlfriend,” A. J. said with a snort. “Taking them to bed, then sending them on their way doesn’t a relationship make.”

“Fuck you, Spinelli,” Mike said rudely. But he grinned in acknowledgment even as he flipped A. J. off.

The rest of the firemen crowded round and finally it was too much for Brody and Tate. They pushed to the front and glared at their fellow firefighters.

“You don’t touch and you better damn well be respectful,” Brody growled.

Chase chuckled and looked back up to see Zoe lower herself to her knees in front of him. She crawled to the edge where he stood, reached for his shirt and pulled him roughly to meet her lips.

Her kiss was scorching and he felt the sensation all the way to his toes. Hot, sweet, intensely erotic. He burst into flames, and he sported wood that threatened to ruin his jeans.

“Happy birthday, baby,” she murmured.

He reached to cup one breast and rubbed the pad of his thumb over her nipple. She smiled a devilish little smile that told him this wasn’t all she’d planned for him.

She kissed him again, then rose to her feet and continued her  sexy dance—topless and not enough to cover her ass—but Chase wasn’t complaining. She’d go home with him afterward while everyone else would go home cursing Chase’s luck.

A chorus of whistles rent the air.

“Son of a bitch!” one of the firemen yelled. “She’s freaking hot!”

Chase settled back on his heels and stared at her as she gracefully danced, her breasts bobbing, her face flushed with exertion—and excitement—and that delectable ass bouncing enticingly close.

He knew they all wanted her.

And then he remembered the fantasy she’d imparted to him.

A slow grin traveled across his face.

She’d taken the initiative and given him something he’d only fantasized about in his dreams. He could do the same for her, and furthermore he’d have a fucking awesome time doing it. Her fantasies were hot. They were as much a turn-on to him as they seemed to be for her.

He glanced sideways at Brody and Tate. Who better to ask to give Zoe her fantasy than two guys who cared about her every bit as much as he did?



CHAPTER | FOUR

Zoe ducked behind the curtain and stood there for a long moment, catching her breath and still riding the adrenaline high. Wow. It was the only word that came to mind.

Seeing Chase’s face when he saw her for the first time, seeing the lust and desire that burst into his eyes, had sent a set of flurries loose in her belly that were still making their rounds.

She glanced down at her bare tits and then up at the DJ. Oops. She hastily covered herself and started down the hallway to the dressing room.

Footsteps behind her—quick, hurried footsteps—had her turning nervously around, her hands still cupped over her breasts.

She relaxed when she saw it was Chase but tensed again as he strode forward, his eyes glittering with purpose. She didn’t even have time to open her mouth to say anything.

He swept her into his arms and backed her against the wall. She hit with a resounding smack, and his lips went immediately to her neck.

As soon as his teeth sank into her tender column, her knees buckled, and she would have slid to the floor if he hadn’t been holding her up.

“You were. So. Fucking. Hot.”

His breath blew over her ear as he kissed a path to her lips. She moved her arms to twine around his neck, and her breasts pressed into his chest.

“Jesus, I want you, Zoe. Right here. Right now.”

Without waiting
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