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Dear Diary,

 

I cannot believe that I lost that bet! Dammit. Now I have to go to the wedding tomorrow night with Eion. I swear I hate Gabs sometimes. She’s been after me forever to go out with her cousin, and I’ve always managed to wrangle a reason why I can’t.

Stupid, Sadee! I cannot believe I was stupid enough to fall for her drinking challenge! Dammit, I knew she could drink more than me, but no, I just had to accept her wager and of course… I lost! Now, I’m drunk, my head is going to hate me in the morning, and I have a date with Eion tomorrow night!

Eion. His black hair and emerald eyes make women swoon. His slight Irish lilt just adds to the already too enticing package. I’ve seen women go completely stupid over him. He makes women lose their damn minds. But not me.

Nope.

Not me.

I’m such a liar. He’s drop-dead gorgeous. And I’m terrified of him. He’s exactly the kind of man that I avoid. Gorgeous. Successful. Rich. Men like him are like a drug. And I’m no junkie!

I don’t want to go out with him tomorrow night. I can’t go out with him.

Just the sight of him makes me want to strip naked and pull his face between my legs. He’s like the forbidden fruit. You just know he’s bad news. You know you can’t have it. You know it’s not for you and you should stay away. Yet… those are all the reasons you CAN’T!

Dammit! I’ve triumphed for six months! I should have known I would eventually give in. He tries to talk to me… I insult him. He buys me a drink… I pour it out. He asks me to dance… I purposely dance with someone else. Why is he so insistent anyway?

It’s because I’m not easy. He thinks I’m a challenge. I’ve played my hand well. But, time’s up!

Fuck me!

I won’t shave my legs! If Bigfoot is beneath my clothes, I’ll HAVE to keep them on.

I’m determined that I will NOT get naked with Eion. Why can’t he be really hairy and ugly? That would make this shit so much easier!

If only he knew how hard I have to try NOT to give in to him.

He’s the damn devil. That’s what he is and I know damn well I’m about to be consumed by flames.

[image: ]

THROWING MY PEN on top of my now closed diary, I fling myself on the bed and sigh. “Shit! You’re so fucked, Sadee!”

As if on cue, my cell buzzes on the nightstand. It’s damn near 2AM; I bet it’s Gabs getting in one last jab before she passes out.

Swiping it from the nightstand, I stare at the screen and blink as I read the name staring back at me. “How the hell? What the fuck? She gave him my number!”

With shaking fingers, I open the text. As I read it, I can hear his voice and it warms my nether region!

“Eion

Goodnight, lass. I anxiously await our date tomorrow night. The Big Bad Wolf is coming for you. Just getting in for the night. I’m in bed. Text me back… if you dare.”

Oh my God… he’s daring me to text him back. Am I going to accept his challenge?

Damn right I am!

My head is screaming at me to put the phone down, but I’m not having it. The alcohol has lowered my inhibitions and Eion is not besting me. Not tonight.

As my brain screams to just go to bed, my fingers are hitting reply. Before I can stop myself, I hit send. “Sadee

I’m in bed, too. Wearing red panties and nothing else. Doesn’t Red Riding Hood best the Big Bad Wolf? See you tomorrow night.”

I smile to myself as I think about his response to my reply.

Within seconds, my phone is buzzing again.

“Eion

Red panties and nothing else? Prove it.”

Prove it? Huh, he wants me to send him a picture of me right now?!

You know what, I’m going to. That fucker has me wet as shit, so maybe he can deal with a hard-on of his own.

Leaning my head back, as I sprawl in what I hope is a seductive pose, I hold the camera out and try to capture as much of my body as I can in the shot. My fanned out hair, arched neck, pebbled nipples, and red lace panties are captured on the screen. As a finishing touch, I blow him a kiss and snap the picture. Before I chicken out, I send it.

As soon as I press the button, I gasp and throw the phone to the bed. My nipples are rock hard and my pussy is drenched at the realization of what I’ve just done. I’m so freaked out, yet turned on…

My hands trail over my breasts and I squeeze my nipples as I clench my thighs to attempt to alleviate some of the ache. I rake my nails over my protruding nipples and close my eyes, imagining it’s Eion’s hands instead of my own.

I can’t stop the moan that escapes my lips at the picture in my head.

My hands are trailing down my stomach and goosebumps are popping up all over my skin at my erotic touch.

Just as I reach my panties and trail my finger softly across the moisture gathered there, my cell rings!
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My phone is ringing?! Oh my God, what have I done? Is Eion CALLING me?! I’m so horny.

I was supposed to go to bed, not start a dangerous game of cat and mouse with the Irish Dream. Shit! What do I do? Do I answer it? Do I ignore it? Something tells me, if I ignore it, he’ll just call back.

Taking a deep breath and removing my hand from my panties, I answer the phone. “Hello?” I can’t hide the breathlessness in my voice.

“You’re playing a dangerous game, lass.” His Irish lilt is thickened. “Do you have any idea what you’re doing? I’m so hard for you, Sadee. Are you wet thinking about me and sending me dirty pictures of your beautiful body?”

I can hear the thickness of his voice and it causes more moisture to flood down below. My panties are so saturated, I have to get them off.

I lick my lips to wet them and peel my panties down my legs. The abundance of alcohol in my system, along with the voice of the devil who haunts me, has me feeling bold. As I glide my finger over my slit, I hiss out a breath and reply, “I’m soaked. My panties were so wet, I had to take them off. My fingers are gliding over my pussy, Eion. I’m so very wet.”

He gasps and I can hear him moving around. “Are you playing with yourself, Sadee? Are you wet for me and wishing I was there?”

I nod before realizing he can’t see me. WHAT. AM. I. DOING?! My finger slips past my lips and dips into my slick channel. A moan breaks free. “I am, Eion. So, so wet and I feel so good. I need something to fill me. Since you’re not here, my fingers will have to do.”

As I’m talking, my fingers are gliding in and out of my pussy. I’m so wet that they slide in and out with ease. My thighs fall open and I add another finger. I have two fingers pumping into myself. I need the other hand. Hitting the button to put the phone on speaker, I lay it next to me on the bed and use the hand not fingering me to roll and tweak my nipples.

Eion’s voice breaks into my delirium.

He grunts, “I can hear you pleasuring yourself, Sadee. My hand is wrapped around my shaft. I’m hard and still thickening along with your throaty moans of pleasure. If  I close my eyes, I can imagine my hand is replaced by your pussy or mouth. Do you wish you had this dick there with you now?”

His quiet groans are amplified by his dirty talk. The voice and the things he’s saying have me ready to explode. Closing my eyes tighter, I imagine him with his face buried between my legs.

His tongue is
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