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Chapter One 
Sitting on Jodi’s balcony, taking in the last rays of the afternoon sun and sipping caffe lattés--nothing quite so mediocre as instant coffee and milk for Jodi--Sam enjoyed the silence of the moment, let her eyelids flutter shut, and tried to relax. 

“Right, Sam. You ready then?” 

The business-like tone in Jodi’s voice shortened the moment into about five seconds. Sam opened one eye and glared at her friend. “For what? Christmas? The next millennium? For you to mind your own business and take care of your own miserable love life?” 

“Har, har. Very funny. I don’t have a love life, Sam--I have a sex life. A very orgasmic sex life, which is more than I can say for you, Missy. You need help.” 

Help, thought Sam. She needed more than help. Her love life needed some serious CPR before it expired on a gasping wheeze. 

Jodi put her cup down on the glass table and turned serious. “You’ll be the big three-O in a couple of weeks.” 

“Yes, I know that. Thank you so much for reminding me.” 

“Aw, don’t be like that, Sam. Look, I know you expected to be married by then with a tribe of crying, grotty little pipsqueaks...” Sam couldn’t help grinning at the visible shudder that ran over Jodi’s body, “...nipping at your heels, and now it looks like it isn’t going to happen.” 

“God, Jodi, you make it sound sooo attractive.” Sam smothered a smile. Marriage and motherhood were definitely not on Jodi’s schedule any time in the foreseeable future. To Jodi, kids were smelly, wet, noisy little nuisances who should be seen but not heard, and preferably not seen either. If Jodi had her way, her kids would be born eighteen years old--well past the parental torment of childhood and puberty, and ready to move out, move on and move away. 

But to Sam, the dream of a loving husband and family was something she had wanted for as long as she could remember. As a living, breathing example of the emancipation of women, she was a total failure. Home, hearth, hubby and kids. Was it too much to ask for before her biological clock ticked its last tock? 

“Hey, you with me, girl? You got that glazed look in your eyes again. Stop daydreaming and listen up. The man of your dreams is right in here.” She rustled the printouts from the morning’s trip to the astrologer under her nose. 

“He must be a bit on the skinny side then. Maybe he slithered out while you were waving those sheets around,” Sam offered drolly. 

Jodi rolled her eyes in exasperation. “No, Mr. Aries, you dolt. The man who has, and let me quote, ‘been sitting under your nose waiting for you to notice him and who is going to sweep you off your feet.’” 

“Um ... first problem.” Sam put her hand up to stop Jodi from butting in. “Aries is out. Absolutely! I was married to one, if you recall? Farmer Joe? Instead of sowing a few wild oats, he wanted to plow the whole damn paddock, which he did with gay abandon, if you remember, the whole thankfully short time we were married. And then there was Gary, Mr. I-love-my-sport-more-than-you. Anybody but an Aries. 

Please.” 

“Sorry, chickie. Aries it is. So, deal with it. Next,” Jodi slipped her glasses down onto the bridge of her nose from where they had been stationed on top of her head, “you will be married, or at least seriously committed within six months.” 

“Committed sounds about right,” Sam grumbled under her breath. “Look, I’m not even compatible with Aries. I’m a Taurus. He’s a ram; I’m a bull. Different species--no crossbreeding allowed.” 

“Nope. And I can prove it to you. Let’s see...” She skimmed the printed sheets. “Taurus and Aries. When these two signs come together, the partnership is a natural union with passion, represented by Aries--Mr. Soon-to-meet-love-of-your-life, and love--that would be you, represented by Taurus. These two signs in a relationship represent balance. Blah, blah... Aries, ready and willing at a moment’s notice, wants to jump into the relationship, and steady Taurus wants to go more slowly.” She cast an eye at Sam over the top of her black-rimmed glasses. “You don’t have time for slowly, hon. We’re going to have to pick up the pace a bit, okay?” 

Without giving Sam a chance to get a word in, she looked back at the sheet and continued. “An Aries-Taurus partnership can be a great learning experience for both signs. Aries can help Taurus be more impulsive and adventurous and Taurus can help rein in some of Aries more over-the-top impulses. Hmmm ... over the top impulses sounds promising...” She winked at Sam. 

“Wow. Thrilling,” said Sam, rolling her eyes. “Match made in heaven. Definitely.” 

“Shush. There’s more. Taurus is sensual, tolerant and tender. Aries is attracted to the Taurus sensuality, and Taurus--stable and loyal--can be Aries’ rock. Aries can motivate Taurus to take the risks in life that lead to true happiness.” Jodi looked up at Sam. “You taking this all in? This is good stuff.” She ran her finger down the page until she found where she’d left off. “Aries brings enthusiasm and excitement to the relationship; Taurus brings security and romance. Blah, blah, blah. When Aries wants instant gratification--ooh, I like the sound of that--Taurus can show the importance of conscious deliberation. Sounds like you two will have a good mix of hard and fast and slow and steady,” she said with a laugh. Jodi’s eyes skimmed down the page. 

“What’s with the ‘blah, blah’ bits, Jode? What are you leaving out? Show me those notes.” She reached for them, but Jodi just brushed her hand away. Sam could see from the sheaf in Jodi’s hand that there were more, so she was grateful that Jodi felt she’d made her point and put the papers down. 

“See?” said Jodi. “It’s all there. So, next step is, you’ve gotta get out there, girl, and make yourself known. Show your stuff. Shake your booty. Otherwise how are you going to meet your dream man?” 

“I resent that. I ‘get out.’” 

“Nuh-uh. Going to the movies on your own, or hopping down to the local Chinese for take-away does not count. It’s about time you started showing that bod around town, sweetie. Next weekend. How about we go to that new nightclub ... you know ... the one down the road from the health club where I work. Smooth Moves, isn’t it?” 

Sam swiped a mental hand across her brow. “Can’t. Sorry. I’m moving next weekend, remember?” 

“Oh crap. Well, as soon as you’re settled. And we are definitely going out somewhere for your birthday. So start thinking of somewhere you want to go, preferably where the average age is slightly less than fifty.” 

“Sure thing, Jode.” Not. 

During her marriage to Mr. Wild Oats Aplenty, she’d heard tales about Jodi and nightclubs. Legends, in fact. Whole armies of men collapsing at her feet in silent adoration. Falling all over each other for the indescribable pleasure of dancing with her. 

She glanced over at Jodi, her long legs swinging over the side of the chair, head tipped back, eyes closed in worship to the mild afternoon sun, taut, tanned midriff showing. And that long blonde hair... Even pulled back into a ponytail like it was most of the time, it still looked like a rope of silk. Jodi was a personal trainer, which meant that she was fat-less and trim, and even on her five-foot-nine frame, she had legs that Sam would kill for, that started at her feet and ended somewhere under her armpits. 

Next to Jodi, Sam felt like the Goodyear Blimp. If she didn’t love her like a sister, she wouldn’t be seen dead with her... 

Nope, Sam thought, short and lush best described her body. Well, not lush exactly. That just sounded too much like a lawn that somebody had over-fertilized. Short and ... Rubenesque. Curvy. That was better. But it was her shape and she was stuck with it. The only thing little about her was her feet. On the plus side though, her eyes were her best feature--big green ones that apparently lit up when she smiled. She’d been told that a few times, although mostly by women now that she thought about it, so maybe it didn’t count. Her hair was a plain boring old brown, long and a bit too wavy for her liking. But most guys didn’t get past the chest anyway, so who cared what the head looked like. Right? She knew how Dolly Parton must feel. Still, big boobs were better than nothing... 

Jodi opened one eye, fixing it on Sam, busting into her pondering. “You know what you need, sweetie? You seriously need to get laid. It might loosen you up a bit. A few good orgasms would take that tension right out of you. Actually, now that I think about it, we’ve got this new guy at the gym,” she said, starting to get more animated. “He’s cute and available. I could line up a date for you with him. He’s got the cutest butt...” 

“Jodi Hughes!” Sam bit out. “As much as I just adore being the focus of your considerable efforts to get me fixed up, laid and married, not necessarily in that order, could we please change the subject? There will be no Mr. Aries, no nightclub where I can sit in the shadow of your divine brilliance and tear up soggy coasters while I watch you trip the light fantastic with a chorus line of gorgeous Gene Kelly wannabes, nor...” she held her hand up to stop the rash of protestations, “will there be mercy dates with Mr. Tight Tush from the gym. If Mr. Aries is right under my damn nose, for a start he must be a total short-ass, so I can’t fail to notice him, can I? My dependable and patient little Taurean body will probably trip over him while he’s running around being rash and foolish. Six months, right? Fine, then. I can wait that long.” God, she’d wait longer for the right one... 

She sat back and smoothed her skirt, and crossed her legs. Subject closed. Permanently, if she had her way. “Now, you going to Jamie’s barbeque tomorrow?” 

“Oh yeah, baby!” Jodi sat up, wicked anticipation all over her face. “I asked Jamie to see if he could get that guy who does the Scorpio spot to come along. He has the nicest ... um ... eyes, ya know?” She lowered her sunglasses and batted her eyelashes at her. 

Jamie. She and Jodi must be the only girls in town who didn’t drool over him every time he walked past. Even though he was now a six-foot-plus hunk’a burnin’ love with a body that sent women into orbit--frequently, at that, if the stories were true--they had grown up with him and still remembered the skinny kid with grazed knees and a passion for dancing in his teenage years, that was, in those days, very un-cool for a guy. Now, however, he was the lead dancer and choreographer for Calendar Guys, the Aussie version of The Chippendales. And for all the lack of female diet in his younger years, the hard work had paid off in spades. He was the ultimate chick-magnet, and didn’t he just love every single second of it! 

Blond hair, blue eyes, big and muscled, and the guy had rhythm! Just once, they’d gone to see him perform. After nearly choking on their cocktails, their eyes bugging out of their heads, the decision was unanimous afterwards that Jamie had definitely grown up. No doubt about that. But Jamie was a mate, a friend, and a good one at that. That did not mean, however, that Jodi wasn’t above trying to get him to set her up with the guys in the troupe. 

But who could blame her? The Calendar Guys were legendary. Twelve guys. Fantastic bodies, with every move in the book to make a girl pant, not to mention that most of them were just really nice guys. Currently they were doing a zodiac-themed show that was proving hugely popular with the ladies. And Sam had to admit, Scorpio did have certain “charms” that were a feast for the eyes. 

Recalling Jodi’s comment about his eyes, Sam snorted. “You mean you’ve made it that far up his body? I hadn’t noticed.” She ducked just in time for a cushion to go careering past her head and laughed. “Come on, Jode. The day you get as far as a guy’s eyes, I’ll get up on that stage myself and dance naked in front of a roomful of horny men. What color are they, by the way?” 

“What?” 

“His eyes, you goof!” 

“Um ... blue ... no, brown ... um...” 

Sam started laughing at her. 

“Well, hell, so what? I’ll find out eventually. I’m just savoring the rest of him first.” 

“Yeah. Sure,” Sam replied and laughed. 

“But you know what they say about Scorpios... They’re meant to be the most highly sexed sign in the zodiac, and I, for one, am eager to put that little fact to the test.” 

Chapter Two 
Sam was about to knock when the door opened in front of her. “Hey, Jamie. How’s it going?” Sam reached up to hug him, taken by surprise when he lifted her off her feet to kiss her soundly on the mouth. She laughed as he lowered her back to the ground. The man could sure kiss! No wonder females fell all over him. 

“Great! It’s so good to see you again, short-ass. Been too long as usual. How’ve you been? Ben tells me you’re moving in next door to him this week. How come?” 

Ben. She sighed. There was a time when she had had the biggest crush on Jamie’s older brother. But having grown up next door to both guys from the time she was a baby, she suspected he thought of her more as a little sister. Which was the only reason she’d been reluctant to make a fool out of herself and try to let him know. And now they were going to be living right next-door to each other again. “I’ve had my eye on that apartment for ages. When Ben told me the couple living there had bought their own place and were moving out, I snapped it up. Of course, the only downside is that I’ll have Ben for a neighbor again,” she mock-groaned. 

“I heard that.” A deep, husky voice behind her breathed warm air on her neck, raising goose bumps on her skin. Arms came around her to hug her tightly. 

“Hi, Ben.” Sam turned around in his arms and hugged him back. God, he smelled good. She inhaled the familiar scent of his cologne. She loved it, which was why she’d first given it to him years ago for his birthday. 

“What? Don’t I get a kiss, too?” 

“Silly man. Come here.” She smiled and reached up with both hands and cupped his face as she moved to kiss his cheek. 

Just before they touched, he spoke, his breath teasing her face. “And I don’t want one of those ridiculous pecks on the cheeks, either. Pucker up, baby.” 

She laughed and pulled back to gaze into a pair of warm hazel eyes flecked with golden streaks of amber, the amber darkening as he looked down on her. Funny, she’d never noticed that about his eyes before. But they fluttered closed as his lips descended on hers, a light, teasing touch that slowly deepened sending an uncontrollable rush of heat through her body. The touch of his tongue flicking over her bottom lip made her gasp in surprise at the unexpectedness of it. Slowly, teasing, his tongue slipped inside, leisurely stroking and tangling. A soft, errant moan escaped. Falling further into the kiss, she caught the subtle taste of beer before he pulled away, those amazing eyes holding her gaze for a moment before reality returned. Her skin was alive with goose bumps; the two biggest ones were sticking out of the silky top she was wearing like headlights. 

“That’s more like it, Sammy.” His eyes sparkled down at her. “Now I know what I’ve been missing all these years. You’ve been holding out on me, sweet thing.” 

She had the strangest feeling, like her tummy just bottomed out and all the moisture in her body was heading south to the V between her legs. 

But this was Ben. Childhood buddy. Soon-to-be neighbor. Not the hottest kisser she’d had in ... in ...ever! Lost for words, she didn’t know what to say. 

“At least now I’ve found a way to shut you up when you’re sassing me,” he said, his forehead resting against hers. 

“Uh huh. Sure. Ben, what was that?” She had to resist the urge to touch her still tingling lips. “Sweetheart, that was a kiss. You know, lips on lips. Why?” He winked at her, the look full of mischief. “You want another demo?” 

She was saved from answering when Jamie tapped her on the shoulder to introduce not only “Scorpio,” but also “Sagittarius.” Jodi would have a field day. 

* * * * “Sam, I’d like you to meet Greg and Simon. Guys, this luscious lovely is Sam. Oh, and you already know my brother, Ben.” 

Ben gritted his teeth and mumbled out a hello while he watched the two guys from his brother’s dance
group--Hell, let’s not beat around the bush, they were male strippers--bend down and kiss Sam on the
cheek while they said hello. 


“Could you show the guys where everything is inside, Sam honey? Beer’s in the fridge, guys. I’ve just


got to put the steaks on the barbie.” 
Ben had to bite his tongue when she flashed a beaming smile and those deep green eyes at both of them,
and with a “Sure!” hooked an arm in each of theirs and led them away. He watched the gentle sway of
her full hips as she walked, feeling the all-too-familiar hardening of his erection every time she wiggled
that tush anywhere near his line of sight. Just the thought of holding her against him so he could rub up
against the softness, sliding his cock up and down the cleft of those ripe buttocks... 


Reluctantly, he tore his eyes away and turned to see his brother watching him with a curious stare.


“Jamie...” he started, but was stopped when Jodi sidled up to his brother with a wicked glint in her eye. 
“I need to ask a favor.” Jodi linked her arm in Jamie’s and pulled him closer. “When do you leave for
Brisbane? You still going to be here the weekend after next?” 


“Yes. Three more weeks, actually. Why?” 
“Can you get Sam and me tickets to the Saturday night show?” 
“Sure. No problem. Why?” 
She lowered her voice. “Have you forgotten? It’s Sam’s birthday on the Sunday, doofus. I want to get


her out and have some fun for a change. She’s freaked enough about the whole ‘thirty’ thing and she
won’t go to a nightclub with me.” 
He nodded. “For Sam--anything, you know that. I’ll even get you a table right near the stage.” 
“Good boy,” she said and patted his cheek. “Oh, and are you still doing the Aries number?” 


“Yup. Why?” 
“Could you swap with one of the other guys, Jamie, just for that night? I took Sam to an astrologer and
she’s supposed to meet an Aries guy who will sweep her off her feet. And as gorgeous as you are,
sweetcakes, you aren’t quite what we were looking for.” 


“I think I’m crushed.” He looked at Ben with a wink. “And just what were you looking for, little miss matchmaker? Anyone in mind?” 

“Nope. I’ll leave it up to your discretion. Just not attached. Oh, and not a ‘player,’ okay?” 

“Got it.” He shot a glance at his brother over Jodi’s head and raised his eyebrows when he met the unmistakable glower on Ben’s face. 

Ben waited until Jodi walked off before turning to his brother. “I want it. I want the Aries dance,” he said in a low, determined voice. 

“This doesn’t have something to do with that little kissing scene from before, does it, bro?” Jamie waited, and then grinned mischievously at the scowl on his brother’s face. “Sam? You’ve got the hots for our little short-ass?” He chuckled. “Man! I guess that explains you looking like you wanted to eat her up a minute ago.” 

“What’s so strange about that? She’s a beautiful woman.” 

“I know, I know, but who would’a thought? Sam? Since when?” 

Ben could see the mirth his brother was trying to swallow and groaned. “Since about fourteen years ago--and don’t laugh. Every time I’ve been about to make a move on her, she hooks up with some jerk. But the time is right. Maybe now she’s desperate enough to look at me as something other than the geeky guy she grew up with.” He could sense Jamie’s reluctance. “Come on, little brother. Just teach me the moves. Besides, I’m an Aries, for God’s sake. The real deal. With what Jodi said, it all fits.” 

“I don’t know, Ben.” Jamie looked at him intently. “This is not exactly the tap dancing Mom made us learn when we were kids. I mean, this is some serious flesh you’ll be showing. And you’ve gotta be able to make those ladies wild with your moves. A jazzy routine to ‘Putting on the Ritz’ just ain’t gonna cut it.” 

Ben grinned. “I know that. Look, you remember Shelley?” 

Jamie smirked. “Shelley Mantuso? Hell, how could I forget? Not exactly a member of the brains trust, but man, could she salsa up a storm! She could shake that thing better than anybody I’ve seen.” 

“Yeah, I know. We learned those dances together. Street Latin classes. I’ve got moves you ain’t seen yet, mate. Give me a shot.” 

“But why? Why don’t you just tell her how you feel, for chrissakes?” Jamie looked at Ben in confusion. 

“We’re talking about a paradigm shift here, little brother.” 

“A para-what? Oh, never mind. You’re the geek boy.” 

“My point exactly. It’s time Sam saw that there’s a whole lot more to me than the boy next door who plays with computers for a living.” 

“If you think naked and sweaty will do it for ya, then hey, sure. This I’ve gotta see.” Jamie slapped him on the back and laughed as they headed over to the barbeque. “Come by the club tomorrow after work and I’ll run you through the routine. The auditorium will be empty on a Monday so we’ll have the place to ourselves.” He was still shaking his head and chuckling when Ben walked off to go grab them a couple more beers. 

* * * *


“No, no, no. You’re too stiff, if you’ll excuse the pun,” Jamie said and laughed. They had been practicing the routine for the last two hours, and although Ben was a quick learner, he really needed to loosen up. 

“Look, like this. Run your hands down over your pecs. Right?” He watched his own reflection in the mirror, making sure Ben was taking it all in. “Slowly. Pretend you’re running your hands down over her tits. It’s gotta be slow and sensual. You wouldn’t rush it if you were cupping those beauties for real, would you?” 

“Jamie! Give me a break! If I start thinking about running my hands over Sam my cock’ll be harder than a railroad pike, and there isn’t enough material in that sorry excuse for a g-string to hold half of it.” 

“Bragger! But whatever it takes, bro. Now you try.” 

Jamie watched Ben and shook his head in admiration. His brother must have it real bad if he was prepared to put himself through this just to get Sammy to notice him. 

“Now, hands slowly round to your backside and start thrusting that pelvis.” 

“Like this?” asked Ben. 

“No. Think fucking standing up. Can you do that? Pretend you’re holding her against the wall ... her legs are wrapped around yours, and work those hips ... that’s it. Yes! Now, flex that butt ... show us a bit of skin ... tease ‘em. That’s more like it.” Jamie stood back and watched his brother, eyes shut, grinding and dancing in time to the beat. He shook his head and grinned, a small chuckle escaping. 

Ben stopped and opened his eyes. “What?” 

“I don’t know what you were thinking about, mate, but hold that thought. I think you got that bit well and truly under control. Now, let’s try putting it all together and ripping the gear off completely.” 

Jamie turned on the music, stood to the side and watched, a hint of surprise and admiration creeping across his face as Ben worked the floor. He had to admit, his big brother was good. In fact, with just a little bit more practice, he’d be good enough for a career change. 

The music finally wound down and they both turned, Ben panting, to the sound of clapping coming off stage. 

“Well, if that doesn’t get little Sammy’s pulse racing, nothing will. I don’t know about the rest of you, but I feel a bit hot myself after watching that,” said Greg with a smirk, fanning himself as he rolled his eyes. He walked further into the room followed by the others. “Don’t worry, mate, you’ll be fine,” he said and slapped Ben on the back. “You’re only a virgin once... It’s like anything. The more you practice, the better you get.” 

“The ladies are gonna lap you right up,” commented ‘Pisces.’ “Literally, if they get half a chance.” 

The guys around him laughed, and after a brief pause, Ben let go and laughed too. Hell, he didn’t care what the rest of the “ladies” thought or did. There was only one lady who counted to him. 

Chapter Three 
Sam brushed a sweaty lock of hair off her face and stood back, looking around at the mess still remaining to be either unpacked or put away. This was the downside of moving. Unpacking. Yuck! A thump on the lounge room floor alerted her that another load had arrived from the garage downstairs where she and Ben had offloaded all her boxes from her old apartment. 

“Is that it?” she called out from the bedroom, hanging the last of her clothes in the wardrobe. 

“Only two more downstairs to bring up. Back in a sec.” 

“Ben?” She wandered out to catch him before he went back downstairs. And pulled up abruptly, backing into the wall before she bumped into him. It was the sight of Ben, shirt now removed and a trail of perspiration tracing a wet path down his chest that made her heart start thumping in a rather unexpected way. God! What is wrong with me? This is Ben. My friend. My geeky friend. Who just happens to have the most amazing abs I’ve ever seen... 
She licked her suddenly dry lips and looked up to see a smirk on his face. 
“You need me for something?” 


Oh, you better believe it!
Stop that, Sam.
Get a grip, for God’s sake!
“I need ... you ... to ... um... I need you to...” Fuck me silly! “...t-to help me put these suitcases in the top


of the cupboard. Please?” 
He softly cuffed her chin. “Whatever you need, babe. Just ask.” 
Ben was close. 
Very close. 
And from the way his eyes were doing that amber glow thing she’d noticed when he kissed her at


Jamie’s place, Sam had the feeling that Ben was talking about something other than suitcases. She had to


be wrong. Surely. Ben? Recalling the contribution that kiss had made to a temporary meltdown of her entire spinal column, she was tempted to reach up and grab another quick taste, but the last thing she wanted was to make a complete fool of herself in case she was wrong. She let out a quiet breath and tried to get her traitorous pulse under control before following him into the bedroom. 

However, standing there and watching Ben reaching easily, hefting the suitcases onto the top shelf of the wardrobe, Sam found herself fighting not to reach out and touch him. The mixture of cologne and hot, sweaty man swirled in the air around her. She wiped her mouth absently in case she was drooling. Ben was seriously buff. Obviously, he hadn’t been spending all his time in front of a computer. 

Leaning back against the wall, she appreciatively eyed the ripple of muscles across his back, licking her lips at the vista of naked male flesh. “You still swim, Ben?” Ben had been a swimmer all through high school. She remembered teasing him 

about the girls lusting after his scrawny, but tight teenage body. Silly her. She should have been lusting herself instead of using her smart mouth... 

“I try and do laps most days after work. Gets rid of stress. Why?” 

“’Cause you’re looking good, that’s why. Weights too?” 

“Some. Just enough to keep me fit.” He turned to her, his eyes darkening and sending a flutter to her stomach and all points south. “Why? You like what you see, Sam?” 

Um ... yeah! But I’m not telling you that. You think I’m nuts? “Give me a break.” She rolled her eyes at him. “Don’t go getting a big head, you big lug. It’s just been a while since I’ve seen so much bare male flesh in my...” She’d been about to say bedroom, but although Ben might be one of her best buds, she drew the line at informing him about the depressing lack of sex in her life. Seeing a hot and sweaty Ben in her bedroom, however, was spawning a little fantasy in her head... 

“In your what, sweetheart?” 

“Hmmm?” 

He moved closer to her, his arms going up on either side of her, trapping her against the wall. Eye level with his chest, the sight of his hardened nipples just within reach of her tongue... Talk about temptation! Jodi was right. She really needed to get laid. Soon. Ben was starting to look like a three course meal. And damn, but she was hungry! It must be the chest covered with crisp curls that trailed down... Arghh! 
“Oh, never mind.” She pushed him out of the way, feeling the jolt go through her at the contact with his naked flesh. “And get that smug look of your face, cheeky bugger!” 

A purely male chuckle followed her out of the bedroom. She escaped to the kitchen to grab a couple of beers for them. Popping the tops on the ice-cold bottles, the condensation streaming down the sides, she stopped him as he came back in the front door with the last two boxes stacked one on top of the other. 

“Just put them down in the kitchen, Ben, and come and have a beer. I can do the rest later. We deserve a break.” 

She handed him the beer and he followed her out to the small, private balcony, already half-filled with planter boxes of flowers. There was just enough room for both of them on her favorite rattan lounge. 

Suddenly uncomfortable, very aware of his nearness and the temptation he represented in her sex-starved state, she sat stiffly on her end of the lounge. She took a long swig and nearly choked at the nudge in her side. “Do you mind?” she said and laughed, swinging around to face him, wiping beer off her chin that had missed her mouth. 

“Come here, Sam. Sit back and relax. You’re sitting there like you think I’m going to bite.” 

The fact that he was laying back, long legs stretched out in front of him, gave the impression of a big cat--the tiger sort, not the kitty variety. 

Pulling her back against his chest, his free arm rested on her shoulder. She gave up and relaxed into him. What the hell! She was tired and it was so comfortable. A sigh escaped as she nestled into him. 

“Better?” His fingers stroked the hair back off her forehead, his touch light. 

She closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation. “Hmmm. Very nice.” 

“So, who would have thought when we were kids, we’d be sitting here like this, Sam, all these years later. Older. Wiser...” 

“Older, yes. Wiser? I’m not so sure. We’re both still single at an age when most of our peers have settled down and are making headway on the two-point-five children. What does that say about us?” 

“I don’t know about you, sweetheart, but I’m just waiting for the right woman to know that I’m alive.” 

“I know what you mean,” she sighed. “I’m about ready to give up, though. I just don’t know what’s wrong with me. Why can’t I find a guy to love me, Ben?” Anybody else and she’d have been embarrassed, but this was Ben, after all. He knew her history with men as well as Jodi and Jamie. 

“The guy for you could be right under your nose, Sam. Just don’t give up yet, okay?” 

Under her nose? She wanted to ponder that, and the fact that his voice had deepened, and come out sort of husky. However, she was distracted by the smattering of kisses she was receiving on top of her head, before he moved his mouth down to her ear and nibbled gently at the curve. She really should stop him. The reason why escaped her as a small moan crept out before she could stop it. It would be way too easy to get used to this... 

* * * * 

As much as he relished it, the sound of that little moan sent all the blood racing straight to his cock, which strained against the wall of denim encasing it. If she wasn’t sitting so close to him it would be busting out, sitting up and waving, begging to be noticed. He swallowed around the lump in his throat. “So, how long has it been, Sammy?” 

He inhaled the mix of peach and vanilla from her hair while he waited for her to answer. The only thing was, he couldn’t stop at that. Just a taste. From her ear, down the velvety skin of her neck, licking, nibbling. 

“Too damn long,” she said, her voice a breathless whisper. 

It was a whisper full of yearning that wrenched at his heart. Putting down his beer, he eased her fully onto his lap. He knew he probably shouldn’t, but he didn’t care. That scorching kiss at Jamie’s had left him hungry for more. In the days since, he hadn’t been able to get the taste and feel of her out of his head. Reaching for her chin, he turned her face up to his. 

“Kiss me.” He was determined to keep it light, but when she reached up and kissed him softly, almost innocently, his cock throbbed relentlessly in time with his pounding heart. God, he couldn’t wait any longer. 

Running a finger along her jaw line, he looked a moment at her sweet face before he lowered his head to meet her lips. “Gentle and slow” didn’t stand a chance. The minute her tongue flicked out to meet his, he was a goner. And when she turned, nestling into him, those full breasts and hardened nipples rubbing up against him, he lost it. 

Holding her face still for his plundering tongue, he kissed her hard, deep, tasting every bit of her mouth, feeling her body arch against him, into him, her arm snaking around his neck to caress the curls at his nape. This was what he wanted. Sam in his arms, needing him as much as he needed her. With a satisfied groan, he wrapped her up, not pulling away until they were both gasping for breath. 

He rested his forehead on hers while he waited for his breathing to return to normal. “I’ve waited fourteen years for you to kiss me like that again, Sam. It damn near killed me.” 

She looked a bit shell-shocked, as if she couldn’t believe what had just happened. “Fourteen years? What do you mean, Ben?” 

He had to leave. If he didn’t he’d have her over his shoulder in about two seconds, making a beeline for the bed where he would strip her naked and start pounding into her until she screamed and came all around his cock. And right now, that wasn’t an option. He stood up quickly, propping her back up on her end of the lounge. 

“Think about it, sweetheart. Remember the first time. I damn near came in my pants that time, too. I’ll be stuffed if I can figure out why those morons you were going out with let you go.” 

* * * * 

Dazed, Sam sat there for a long time after she heard the door close, trying to figure out how she ended up on Ben’s lap ... kissing him like her life depended on it. And what did Ben mean about fourteen years ago? She would have been ... almost sixteen. 

It hit her then. Jamie’s seventeenth birthday party. Spin the bottle, of all things. Her and Ben. How on earth could she have forgotten? Obviously, Ben hadn’t. That kiss had been so hot and so long that by the time they came out of it, the party had moved on. For twelve months, she had blushed every time she saw Ben after that. Some things hadn’t changed. He could still kiss her till she lost her mind. 

So why the hell was he still single? 

Chapter Four 
It was a few days before she saw Ben again. But he’d sure been on her mind. Why had it nearly killed him waiting to kiss her again? Did that mean he’d been wanting her all that time? 

No, it couldn’t. He’d had heaps of girlfriends. Some that had seemed pretty serious. 

She found herself listening for him in his apartment--knew when he got up in the morning, knew when he got home from work after his swim. 

More than anything, she wanted to see him again. Which confused her. She’d known Ben for so long and she’d never had this uncontrollable craving to see him after only a few days apart. Hell, they’d gone months without seeing each other at times. Two kisses from Ben and the old crush was coming back again, except this time there was definitely nothing “teenage” about the feelings. 

Dinner over, she cleaned up the kitchen and stacked the dishwasher, then grabbing a glass of wine, went and stood out on her balcony. 

Very faintly, she could hear music coming from Ben’s apartment. It sounded like the driving rhythms of one of the eighties bands... She strained to hear, but he must have had his door closed and all she really got was the thump, thump and the odd guitar. Shaking her head, she went back inside. With a mischievous grin, she went out her front door and over to Ben’s. Ringing the doorbell, she waited a minute until he opened the door. 

Sweaty, dressed in nothing but a pair of loose sweatpants, he grinned when he saw who it was. He leaned casually on the doorframe, filling the space, the smell of his body surrounding her, making her ... need. He must have been working out, because a trickle of sweat ran down his abs, and she watched it every inch as it disappeared, soaked up by the waistband of his sweats riding low on his hips. Sam’s eyes were drawn to the distinctive bulge straining at the thin fabric. Oh my! Lips dry, she ran her tongue over them, trying not to pant. Suddenly the idea of coming over didn’t seem quite so smart. In her current state, she was liable to jump him. With difficulty, she swallowed over the egg-sized lump in her throat. 

“Hey, beautiful. What’s up?” 

Gravelly. There was no other word to describe his voice. Like the rumble of thunder in the distance. She tried to lift her gaze, but the all-too-tempting sight of Ben’s erection held her transfixed. The craving to reach out and run her fingers up the length... And, oh the length! Another quick gander to check registered a good eight or so inches ... and thick. Oh yes. Definitely thick. A trickle of moisture slid down her upper thigh. 

She was staring at his crotch. Like a sex-starved tart. 

The realization hit her. Hard. 

Snapping her eyes up, a full-body blush heating her from the inside out, she looked into a pair of eyes that looked dangerous. Predatory. Hungry. 

Oh, God. She fought the urge to cross her legs, except they were barely cooperating as it was. 

“Sam? Sweetheart?” 

Sweetheart. He called me sweetheart. 
He’s calls you that all the time, idiot.
But why did it sound different when he said it this time? Husky. Very, very husky... “Huh?” 
“You okay?” 
Sure. Don’t mind me. I’ll just get on my knees and pull down those pants and lick and suck and... “Yes,


fine” she croaked. “Um ... dinner. Yes. Dinner. Tomorrow night? I want to ... to thank you for helping me move in.” Rigorously fighting to get herself under control, she stepped further away. 

“Sure. What time?” 
“Come over whenever you get home. You can watch me cock ... I mean cook.” Come naked. It’ll save
me stripping you later.


“I’ll look forward to it.” 


Oh, baby! Not half as much as I’m going to... She kept walking while her legs were still capable of carrying her. It wasn’t right. No guy should look that yummy standing there in a pair of daggy old sweats. “Okay, see ya then,” she called out. 

Phew! Safety dead ahead, she thought as she neared her door. Now that she wasn’t looking at him, and with the intake of fresh oxygen to her brain, she was feeling a bit more compos mentis. 

Unable to shake the feeling of being watched, she turned as she reached her door and caught Ben’s eyes down around the area of her ass. Like a bungee rope snapping taut, that blatantly appreciative stare yanked hard on what she’d thought was the one-sided free-fall of lust she was feeling. A hint of female power trickled through her, and feeling devilish, she winked at him before turning back to open her door. The warm rumble of male laughter reached her. A smile turned up the corners of her mouth. 

Two can play that game, sweetheart... 

* * * * 

Ben came out of the shower and grabbed a towel, dripping water on his way to the kitchen to grab the phone. 

“G’day. Ben here.” 

“Hey, bro. How’s the practice going? You gonna be ready on time?” 

“I’m ready now. Nailed it. Pretty damn good if I say so myself.” 

“Such confidence! You’d better let me be the judge of that,” laughed Jamie. “I need to see you do the full thing before the big night. We’ve got a full house booked. Look, you sure you’re gonna be okay in front of all those ladies? They can get pretty wild, you know. Not nearly as well behaved as guys. They’re liable to grab anything that moves.” 

Ben ran his fingers through his damp, towel-dried hair, moving the dripping strands off his face. “Well, the lady I’ll be focusing on can grab whatever she wants,” he laughed. “That’s the whole point of the exercise.” 

“Okay, well I’m on my way home now. I’ll drop in and you can go through the number for me. We’ll see if it’s hot enough to make Sam sit up and beg for more, huh?” His laugh filtered down the phone line. 

“How’s things with little short ass, anyway? You see much of her now she’s so handy next door?” “She’s invited me over for dinner tomorrow night. And yes, things are moving along nicely. She’s still not sure about me, but if this little performance doesn’t convince her that I’m all hers for the taking, nothing will.” * * * * A silvery stream of moonlight filtered through the gauzy curtains, giving her bedroom a surreal phosphorescence, casting shadows around the room. The unmistakable feel of a warm body snuggled 

against her from behind, a large palm caressing her hardened nipple. Shivers of pleasure shot through
her, straight to her pussy, the lips damp with her juices. 
Arching back against the heat of a rampant erection... 
“You want me, baby?” Husky, hungry words. 
Sam smiled. Oh, yeah.
His hand trailed down over her abdomen, fingers rustling through the curls at the apex of her thighs. 
The heat of his touch, the gentle stroke of her clit. Sam inhaled sharply at the circular caress, parting her


legs at the nudge of his hand. 
“That’s it. Show me how wet you are, sweetheart. Let me feel it...” 
Ben’s large palm lifted her leg and laid it over his thigh, opening her up further. Thumb circling the hard


nub, first one finger, then two slipped inside, slowly teasing through the silken wetness. 
She groaned. “More, Ben. I need more...” 
“I know, baby, and I’m going to give it to you. There’s no rush. We have all the time in the world.” 
With unerring accuracy, his fingers thrust firmly into her pussy, reaching for, touching the tight knot of


nerves deep inside. The fingers caressing the hardness of her nipple twisted and pinched, and she moaned at the mind-blowing mix of pain and pleasure, Sam pushed down on his fingers, craving the orgasm that teased and tormented her. She was so close. Just a little more... Don’t stop. Please, Ben, don’t stop... 
The silken slide of heat along the crevice of her ass, panting breath at her ear as he licked and nibbled and tormented her with carnal descriptions of where his cock would be, thrust her the final step over the edge and she screamed out as she came, locked firmly in an embrace of arms and legs as waves of intense pleasure rocketed through her, the wetness between her thighs trickling down to dampen the sheet beneath her... 

The sound of knocking penetrated the satisfied fog while tremors continued to shudder through her overcharged body. Who? What? She reached blindly behind her for Ben, her hand coming up empty. 

Sam sat up in bed and looked around. Alone. The remnants of the erotic dream fell away from her befuddled mind. 

She was a goner. Erotic dreams about Ben. In her bed. God, what next? 

Grabbing her robe from the end of the bed, she stumbled away from the bed--her legs obviously weren’t 

quite into the post-coital recovery stage--and wobbled to the door. “Co-ming,” she called, her voice still
croaky with sleep. She pulled the door open only to be met by a curious Ben. 


“Really, sweetheart? Is that what all the screaming was about?” 
“What? Oh.” A flush rushed up her neck. The dream had been so real. If only he knew! She ran a hand
through her hair. Hell, she must look a mess. 


He tucked a vagrant curl behind her ear. “You know, you look beautiful first thing in the morning.” 


“Sure. I can just imagine.” She held the door open to let him in, grasping the lapels of her robe together.
It didn’t help her equilibrium that she was very naked underneath. 
“You’re up early. Or do you normally go door knocking at...” she screwed up her eyes to bring the


kitchen clock into focus, “Ben! Is that the time? 6:30?” 
“Nope. Just for you, shortie.” He ruffled her hair, grinning at her like a fool. 
“What? I look like something the cat dragged in, don’t I?” 
“No, your face is a little flushed is all, and you look like ... like a woman who’s...” His head swung


around towards her bedroom and she could have sworn his face darkened. “I didn’t interrupt anything,


did I, Sam? Come at a bad time?” 
“Unless you’re referring to the ungodly hour, no, silly. I was asleep.” God, if only you knew. One of us
came at least, and I’m damn sure it was me. Her nipples hardened under the robe and she prayed
desperately he wouldn’t notice. 


At her reassurance, his mood lightened and he rubbed his hands up her arms. 


“I’m off to work. Early day today. I was just wondering if there’s anything you need me to bring. Wine?
Beer?” 
Condoms? How about a multi-pack and make them extra-extra large? She fought to keep her face


straight and stifle the naughty chuckle busting to break free. “No. It’s all under control, Ben. You toddle
off to work and pop in when you get home. Okay?” 
“Sure. I’ll see you tonight then.” 
“Uh huh. Tonight.” 
“You going back to bed now?” 
“Yep. Sure am.” 
“Damn!” he muttered under his breath. 
“Sorry?” 
“Nothing. See you later.” 


* * * * Somehow, Sam got through the day without driving into a pole, blowing up the photocopier or short-circuiting the coffee machine at work. But the simple fact was, orgasms like the one she’d had that 

morning were not exactly a feature of her sex life--real or imagined. So, needless-to-say, it tended to


dominate her thoughts. 
When she found herself staring off into space for the fifth time that day, only to find out that the office
was almost empty when she returned to reality, she was glad it was time to pack it in and head home. At
this rate, she’d be lucky if she didn’t burn down her kitchen trying to cook dinner. 


* * * * 

When the doorbell rang she took a deep breath first, nervously smoothing down the creaseless skirt she’d
carefully chosen. Then she opened the door, prepared to be normal. For once. 
The fact that her good intentions lasted all of five seconds was not lost on her. Ben stood there, in black. 
Black jeans, black, snug-fitting T-shirt. 
All black. 
Dark. Bad looking. With a look hot enough to contribute to global warming. 


Not fair, Ben! 
To hell with being normal. And for that matter, to hell with being a patient and reliable Taurus. Jodi was right. No time for slow. If he was going to fight dirty, then, dammit, so could she. 

Standing aside to let him in, she watched his butt in those tight jeans all the way down the hall. 

“Grab yourself a wine or a beer out of the fridge, Ben honey. I’ve just got to get changed out of my work clothes.” 

Work clothes, huh! 
Standing in front of her wardrobe, she flicked through the hangers until she found just what she was looking for. And smiled. Uh huh... 

* * * * 

Ben, honey? Where the hell had that come from? Not that he was complaining. Surprised, he turned and watched Sam walk into her bedroom, wiggling that cute handful of ass at him. 

He wasn’t going to make it. He shook his head and grabbed a beer, flipping the top off with practiced ease, taking a long slug to try to settle down before she came back again. 

He’d barely gotten his hard-on from the night before under control. It had taken all day and the determined focus on some very boring computer code to disengage the part of his brain that was lusting after Sam. The little scene outside his door the previous night had nearly finished him off. He wondered if she realized how close she’d been to getting fucked silly up against the wall between their apartments in full view of all their neighbors. 

The way she seemed stuck on his cock sticking out of his pants like a flag of surrender... One more second of that torture and he would have been history. 

And then that morning, looking all warm and disheveled. If he didn’t know better, he’d have thought she’d just had a rocking orgasm. It had certainly sounded like it... 

No. Tonight was about control. Gently maneuvering her to where he needed her before the big night down at the club. 

Right. 

Control. 

“Ben? Could you fix my zip? It seems to be caught on something.” 

When he saw her coming towards him, his hard-on sprang back up, filling his jeans. That was the thing about denim--limited give. Or maybe it was time to move to a bigger size just to accommodate his constant erection. Fuck! 

“Um, Sam sweetheart, where’s the rest of it?” The scrap of silky white, semi-transparent nothing passing for the dress she was wearing was barely there. He’d seen more material on a handkerchief, for God’s sake! If it was wet... No, no, do NOT go there! 
“What? Oh, it’s so hot. I thought I’d be much cooler in this while I’m cooking, you know?” 

“Sure.” And I’m dead. Gone. History. 
To make it easier for him, she held that gorgeous brown hair out of the way. What he wouldn’t give to run his fingers through the sleek mass. 

Distracted now by the expanse of exposed flesh, he struggled to free the zipper. However, the feel of warm, silky skin under his knuckles defeated him, making him feel clumsy as hell. Finally, it uncaught and he ran the zipper up. Trailing his eyes over her back, a smattering of sun-kissed freckles he hadn’t noticed before caught his eye. 

Before he knew it, he was kissing every single freckle. He would have gone further, except she turned in his arms and smiled up at him. 

“You that hungry, Ben honey?” 

His hands tightened around her waist, and the growl that started in his belly and was working its way up had nothing to do with a hunger for food. But before he could tell her exactly what he felt like eating, the phone rang. Dammit! 

While she chatted, the sound of her laughter making his cock tingle from top to bottom, he pulled himself together, grabbed his beer and wandered into the lounge room to check out her CDs. At least that might give him something else to think about. 

Reorganizing the steel shaft in his pants took some doing before he could get down on the floor to check them out. His cock was so hard and stiff it was liable to snap dead in two if he tried to make it bend. 

He skimmed over the romantic ones. As much as the idea would have merit, sometime in the future, tonight that way lay certain danger. Things were moving along very nicely with Sam and for once, he was determined to stick to his plan. And that did not include jumping on her tonight. No fucking way. 

Once he convinced his penis of that fact, they might be able to actually have a meal like a civilized couple. Talk, laughter--normal behavior... 

Yeah. Right. 

* * * *


After what would probably go down as the longest meal in his life, Ben sighed with relief when he finally closed his door that night. Leaning back against it, he hung his head and waited. 

For his heart rate to return to normal. 

For his cock to go down. 

And then he laughed. 

The little vixen had turned the tables on him. 

She had managed to flash him with more naked flesh during dinner than a pole dancer. How the hell he’d managed to swallow was a mystery. Although what the hell they’d eaten, he couldn’t say if his life depended on it. 

One thing he did remember. 

That thank you kiss as he was leaving. It was enough to curl his toes and then some. 

Jesus Christ! This plan of his had better work, or he was condemned to a life of blue balls every time he thought about her. 

And it had better work, because no other man was getting a taste of what he just had. Over his dead freakin’ body! He found it hard to believe that any normal man could have a woman kiss him like that and walk away from it. He’d have to be a fucking corpse! She had the lips of an angel, so soft and sweet tasting, but the tongue of a she-devil. 

And the sooner she had that hot mouth wrapped around his cock, the better they’d both be. Just the thought of holding her head, those wet lips opening while he nudged the crown of it inside, sliding in and out of that heat, her tongue swirling around the head as he fucked her mouth slowly, deeply... 

With unsteady fingers, he flicked the studs open on his jeans, palming the hot length of his erection as it sprang free from its confines. Pre-cum was oozing from the head. Sliding his hand up and down, he closed his eyes and groaned. This wouldn’t take long at all... 

Chapter Five 
“Come on. You ready yet, Sam?” 

Sam came out of the bedroom, hopping as she tried to get her shoe on and the strap around her ankle. “What’s the rush?” 

“We want to get good seats close to the stage.” 

“I thought Jamie was organizing things.” 

“True. But the place fills quickly. He won’t be able to hold them indefinitely. Let’s go already.” 

After spending the whole week fantasizing about Ben, undressing him and licking him from head to toe with some substantial--and lengthy--detours along the way, the last thing Sam wanted to do was watch sexy man after sexy man strip down to bare flesh and g-string. If she ran into Ben when she got home, well, the poor guy would be toast! Her libido was about to do a tap dance on the table if she didn’t get some action soon. She couldn’t remember a time in her life--pathetic excuse for a marriage included--when she had been this horny. It was driving her nuts. The fact that it was Ben--childhood buddy and friend--had ceased to matter to her. Her body certainly wanted him. Her heart wanted him. She was hooked. 

The club was completely booked out when they arrived. The maitre d’ showed them to their reserved table--right at the edge of the stage. 

“Geez, Jodi! Who did Jamie have to kill to get this table for us?” 

“It’s your birthday present. This is his contribution.” 

“Is he dancing tonight?” 

“As far as I know, only with the opening number. They’re trying out a new guy in his spot tonight.” 

Jodi laughed then, causing Sam to look at her curiously. 

“What’s so funny about a new guy?” 

“Nothing. From what Jamie tells me he’s pretty darn hot, though,” Jodi said, batting her eyelashes and licking her lips. 

Sam’s forehead furrowed into a frown. This might not be Denmark, but something definitely smelled rotten. That thought was interrupted when their drinks arrived and the houselights started to dim. 

Lusty catcalls and excited screaming from the female audience did little to drown out the driving rhythms of INXS’ New Sensation thundering through the auditorium. One by one, the guys ran out onto the stage. It was a smorgasbord of prime male bodies. The only other time she’d seen Jamie perform had been in a small club when the guys were just starting out. But this was unbelievable! 

Putting the chanting and yelling women behind her, she ran her eyes over the stage, searching through the energetic dancers for Jamie. There he was, strutting through the row of guys to stand front and center, like the star he was, rolling and rocking his pelvis to the screams of the audience. He came closer then, smiling wide. Catching her eye, he winked at her. Unable to help herself, she laughed. Cheeky devil. 

But she had to admit, dressed in nothing but silky black pants and a chain vest that caught the light every time he moved, he looked damn good! What a body! Beside her, Jodi was screaming as loud as any of the other women. But it was so easy to get caught up in the excitement. She recognized “Scorpio” and “Sagittarius” from Jamie’s barbeque and blushed when they strutted and shimmied closer, Greg doing something rather magical with his groin that left nothing to the imagination. Damn, he was hot! When he whipped the silky pants off right in front of her, she cast her eyes appreciatively over him--she could certainly see the reason for Jodi’s attraction to him. It was kinda hard to miss. And it had nothing to do with his eyes. 

Jodi punched her lightly on the arm, shook her head at her, mouthed “uh uh” and laughed. Sam was unable to wipe the silly grin off her face. Obviously, the whole thing had been well planned in advance. As birthday presents went, she couldn’t think of a better one. Maybe there were one or two advantages to turning thirty. 

The music faded as they ran off backstage. Wow! What an opening. Sam sat back, not even realizing she’d been sitting on the edge of her seat. Grabbing her drink, she took a long sip. 

* * * * 

Watching from backstage, Ben’s eyes stayed glued to Sam. His little Shortie. Or she would be by the time the night was over. He certainly couldn’t imagine doing what he was about to do for any other woman. And after tonight, his short but sweet stripping career would be over. 

He looked closer when he saw Greg and Simon heading over towards her. A primal growl rumbled out of his chest when Greg stopped in front of her. 

Geez, come on, mate! Don’t make it any harder for me than it’s going to be, for chrissakes! 

He could have flattened him when he whipped off his pants in front of her leaving nothing but a white g-string. Bloody poser! 

As the time drew nearer, he could feel the sweat run down inside his leathers. 

* * * * 

Jamie came back out on stage, dressed this time in a pair of black skin-tight breeches, over knee boots and what looked like a white pirate shirt. The sheer, billowing fabric, if anything, highlighted the muscles underneath. With the flowing blond hair and blue eyes, he looked like any woman’s wet dream--dashing, slightly dangerous, a goddammed hunk. 

He grabbed a microphone from one of the stagehands, but of course, his entrance only served to get the audience going again and he had to try and quiet them before he could speak. 

“You having a good time, ladies?” 

The noise level jumped to dangerous proportions in response. Without a doubt, the answer was yes. 

He paced the stage in time to the background beat, talking to the audience as he headed in their direction. “Well, we have a special treat tonight for a very special lady. One of my best friends, Sam, who I grew up with, is celebrating her thirtieth birthday tomorrow.” He came over to her, walking down the small set of stairs until he was standing right in front of her. He grabbed her hand in his. “This next one is all for you, shortie. Your Aries, babe. And he’s been right under your nose the whole time.” And then he winked, laughing at the cheers from the audience. Taking the mike away from his mouth, he leaned over and kissed her, whispering “Happy Birthday” in her ear before he ran back on stage. “So ladies? No touching this one. He’s definitely taken.” 

Right under my nose? Taken? Sam spared a quick glance at Jodi who was trying her hardest to look innocent. And failing miserably. 

A trembling synthesizer hung on the opening bars, a throbbing staccato of drums mixed with a heavy bass guitar riff, clashing cymbals, louder and louder, and Aries, the God of War, dressed in full black leathers, bounded out onto the stage to the driving rhythm of Robert Palmer’s Simply Irresistible. 
Sam was speechless. At some point her mouth must have dropped open, because she felt Jodi’s hand under her chin, closing it. The leather-clad pelvis bumping and grinding in front of her filled her vision. Tall, dark and very, very sexy. God! If this guy was anything like the real God of War, then baby, she surrendered. No problem! 

With a flick or two, the pair of mean-looking forearm bands went flying and tanned, muscled arms were revealed. The silver studded leather vest was next, tugged out of impossibly tight leather pants that did nothing to hide a substantial bulge. She swallowed. Large, spread hands ran suggestively over toned pectorals covered in a silky layer of golden-brown, crisp curls. Chest hair was her weakness and she was dying to tangle in Aries’, run her hands all over it, up and down ... and down... The vest slid back over brawny shoulders that flexed with the beat until it, too, bit the dust. 

Sam’s eyes widened. Her intimate acquaintance with semi-naked bodies, male bodies, was limited, but there was something decidedly familiar about the body of Aries. Something she couldn’t quite put her finger on. And the damn mask he was wearing didn’t help. Still, Sam had the impression of intense, lusty eyes nailing her through the holes in the leather mask. Did she know him? Who the hell was it? 

Her temperature rose when he danced right in front of her, her vision filled with circling, leather-clad hips and a sensuously thrusting groin. The thought of all that maleness thrusting into her made her lick her lips. That was some serious yum! Wetness pooled between her thighs. 

The song started to draw to a close, and disappointment flooded through Sam that it was nearly over. But as climaxes went, this one was worth the wait. With a snap of his wrists, the leather pants came away leaving nothing but a tiny--although, oh, my God! what it contained was anything but!--black leather thong, and he slid to the edge of the stage on his knees, nearly landing in her lap. She squirmed in her seat. One lick on her clit right then and she’d come! 

That was when it hit her... The aftershave! She’d know that smell anywhere! Before she could follow the thought, Aries was slinking down the steps towards her, skin shiny with sweat, muscles--every single one of them--pumped, and he was looking hungry. He pulled her up against him, sweaty body and all--thank you, God! 

And whipped off the mask. 

Amber-green eyes stared at her with predatory intent, stunning her into silence. 

“Happy birthday, sweetheart.” 

The familiar voice rumbled over her sensitized nerve endings. Her heart stopped. 

Ben? 

And then he kissed her. 

Not just a peck, but a full-on, tongue and all, scrape-me-up-off-the-floor-when-you-leave kinda kiss. 
Lethal. 
By the time he lifted his head, she was ready to melt into a puddle of goo on the floor. 
“I love you, Sam honey. Always have,” he whispered in her ear. 
He loved her? 
He wanted her? 
And then he was gone. 
He was her Aries? Mr. Over-the-top-and-impulsive? 
Sam blinked and sat down with a thump. Speechless. 
“So, what did you think? Turning thirty ain’t so bad, is it?” 
She turned to look dumbly at Jodi, and shook her head. 
It took a minute or two for her wits to return and suddenly she picked up her purse. “I’ve gotta go.” 
“But I drove!” yelled Jodi to her departing back. 
“I’ll catch a taxi!” 


* * * * 

At some point during the ride home, her heart rate managed to return to normal, although her libido had
done anything but. She opened the door to her apartment and then collapsed against it as it shut. 
Ben. 
He loved her. 
All that playing around and teasing through the week and this was what he’d been leading up to. At least


that explained why had hadn’t taken her to bed. She’d certainly given him enough blasted opportunity!
He had to have had this surprise planned all along. 
Well, she’d have a surprise for him when he got home... 


* * * * Laughing, pumped, Ben ran backstage through the phalanx of guys clapping and slapping him on the back. He caught Jamie’s eye and winked. 

“So, big brother,” said Jamie, his face creasing into a grin. “I honestly didn’t think you could do it. That was very impressive. The women were going nuts out there. You know, if you ever decide to give up your day job...” 

“I don’t think so. But thanks, mate. With any luck, I can finally get things sorted out with Sam.” “Is it that serious?” 

“Uh huh,” said Ben, climbing into his jeans and pulling them up. “Marriage and kids serious.” 


Greg came up and interrupted. “Not sure what you did out there, mate, but your lady just bolted out of
here like the cops were after her.” 
Ben turned to Greg, struggling with the studs on his jeans, his expression concerned. “What? Well how


did she look? Was she smiling, crying ... what?” 
“Couldn’t tell. Thought you’d want to know, though.” 
Hell! “Look, Jamie, I better go see if I can find her. Thanks, again,” he called, running for the exit. 
“Let me know how it turns out,” Jamie called after him. 
Ten minutes later, he pulled into his parking space and killed the motor. Taking a deep breath, he got out


of the car. If Sam wasn’t upstairs, he didn’t know where she might be. But then that would depend on


whether she was happy or just plain pissed off with him. 
Making a quick stop at his place, he dropped his bag, grabbed the spare key she’d given him when she
moved in, and headed over to her place. 


Not stopping to think or knock, he unlocked the door and rushed in. 


Quiet. 


He looked around frantically. A single lamplight shone from the bedroom and he headed there first. 


Empty. 


“Sam?” 


No answer. 


With a sinking feeling, he realized she wasn’t home. 


He’d blown it. The minute she’d realized it was him, she’d run. 


Despair filled him, replacing the euphoria of moments ago. 


The phone rang and he looked at it suspiciously. He looked at his watch. Who would be calling Sam at


10:30 at night? He waited for her cheeky recorded message to finish and the caller to speak... 
“Ben honey? Whatcha doing?” 
The breathy voice sent a rush of blood south. 
“I’m here all alone ... waiting for you...” 
He didn’t wait to hear any more. With a wolfish grin, he sprinted the short distance back to his place,


anticipation further fueling the ache in his groin. 
His dash into the bedroom stopped dead at the sight that greeted him. 
“Took you long enough,” she teased. 
It was a dream he’d never thought to see in reality. His little Sam. Sitting on the edge of his bed. Legs


crossed. All but naked. Those fucking scraps of lace didn’t count. Wouldn’t count in about two seconds.


And she was waiting. For him. 
“You realize what this means, don’t you, sweetheart?” Hunger made the words rough, a rumble against
the stillness of the night. She was, without a doubt, the most beautiful sight he’d ever seen. 


* * * * Sam leaned back, dropping onto her elbows as Ben loomed over her, his hazel eyes darkening as he 

looked down at her. Wild eyes. Mouth a firm line. A muscle ticced in his jaw, the only indication of his struggle for control. “What does it mean, Ben? Tell me,” she whispered. As he leaned closer, the fading hint of aftershave 

and spicy male washed over her. Her body reacted, growing flushed and warm. She swallowed deeply as he moved closer, his lips a breath away. A soft touch of his lips on hers, a casual lick along the seam before she opened to him. A hot tongue touched hers, stroking and flicking, and a moan escaped, swallowed up in the increasingly urgent, sexual tango of their mouths. Breathless, both, they pulled apart. She opened her eyes to see a different Ben, a darker Ben, taut with desire and determined. 

His warm hand cupped her breast, flicking the nipple until it grew hard and taut under his touch. Leaving a trail of goose bumps in their wake, his fingers inched lower, dipping briefly into her belly button before swirling lower into the tight spread of curls at the apex of her thighs. 

Slipping under the elastic of her lacy thong, a finger rimmed the opening, taking up the juices and then pushing inside. One finger, then two, setting up a steady rhythm. Her hips raised, seeking more. Deeper. Harder. 

“You want to come, baby?” 
She nodded. 
“How about if I touch you here?” 
A soft tap on her clit. 
“Yes! Ben, please...” 
“This ... all of this,” his head dipped to nuzzle and nip at the hardened bud of a nipple through the lace,


leaving it damp, “is mine now. All mine, baby.” 


His thumb circled and skimmed over her highly sensitive clit. She could feel the tremors starting to
gather, the wetness coating his fingers as he thrust them faster. 
“Damn, I want to taste you so bad, sweetheart...” 
“No! Don’t. Stop...” 
“Don’t worry, I’ll have plenty of time. But later, I’m going to lick you dry, baby. I’m gonna take all the


sweetness you can give me.” 


As his teeth bit down on her tight, sensitive nipple, he thrust deep inside, his thumb massaging the pad
of her clit. 
A shattering climax tore through her, her juices flooding his hand, her body shaking as if in a fever. The


tempo of his thrusts gradually slowed as she settled on the bed once more, her body limp. 

With a flick on the clasp, the bra came free and slipped down her arms. Then his lips were brushing against hers again, a heated caress, softly pressing, his tongue easing inside to lick and play with hers. 

A shiver ran up her body as he tweaked her other nipple, pinching it firmly between his fingertips. 

“In my bed,” he growled, breaking the kiss, “permanently, baby. Now help me get out of these clothes before I fuck you like this.” 

Sex with Ben was already more than anything she had even fantasized about, and they hadn’t even gotten to the good part yet. She sat up and ran her nail down the tense muscles of his abdomen, glancing up at him as she reached for the first stud. Her breath caught in her throat at the look on his face. Heat flooded through her. She made quick work of the rest of them and slid the leather pants down his legs leaving nothing but the straining black leather g-string. Running her fingers down over his hips, she hooked her fingers under the soft leather and eased it down. His cock, hard and erect, sprang out at her and as she watched, a pearly drop formed at the head. Her tongue flicked out to lick it off and he groaned. 

“Suck me, baby,” he croaked. “Show me what that sweet little mouth of yours can do...” 

She inhaled the heady scent of him. An indefinable blend of musk, sweat and male. Slowly, she sucked him in, taking her time to lave the underside, flicking the ridge teasingly with her tongue. Holding her head with gentle, but strong hands, he slowly thrust in and out. A muffled curse escaped as she relaxed her throat and he slid deeper. She wanted all of him--every single, glorious inch... 

“Christ! Stop, baby. Don’t. Move.” 

She froze at the desperate sound of his voice, waiting. Easing her head back, he pulled out of her mouth, his shaft glistening. 

“Lay down.” 

For the first time in her life, she felt the sexual power of a woman who has her man right where she wants him. 

“Now, Sam. Before I smack that cute ass for making me wait any longer.” 

Sam looked up at him, her mouth rounding into an “O” at the barely restrained excitement in his voice. 

“I’ve waited long enough, sweetheart, and I don’t have a whole lot of patience left in me.” 

She turned over onto her hands and knees and moved further up the bed, glancing cheekily over her shoulder, and smiled back at him. “Make me.” 

* * * * 

Any intentions he had of making it long and slow flew out the window. His cock jerked up at her words, at the unmistakable challenge, and he grinned, a feral look on his face before he growled and dived for her. 

She laughed as he grabbed her around the waist and flipped her over, the thong tearing with one loud rip, then coming over her until he settled into the cradle of her hips, grinding his erection against the silky heat that awaited him. 

Grasping her face, holding her still, he met her lips with his, all the love and need of fourteen long years of waiting poured into the kiss. His tongue thrust into her mouth, tangling with hers, telling her of the hunger that raged through him. He nipped and held, before driving them both higher, wanting her to know, to believe and accept, that this ... all of her ... was his now. She whimpered when he released her, then reached for him and brought his mouth back to hers. 

By the time he broke the kiss they were both panting. 
“If I don’t get inside that tight pussy of yours in a second, sweetheart, I’m going to explode. 
“Wrap your hand around me. Guide me in.” 
Bad move. 
The minute her fingers touched him he almost came anyway. His cock felt hard enough to crack


coconuts with. As she nestled him in the wet, flowering lips and he nudged the head in, she moaned underneath him and arched her hips up hard against him, driving him in halfway. It was enough to take his breath away. 

“I thought I told you not to move.” 
“But Ben, I can’t wait...” she whimpered with need. “I want you so much.” 
Christ! She was going to kill him. He gritted his teeth and tried to get his cock under control. All it


wanted to do was grind her into the bed and shoot until he was dry. 
“And I want you too, but sweetheart, I’m real close. Just slowly... Make it last... That’s it,” he said, as he
eased further and further into the tightness and heat that gripped his cock. Pulse thundering in his ears,


breathing ragged, he reached down to lave a nipple, running his tongue over the dark pink tip before
sucking strongly on it, gently nipping on the bud. 
Her body trembled beneath him, shooting a ripple up his shaft like a current of electricity. 
“Damn!” And with a single hard thrust he buried himself inside her, until their groins mashed together,


and started pumping in and out, faster and faster as he felt the familiar rush of blood and heat through his body, running up his legs, down his back, centering finally in his groin. The sacs between his legs pulled up tight. Fighting to hold back, he stopped thrusting, their bodies locked. Panting, trying to regain some control, he cupped her face in his palms. 

“I hope like hell you aren’t on the pill, sweetheart.” 
“No, I’m not. Oh, Ben. I’m sorry.” She groaned in disbelief. “I forgot all about condoms.” 
“That’s just as well. The sooner we get you pregnant, the sooner you’re gonna have to marry me.” 
“Marry you?” 
“Yeah. You got a problem with that, sweetheart?” 
In reply, she bucked her hips at him. “No! Just do it! Please, Ben...” 
At her movement, a pained moan escaped his lips. “Say yes, Sam. Tell me.” 
“Yes! Yes! Now move, for God’s sake!” 


“Well, it’s about fucking time!” He withdrew his cock until just the head was clasped inside her hot warmth. Her little whimpers drove him nuts and with a final groan he gave up and starting driving into her, pounding, in and out, over and over, the power of his thrusts banging the bed against the wall with each one. 

And then he was kissing her like there was no tomorrow, thrusting inside her mouth, loving the taste of her, sure he would never get enough, licking a path down to her breasts and sucking hard on a nipple. A soft bite and she arched up against him, moaning his name repeatedly as the tight walls of her vagina clenched around his cock. With a roar, he drove in once more as he pulsed inside her, hot jets exploding out of him to drench her womb. 

Struggling to stay on his elbows and not crush her with his weight, he opened his eyes to look down at his little shortie. “Love me, baby?” 

* * * * 

All these years and she hadn’t realized the man she’d been looking for, had given up on as a teenage crush, really had been under her nose all the time. Had wanted her, too. Ben. Her Aries. Sam had to smile. The man had not only given her the two best orgasms of her life, but he’d asked her to marry him and have his babies ... and he needed reassurance? What could she say? “Yes, Ben, I do love you, you gorgeous nut.” 

His satisfied grin said it all. 

He kissed the tip of her nose. “I think four’s a good number, don’t you?” 

“For what?” 

“Kids. You and I aren’t getting any younger, sweetheart. Best not waste any more time.” 

Like that would happen, she thought, and then realized what he was talking about when she felt him hardening inside her again. Oh yes, she couldn’t be happier. 

Epilogue 
“Sam?” Ben called out from the front door. The house was quiet. Which was unusual. One thing his house wasn’t--ever--was quiet. “Sam? You home, sweetheart?” He put down the flowers he’d picked up from the florist at lunchtime. Where the hell was she? 

He turned to the fridge to grab a beer and saw a note held there with a magnet. 

Get a beer, take a seat, and press play on the stereo. 
Love you, 
Sam. 
Curious, but smiling, he did as instructed. He was tired. Taking a load off with a cold one sounded just right. Flopping down on the lounge, he grabbed the remote and pressed “play.” Just as his eyes drifted shut, a drum solo thumped out of the speakers making him look up in surprise. 

Which was just as well. 

The image coming toward him, sensuously rolling her hips with suggestive bumps and grinds, would be burned into his retinas for as long as he lived. 

Tight black leather bustier, garters, black thigh-high stockings, high heels that made her legs look like they went on forever... 

Sam? Honey? 
Beer forgotten, he licked his lips and sat back in amazement while his wife made her way over to him, sashaying and shimmying to the beat of the music with a skill and sensuality that made his heart nearly jump out of his chest. 

And the smile on her face was totally wicked. 

Leaning over, the scent of something exotic--Christ knows what it was but it was driving him crazy--filled his head as she wiggled those luscious breasts in his face. His tongue and hands were itching to taste and touch... 

When she turned around and bent over, showing nothing but that gorgeous ass and seamed stockings, he nearly came in his pants. 

Oh, yeah! She was definitely trying to kill him. And he loved it! 

Slowly, one by one, she started to release the hooks on the bustier, teasing him as inch by inch the fullness was released. God, he loved her breasts! He could spend a lifetime nestled between them. He swallowed as she shrugged the corset off, shimmying it down her arms to fall on the floor. When she cupped her breasts, molding the fullness and seeming to offer them to him, he made to get up but she shook her head. All it took was her playing with her nipples, pinching them, making them hard, and his cock decided to try and break free. In pain, he helped it out by sliding his zipper down and releasing it from its confinement, palming it, stroking it slowly. He had to get his mouth around one of those gorgeous tits before he starved. He’d see the rest of the fucking dance later. Right now, if he didn’t get inside her within the next few seconds, he figured he’d have a hard-on for the rest of his life. 

He made to stand when a foot landed on his chest. It was what followed that brought him undone. When she ran her hands all over her body, skimming over her hips, thrusting her breasts at him, before skimming down over pink-tinged flesh to dip her finger into the top of her garter suggestively, lower and lower. 

That was when he noticed. He licked his lips and grinned. Jesus Christ! 

His sexy little wife, mother of his son and all future babies, didn’t have any panties on--no thong, nothing. Nothing to hide the fact that all he could see were the juicy, wet lips of her ... waxed pussy? God! ... peeking out at him as she ground her hips in front of his face. She stepped back, and her reaction--a come-hither smile and a cheeky wink--was all the invitation he needed. 

With a primal growl, he grabbed her. Somehow, they made it to the floor because the next thing he knew, he was driving inside her with one savage thrust, fully clothed except for his open fly. 

The dance was over. But he wasn’t finished. No way. 

Hungry. Starving. In time with the pulsing beat of Addicted to Love blaring from the speakers, he stroked in and out, the full length of his shaft sinking deep into the heat of Sam’s swollen pussy. Fuck, that was so good! He’d never get enough of her. 

Along the entire length of his shaft, he could feel her tighten and clench around him. 

Dragging out the torment as long as he could, he proved to his naughty wife, once-and-for-all, just how much he was addicted to her. She was a drug. His drug. And he just couldn’t get enough of her. Never would. 

“Take me, baby. All of me,” he cried out and he ground against her. 

Her body arched up against him, nails scoring down the tense muscles of his buttocks, making him jerk harder inside her. 

Quite possibly he drowned out Robert Palmer when he came, feeling his orgasm sucked up his body from his toes to shoot out the head of his cock. Damn! His climax hit him, the force of it nearly making him black out. 

* * * * 

That was Ben, she thought happily. Her Aries. Ready and willing at a moment’s notice. 

“Happy anniversary, baby,” she sighed, wiping the sweat off his brow. 

“You want to tell me where the hell you learned to do that? Do I have to kill anybody?” If Jamie had taught her that little number, there would be one less son in the Newcombe family. Now that he was thinking with his head and not his cock, jealousy reared its ugly head. Just the thought of another man being privy to what he’d just seen was enough to make him want to hit something. 

She laughed at him like she always did when he got a bit too caveman. “No, honey. A friend of Jamie’s--a lady friend,” she stressed when he started to glower with a possessive glare, “works in one of the nightclubs downtown. She gave me a few ... pointers. You like?” 

“You mean my reaction wasn’t enough?” God, he was lying on top of her still dressed with his cock buried to the hilt! But feeling safe once again that she was all his, would always be his and only his, he grinned. “One day I’d like to see the whole routine, but I get the feeling you might have to ... ahh ... tie 

me down.” 
“Ooh, that can be arranged.” 
“You like the idea of tying me up, huh?” 
“Let’s just say, it has possibilities. But only if you’re prepared to return the favor.” 
Visions of Sam stretched out naked on their bed, bound and blindfolded, hit him. Oh yeah! “You’re on,


sweetheart. We might have to delay it a bit though.” 
“Why?” 
“You do realize what happened the last time we did this little striptease thing, don’t you?” 
“Uh huh. That’s the plan,” she said and winked at him. 
Adam, number one, their rambunctious one-year-old, was the product of their other “strip show.” Ben


hoped like crazy that the same result would come from this little effort. He was more than ready for


numbers two, three and four. 
“You know what, Ben? I can’t figure it out,” she said as she interrupted his plans for their personal
contribution to the population explosion. 


“What’s that, sweetheart?” 


“You’re an Aries, I’m a Taurus. We aren’t meant to be compatible. I dated other Aries guys--hell, I even
married one the first time. Why do we work so well together?” 
He laughed and cast his mind back a couple of years when he was so desperate to get her to see him, to


fall in love with him... 
“Easy. I’m a dog and you’re a tiger.” 
“I beg your pardon?” 
“Well, you seemed so hung up on the whole astrology thing, that I needed some ammunition in case you


threw the Aries/Taurus thing at me and wouldn’t marry me. So one of the guys at work put me onto
Chinese astrology. I’m a dog and you’re a tiger, and honey, we’re eighty-nine percent compatible. Does
that make a difference?” 


“Not in the grand scheme of things.” She laughed at how prepared he’d been for rejection. “I think it was
more just a case of the right man. 
“I never really believed all that astrology stuff anyway.” 


The End
