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	Burn for Me

	 

	
Prologue/or first page of the book

	FIRE: When a flame appears yellow or orange in color or has pops of yellow or orange within it, then the flame is indicating that there is an improper ratio of oxygen for combustion. Often this improper combustion is temporary and could be caused by debris that needs to be cleared.

	 

	Such is the case with Whiskey and Smoke as they embark on a new relationship.

	 


 

	Contents

	Prologue/or first page of the book

	Chapter 1 – Smoke

	Chapter 2 – Whiskey

	Chapter 3 – Smoke

	Chapter 4 – Whiskey

	Chapter 5 – Smoke

	Chapter 6 – Whiskey

	Chapter 7 – Smoke

	Chapter 8 – Whiskey

	Chapter 9 – Smoke

	Chapter 10 – Whiskey

	Chapter 11 – Smoke

	Chapter 12 – Whiskey

	Chapter 13 – Smoke

	Chapter 14 – Whiskey

	Chapter 15 – Smoke

	Chapter 16 – Whiskey

	Chapter 17 – Smoke

	Chapter 18 – Whiskey

	Chapter 19 – Smoke

	Chapter 20 – Whiskey

	

	 


Chapter 1 – Smoke

	I sipped my scotch as I sat at the bar and glanced at my watch. Lydia said she’d be a few minutes late, as the flight our clients had been on was tardy to land and sitting out on the tarmac waiting for a gate. I still had about twenty minutes to kill before they arrived.

	I scanned the bar area, wondering if there was anyone I knew I could shoot the shit with, but I didn’t recognize anyone. Most of them were young people in their mid-twenties drinking fru-fru drinks and doing shots called Buttery Nipple, G-Spot, and Piece of Ass. What happened to the days of whiskey or even tequila?

	I pulled out my phone, deciding to keep to myself and answer a few emails as I waited. I squinted at my screen. Damn, I needed to get to the eye doctor and check my eyes. Not that I needed glasses often, but in low light with small fonts, it reminded me that I was now forty-two. Wasn’t forty that magical age where they said your eyes started going? 

	“Is this seat taken?” A female voice asked just as I began to reply to an email I had ignored for days. 

	I responded without even looking her way. “No, it’s not. Help yourself.”

	“Thank you,” She replied in a voice too soft and meek for my taste. From the corner of my eyes, I watched her begin to shift into the seat, and she brushed my arm. I leaned away to give her more room as the stools were jammed into the space. Just as she seemed to be about to seat herself, her footing slipped, and I turned just in time to grab her by the shoulder as she practically fell into my lap.

	Her gaze jumped to mine, and a jolt of something shocked my system. The woman with the meek voice had beautiful brown eyes, almost the color of the liquor in my glass. For a few seconds, the two of us stared at each other, and I briefly wondered if she was feeling the same thing I was. A boisterous laugh off to my side reminded me that our faces were mere inches apart, and while I was happy to keep staring at her, we were in public. “I said that stool was available. This one is occupied.”

	Her cheeks began to color as she jerked back, “I am so sorry. My foot slipped on the edge of the stool.”

	I chuckled as she gnawed on her bottom lip and got herself situated in her chair, setting a small black purse on the bar in front of her. “I really am sorry. Can I at least pay for your drink as an apology?”

	“It’s already paid for, but thanks for the offer.” 

	She peered nervously my way, her cheeks still a bit colored, and I studied the lines of her face. She had pronounced cheekbones but not model-worthy—not that she wasn’t pretty. She was very attractive, but I wasn’t generally attracted to brunettes or women who blushed.

	To me, women who got embarrassed that easily were unsure of themselves and naïve. I wasn’t interested in naivety at this point in my life. I wanted a woman who knew what she wanted and went for it.

	“Well, thank you for catching me and not letting me make more of a fool of myself than I already have.” She gave her attention to the bartender, “Can I have Woodford Reserve, please?”

	I raised a brow, and I glanced at her again. “Woodford Reserve. I didn’t peg you for the whiskey type.”

	She turned in her seat slightly, “Yeah, and why is that?”

	I shifted so I could face her a bit more, taking in the neckline of her burgundy blouse that accented her eyes and gave me a hell of a view of her cleavage. “Because most people these days drink modern drinks, like martinis and daiquiris. The days of whiskey neat, gin and tonics, Manhattan’s are old news.”

	She let her eyes skim over the back of the bar as she spoke. “I prefer something more elegant, although I sometimes enjoy a Sidecar or a Tom Collins,” She replied as she focused on me. “There is something very soothing about the smooth taste of a good whiskey. It comforts the soul and helps you relax.”

	I was intrigued by the woman with the whiskey eyes. “You need to relax?”

	She laughed softly, the husky sound unexpected coming from her lips, “Don’t we all need to relax?”

	I shrugged a shoulder, “I guess.”

	“What do you do to relax?” She asked, and I leaned back and studied her for a moment.

	“You’re not a prostitute trying to pick up a John, are you?” The minute those words were out of my mouth, I wished I could take them back, and I opened my mouth to apologize as she began to laugh and shook her head quickly.

	“No, I most certainly am not that. My husband would find that rather amusing.”

	Husband? I glanced at her hand. There were no rings. “Why would he think that was funny?” I couldn’t help but ask.

	The bartender set her glass in front of her. I pointed at the cash on the bar before me for him to take the payment from there. He nodded and removed a ten-dollar bill from the pile.

	“You didn’t need to buy my drink. I am quite capable.” She gave me a pointed look with one of her brows raised, and I couldn’t deny that I found that rather sexy.

	“You can buy the next one.”

	She chuckled, lifted her drink, held it out to me briefly, and then tossed back the entire glass. I watched in amazement as she set the glass down and nodded to the bartender, who had just put the change back on my pile.

	I watched her dig around in her purse for a moment, wondering if she would answer my question, and it wasn’t until her next whiskey was in front of her that she lifted it to her lips, paused, and said, “He thought I was boring and frigid in bed. He announced that in the middle of a restaurant on our anniversary.” She turned those sexy liquid brown eyes toward me, “How can someone say that in public after ten years of marriage?”

	I frowned, “First off, you don’t look old enough to have been married for ten years. Second, the guy was probably insecure about the size of his dick, and he blamed you for his insecurities.”

	She chuckled, “Maybe you are right. His penis wasn’t all that large, but I still have trouble understanding how you can mortify someone like that in public.”

	She sipped from her glass, and I watched every move she made. When she set it down her phone vibrated on the wooden bar and she flipped it over and frowned.

	“Your husband going to be late?”

	“Ha!” She glanced at me, then smirked, “No, no, husband anymore. I’m having dinner with my best friend to celebrate something, and she will be a couple of minutes late.”

	“My dinner company is late too. Guess we should pass the time together.”

	She turned to look at me, her eyes skimmed over my face, and then she asked, “Are you meeting your wife?”

	“No, wife in the picture. I’m meeting business clients.” I wasn’t sure why I wanted to clarify that, but I felt the need. We stared at one another for a long time, and I wondered if she felt the same warmth in her belly that I did. Perhaps I wasn’t the only one who felt embers slowly warming inside me. It had been a long time since I had felt anything like this, almost five years to be exact.

	I didn’t want to dwell on that, so I asked her, “What are you celebrating?”

	“A new start.”

	“A new start? Does this mean you divorced that bastard?”

	She shrugged, “Well, he is divorcing me, and it’s not final yet. I just moved here, thanks to my best friend’s encouragement. Now, I have a new home, a new city to live in, a new job, and a new life to build.”

	“What do you do?”

	She waved that away, “Nothing exciting, trust me. It’s boring administration work for a small company, but the pay is decent and close to the university. I plan on going back to school and getting my degree.”

	“A degree in what?”

	“Marketing,” She paused and nibbled her bottom lip, “At least, that’s what I think I want to study.”

	I laughed, “You might want to figure that out before you pay your tuition bills. College isn’t cheap.”

	“Oh, I know. That’s why I didn’t get a chance to finish college before.” She paused, staring at me for a moment, “Do you think it’s stupid that I am going back to school at my age?”

	A bubble of laughter spilled from my lips, “I don’t know how old you are. Hell, I don’t even know your name.”

	She leaned forward, a sparkle in her eye, “It’s more fun not knowing someone’s name, isn’t it?”

	“What do you mean?” I asked her. Man, this woman and those damn sparkling eyes could be trouble.

	She chuckled and turned so that her leg touched mine. “I mean, talking to strangers is easy. You don’t care what I think of you, and I don’t care what you think of me. My friend always tells me I should be more spontaneous and worry less about what people think of me. I always thought she was full of crap, but maybe she’s right. It is easier to do that if you remain strangers.”

	“I guess.”

	She leaned forward, “See, you’re a stranger, and I’m going to say something to you that I would never say to someone I knew.”

	“What’s that?”

	She pulled her bottom lip under her bright white teeth for a moment as if gathering her courage. A moment later, she blurted out the words, “I find you very attractive.”

	My dick twitched as I shifted a bit more her way and leaned slightly toward her, replying softly, “Well, as one stranger to another, I have to admit that I also find you attractive, Whiskey.”

	She laughed, the sound filling my ears as my eyes devoured that damn sparkle in her whiskey-colored eyes again. My gaze dropped to her lips, and I had the instantaneous urge to lean forward and capture them.

	“Whiskey, huh?”

	“Yeah, you might not like names, but I prefer to have a name to go with a face.”

	“Okay,” She crossed her arms on the bar’s edge, “Then what do you want me to call you? It can’t be your real name.”

	That was easy, “Smoke.” I grinned and drank the rest of my drink as my cellphone vibrated on the bar.

	“Smoke, huh? That’s an interesting name to choose.”

	I laughed as I read the text from my associate, “I’m glad you find it interesting, Whiskey. Unfortunately, my time to chat is over. My clients have arrived.”

	I was about to slip off my stool when I turned and inadvertently captured one of her knees between my thighs. The two of us stared at one another, and I felt that earlier ember flare-up. I stood where I was, causing her knee to brush inside my thighs and rest between my legs. She stared at me with her lips open and her pupils dilated. I leaned forward, rubbing my slight erection along the top of her thigh just a bit as I moved to the side. I leaned forward, brushing the side of her cheek with mine.

	“It was a pleasure talking with you, Whiskey. Good luck with your new life. Perhaps our paths will cross again.”

	I leaned back, winking at her and then pushing my stool out of the way so I could step away as she replied. “I hope so, Smoke.”

	I didn’t look back. If I ever saw Whiskey again, I might consider that a sign, but I doubt I would. After a few steps, I put her out of my mind and went to meet my clients. This deal was too important to be distracted by thoughts of a beautiful woman

	We were seated at a table near the back of the main dining room sharing small talk as we prepared to order, when I glanced up and watched Whiskey step into the room with another woman. They were laughing about something, and I imagined the sound in my ear. I shifted in my seat, trying to bring myself back to what my prospective client, Mark, was saying.

	Even though I had missed half of what he’d said, I nodded. From the corner of my eye, I saw Whiskey and her friend seated on the other side of the room. My eyes cut that way and locked with hers. I nodded politely and immediately turned back to my tablemates.

	A few minutes after ordering, Whiskey excused herself from the table and headed toward the back hallway where the restrooms were located.

	“If you will excuse me for a moment.” I set my napkin beside my plate and glanced at her friend, who was oblivious to me. There were a couple of doors in the back hallway, and I assumed she was in the restroom.

	I paused outside of it, wondering what the hell I was doing, and before I could turn around and leave, the door opened, and another woman came out. “Excuse me, is there still a woman in there with dark hair?”

	“Yes.”

	“Is she alone?”

	“I believe so.” She quickly turned and walked away, and I contemplated my next move. I could go in there and make a complete fool out of myself, or I could turn around and walk away before she even knew I was out of my seat.

	I started to turn away but then jerked back around and reached out to grab the door handle, but it began to open on its own. I jumped back so I didn’t get hit by the door and waited until she stepped through. Her gaze jumped to mine, and for a second, she looked surprised, but then she smiled as I took a step forward. “Smoke, what are you doing out here?”

	What the hell was I doing here? Acting like a freaking idiot, obviously. I grinned and took another step forward. “Looks like our paths crossed again.”

	She laughed, “I’m not sure about that. Neither of us left the original location. Just because we moved from one room to another doesn’t mean our paths have crossed again.”

	I stared down at her, tempted to run my hands through the waves of her long brown hair. “Maybe not, but—”

	After a second, she lifted her chin, an inquisitive look in her sexy brown eyes, “But what, Smoke?”

	I touched the side of her face, running the back of my knuckle over her cheek, “I don’t know. Something made me come back here. There is something about you, Whiskey.”

	She tilted her head and furrowed her brow slightly, “There is nothing special about me, Smoke.”

	The hell there wasn’t! I leaned forward, my lips descending on hers, “Let me be the judge of that, Whiskey.”

	 


Chapter 2 – Whiskey

	Smoke was an appropriate name for the handsome man that just walked away from me. There one moment and gone the next—Poof! I sighed as my shoulders rounded forward and sipped my second whiskey. I grinned slightly as I set the glass down, letting the smooth alcohol sit on my tongue for a moment before I swallowed. He called me Whiskey, and I had to admit that was the best nickname I had heard recently.

	When I first sat down, I had the urge to drink away my frustration. I had just gotten another letter from my husband’s attorney, and I was furious with him for all the nit-picking crap he was putting me through. I had already given him the house and given up my right to alimony. Now he wanted my car. Well, he could go to hell! I was keeping my BMW. 

	A movement behind me had me glancing back, strangely hoping that it was Smoke again, but only slightly disappointed to find it was my friend Becca slipping into the seat that Smoke had occupied.

	“Sorry, I’m late.”

	“That’s okay. I was able to entertain myself.” With a bit of help from a handsome man, I added silently. If I had even suggested that I had been speaking with a man, Becca would have been jumping up and down, begging for the details, and then searching him out to find out when we could see each other again.

	I knew that would never happen, but having a man pay a little attention to me without trying to slander my name was excellent. It was also nice knowing I could still turn a man on. When he had stood, and my knee landed right between his legs, there was little doubt that he was attracted to me. It gave a significant boost to my confidence—something I desperately needed.

	Wade, my very soon-to-be ex-husband, had said so many hateful things t me recently. The latest was in our meetings with the attorneys to review the details of our divorce. I had wanted to crawl under the table and hide. Occasionally, Wade’s attorney would glance my way, a look of pity on his face. I wasn’t sure if he pitted me because Wade made me out to be such a horrible whiny, unsexual, ignorant person or because he felt sorry that I had to deal with a man like Wade. I was hoping it was the latter.

	When it was my turn to speak, I said I had nothing to add. What good would it do to share my humiliation with the people in this room about how my husband had cheated on me with various women and barely tried to hide it? What was the purpose of telling them that he had a drinking problem and liked to gamble and pay for prostitutes? Or that he had given me not one but three STDs in the last several years? It was like an anniversary gift that I didn’t want.

	There wasn’t a reason to do any of that, and when I said that, everyone was surprised. Wade had stared at me with his jaw hanging open for a long moment, then snapped, “That’s it? You aren’t going to say anything?”

	I shook my head, laced my fingers on my lap, and gave his attorney a tentative smile. All the while, my stomach rolled with anxiety. 

	Ultimately, Wade was getting everything, and I was walking away with my clothes, jewelry, a few trinkets from the house, and my car. They didn’t know that I felt this massive wave of relief pass through me, and I walked out of there, holding my head up high.

	Wade had found me waiting for the elevator and grabbed my arm to pull me off to the side, “Why didn’t you speak? You made me look like an idiot!”

	“You made yourself look like that, Wade. Besides, what I would have said didn’t have any importance.”

	“But you had a chance to tell everyone that cheated on you.”

	I shrugged, “What difference does it make, Wade? You said enough for both of us. You made me look like a horrible wife. Why should I make you out to be a horrible person, too? They didn’t need to hear anymore. You made it painfully obvious that you were unhappy in our marriage and wanted out.” I put my hand on his arm, “You’re free. Enjoy it.”

	Behind him, the elevator door opened, and I stepped around him. “Goodbye, Wade. I hope you find what you are looking for.”

	I stepped into the elevator, turned, and watched him disappear behind the closing doors. It wasn’t until I was on the sidewalk rushing to my car that the tears threatened to spill, but I held them off until I reached my car's interior.

	Once safely hidden from prying eyes, I put my head on the steering wheel and let myself fall to pieces. All the horrible things he said about me—which I didn’t want to believe—echoed inside my mind. Was I an awful woman? Did I care more about myself than anyone else? Did I ignore him? Was I frigid?

	That one hurt the worst. Wade had easily announced that I was horrible in bed and that I never wanted to do anything different.

	That wasn’t true. I did want to try different things, but I wasn’t comfortable enough with Wade to ask for what I wanted. Was that strange? Shouldn’t I have been able to ask for what I wanted after being married to the man for ten years? Yes.

	I should have had no issues with that, and yet I did. If there was anyone that I should have been comfortable talking with, it should have been my husband—and I wasn’t.

	Perhaps I would never find a man that I could be open with. I thought about that as I washed my hands in the bathroom and smiled at myself in the mirror. When Becca and I had been seated a few minutes ago, I quickly located Smoke on the other side of the room.

	He was very handsome. I wasn’t typically attracted to men with beards, but his was neatly manicured and looked like it would be so soft to touch. His hazel eyes had been so interesting to look at that I wished I could see them in the sunlight. How amazing would they have looked there? Perhaps one day, I would bump into him again on the street and get my chance.

	I pushed open the bathroom door, telling myself to stop thinking about Smoke and enjoy my dinner with Becca. Just as I opened the door, I found Smoke standing there, stepping back as if he had been about to enter the bathroom. Perhaps he looked at the sign wrong and thought this was the men’s room.

	We joked for a moment about crossing paths again, and then he said, “Something made me come back here. There is something about you.”
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