V devuled eggs and Jalapeno popp
appetizers. A hand smacked my a*s hard-"‘-: '
me jump. | turned and glared at the culprit.

"F*ck Ford. You trying to leave a mark?”

“Always baby," he said, picking up an egg and
popping it into his mouth.

“Save that sh*t for the bedroom,” | grumbled.

“You're no fun. Davis doesn’'t mine. H*ll, even
Dawson let's me get an a*s smack in. You know
I'm an a*s man. And you have a delectable a*s”

“You're incorrigible.”

“Guilty,” he winked and walked away. | didn'tk
how he was always so d*mn chipper. Ev‘e
;wag_,a_jo,ke, or a good time with hin




She had a great set of t*ts. Her little red bikini
nothing to the imagination. They were apple-si

and looked to be a nice firm handful. Too bad she™

was taken.

A firm muscled body came into view. Daviswas
smirking at me as he walked up. He signed,
You're staring a little hard,

=

| signed, 'Not as hard as my d*ck is now that I'm
staring at you.

He looked down, and his smirk widened. He
mouthed ‘Need help with that?' | grabbed him by
the head and slammed my mouth to his.

“Okay, you two. We have company,” Dawson
sliding over to us.




p*ssy | sighed. Maybe one day | could talk hi n
into letting me s*ck his gigantic c*ck. F*ckef wa
huge. | mean we were all well-endowed, but

where Ford and Davis were eight inches to my
seven, we were all girthy. Dawson, however, was'a
solid f*cking nine and a half inches, with a
three-finger width. | Know this because one
drunken night we measured when we were still in
Vegas

| reached the door and opened it, and the breathin
my lungs froze. Well, hello exotic beauty.

“Hi, beautiful.”

She looked like a f*cking wet dream, Sl?e

ayellow sundress, with what looked, I

i i
L bathing suut under it. lcou d only S Illl




hon her full mouth. Hmm, | wonde
‘d¥ck would look like with them wrapped.
round It. Her light brown eyes captlvat’éd”{; ne.
She was shamelessly looking me up and down®
100. | mean | was In some swim trunks witha

t*eking hard on, and | was shirtless, Being a

former Navy SEAL, | knew my body was banging

with corded-cut muscles, just like the rest of my

tleam. Although some of them were bigger, 'was

no le ‘ ive, If | did say so myself. Not to
| | in tattoos from the neck

ncl ;)"!\/f-(i with the |lp

: cue? | was invited
by Dawson. I'm Isha;” she said, in a sweet Iyrical
voice. | wonder if she could sing

*You're at the right place, sweethéart, Come,"f

it
I'm Mic Benton . I'm one of Dawson's guys '!
i
gerved together in the Navy, I'm afol me
i \

i
|

(i

like him " i
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remember him mentit
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e. "Dawson!”

i1\ Nl
- {1 LD )
Dawson turned from talking to Aaron. Aar(_fffli’g_;x it

LA
here, this isn't a sausage fest” | whispered. And
she giggled. There went my d*ck twitching.

Dawson's smile became wider and dazzling.
F*cker knew he had charm for days. That's why he
was the man we all followed and listened to.

“Isha, | am so glad you could come;" he said, asthe
stepped up and leaned way down to. give hera
hug and a kiss on the cheek. She was a short little

thing, even in her wedges
*Thanks for having me.”

*How are you?" he asked. Then he frow,nlg_-' n
‘grabbed her chin. He angled her fa_q"‘l'f
that's when | noticed what | hadn'




she was an innocent, but fxc
ke it when she blushed How' l‘

“Slight altercation?” | heard a soft voice. | turned
and saw Aaron's girlfriend Ava.

“Ava! Hello again. Two times in ohe day, seems
like fate. She must want us to rekindle our
acquaintance,” Isha said, stepping forward and
giving Ava a hug

“Isha, it's good to see you again. Why did youcall
what happened a slight altercation? That man
slapped you. | had just gotten in my car when |
saw a man approach you. | waited to see if you
would need help. | even videotaped the
encounter. | don't know why | did it, but
something in me told me to do it




She looked so devastated

“I'm not an abuse victim. That was the first time
hed ever struck me”

“You need to report it, Isha. I'll send you the videog
Ava said

Isha nodded. "I'll think about it

“Well, you have time. In the state of Colorado! ‘
1l

there's no time limit. However, to press chargesl ki
you have about eighteen months.! Ford sa|d | !!_’;

i I il l
il |

_He had been standing behind me and lij
1adn't heard hlm come up,. mylfa




I'cleared my throat. “Well, Ford, go checkithe
meat. Isha, how about some deviled eggs and
jalapeno poppers? | make the best appetizers?

“I'm Ford Myers. You
ha that Dawson can't

ibout,” he said as he

non her a*s. “Ohl

can so see it," he mumbled. He looked at me.and
ran his thumb across his full bottom lip, before

sueking it into his mouth

‘Dontdoit’ | hissed. Isha whirled around, and
Ford grinned wickedly at her.

 Isha stared at him and then she smile
B ' . A




"Can you send that video to my phone please.
Aaron has my number”

She nodded. | looked back over at the enticing
woman. She had Ford in stitches. | couldnt help
smiling. | think Dawson
the one

thinks

was right. She might be
mes down to what Davis

Had a little Extra time tod y. So wrote

another chapte
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