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    DEDICATION 
 
    To everyone who has kicked ass and taken names, to fight for what they want, and follow their dreams. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    INTRODUCTION 
 
      
 
    Dallas ‘Big D’ Winston is a protector, a dreamer, a fighter, and a lover. He is known for his devotion to the people in his life and his job. Those are the qualities that make him such an amazing man, plus he’s hung like a horse and great in the sack. He is always there when people need him the most, but has a hard time accepting the same from others. Dallas may get on stage and take his clothes off for money, but it’s the dancing that he truly loves. It’s what he’s good at, and it fills his pockets well. Dancing is all he’s ever wanted to do, and he doesn’t plan on stopping anytime soon. He’s all about the money, the women, and the attention, but what happens when tragedy strikes and his dreams are put on hold? Will he be able to devote himself to something else, even if dancing isn’t in his future? 
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    I am already sweating like crazy and I haven’t even stepped onto the stage yet. Who needs to rub oil on their body when they are drenched in sweat like this? As long as the women like it though, that’s all that matters to the boss. Personally, I hate the oil. It’s the one part of the job that I don’t like; all the rest is like living a dream.  
 
    As soon as I realized that I actually could dance, and make good money doing it, I jumped on that shit. It’s little work, and it’s doing something that I enjoy. I haven’t regretted it at all either; the money is a perk, but so are the ladies. Women literally throw themselves at me, and what man wouldn’t love that? 
 
    What the women want is definitely the most important thing though. If they aren’t happy, that means less money for us. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep the ladies happy. The happier they are, the more money I have in my pocket.  
 
    I used to not care about that shit, but now that my mother can’t work anymore, she needs help with her bills. She’s done everything she could to take care of me when I was growing up, and now it’s my turn to take care of her.  
 
    It’s hard seeing a woman who used to bust her ass, raising three kids on her own, at whatever jobs came her way, now depending on someone else. She doesn’t like it either, but she’ll get over it. With my brother and sister living on the opposite sides of the country from us, it’s up to me to do what has to be done. It’s not like my twin brother would be any help anyway; he’s dumber than duck shit. He’s book smart, but clearly, I’ve consumed all the common sense in the womb because he doesn’t have much. My sister, on the other hand, would be quite a bit of help, but she has a family of her own to take care of.  
 
    “Yo, D. You going to get your ass ready for your set sometime tonight or what?” Jag asks as he finishes getting ready for his set.  
 
    I don’t know why it matters to him when or if I get ready. It probably really doesn’t; he just likes to fuck with me and give me a hard time.  
 
    “I might, if I feel like it. Then again, I might go out there like this. The ladies won’t care; all they care about is me taking it off anyway.” Hell, there’s still two more sets before mine, so I have plenty of time. It’s not like it takes me long to fucking get ready.  
 
    Walking over to the couch, I take a seat and kick off my boots. What I’d like to do is sit here and relax for a while. I have been running around town all day, paying my mother’s bills and my own. Not to mention, doing her grocery shopping and running all her other errands that needed done for the week.  
 
    As tired as it makes me, I don’t mind doing it; she doesn’t have anyone else to take care of her. Dare sits down on the other end of the couch with a towel in one hand and a bottle of water in the other. He wipes the sweat from his face, and then takes a drink of his water. When he stops, the bottle is half empty.  
 
    “How’s your mom doing? She still giving you a hard time?” Dare is my best friend. Hell, all the guys here are. They are the only ones who I tell my business to. They know all about my mom’s stroke and how she has been struggling since. Even though they give me a hard time, they try to help however they can.  
 
    “She wouldn’t be my mother if she wasn’t giving me a hard time. Stroke or not, that’s not going to change. She is doing better though, not to the point of being able to drive, or go back to work, but she should be able to be without the nurse soon.” 
 
    As soon as my mom got released from the hospital, I hired a nurse to sit with her. She couldn’t be by herself, and although I’d do anything for my mother, there’s a point where some shit shouldn’t be done by her son. She hates having the nurse there, but it’s the only solution I could come up with.  
 
    I stand up when Jag walks back into the room, knowing that after Sin’s set, it’s my turn. I start getting ready and as I pull my shirt over my head, Dare says, “I’ve seen that nurse a couple of times; please tell me that she’s as good in bed as she looks like she would be.”  
 
    Glancing over at him, I start to ignore the question, but decide to hell with that. What do I care if he knows that I fucked the nurse? It’s not like I done it in front of my mother or anything. 
 
    “What makes you think that I fucked her? She’s my mom’s nurse for fuck sakes. What kind of person do you think I am?”  
 
    Dare laughs before answering. “Because I know you, and I know that you aren’t going to turn down pussy if it’s offered to you.” 
 
    Giving him a laugh in return, I take off my pants, tossing them to the side, and quickly dig out my clothes for my set. It’s nothing special, just a pair of black tearaway pants, a black shirt, and a pair of black briefs. I switch up the colors every now and then, but I keep it simple. 
 
    When I first started working here, Betty, the owner, wanted me to wear a pair of bikini underwear. That wasn’t happening, and when I put on the pair that she handed me, she seen why and quickly changed her mind.  
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I could wear them, but not while dancing. There’s no way my dick would stay in them fuckers. I’d be giving all the ladies more of a show than what they are paying for. No, bikini underwear isn’t my thing, but the ones I do wear don’t leave much to the imagination. They are still skimpy as hell, but at least I don’t have to worry about anything falling out while wearing them.  
 
    Quickly putting my clothes on, all that’s left for me to do is to put on some oil and then I can go out and show the ladies a good time.  
 
    Looking back over to Dare, I finally respond as I pour the least amount of oil into my hand that I can get away with. I rub a little on my chest, just to show that I put in an effort for the boss. “You act like I’m the only one who doesn’t turn down pussy when it’s offered.” Dare just shrugs, knowing that I’m right.  
 
    Sin, hearing what we are talking about, doesn’t waste time filling me in on the crowd outside. “I’d say the group of ladies to the right of the stage is more than willing to offer up some pussy. It’s a big bachelorette party, and they are loving us tonight. I’m calling dibs on the one with the long blonde hair.”  
 
    We have worked together long enough that he knows that’s not how it works. He can call dibs all he wants, but it’s the lady who makes the final decision and only when the night is over. Betty doesn’t want us fucking the customers, but what she doesn’t know won’t hurt her. Besides, she’s the one who encourages the VIP rooms. Of course, she encourages the private dances, but what happens in there stays in there, and as long as it causes no drama, she doesn’t say much. After the blonde sees me and I get done with my set, we’ll see which one of us she wants.  
 
    I give him a slap on the shoulder as I walk past, heading to the door. Our changing room isn’t far from the stage area, so it doesn’t take me long to get there. When I walk onto the stage, I wait for the music to start. My back is to the crowd, head down, arms behind my back, my usual stance as I wait for the rhythm of the music to course through my veins. 
 
    My set is hardly ever the same. I have a few songs that are my favorite to dance to, and they are the ones the ladies seem to like the most. Depending on my mood when I come in is what I dance to each night.  
 
    When Closer, by Nine Inch Nails, starts and the lights come on, the screaming and clapping begin. This is always my favorite part; hearing how much they are all looking forward to watching me feels fucking amazing.  
 
    The song starts out slow, just the way I like it. It always causes the ladies to appreciate when it really gets started and the actual show begins.  
 
    I move around on the stage, pulling up the edge of my shirt just enough to make them curious. Just as the chorus starts, I pull my shirt off and slide on my knees across the runway. Hands are already reaching out, trying their damnedest to touch me.  
 
    Jumping back to my feet, I tear the pants from my body, and the screams get even louder. I hop off the stage to the left, deciding to wait for the extra eager ladies to the right until last.  
 
    As money is being shoved into my underwear, I hope like hell that they are some large bills because I could sure use it. Either way, no matter how much it is, these women are going to get what they pay for.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    This has been another long week and I’m tired. The only thing on my mind at the moment is getting some pussy, then going home and going to bed. Tomorrow is Sunday, which is my night off, and if at all possible, I don’t want to have to do anything. Drinking some beers and watching some football sounds like a good plan for the day to me.  
 
    As Bump and Grind gets near the end, I make my way over to the raven-haired beauty that has been catching my eye. She hasn’t been shy by any means about her attraction to me, and I plan to take full advantage of it.  
 
    In all honesty, I could probably convince any of them to come into the VIP room with me, but she is the one that I want. There is just something about her. It could have something to do with the way her tits are about to pop out of the top of her dress.  
 
     Making my way back over to her table, I step in front of her and lean down to whisper in her ear, “If you want to find out for yourself how I got the name Big D, follow me. You won’t be sorry, I promise.”  
 
    Leaning back up, I catch the slight blush that covers her cheeks as she looks from me to her friends. They don’t hesitate in their encouragement, each one prodding for her to get up. My earlier assessment proves true; she wants me that’s for sure. I know for a fact when she gives me a wink and quickly stands up.  
 
    Looking toward the VIP room where our bouncer Rocco is standing guard, I give him a nod letting him know it is going to be occupied. He assesses the beautiful lady standing by me, the admiration clear on his face as he nods my way in return.  
 
    I don’t worry about my clothes that I’ve left behind on the stage as I walk to the VIP room.  Nor do I bother to check and see if she is following me because I already know that she is.  
 
    Opening the door, I step to the side, letting her walk in. As soon as she gets past the door, I step in behind her, pushing the door shut behind me. I turn the lock, and before she has a chance to even glance around, I turn her toward me, slamming my mouth down on hers. There’s not that much to see, not to me anyway, just like any average VIP room. A couch, chair, and a couple of tables. The soft lighting and low music playing through the speakers is what most women notice anyway.  
 
    My tongue invades her mouth, the taste of tequila and oranges overtake my senses. For a moment, I worry that she has had too much to drink to be coherent about her decisions.   
 
    The worry goes away slightly when she moans into my mouth, showing me her desire. Pulling my mouth from hers, I kiss a trail from her lips down the curve of her neck. Making my way up to her ear, I nip at the delicate lobe before whispering, “Are you sure you want to do this?” 
 
    She pulls back, looks me in the eye, and says, “Hell, yes. I’ve wanted you ever since you first walked out on that stage.”  
 
    As if her words weren’t confirming enough, she reaches down to my barely covered cock and gives it a tender squeeze. “Oh, yes, Big D indeed.” 
 
    When she starts to stroke up and down, I know it’s time to take matters into my own hands. I’m in charge here, not her.  
 
    Reaching down, I grab her by the wrist and pull her hand away. I take a step back before she gets any more ideas. Letting go of her, I walk over to the little table beside the chair, pulling open its little drawer. Taking out one of the many condoms piled inside, I push the drawer shut and walk back over to where I left her standing.    
 
    Stepping in front of her, I take her wrist in my hand again, giving it a little tug, and I walk her over to the couch. Stopping at the arm of the couch, I pull her in front of me. Letting go of her wrist, I spin her around. With her heels on, she’s going to be just the right height when I take her from behind. 
 
    I give her shoulder a little nudge and wait for her to take the hint and get where I want her. She is quick to do what I want, and I reward her with a few caresses on her ass. 
 
    Lifting the skirt of her dress up to her waist, my dick gets even harder when I see the pair of lacy white panties covering her firm ass. This is going to be fucking amazing.  
 
    Turning her head, she peeks back at me. I give her shoulder another push, “You’ll get what you want soon enough, sugar.  I’ll make sure it’s worth the wait.” 
 
    Reaching down, I grab the side of her little lace panties and pull them down her legs. As I move my hand back up her leg, I feel her body shiver, which just makes my dick even harder. I’m more than ready to sink in balls deep, but as much as I like to think it’s all about me, I need to make sure she’s just as ready as I am.  
 
    Moving my hand between her legs, I barely make contact before she lets out a pleasure filled moan. As soon as I sink a finger into her warm pussy, I see that she’s just as ready as me. She is soaking wet and squeezing the hell out of my finger.  
 
    Adding another, I work them in and out, stretching her enough so that she can take all of me. The way she is fucking my fingers proves that fucking her is going to be amazing, and I’m done waiting.    
 
    I pull my fingers free and tear open the condom wrapper. Rolling the condom on, I mentally thank Betty for making sure the rooms are constantly stocked for us. Even though the rooms are just for private dances, and not supposed to be for sex, she’s not stupid. Betty is aware that shit happens, and sometimes it does lead to that. She doesn’t condone it, but she takes care of us and makes sure we are prepared.  
 
    Rubbing my cock through her wet slit, I coat it with her juices before slowly sinking in. What I’d like to do is plunge in balls deep, but I’m not trying to hurt her, so I’ll have to start slow.  
 
    After pumping into her a few times, hearing the moans coming from her, I feel like she’s ready to take me.  
 
    Plunging in all the way, her pussy clenching my dick has me throbbing for more. I grab ahold of her hips, putting a stop to her movements and slow down my pace. I want to enjoy this for a few minutes, and if I don’t do something, it’s going to be over quicker than I want. 
 
    She isn’t holding back, and I love that shit. No matter how much I slow down, or get her to stop moving, I can already feel the tightening in my balls.  
 
    Pulling out of her, I step back and pull her up from the couch. Turning her around, I prop her ass up on the arm of the couch and step back between her spread legs. If I’m not going to last much longer, I’m going to make sure she gets off first.  
 
    I grab her hip with one hand while lining up my cock with the other. I can’t hold back my moan of pleasure as I slide into her again. Moving my hand up to her other hip, I hang on tight and enjoy the ride.  
 
    I thought taking her from behind would be perfect, but I was wrong. This is perfect. I can now see her huge tits bouncing as I fuck her.  
 
    “Yes, just like that,” she moans while practically gasping for breath. Her encouragement and moaning just makes me move faster.  
 
    I feel her pussy clamp down on my dick, just as my spine starts tingling. Moving my hand to her clit, I rub the puckered nub and feel myself getting closer and closer.  
 
    “Come for me, sugar,” I demand as I give her clit a pinch. Her pussy grips me tighter than I ever thought possible as she moans out her pleasure. This is one time I wish a woman knew my name, just so I can hear her scream it out.  
 
    The look on her face, and the feel of her wrapped around me, causes my own release. Going deep one final time, I bury my face in her neck and growl out a pleasure filled moan of my own.  
 
    I was right. That was fucking amazing.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
                                                                 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s after two in the morning when I finally pack up my shit and get ready to head home. It’s been a great night, but long as hell. I’m hoping to catch a few hours of sleep before I have to go to Mom’s to relieve Stacey.  
 
    Walking out the back door, I mutter a curse, or a few, when I see the wet parking lot. I knew they were calling for rain, but it wasn’t supposed to start until in the morning. If I had known that it would start already, I would’ve driven my truck instead of my bike.  
 
    Luckily, I only live five miles from the club, so it’ll be fine. It’s not raining at the moment, and even if it does, a little water never hurt anybody.  
 
    As I walk over to my bike, I pass Rocco as he is walking back into the club. “If you don’t want to ride your bike, I can give you a ride home after Betty gets the club locked up.” 
 
    Shaking my head at his offer, I say, “I appreciate the offer, Rocco, but there’s no way that I’m leaving my bike parked here all night. It’s bad enough when I’m here, but I’m not leaving my baby here by herself. It’s not far. I’ve got my leather coat and my helmet. I’ll be fine.”  
 
    Rocco gives me one of his very few grins and replies, “I understand, brother, be safe.”   
 
    I nod my head as I continue walking to my bike, throwing on my coat and helmet as I go. I have it fastened before I even step up to the bike. As soon as I throw my leg over to get on, a crack of thunder rumbles overhead. Not wasting any more time, I start my bike and pull out of the parking lot.   
 
    Of course, with my luck, I get stopped by the first two stoplights. While waiting at the second, it starts drizzling rain.  
 
    “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. I’ve only got two miles left. You couldn’t wait that damn long to start raining?”  
 
    Another rumble of thunder is my answer to my complaints, and I decide it’s better to keep my mouth shut and keep going before it becomes a downpour.  
 
    I feel my luck turning up when the next two lights are green. One more and then I’m almost home.   
 
    The rain starts coming down harder, and I don’t even slow down when I see that the last stoplight up ahead is green.  
 
    I see the car coming from the left, but know that his light is red, so I don’t worry about it. I just keep going. I’m ready to get home.  
 
    I realize, when it’s too late, that he’s not even attempting to stop. There’s no time for me to stop now, no matter how much I wish that I could. I’m afraid if I even slow down, I’ll definitely get hit. My only hope is to make it through the light before he does. 
 
    I speed up and zip past him, but I’m not fast enough. His bumper just barely grazes my back tire, but it’s enough of an impact to cause my bike to skid.  
 
    There’s nothing I can do as my bike tumbles to the pavement. My only thought is how glad I am that I put on my jacket and helmet.  
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    I have been in this hospital for three days and I’m ready to get the fuck out of here. No one is telling me what I want to hear, so it’s time to go.  
 
    Thank fuck, that I’ve got good friends that have been helping with my mom while I’ve been stuck here. Not to mention, a nurse that keeps hoping for round two with Big D and has been working overtime to stay with her. If it wasn’t for their help, I’d be up shit creek. I’m sure Mom isn’t enjoying it too much, but there’s nothing I can do about that.  
 
    The nurse walks in and sits my breakfast tray on the table. “How are you doing this morning, Mr. Winston?”  
 
    She uncovers the tray and slides the table over to the bed. I glance at the food and barely refrain from snarling up my nose at the nasty shit they call food. “I feel fine; just ready to go home.” 
 
    She nods her head in agreement. “I can understand that. The doctor should be making rounds soon, so maybe he’ll have some good news for you today. Do you have someone at home that can help you when you do get released?”  
 
    I don’t want to sound rude. I know that she’s only trying to be helpful because what I’d like to say is that I’m a grown ass man that doesn’t need any damn help. I sigh before looking at her, already annoyed. “Yeah, I do,” I manage to say through gritted teeth. 
 
    She doesn’t have time to respond as the good doctor finally walks into the room. “Mr. Winston, how are we doing today?”  
 
    I glare at him for a minute. Look at this asshole, coming in here, asking stupid ass questions. How the fuck does he think I’m doing? “Well, I don’t know how you’re doing, but I’m as good as I can be. Ready to get the hell out of here and go home.” 
 
    “I know you are ready to go, Mr. Winston, but we need to examine you again and make sure you have everything for when you’re at home. We need to get you scheduled for physical therapy for after you’re released. I know you had therapy yesterday, but it’s very important that you continue those sessions to help speed up your healing.” He glances to the nurse. “Before his discharge, make sure his bandages are changed.” She gives him a nod in return before walking out of the room. 
 
     I may have been lucky from having my leather and helmet on, but that didn’t do anything to help my leg. My boots worked for my feet, but my leg had no protection at all, besides my jeans, when the bike hit the pavement. Actually, knowing how much of my jeans was buried into my leg, and that they had to scrub it out of my skin from the road rash, I’m not sure how much they did help. It was better than nothing at all though. I wasn’t awake for all of that, thank goodness. They did all of that while I was knocked out for surgery.  
 
    I had a killer headache for the first day. I’ve got some cuts on my left hand, road rash on my left leg, and also had a broken femur. I say had, like it isn’t still that way, but it now has pins in it to fuse the bones back together.  
 
    “How long do I have to do therapy and when can I go back to work?” I ask the doctor yet again. I want a direct answer and a specific time, dammit. There’s no way that I can be off work for very long. 
 
    “We will know more after the pins have been in for a while. There’s no way to know the progress until after you have put in some work for a while. I would like to say that it will be an easy recovery, but it won’t. Luckily, you were in good shape before the accident so I don’t see you having any complications.”  
 
    He types his notes into his iPad for a bit before continuing, “As for work, we will see. I know that you are a dancer, but depending on your therapy and your healing, I’d like to say that you should be good as new in four to six months. There’s no way to know for sure at this time. I normally tell patients to hope for the best but prepare for the worst. It’s possible that you may never be able to dance like you used to. I feel you will have full mobility, but some of the things you do just may not be possible. The important thing right now is to rest and only put minimal pressure on your leg, at least until it heals more. For the most part, and just for the time being, you’ll need to use crutches. I think you would only need the bandages for a few more days, and then you won’t have to worry about them anymore, but you need to keep them clean while you still have them to prevent infection.”  
 
    What the actual fuck? As if it’s not bad enough that I have to put up with all this shit and therapy, but it’s possible that I’ll never dance again. He has got to be kidding me.  
 
    What the fuck will I do if it comes to that? Not just for me, but for my mother. We depend on me working at the club. It’s going to be hard enough without me working for the next couple of months. Dancing is all that I know; it’s what I do. Where in the fuck would I be without it? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
                                                                               
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
     I’m glad to be home, but my leg has been hurting like a bitch and aggravating the hell out of me. It seems like it is constantly throbbing, and I hate the way the pain pills make me feel, so I’ve just been putting up with the pain as best that I can.  
 
    I have done everything the doctor told me to do, only walking on it when I feel comfortable doing so. Other times, using the crutches. The bandages are off now, so that’s a plus. Only problem with that is the shit has started scabbing up and itching like crazy.  
 
    Showers have been more of a bitch than anything I want to think about. Taking care of my mom hasn’t been possible, but luckily for me, everyone at the club has been helping me out. Stacey still stays with her at night, but my friends have pitched in and are paying for a nurse to stay with her during the day, too. Betty does her grocery shopping and other shit like that, that the guys don’t want to do. I always knew they were great, but all they’ve done lately just proves that.  
 
    Today is my first therapy appointment after coming home. I’m not looking forward to it, mainly because I told Dare that I’d drive myself there, and I’m not sure about getting in and out of my truck with a fucked-up leg. Also, because the guy who did my therapy at the hospital had breath that could set your nose hairs on fire. It took all I had to get through it the last time, so I’m not looking forward to that shit again today.  
 
    As I get up from my chair and reach out for my crutches, my damn cell phone rings. I put the crutches in one hand and pick up the phone with the other. Seeing Dare’s name and ugly ass picture on the screen almost makes me want to ignore it.  
 
    I don’t though because I know he’ll just keep calling. “Hello,” I mutter, trying to keep the frustration out of my voice as I juggle the phone and the crutches.  
 
    “Your appointment is in a little while, right?” he asks, even though I know that I’ve told him more than a few times it’s at three o’clock today. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m getting ready to leave now. Or at least I would be if I wasn’t on the phone.”  
 
    Finally hobbling across the room, I make sure my keys are in my pocket and open the front door.  
 
    “Good thing I pay attention. Get the fuck out here. I’m waiting out front for your stubborn ass.” Hanging up the phone, I look out in the driveway and sure enough, there he is. 
 
    I told his ass that I would be fine going by myself. He may think that he pays attention, but he sure doesn’t listen very well.  
 
    By the time I put my phone in my pocket and make my way to his truck, he’s on the passenger side opening the door. “I know that you said you didn’t want a ride, but you don’t know what they are going to be doing to you, and you may be in too much pain to drive back home.”  
 
    I never even thought about that. I guess I should stop being a dick all the time to the people that are trying to help me, but I have never been good at accepting help.  
 
    Nodding my head at him, I say, “Thanks, man. I never even thought about that.”  
 
    After I finally climb my tall ass in his truck, not without some struggling, I’m sweating like crazy. My leg is on fire and I just want to go back in and lie down.  
 
    Dare shuts the door, walks around to the driver’s side, and climbs in. He shuts his own door and starts the truck. “It’s a damn good thing that I’m smarter than you then, or you’d really be fucked.”  
 
    Deciding to let that smartass comment go, I don’t say anything in return. Instead, I lay my head back and let his ass drive me around.  
 
    The therapy place isn’t far from my house, so it doesn’t take us long to get there. My leg is still throbbing when Dare pulls into a parking spot and I’m kicking myself in the ass for not taking a pain pill before I left. I’m afraid when I get done here, I’m going to really wish that I had.  
 
    Dare shuts off the truck and opens his door. As he walks around to my side, I’ve already gotten my own door open and am attempting to get out.  
 
    Grabbing my crutches, he holds them out to me as I slide out of the seat. I almost hit my thigh on the dash, and the thought of doing that scares the hell out of me because I know it would hurt like hell. Trying to keep that from actually happening causes me to stumble, and I would’ve fallen on my ass if Dare didn’t grab my arm. 
 
    Knowing I still need so much help puts me in an even worse mood. I know that I shouldn’t be feeling sorry for myself, but I can’t fucking help it.  
 
    Putting the offered crutches under my arms, I move out of the way, giving Dare room to shut the door. Dare leads the way and I follow as we head inside the building. After checking in, I find an empty chair and sit my ass down.  
 
    “I know I may not say it much, but I appreciate everything that you all are doing for me.”  
 
    I can see the cockiness on his face, and I hate this even more. “You can pay me back one of these days. I’m sure I can think of some kind of way.”  
 
    Good grief, that’s all that I need.  
 
    “Dallas Winston.” I hear my name called, but it isn’t the same voice as dragon breath. No, this is a woman’s voice.  
 
    Looking toward the door, I just sit and stare for a few minutes. I’m sure the shock is on my face as I look at the black-haired beauty from the club a couple of weeks ago. She doesn’t have on a sexy as hell dress with her tits hanging out like she did before. Instead, she has on a pair of purple scrubs, but I know it is her. Her long black hair is pulled back and in a messy knot just above her neck, but it still looks good on her.  
 
    I pull my head out of my ass and slowly stand up, grab my crutches, and head her way. She holds the door open and lets me hobble past her.  
 
    After the door shuts behind us, she turns to me. “Mr. Winston, my name is Trina, and I will be the therapist working with you while you are here. Today we are mainly going to discuss what you’ve been doing since you left the hospital and what you can expect from therapy. We will gradually advance as your body will allow, but for the time being, we are going to take it slow.”  
 
    Trina, so that’s her name. She doesn’t seem like she recognizes me, not even a little bit. I knew that she tasted like alcohol that night, but I didn’t think she was drunk. She seemed to know exactly what she was doing; surely, I couldn’t have been wrong about that. 
 
    “You can call me Dallas. I’m going to be here for quite a bit the next few months; it’s only fair that we are both on a first name basis.” 
 
    I know that she never heard my name, only knowing me as Big D, but what the fuck? The lights ain’t that dim in the club and VIP room. I don’t think that I’ve ever been with a woman that didn’t remember fucking me. This is bullshit, and I don’t like it, not at all. 
 
    “Fair enough, Dallas. Why don’t we go over here and sit down and we can discuss the plan of action for your therapy?” she says before turning and heading toward a small desk.  
 
    I still have no idea what is going on, but I follow behind her. I don’t want to just come right out and ask if she remembers fucking me, but it is on the tip of my tongue.  
 
    After sitting down in the chair beside the desk, I don’t realize I’m still staring at her until she starts looking uncomfortable. I can’t help myself; she is a beautiful woman, but I finally pull my eyes away and look down at my lap.  
 
    She starts shuffling through the file in her hand, looking over my information. “Okay, it says here that you were in a motorcycle wreck and had to have pins put in your leg. How has your leg been since you’ve been home?” 
 
    I give a little shrug before answering. “It’s been okay. The doctor said that it was fine to not use the crutches all the time. To try to walk without them some, if I can. To be honest, it hurts like hell when I do. I had hoped that it would feel a little better by now.”  
 
    Trina nods, still thumbing through the papers. “You have to be patient, Dallas; it hasn’t been that long and an injury like this takes time. We’ll work on some exercises that will help with that, but it will all take time. This isn’t something that is going to get better overnight. If you need to, use the pain pills; that’s why you have them.”  
 
    “I know, but the doctor said that it may never heal to the way it was before, and I need it to. My job depends on it. The sooner I get back to work, the better. As for the pain pills, I hate the way they make me feel, so I try my best not to take them.”  
 
    She sets the file down on the desk and finally turns to look at me. “I am going to do the regular therapy that we do for injuries such as yours. Everyone is different though, and you may require more. We will figure that out after we get started. Talk to your doctor about the pain medication, and he can prescribe you something else, but dealing with the pain isn’t helping with your recovery. If anything, it’s making it worse; the more that you’re in pain, the less you’ll feel like doing.” 
 
    That makes sense, and I’ll be sure to give them a call when I leave here. As for the dancing, she doesn’t understand. I’m not sure that anyone does. It’s not like I can’t get a job somewhere else, that isn’t the problem. Making what I make at the club, at a different job, is the problem. 
 
    I try to keep the concern off my face, but I must not do it very well. “You aren’t the first one to worry. I’ve heard this many times before. I will give you the same advice that I give everyone else. It’s very likely that you will recover completely, but it never hurts to look at other options, just in case.” 
 
    “Dancing is my other option, at this point, it is my only option. I’m not qualified to do anything else that will pay me what I make at Club Six.” I mention the name of the club just to see if it sparks some recognition from her. But, also because she needs to understand how much I need to be good as new. Even if she doesn’t remember me, surely, she remembers the club and the dancing involved there.  
 
    The expression on her face stays blank, if anything, it just turns more sympathetic. “I will do everything I can to help you, but I can’t guarantee anything. No one can.”  
 
    Well, that’s definitely not what I wanted to hear. I had hoped that I would get here and she’d tell me that the doctor was just being pessimistic. I guess it’s up to me to show both of them that I will dance again. Only difference is, I’ll be better than I ever was.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
       The more that I go to therapy, and have to work with Trina, the more pissed off I get. I don’t know why I let it bother me so much or why it affects me at all. It’s not that I think I’m fucking special, but I’m not usually this damn forgettable either. We’re on our fifth session together, and nothing, not even a hint that she remembers.  
 
    I thought the night we fucked was great and for me to say that, it had to be good. I’m usually the one forgetting the ladies, so for it to still be on my mind, that’s definitely saying something. It doesn’t matter though; she doesn’t have a clue about it. I’m to the point of reminding her though. There’s only so many hints that a man can give before he’s beaten around the bush enough. 
 
    Could I possibly be wrong? Could this not even be the woman I remember? I guess it’s possible, but I don’t think it’s likely. I didn’t have a drop to drink that night, so I’m sure that this is the woman that I was with.   
 
    “Okay, Dallas, just one more set, and then we’ll do the massage and ice before you go home.” Hell, the massage is the best part of all this shit. It’s the one thing that makes me not hurt like hell after doing all of this.  
 
    I can feel the sweat dripping down my back as I push through this last set. I may only be doing fifteen of each set, but by the time I get to the end, I can sure feel every bit of it.  
 
    “You’re doing excellent, Dallas, and I can tell that you are taking this serious. It shows with what you are doing here, that you are doing your at-home exercises as well. I have to remind you again, that no matter how much you want to improve, pushing yourself too hard will just do more damage. It’s important that you follow the guidelines.”  
 
    I try not to get angry, but this, on top of everything else, is just too much. “That’s easy for you to say. You’re not the one with bills to pay and itching to get back to work. This slow process is driving me fucking crazy.”  
 
    “Therapy takes time, and if you don’t go about it the way that you need to, it could make your recovery take even longer. I do know what I’m talking about, and whether you like it or not, you’re going to have to trust me on this.”  
 
    I follow Trina as she walks over to the massage table, wishing that she wasn’t wearing these damn scrubs so I could get a glimpse of her tight little ass. Her damn scrubs are going to drive me crazy. Knowing what is underneath is enough to fuck with my head. Today, she is wearing dark blue pants and a shirt that has little American flags all over it. I have yet to see the same ones more than once and wonder how many of these fuckers that she’s got.  
 
    Her hair is up, like usual, and I want to reach up and take it down just so I can see the long black locks flowing down her back. Actually, I’d rather have it down with a handful in my fist as I fuck her over one of these tables.  
 
    As she steps to the side, I climb up on the table and lie down. “I get what you’re saying, Trina, and I do trust your judgement, but I have to get back to work. Not just for myself, but for my mother; she depends on me to help her.”  
 
    I don’t like to tell anyone, even my closest friends, about how I sometimes struggle, but she needs to understand where I’m coming from, too.  
 
    Trina nods her understanding before commenting. “Is there something else that you can do at work for the time being? Something to where you can sit and rest a majority of the time? If that was possible, I see no issue with you going to work. There is just no way for you to stand for long periods of time, much less dance right now.” 
 
    Shrugging my shoulders, I think about what she has said. “I’m not sure. I’ll talk to Betty and see if there’s something. Maybe I could sit at the door and card people as they come in.”   
 
    I try to hold back my groan as she starts massaging my thigh. It’s a mix of pain and pleasure, starting with pain, but the more she rubs, it feels so fucking good. It’s a struggle to keep my dick under control, so that she doesn’t see a huge bulge in my shorts. 
 
    “Is your mother sick? Is that why she depends on you so much?” It’s an acceptable question, considering I’m the one who brought up my mother to begin with. Talking about my mom will surely help with the erection issue, too. 
 
    “She had a stroke not too long ago. She hasn’t been cleared to go back to work, and I’m not sure that she ever will. She has a nurse that stays with her to help her out and has to have somebody help with her bills and shit. I don’t mind doing it, not at all, but at the moment, I can’t. Hell, I can’t even pay my own right now.” 
 
    It’s not as bad as I let on. I’m doing okay. Pretty good considering how bad I could be doing. The only bills I have are electric and water, shit like that. My house, truck, and bike are all paid for, and I even have some money put aside in the bank. I don’t even like thinking about my bike, knowing that it is gone now just puts me in a bad mood. Waiting on the insurance check doesn’t help any because they sure aren’t getting in any hurry.  
 
    “She has her own doctor bills, and now I got plenty of my own, so the sooner I’m making money, the better.” Trina has finished with the massage but hasn’t moved from standing beside the table. 
 
    I glance over at her and see that she is staring at me with an expression that I don’t understand. It’s a mix between compassion and what almost looks like shock or fear.  
 
    “It’s very nice that you would do all that for your mother. There’s plenty of people that would just let her fend for herself. The fact that you are busting your ass to make sure she’s taken care of is amazing.”  
 
    She always has such a professional attitude, that after she says ass, a blush covers her cheeks. The look of embarrassment is clear on her face as she turns and walks away.  
 
    She comes back a couple of minutes later, her hands filled with the ice packs for my leg. “I’m sorry about that. There’s so many people that come in here that barely attempt to take care of themselves. Hearing how you are doing so much just took me by surprise or I would’ve never talked like that. Especially in front of a patient, that was totally unprofessional, and I apologize.”  
 
    As soon as she places the ice packs on my leg, I can’t hold back my wince. That shit is so damn cold on my aching muscles that it hurts.  
 
    When I finally catch my breath, I grab her hand before she has a chance to walk off again. “There’s no need to apologize. I’m the last person that you need to feel like you have to constantly be professional around. I’m sure, under the right circumstances, that I’d love to hear what kind of shit could come out of that mouth of yours.” I inwardly smile, knowing my forward comment will make her blush even more, but I don’t care. I already know how she is outside of work, and it was definitely something that I didn’t mind. 
 
    Trina looks down, but not before I catch the brightness of her cheeks. Yep. I knew it. She peers back up at me before seeing that our hands are still joined before pulling hers away. And just like that, she’s back to being professional. Clearing her throat, she says, “Leave the ice on for ten minutes, and then you’re done for the day. I’ll see you back here the day after tomorrow.”  
 
    She walks away without giving me the chance to say anything else and I know that that’s the end of our conversation. I missed my opportunity to remind her that she knows me, but I will soon enough.  
 
    I wait the ten minutes, then take off the ice packs, laying them to the side. Getting up from the table, I make sure to stand with my good leg first, hoping that it’s not something that I will constantly have to do and make my way to the door.  
 
    I see Jag standing at the group of floor-to-ceiling windows, waiting for me. I’m not sure if he was there the whole time or not, but if he was, and seen me and Trina, I’m sure to hear about it. He never misses an opportunity to bust my balls.  
 
    I’ve barely walked out the door before he’s slapping me on the shoulder. Looking over at him, I see the fucking grin on his face and know that he’s about to fuck with me.  
 
    “I seen you strike out with the hottie in there; did you lose all of your skills in that accident, or what?”  
 
    I’m not using the crutches anymore since the exercises are at least helping with that. I’m nowhere near as fast as I used to be, but some progress is better than none at all. There’s not much to do but hobble along beside him. Still, there’s no way, that I will let him know that I apparently struck out with her a long time ago. “Fuck you, Jag. I don’t need your shit today. For your information, I didn’t strike out. I was just getting her warmed up.”  
 
    Jag lets out a laugh as he opens the door and we head outside. “Whatever you say, man; that’s not what it looked like to me, but if that’s how you think you’re getting in her pants, well, then who am I to say anything.”  
 
    “I need to run by and talk to Betty before I go home, if you don’t mind.” Hopefully, changing the subject will give him the hint to drop the shit about Trina. I might as well take her advice and see how Betty can help me for the time being until I can get back to work. Who knows how much good it’ll do, but I’m willing to try anything.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    I have been working hard at therapy and doing my exercises at home for a month now. I feel almost as good as new, but I know that I still have some work ahead of me. I may be getting around better, and can do more stuff, but I’m not to the extent that I need to be to dance.  
 
    Betty has been letting me come in, three nights a week, checking IDs at the door. There really is no point in it, considering she has someone for that job, but I’m grateful that she would let me work. It hasn’t really helped my mood though; being in the club and not being able to dance really fucks with my head. 
 
    It doesn’t help that I haven’t had any pussy in over a month either. Being how that’s all my fault, I can’t blame anyone but myself. Stacey has made herself available more than once, but after turning her down, she finally gave up.  
 
    My mother can now stay at home by herself, even though she can’t go to work or drive yet; not having to have someone there all the time has really helped. Stacey didn’t waste any time trying to fuck me after she found out she wasn’t going to be my employee anymore. Not that it had mattered to her before, so I don’t know what difference it made.  
 
    No matter what she tried though, I just wasn’t interested. Not to mention the fact that my dick wasn’t interested either. The damn thing barely got semi-hard; no matter the fact that it hasn’t had female contact, it wasn’t rising to the bait.  
 
    I would start to worry if it wasn’t for the fact that it works perfectly fine when I’m at therapy. Seems like I have a constant hard-on then. It would happen around the one person who has no interest whatsoever of fucking me, nor remembers fucking me before. Just proves that the dick wants what it can’t have. 
 
    My flirting has no effect on her, that’s been proven. I’m not sure if it’s because we are at her place of employment or what, but that’ll be figured out today. I made my appointment, the last one of the day. I want to see if she acts any different when there isn’t an audience around.  
 
    “Dallas, I’m ready if you are,” Trina says from the therapy room door. Her hair is in its usual knot, and today she has on light pink pants with a blue shirt covered in pink hearts. I almost want to laugh, but I know she’d think I was laughing at her and not at her odd choice of uniforms. Hell, I don’t have any right to judge; my work attire consists of tearaway clothes and tight as hell underwear.  
 
    Standing up, I start walking toward her. “I’m always ready for you.”  
 
    She acts like she didn’t hear me, but I know that she had to have. There’s no way that she couldn’t.  
 
    After walking into the room, I wait for her to tell me where she wants me. “Since you’ve been here a month now, I think we need to assess how you’re doing and see where we want to go next. You may be advanced enough to be able to move to the next level. We’ll know more after the assessment.” 
 
    I could tell her where I want to go next, but I don’t think that’s what she wants to hear. I will let her play this little game for a bit longer, but this charade ends today. I’m done being the only one who knows what happened between us. If she doesn’t remember, then she will get reminded. If she does, then I want an explanation on why she acts like it never happened.  
 
    We go through a few of the sets, her asking how I feel after each one. I notice how much of a change it is since the first time I did therapy, and I’m actually a little proud of myself.  
 
    “You have come a long way, Dallas, but you still have a ways to go. I know that you probably feel like you are close to being completely healed, but it is very important that you follow the doctors’ orders. Doing stuff on your own, too fast, could cause a major setback at this point.” 
 
    I definitely don’t want any setbacks; this shit is taking longer than I want as it is. “Now that you have made the assessment, how does it look in regard to me being able to go back to work?”  
 
    Trina looks at me for a moment without saying anything, which just causes my concern to grow even more.  
 
    Finally, when I don’t think I can stand it anymore, she answers me. “Although I know your biggest concern at the moment is going back to work, and I get that. I think you should instead, be concentrating on getting better. I have told you that from the beginning. That is the most important thing right now. I can’t tell you right now what the future holds for you. I don’t know, and I don’t want to tell you one thing, and then it turn out differently. You have to understand where I’m coming from here, too, and you have to trust in the process.”  
 
    I nod, knowing that she is right. I have been more concerned about going back to work than I have about anything else. I should be enjoying this little break that I’ve got.  
 
    “You’re right, Trina. I’m going to worry less about work and try to think of this as a little vacation.” I don’t know how easy it’s going to be, but I’m at least going to try. 
 
    “That’s a great way to look at it, Dallas. I’m going to get the stuff together for the massage and ice, but since we didn’t do as much today, we won’t spend as much time as we usually do on it.” 
 
    Well, that fucking sucks; the massage is the best part. I walk over and climb up on the table and wait for her to return.  
 
    She walks back over and sets the ice pack down on the table beside me and starts the massage. I know when her hands are on me, she’s just doing her job, but my dick doesn’t seem to understand that.  
 
    I don’t even care about the fact that her touch turns me on anymore. Who cares if she does notice?  It’s about time that she noticed something about me other than the fact that I’m her patient. 
 
     Trina has only been massaging my thigh for a couple of minutes, and my dick is hard as fuck. She’s adverting her eyes, looking anywhere but at my cock. That’s not going to work for me; this game has gone on too long already.  
 
    Sitting up on the table causes her hands to drop away. I spin around, my legs hanging off the side with her in front of me. There is a look of shock on her face as she starts to back up. Reaching out, I grab her arms and pull her back to me, placing her sexy body between my legs.  
 
    “Dallas, what are you doing?” she asks, like she doesn’t already know.  
 
    “I think you know exactly what I’m doing. Something that should’ve been done a month ago,” I answer before moving my hand up to the back of her neck and pulling her to me. 
 
    She doesn’t resist as I put my lips on hers. My hand at her neck moves up, quickly releasing the clip holding her hair. As soon as the strands fall, my fingers are there, feeling the softness against my skin.  
 
    Kissing her a few times, I wait and see if she is going to pull away. When she doesn’t, I run my tongue against her lips, requesting entry. Her mouth barely opens, but it’s enough for me to slide my tongue inside.  
 
    The warmth of her mouth, the feel of her hair in my hand, and the way her tongue is feuding with mine, causes a moan to slip out of my mouth. Moving my free hand from her arm, I run it down to the curve of her ass. I give her a massage of her own as I caress and squeeze the soft cheek.  
 
    Pulling her closer, I deepen the kiss and feel as her hands wrap around the back of my neck. She lets out a moan of her own before abruptly pulling away.  
 
    As I catch my breath, she backs away from me, stepping out of my grasp. Easing off the side of the table, I step up to her, looking into her beautiful blue eyes. “What’s the matter? Why did you pull away?”  
 
    Trina starts shaking her head. “What the hell was that? We can’t do that. We definitely can’t do that here, and even if we could, it’s not going to happen. You are my patient, and that is highly inappropriate.” 
 
    Giving her a slight shrug, I let her know that I’m not concerned with that shit. “What difference does it make that I’m your patient? Do I look like I’m the type to give a fuck about what’s appropriate and what’s not? I want you, and you want me, that’s what’s important here.”  
 
    “No, Dallas, that’s not what’s important here. My job is important, and if someone were to find out about this, I’d get fired.”  
 
    I can see the worry crossing her face as she looks around, making sure no one seen anything. Her flippant attitude pisses me off. I get that her job is important, don’t get me wrong, but she’s acting like what just happened was nothing. Yeah, it was only a kiss, but I’ve wanted her for a while now. My dick is almost crying now that I’ve had another taste of her, and she is just going to walk away.  
 
    Fuck this. I don’t have time for it. There’s plenty of pussy I could get; there’s no use in wasting my time here. I give her a little nod and walk away, heading straight for the door.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
       
 
      
 
      I have barely walked in the door when my phone rings. Hoping it’s some chick wanting to fuck, I’m disappointed when I see that it is Sin. I know that he will be working at the club soon. What the fuck could he want?  
 
    “Yeah,” I answer, not even caring that I sound aggravated.  
 
    “I can tell that you’re in a great mood today. Maybe why I called will make it better. We’re having a big bachelorette party show up at the club tonight. They’ve already called reserving the club for the first hour. Figured you might be interested in coming by.”  
 
    I’m shocked that Betty is allowing someone to reserve the club, even for an hour. They must have named a decent price.  
 
    I think about it for a minute before giving him an answer. “I might be by. I’m not sure what the plans for the night are. Today was a rough day, so I may just call up Stacey and have her come over.” 
 
    Knowing that’s really not going to happen, but not wanting him to worry about me either, I tell him the lie.  
 
    “Okay, well, we wanted you to know, just in case you wanted to come by. None of us like you sitting around the house all the time. You need to get out more.”  
 
    That’s Sin’s way of saying, stop feeling sorry for your damn self and get out of the house. I understand, but I just don’t feel like it. It’s bad enough to hear the music and the screaming while checking cards at the door, even though I can’t see the stage. I’m not sure that I am ready to go and watch it all firsthand when I can’t really be a part of it.  
 
    I say goodbye and hang up the phone, tossing it on the coffee table. I walk into the kitchen, going over to the refrigerator and grab the bottle of Jack Daniel’s out of the freezer.  
 
    Taking a big drink, I feel the burn as it travels down my throat. Deciding to say to hell with the club and with pussy for the night, I carry the bottle with me to the living room.  
 
     Sitting down in my favorite recliner, I grab the remote and flip through the channels for something to watch while I drink from the bottle.  
 
    Finally finding a basketball game on TV, I throw the remote down and kick back for a relaxing night.  
 
    I’ve made quite a dent in the contents of the bottle and consider how I should get up and find something to eat. I haven’t eaten since breakfast and know that if I don’t eat something, I’ll get fucked up pretty quick. I can’t seem to get my lazy ass out of the chair though.  
 
    My thoughts are interrupted by a knocking at the door. I’m just going to sit here and hope whoever it is will just go away.  
 
    The knocking stops, but soon starts back up again. “Go away!” I yell, letting them know that I’m not interested in whatever it is they want. I don’t even have any idea who it could be; all of my friends are at the club. It’s probably somebody trying to sell something.  
 
    Finally, there is silence from the other side of the door, and I relax again. Only to be disturbed a moment later by more knocking.  
 
    What the fuck? I get up, setting the bottle on the table by the chair and steady myself before walking over to the door. It’s been awhile since I’ve drank anything, and with my already unsteady gait, the liquor makes it even worse.  
 
    Slinging the door open, I’m shocked when I see Trina standing there. “What the fuck are you doing here?”  
 
    She seems nervous, but that’s not my problem. “You seemed pissed when you left, and I wanted to make sure that you understood where I was coming from.”  
 
    I’m pretty sure that she already explained it good enough. “There wasn’t any need in coming over here. You can leave. I get it.”  
 
    I give the door a push and turn to go back and sit down. The door doesn’t shut all the way and Trina takes the opportunity to allow herself to come in. “I can tell that you are still pissed. It wasn’t that I didn’t want you. I’m not an idiot, of course I did. But you are my patient, and I’m not losing my job just for meaningless sex. You have no idea what it took for me to get my degree and to have that job. If you did, you wouldn’t be so pissed. Not with all the talking you do about your job and how important it is.”  
 
       Turning toward her, I walk back in her direction and stop in front of her. She looks the same as when I left her, still wearing her work clothes and her hair is still down, the way I like it. Reaching out, I pick a couple of strands up and run it through my fingers.  
 
    “You didn’t have to come here. I do get it. I don’t like it, but I do understand. I wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize your job. I can tell that it’s important to you. You’re wrong about one thing though; nobody said shit about meaningless sex.”  
 
    Trina rolls her eyes and laughs before responding. “I’ve met your type before; the only thing men like you want is meaningless sex.”  
 
    I take a step closer until we are nearly touching. Reaching out, I put my hand under her chin and force her to look me in the eyes. “No matter how many men you know, I guarantee, you’ve never met a man like me. I think it’s only fair that you give a man a chance before you label him and kick him to the curb.” 
 
    To be completely honest, I have no idea what I want. I’ve never wanted anything serious; random chicks have always been enough for me. There is something about Trina though. I can’t get her off my mind, and I’ve never wanted anyone as much as I want her. I don’t know what it means, but I’m not stupid enough to not try and figure it out.  
 
    “That may be true, but I’m not looking to get attached and then get my heart broken either.” I can see it in her eyes, that she wants to trust me, but also doesn’t want to get hurt.  
 
    I want to mention that she didn’t mind fucking me the last time without all this discussing shit, but I don’t. “You let me worry about your heart; all you need to be concerned with is making sure that I make you feel good.”  
 
    Leaning in, I’m about to take this shit to another level, but she steps back. “None of this changes the fact that you are still my patient and will be for the next few months.”  
 
    Fuck. For a minute, I had forgotten about that part. “I don’t see what any of that matters, as long as we don’t do anything while you’re at work. If it becomes a problem, one of us can request for me to have a different doctor. It’s been a month, and I’ve accomplished controlling myself. I can do it until my therapy is over.”  
 
    I’m not sure if I can, but if that’s what it takes, I’ll sure give it a try. I have done well with it so far, but who knows how I’ll feel after having her in my bed.  
 
    “I don’t know if this is the smart choice. It may end up being the dumbest thing I’ve ever done, but there’s just something about you. No matter what I’ve tried, I haven’t been able to quit thinking about you.” 
 
    Well, it’s a damn good thing it wasn’t just me. There’s no way that I’m going to mention that shit to her though.   
 
      “You won’t be sorry. I can promise you that,” I say as I lean down, giving her a kiss that takes her breath away. Leading her to my bedroom, I don’t give her any more chances to second guess her decision. She is going to be too preoccupied for any shit like that.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    My mouth never leaves hers as we walk into the bedroom. I don’t even bother shutting the door behind us; there’s no need. I do, however, reach over and flip on the light. There’s no way that I’m having her again where I can’t look my fill. I reach down and grab the edge of her shirt. Reluctantly, I pull my mouth from hers as I take off her shirt and toss it across the room.  
 
    Trina kicks off her shoes as I take off my own shirt and sling it to the side. Her bra is next on my list of things to remove, because honestly, I can’t wait to have her tits in my hands and mouth. I want that almost as much as I want my dick in that warm pussy of hers. Almost, but not quite.  
 
    My fingers quickly work the clasp on her bra, and when it’s unfastened, I pull it away and toss the lacy burden to the floor with the rest of her clothes. Bringing up my hand, I brush my fingers across one erect nipple; her quick indrawn breath spurs me on for more. Leaning down, I place my lips at the top of her breast, working my way down to her nipple. 
 
    As soon as my lips latch on, I suck the hardened peak into my mouth. She lets out a gasp as her hands make their way to the top of my head. She runs her fingers through the short length before tightening her grip, forcing more of herself into my mouth. I devour her nipple while my hand covers her other breast.  
 
    Trina lets out a moan when I switch to her other breast. “Yes, just like that. That feels so good, Dallas.”  
 
    Taking my free hand, I move down to the waistband of her pants and push them down her legs. I lavish on her for a few more seconds before pulling my mouth away. Taking a step back, I unbutton my shorts and push them to the floor.  
 
    Grabbing Trina’s hand, I lead her over to the bed and motion for her to climb in. She doesn’t hesitate, and soon she is laid on my bed, her long black hair spread out across my pillows. Her lying in my bed, in just her panties, is something I could get used to seeing.  
 
    Climbing onto the bed, I lay over her, holding myself up so she doesn’t get crushed. Reaching up, I run a hand over her striking black hair. I place a kiss on her neck before working my way down her body. I stop to place a kiss on each nipple, then run my tongue down her stomach. When I reach her panties, I catch her scent, which causes my cock to throb with need.   
 
    Slipping my fingers into her little pink panties, I give them a jerk, finally revealing her pussy. It’s not like this is my first time seeing her, but this time is definitely different. She is completely naked; there will be no clothes between us. Seeing her clean-shaven pussy bared in front of me makes my mouth water.  
 
    I’m so anxious to finally get a taste, already knowing that it is going to be unbelievable. I run my fingertips over her wet cunt, giving her clit a pinch before sliding two fingers inside her. Lowering my head, I get my first taste of her. I knew it would be like nothing I had ever had before and I was right. Normally, I don’t make a habit of eating pussy, but for a taste of hers, I’d happily do it every day.    
 
    Pulling her clit into my mouth, I nip the swollen nub with my teeth, causing Trina to rise off the bed. Grabbing the back of my head, she groans, “Yes, right there. Please don’t stop.”  
 
    I nip again, this time a little harder, as I speed up the pace of my fingers. Sucking her clit into my mouth, I feel her walls tightening around my fingers. Knowing that she is close, I curl my fingers upward while biting down harder on her clit.  
 
    “Fuck yes,” she gasps as her pussy clenches and quivers around my fingers.  
 
    Pulling my fingers free, I make my way up her body and see the passion in her clear blue eyes. Reaching over to the table beside the bed, I open the drawer and pull out a condom. Pushing myself up, I struggle with maneuvering to a comfortable position where I can put the condom on without putting strain on my leg.  
 
    Trina notices my hesitation and takes the condom from my hand. “Wouldn’t want a setback.” She winks as she tears the package open.  
 
    After she slides the condom on my throbbing cock, she gives my shoulder a nudge, pushing me to the side. I take the hint and lie back on the bed, watching as she straddles my legs and positions herself above me. I know that I would have no problem fucking her and not doing anything to hurt my leg in the process, but if she wants to feel in charge this time, I’ll let her.  
 
    Running my hands up her thighs, I make my way up to her breasts, caressing and stroking her hardened nipples with the palms of my hands.  
 
    I am slightly distracted as she runs my cock back and forth against her wet pussy. Knowing that I am about to feel the pleasure of her once again has my dick weeping in anticipation.  
 
    Not wanting to waste anymore time, I take my hand off one of her breasts. Grabbing her wrist, I pull her hand away from my cock and take matters into my own hands. My dick is already coated with her wetness, and I wish I could feel all of this without a damn condom, but I’ve never fucked without one, and I’m not starting now.  
 
    Pushing the head of my cock through her swollen lips, I let out a guttural moan as I slip the tip inside her heated pussy. Trina slowly rises up before sliding back down, stretching herself to accommodate me. It’s not long before she takes all of me, and I barely have time to enjoy the feeling before she is moving again.  
 
    Releasing her other breast, I grab her hips, debating on holding her in place. I decide against it when I see the look of pure pleasure on her face. I move my hands around to the soft curves of her ass and enjoy the feel of her muscles tightening up as she rides my cock. 
 
    I am not used to letting someone else be in charge, but I take full advantage of lying here under her and watching the way her tits bounce as she picks up speed. It’s almost enough to cause me to embarrass myself by finishing before her. There’s no way I can let that happen though, even if she has already gotten off once, she will do it again while I am fucking her. 
 
    Moving one of my hands from her ass, I bring it up to the back of her neck and pull her head down to mine. When my lips touch hers, I can’t hold myself still any longer. As our tongues battle together, so do our thrusts.  
 
    Feeling how her pussy has started to tighten more around my cock, I know that she is getting close once again, which is a relief, knowing that I am close to exploding myself.  
 
    I thrust into her a couple more times and her mouth on mine isn’t enough to muffle the moan of pleasure she releases. The sound of her letting go, the tightening and trembling of her pussy wrapped around me, is enough to take me over the edge.  
 
    Pulling her mouth from mine, I take a much-needed breath of air and calm my pounding heart. Trina does the same as she lays her head on my chest. Running my hands up and down her back, I am astonished at how good letting someone be in control for a change feels.    
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
    I have had another month of therapy and have not felt more ready to get back to work before in my life. I feel like I’m healed enough, but it seems that I’m the only one who thinks that. I can’t get the doctor or Trina to agree with me.  
 
    As I stand here doing my leg exercises, Trina stands beside me holding her clipboard. It has been a good month, one filled with many sexual encounters between the two of us. I have kept to my word of not mixing business with pleasure, but it hasn’t been easy.  
 
    Looking at her with her pink and purple polka dot scrubs, pieces of her hair falling out of its ponytail, and her makeup free face, I have to wonder what has come over me; she is not my usual type. Even in her silly scrubs, the signs of a hard day at work clear on her face, she still manages to get my dick hard as a rock.  
 
    “I don’t have any pain anymore, and these exercises don’t even phase me. When can I get a clean bill of health from you and go back to work?” Although, I know that Trina will think that I’m trying to start an argument, that is not the case at all. I just want answers, ones that I can live with for once. 
 
    “Dallas, we’ve already had this discussion. It’s not up to me, it’s up to the doctor. Would it really be that bad to have to wait a bit longer? Or even to not be able to work there at all?” I can’t believe she is saying this shit. Yeah, we’ve discussed it, but I still haven’t heard what I wanted to hear, and she knows how important the club is to me.   
 
    “It’s not just up to the doctor; you have a lot of say in this, too. He goes by your diagnosis, just as much as his own.” I don’t know what the holdup is, but I’m going fucking stir crazy being at home all the time. We still haven’t discussed the elephant in the room, of Trina not remembering me. But fuck it, we’re together now, so I’m not going to worry about that. Still, I have to wonder if she isn’t saying I can go back to work because she isn’t comfortable with my job.  
 
    Walking over to her, I step as close as I can without touching her, even though I want to. “Trina, you know you’re the only woman I want. Taking my clothes off for money has nothing to do with the two of us. I won’t let it come between us, and I hope that you won’t either.”  
 
    We have discussed the club and had many talks about her insecurities of me being around other women. She knows that it has many times led to sex, and I understand her concerns. I mentioned all that and talked to her about it, mainly to see if she’d mention the night we were together, but she never did. 
 
    Honestly, now my eagerness to get back to work has nothing to do with the women. It has more to do with money and fucking boredom. I am tired of sitting around the house doing nothing.   
 
    Trina nods her head and says, “I know, and I won’t let it. I’m trying my best to trust you, and it’s not that I don’t. It’s the other women I don’t trust. I know how they are and how they can be. They can be trifling bitches, and I don’t want to be caught off guard by one of them doing or saying something stupid.”  
 
    I watch out of the corner of my eye as the other therapist walks out of the room with his patient. “I think we need to discuss this further in the office.”  
 
    Trina shakes her head in denial. “No, I don’t think we do. You know as well as I do what will happen if we go in there together. We both agreed that sex wouldn’t happen here; we’ve done well with it so far, so there’s no need in that changing now.” She whispers toward the end, even though no one can possibly hear what she is saying.  
 
    “I know what we agreed to, but hearing you get so defensive about me where other women are concerned turns me on more than you’ll ever know. I want to show you how much that means to me.”  
 
    Trina nervously looks around before looking back at me. “Well, what kind of person would I be if I turned down an offer like that? Just this once though. Don’t be thinking this is going to be a regular thing, and by no means, will this make me agree to the decision of you being ready to go back to work.” 
 
    She starts walking toward the office, and I follow behind her. “Whatever you say, honey,” I mumble, knowing this is not the right way to get what I want. Honestly though, I wasn’t lying. I do want her. This really doesn’t have anything to do with her changing her mind about me and work. It’s more about the fact that she does trust me, and I want to thank her for that.  
 
    Stepping into the office, I shut the door behind me, turning the lock before taking her into my arms. “I’m sorry to say, but knowing how hard my dick is, this is going to be hard and fast. I hope you’re okay with that.”  
 
    “As long as it’s with you, I’ll take it any way I can get it,” she answers before pulling my head down to hers.  
 
    As soon as her lips touch mine, my tongue slips into her mouth. I make quick work of pushing her pants down her legs while backing her the short distance to the desk. When the back of her legs touch the edge of the desk, I reluctantly pull my mouth away. 
 
    Kissing a path from her lips to her ear, I whisper, “You’re going to have to keep it quiet this time, if you don’t want anyone to know what we’re doing in here.” 
 
    Licking from the bottom of her ear down to the curve of her neck, I can’t resist taking a little nibble. The soft moan she releases lets me know how much she likes it. Pulling my mouth away, I reach into the pocket of my shorts and pull out a condom, thanking the heavens that I’m prepared. I didn’t figure she’d ever back down and allow sex in her office, but on the off chance, I wasn’t going to have anything in my way, least of all not having a condom.  
 
    Laying it on the corner of the desk, I push down Trina’s panties and put my arms under hers. Lifting her just enough to place her ass on the edge of the desk, I let go long enough to push down my shorts. Trina kicks off her shoes, letting her pants and panties fall to the floor.  
 
    Normally I would strip her out of her shirt and bra, but now that her pussy is right in front of me, I want nothing more than to be inside it. Knowing that she is going to let me fuck her here in her office makes me want her even more.  
 
    I pick the condom back up, quickly tear open the package, and take it out. Rolling it onto my hard cock is somewhat of a struggle, almost painful even.  
 
    Finally getting the condom on, I’m ready to sink myself balls deep into her warm pussy, but her hand on my chest stops me. I look up at her, wondering what is wrong.  
 
    Giving me a little push, I take a step back and she pushes herself off the desk. I have no idea what’s going on. Did she change her mind? I sure as fuck hope not.  
 
    I’m about to ask her when she nudges me and points to the chair sitting in front of the desk. “There’s no way I’m risking you doing something to your leg. This time it’s my turn.”  
 
    She knows as well as I do that it’s got nothing to do with my leg. There’s been plenty of time lately that she’s let me take the lead. She just wants to feel in control. I’m not going to complain. I didn’t mind the previous times that she’s rode my cock, so I’m not going to mind this time either.  
 
    Taking the few steps over to the chair, I quickly sit down and watch as she walks over, pulling her shirt over her head as she does. I didn’t think that my dick could get any harder, but I was clearly wrong. It is throbbing as she straddles my legs.  
 
    Placing one hand on her hip, and the other around my cock, I slide the head through her slick folds a few times before lining up at her entrance. Removing my hand, she eases down, slowly taking me in until I’m buried deep. 
 
    The feel of her wrapped around me is almost too much. Grabbing ahold of her hips, I hold her there for a minute, just reveling in the feel of her.  
 
    I loosen my grip and she starts moving, slowly at first, letting her body get adjusted to me being inside her. I watch as my cock slides in and out, mesmerized by the vision before me as she slides up to the tip and then slowly back down again.  
 
    I want to slam into her, to feel the way her pussy tightens around my dick, but I let her go at her own pace. Finally, after what seems like forever, she speeds up. Just a little at first until I think she is intentionally trying to drive me crazy.  
 
      Her moans mix with the sounds of our bodies joining together as she rhythmically rides my cock. I can tell that she is getting close when her steady pace falters. Lifting one hand to the back of her neck, I pull her mouth to mine, consuming her moans. 
 
    Moving her hands from my chest, she wraps them around my neck, sliding her fingers into the back of my hair. Her pussy clamps down on me and causes me to release a moan of my own. I feel a tightening of my own and remove my hand from her hip. Stroking my fingers across her smooth skin, I don’t stop until I reach her swollen clit.  
 
    Giving it a few strokes, I feel as her legs start shaking and her pussy convulses around me. Grasping the hardened nub between my thumb and finger, I give it a hard pinch, swallowing her moans of pleasure as she comes on my cock.  
 
    Continuing on my assault of her clit, I pump into her a few more times until I feel the familiar tingling that works its way up into my stomach. Pulling my mouth from hers, I look down, watching as I slide in and out. Giving one final thrust, I have to lean my head back and close my eyes as I find my own release. The intense feeling is unbelievably better each time that I’m with Trina.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    After catching our breath for a couple of minutes, Trina removes herself from my lap. She starts getting redressed as I dispose of the used condom and pull my shorts back up.  
 
    Picking up her shirt off the floor, I help her put it back on. “I know you didn’t want to do that here, but you have to admit, it felt good as fuck.” 
 
    After her shirt is in place, she slides her shoes back on. Stepping in front of me, she finally responds. “Yes, it did feel good, but I still shouldn’t have done it and we aren’t making a habit of it.”  
 
    Holding up my hands in surrender, I say, “I know, and totally agree, it won’t happen again.”  
 
    I try to be serious, but it’s hard to keep the grin off my face.  
 
    “I mean it, Dallas. I can’t have something like fucking my patients on my record. I’d never be able to get another job. I worked too hard for this to throw it all away now.” She is almost pleading with me, and it makes me feel terrible for convincing her to agree. In my defense, it didn’t take a lot of persuading. 
 
    Trina told me not long ago how she struggled to get her degree. She worked two, sometimes three jobs while going to school just to make sure she didn’t have a shit ton of student loans to pay. There were plenty of days of eating just Ramen noodles, but she was finally able to get her degree. This is her passion, what she loves to do, and I totally understand that. I wouldn’t want to be the one to jeopardize any of it.  
 
    Taking her in my arms, I hold her to my chest. “I understand, and I would never do anything to cause you to lose your job. It won’t happen again, at least not while I’m your patient.”  
 
    I feel her nodding her head against my chest. She lets me hold her for a couple of minutes before pulling away. “I have to get back out there. You were my last patient for today, but Janice won’t leave her receptionist desk until I tell her to go home.” 
 
    Before she walks to the door, I stop her with a hand on her arm. Turning her to me, I put my hands on her cheeks. “I don’t know if you are feeling regret, fear, or some other shit because we had sex here, but there’s no reason for any of it. No one has any idea what we were doing in here. I had no ulterior motives for it, other than that I wanted you so badly, I could hardly stand it.”  
 
     Finally, I see a little smile spread across her lips. “I know, Dallas, I’m just nervous. I know that people are in here all the time so it’s no big deal that we were, too, but that doesn’t help my nerves. I also know that you would never use sex with me to get your way. That doesn’t mean that I wouldn’t though.”  
 
    I look at her with a questioning look until her smile gets bigger and she finally continues. “I had already decided before you came in today that I would talk to Dr. Jones and recommend that he reassess you. It hasn’t been as long for you as regular therapy patients for your injury, but you have come a long way. You are actually doing better right now than some of them when they have done the whole length of therapy. I think it helps that you were already in great shape before your accident.” 
 
    Shaking my head in disbelief, it’s hard to keep the smile off my face. “You’re pretty sneaky, you know that?” 
 
    Trina gives a little shrug before pulling away from me and turning to unlock and open the door. “I’ve realized the only way to keep you on your toes is to be sneaky. The doctor still has to agree, but I think you’re ready to hit the stage again, Big D, and take off your clothes for money.”  
 
    I’m momentarily in shock at what she just said that it takes me a bit to respond. It’s not the sarcasm she used when she made the comment about me taking off my clothes. No, it was that she called me Big D.  
 
    She’s already out of the office and halfway across the therapy room when I finally get my head out of my ass. “Hold the hell on, Trina. What the fuck was that? All this time, you knew who I was and you never said anything?”  
 
    She turns back toward me, a big grin on her face. “Of course, I knew. How could I forget the man who gave me the best night of my life? I’m not stupid though; you never acted like you remembered who I was, so why would I act like I remembered you? I knew that night that I was just some random woman that you picked up to have sex with, and I was okay with that. When you first came here, you already had so much on your mind. I was afraid that if I acted like I knew you, you would feel obligated to me in some way. I didn’t want our relationship to start out that way.” 
 
    Rushing over to her, I pull her into my arms once again. My lips are on hers in an instant, and it’s not long before I’m flooded with desire. I know that if we don’t stop, I will be dragging her sexy ass right back to that office.  
 
    I reluctantly pull away, trying my best to catch my breath. Although I should be pissed, I can understand her reasoning. Even though I have never felt obligated to anyone, I can see why she was afraid I’d feel that way.  
 
    “I was right; you are sneaky. I’m going to have to keep a close eye on you.”  
 
    Trina laughs, and then the smile leaves her face, a serious look replacing it. “I was afraid you’d be mad when you found out that I’ve known all this time. That’s why I kept delaying saying anything.”  
 
    “I was mad at first that you didn’t know who I was. I just figured you were drunker than I originally thought, or that I wasn’t worth remembering. Which, really, I find that impossible. Then as time went on, it didn’t bother me as much whether you remembered me or not. We made new memories, and although, that night was great, we’ve had plenty more since then. I hope we have a lot more.”  
 
    Trina bows her head, trying to hide her face from me. That’s not going to work, not with me. Reaching out, I lift her chin and raise her eyes to mine. I now see that she was trying to hide the tears that she’s desperately trying to keep from falling. 
 
    A tear slips out and slides down her cheek, and I wipe it away with my thumb. “Is the thought of being with me so bad that it makes you cry?”  
 
    I get the response that I was hoping for when she rolls her eyes and lets out a laugh. “Of course not. These aren’t sad tears; they are happy tears because that’s the way I feel, too. Actually, I know it’s ridiculous and too fast, but I’m pretty sure that I’ve fallen in love with you.”  
 
    She looks so nervous and scared. I hate that her feelings for me cause her to be so cautious. I want her to always feel like what we have is a good thing. 
 
    “It’s not ridiculous or too fast. There’s no such thing as a certain speed where the heart is concerned. I never want you to be nervous to tell me how you feel because I love you, too, Trina.”  
 
    She doesn’t even try to hold back the tears this time, and I give up trying to wipe them away. She throws her arms around my neck, and I hold her close.  
 
    When the tears finally fade away, she loosens her grip and takes a step back. I grab her hand as I lead her out of the therapy room. “Now that we’ve gotten all of this out of the way, let’s get this place locked up and go home. I’m ready for supper and to get you back in my bed.”  
 
    “You’re not getting me back into your bed until you strip for me first. I’m not going to be the only woman in your life that doesn’t get to enjoy watching you. Plus, it will be good practice to see if you’re really ready to get back to work.”  
 
    I can’t hold back my laugh when I say, “Stripping for you will be my pleasure.”  
 
    Trina lets go of my hand to walk around the room and make sure everything is where it’s supposed to be so that she can leave. After making sure everything is fine, she turns to me. “I’m pretty damn lucky. I get to watch you dance and strip and sleep with you, and I get to do it all for free.”  
 
    We both laugh as we walk out of the therapy room and head for home.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
    Six months later 
 
      
 
      
 
     This is my last night dancing at Club Six. Not entirely, but I will only be doing it from now on when there are private parties, or for some other big events. It’s been a great journey where I’ve made some kickass friends, and there’s nothing about it that I would change. It’s where I met Trina, and where we started our lives together. It may not have been an original way to do it, and we both acted like we didn’t remember, but it was the start of something great. 
 
    Being with her changed my life more than I ever thought possible. She held to her word, even after I went back to work. Always trusting me and I never let her down. She has also shown me that there is more to life than taking my clothes off for money.  
 
    After the doctor released me and I was able to hit the stage again, it didn’t seem as glamorous as it had before. I still enjoyed the dancing and the money; it would be hard not to. The screams and the attention seemed frivolous when I had an amazing woman at home.  
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this, D?” Sin asks as he finishes putting on his clothes for his next set. He goes on before me, and I’m the last show of the night tonight.  
 
    I know that they probably think I’m crazy to be giving all this up, but I’ve thought about it a lot and this is the perfect time to walk away.  
 
    “I’m more than sure, Sin. This is exactly what I need. It’s time for me to grow up and take more responsibility for my life. I think this next chapter will do just that.”  
 
    The guys and Betty support me. I know that they do, but they just don’t want to see me leave. Which is understandable because I’m fucking awesome.  
 
    After being back at the club for about a month, Betty pulled me into her office. She questioned my mood and my enthusiasm while I was on the stage. I explained to her about how much my life changed when I was injured and not able to work. She understood, even if she didn’t like it, and told me that she thought that’s what it was.  
 
    It was then that she told me about a job opening that she had heard about. It was for a dance instructor at the local dance studio. They offer a lot of different dance lessons for all age groups, and it sounded perfect. I have learned many different dances over the years, not just for the stage, but because I just enjoyed doing it. Now I get to teach others, and Trina thought it was great because I get to keep my clothes on.  
 
    Sin leaves the room, ready to take his set, and I know that it’s time for me to get ready. Knowing that Trina will be in the audience tonight, I put on the same black clothes that I wore the night we met. I don’t bother with the oil; that shit is behind me, and I’m not doing it anymore.  
 
    Walking out, I head to the back of the stage, just as Sin finishes. He walks off the stage, and I sneak a peek out into the audience. My eyes immediately land on Trina. She’s laughing at something Danielle, Dare’s girl, said, which turns out to be more of a shock than my own tale of love. I look back at Rocco, letting him know that I’m ready.  
 
    When the lights go dim, I take my place on the stage and wait for the music to start. The sound of So Hott by Kid Rock hits my ears, and I take pleasure in dancing solo on this stage for the last time.  
 
    The first place I go when I jump off the stage is straight to my woman. Pulling her from her seat, I pull her into my arms for just a moment before letting her go.  
 
    She almost sits back down, but I stop her before she gets the chance. Reaching out, I run my hand across her rounded belly, giving my son and daughter some attention before helping her take her seat.  
 
    I make my way around the rest of the room and hop back on the stage just as the music is coming to an end.  
 
    It has been a good run, but I’m ready to see what’s next in store for me and my family.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End   
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