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To Jackie Floyd, 
Thanks for providing the fun background information. 
I know your night out was much more fun than mine! 



Chapter One
Becky Harte inched through the doorway of the risque sex shop, Wild Honey, with a great deal of trepidation. Warmth and the subtle scent of incense greeted her. She knew her eyes were huge, but she couldn't manage a single blink. 
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It was still something of a shock that the small, conservative town of Cuther, Indiana had such a shop in its midst. 
It was doubly shocking that small town, conservative Becky would be visiting that shop. 
Her heart pounded, her face was hot, and her hands shook. Never ever in her life had she expected to do such a thing. Yet here she was, not only inside Wild Honey, but on a sexual mission. A mission designed by her two well-meaning friends, Asia and Erica. Becky knew they were both watching her progress from the company lounge across the street, in the toiletries factory where they all three worked. 
Before the door closed behind Becky, she peeked over her shoulder and sure enough she could see the twin pale faces of Erica and Asia pressed to the window on the second floor of the factory. She couldn't back out because they'd both know and she liked them too much to want them to consider her a coward. 
The three of them had made a pact, and by gosh, she'd keep to her end of the deal. 
Drawing a steadying breath, Becky released the door and it swung shut with a tinkling of chimes and a sense of finality that made her jump. Becky held her coat tightly closed at her throat and looked around. What she saw was .. . unexpected. 
Wild Honey was actually pretty elegant. It was clean and neatly organized and colorful. There were display tables laden with books and tapes, every wall lined with shelves of more books, magazines, and some boxed items. Biting her lip, Becky forced herself to take a few steps. A woman behind the counter greeted her. "Hi. Can I help you find something?" 
Good Lord! Surely the saleslady didn't expect her to discuss such things. Numb, Becky shook her head and turned away, hurrying to the back of the large room. An open door that led into another room offered her a place to hide. She ducked inside. 
And immediately stalled. 
Mouth falling open, Becky stared about in mingled horror and fascination at the items hung from the walls. Why, there were things that looked like . .. like penises . Enormously large penises. Blue, white, and black penises. Penises in every color of the rainbow. Two-foot long penises, for crying out loud. 
Double-headed penises . 
Without realizing it, Becky drifted closer, mouth still gaping, eyes so wide it was a wonder her eyeballs didn't fall out. This had to be a joke. Sure, she wasn't experienced, but she wasn't an idiot either, and there was no way all those penises could be ... functional. No way. It was impossible. 
She looked away from the display of artificial penises with a disbelieving shake of her head and a barely audible snort. They were probably gag items, used for bachelor parties and such. That made more sense than anything else. 
Her attention got snagged on a new contraption and she studied it. She had no idea what it might be, but there were boxes stacked beneath the one on display, with instructions printed on the back. Made of what looked to be hard plastic, the device had several elastic straps and little pointy rubber things sticking out here and there, and a place for batteries. Becky studied it, then picked up the box to read the Page 2
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description. 
Gasping, she dropped the box, jerked around—and ran full tilt into a tall, hard male body. 
She would have screamed if she had any breath. As it was, she staggered back from the bruising impact and almost fell over the stacked boxes. At the last second, the man caught her and held her upright. 
"Hey, easy now." 
Becky froze. Dear God, she recognized the voice that had haunted her most carnal dreams for two years now. 
Big hands settled on her shoulders, steadying her, and with a wince of dread, Becky slowly looked up—into familiar mocking black eyes. 
Oh no. No, no, no . Not someone she knew. Not this particular male someone. 
He bent to meet her eye level, one glossy black brow raised, one side of his sensual mouth tilted up in a smile. "You okay, Ms. Harte?" 
Becky squeezed her eyes shut, praying that not seeing him might help. It didn't. She was oh so aware of him standing there. 
"Becky?" His voice was gentle, insistent, rough, and masculine. Her skin tingled from his touch and her heart lodged in her throat. 
Using the edge of his fist, he tipped up her chin, which effectively closed her mouth, too. After a second, he chuckled. "You know, you're so damn red you're going to catch the place on fire." 
Becky swallowed hard and rallied her scattered wits. In a whisper, she admitted, "I'm mortified." 
"Yeah? How come?" 
She tucked in her chin, refusing to look at him again. 
George Westin was the man of her dreams, the epitome of everything dark and erotic and forbidden. 
Whenever she thought of how sex should be, she thought of George. 
He had the most compelling eyes—dark, daring, filled with carnal knowledge and challenge. He looked at a woman, and she felt his attention like a physical stroke. 
He was looking at her now. Becky gulped. 
All the women at the factory adored George, and they all whispered about him. Becky had heard the rumors about his astounding reputation and the validations by a couple of the women he'd dated. By all accounts, George had ... a lot , and knew how to use it. Becky wasn't entirely certain what a lot meant, except that he could make a woman very, very happy in bed. 
For the two years that she'd known him, she'd done her best to hide her own reaction to him. She hadn't wanted him to see her as just one more woman who lusted after his gorgeous body and his sexual knowledge. She'd pretended an indifference to him, pretended to see him only as a supervisor, Page 3
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not as a man. 
In truth, being anywhere near him made her tongue-tied. 
Now here she was, not a foot away from him, his hot hands touching her, standing in the middle of a porn shop with pleasure probes behind her. 
Becky groaned. 
Apparently amused, George released her, only to throw a heavy arm around her shoulders. He led her a few feet away, his hold easy but secure. "Take deep breaths, Becky. It'll be all right." 
At his casual familiarity, Becky peeked up at him again. His neatly trimmed, silky black hair was disheveled by the blustery wind outside, and his cheeks were ruddy with the cold. He must have just come inside. And of course, she had to literally run into him. 
He leaned around to see her face. "I can call you Becky, right? I mean, the situation lends a certain intimacy, don't you think?" 
Think? She was supposed to think? He had to be kidding. 
"Becky?" 
He was incredibly tall. And he smelled incredibly good. 
She wanted to lean into him and inhale his wonderful scent. 
At work she always made sure they stayed on a professional footing. George had often tried joking with her; he'd tried flirting with her a little, too, teasing her. But she'd known there was no future in it, that she couldn't get involved with him. She'd kept things friendly, because she'd rather have at least that much with him, than nothing at all. If she'd encouraged him, he was the type of man who would have wanted sex. 
Incredible sex. 
Naked, sweaty sex. 
And she couldn't do that. 
So he'd backed off. Not completely, because he still chatted with her and he sought her out more than most of the men she worked with. But he seemed to have accepted her unspoken decision—to be friendly associates, but nothing more. 
The poor man had no idea she lusted after him every single night. 
After clearing her throat—twice—Becky managed to say, "We're not at work, Mr. Westin, so sure, you may call me Becky. There's no reason to be formal..." She strangled on the word, here . 
"Exactly." George gave her an approving smile, likely because she'd succeeded in stringing more than two words together. "And do call me George." 
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Like a sleepwalker, Becky allowed herself to be led through the shop. When she'd agreed to this daring scheme with Erica and Asia, she had envisioned running into some unknown, never-to-be-heard-from-again man and getting through the whole ordeal with a modicum of remote familiarity. Not once had she envisioned running into George. 
Tomorrow, she'd see him at work, probably several times. He was a supervisor, not over her floor, but they had contact on and off throughout the day. He'd look at her, and he'd know she'd been here, checking out. . . penises and pleasure probes and God only knew what else. 
She'd never survive the embarrassment. 
George halted them next to a very small curtained booth well away from the wall displays. "Better?" 
Becky drew a breath and forced herself to stop behaving like the backward and inexperienced hick she actually was. "I'm sorry. I'm just... well, I'm obviously not used to being in places like this." 
"Obviously." George released her and shoved his hands deep into his pants pockets. His coat and suit coat parted over his middle, showing a flat abdomen, a wide chest. His hands pulled his slacks taut, and she noticed other, more interesting things. 
He cleared his throat, and Becky jerked her gaze away from his belt buckle and the heavy weight of his sex beneath. Being in a porn shop must have muddled her senses to have her staring at him there like a lecher. 
At his leisure, George lounged back against the wall, next to that dark curtain. He wasn't embarrassed. In fact, he still looked amused as he studied her face in that scrutinizing way of his. "Looking for something in particular, are you?" 
At first, she thought he was referring to where she'd just been staring—at his crotch—and her mouth fell open in shock. Then she realized he meant his comment in a more general term, concerning her visit to the porn shop. Her reaction to that wasn't much better. Only sheer force of will kept her from running away. "I was just.. . curious," she lied. 
She wasn't about to tell him the truth, that she was here to meet a man. 
A specific man. 
A man with precise sexual predilections, which would finally enable her to get rid of her virginity without distress. 
"Uh-huh." George grinned, showing white teeth and a dimple in his cheek. 
To Becky's mind, George was already too handsome for his own good. The dimple was overkill. 
Even Erica had made note of him several times, and Becky trusted her opinion since Erica knew a whole lot more about men than she ever would. But Erica had also called George a rogue, a womanizer, even a sex addict. 
Becky remembered that Erica had smiled when she'd made those accusations. 
Asia, now madly in love with Cameron, had commented on George, too. In fact, Asia had commented Page 5
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on him several times recently, as if she'd been determined to make sure Becky noticed him. Becky shook her head. It wasn't likely any woman could not notice George, considering he stood so tall and was so dark and emanated such raw sex appeal. 
She figured him to be in his late thirties, and judging by his reputation, he'd lived those thirty-odd years to the fullest. 
"Cat got your tongue?" George cocked his head to the side. "Or are you considering buying one of those pleasure probes?" 
Becky reeled back, scandalized, horrified, embarrassed beyond belief at the mere suggestion. 
"Of course not!" 
George chuckled, but his chuckle dwindled into a warm smile when he looked at her mouth. He kept looking, his expression so fixed Becky began to fidget. "Calm down, Becky. I was just teasing." 
The front door chimed and several more men from her workplace wandered in. Becky blanched at the thought of being recognized yet again. "Oh good Lord." 
George glanced at the men. "Don't want to be seen here, huh?" 
Panicked, Becky searched around for a place to hide. "I'd rather not, no." 
"Then I'll be your white knight." So saying, George took her upper arm and moved the curtain aside. 
He stepped into the booth, dragging Becky with him. "We can hide in here until they're gone." 
The curtain dropped back into place, leaving them in darkness. Becky went utterly still, more aware of George as a man than she'd ever been of any man in her life. Of course, she was sequestered with him in a tiny booth, in the darkness, in a porn shop. 
How in the world had she gotten into this predicament? 
She and her friends had made the deal—they'd each go to Wild Honey, find a man who shared an interest in her fantasy, and approach him. 
The idea had been to get back into the sexual swing of things. Not that Becky had ever been in the swing. She was twenty-five and a blasted virgin, as innocent as a child, without a single speck of experience. 
But not for the reasons her friends assumed. Yes, she was shy. Yes, she was moral and believed in love and marriage. But that had nothing to do with why she'd avoided any intimate contact with a man. 
The real reason was a shame that ran bone-deep, an ... affliction she'd dealt with using avoidance. 
Until now. 
Her proclaimed fantasy, that of bondage, had everything to do with it. If a man was tied up, well then he couldn't control anything. Like the lights. She could keep the room black as pitch. She could even blindfold him and there'd be nothing he could do about it. He'd probably even like it. 
She'd be able to find out what all the hoopla was about sex, without worrying that he'd see her, or touch Page 6
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her. She'd be able to look at him, to sate herself on his body, to touch him and taste him and yet she'd keep her own appearance, her body, her flaws , private. 
He'd never know. 
Asia had gone first, and for her things had worked out perfectly, to the point where she was due to marry Cameron soon. Not that Becky expected to get married, not now, not ever. But she was so lonely, so hungry. She wanted to share lovemaking. She wanted to experience mind-blowing sex. 
She craved so, so much. 
All she needed was the right man to indulge her. 
Becky drew a breath, trying to reassure herself. Instead she breathed in George's scent again. It turned her insides to mush. 
George moved beside her in the cramped space, and she heard a clink, like the dropping of change, then a small hum. Two seconds later, the booth lit up and a film played on the wall in front of them. 
Becky stared. "This is a movie booth?" 
"A place to see previews of the different videos before buying one." George studied her, strangely alert, as he waited for her reaction. "You pop in a quarter, pick the number of the film you're interested in, and you get to see a few minutes of it." 
"My, um .. . what a good idea." 
Becky turned away from George's scrutiny to watch the movie, and felt the increased acceleration of her heart. Fascination gripped her as the lights flickered and shifted. She saw a well-built man, dressed only in worn jeans, wander into a darkly lit room. The film was poor quality, gritty. But it still held her enthralled. 
Beside her, George shifted again, moving behind her, watching the show over her head. He seemed to take up too much space in the small room, with his shoulders that were twice as wide as hers, his body big and solid and hard. 
Tension tightened all her muscles, from the movie, from George's nearness, from the rapid way things were progressing. Becky could smell him again, the delicious scent of cologne and hot male flesh. 
The man on-screen moved into a room—where a woman was tied to a bed. Becky started in surprise. 
Why, this movie was about bondage . Had George chosen it on purpose? 
The woman was atop the covers, completely naked. Her legs were held wide apart, secured to the foot posts on the bed with black cords. Her arms stretched out over her head and were also tied. She was vulnerable, fully exposed. She wore a blindfold and as she sensed the man's approach, she moaned softly. 
Unable to look away, Becky drew a strangled breath— and felt her back touch George's chest. She started to jerk forward again, but he settled his hands at either side of her throat, keeping her in place. 
"Shhh. If you make too much noise," he said close to her ear, "they'll know we're in here." 
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Shaken by the touch of his warm breath in her ear, Becky whispered, "Who?" 
"The guys from the factory." 
"Oh." That's right. The reason he'd led her into this booth in the first place was to avoid detection by others. "Thank you." 
The man in the movie knelt on the bed beside the naked woman. She squirmed, a little frantic, her bare breasts jiggling with her efforts, rising and falling, but the ropes held her tightly. She couldn't move more than an inch. 
She couldn't move away from him. 
The man trailed his fingertips over her arm, up and down, over her ribs, making the woman twist and moan some more. Slowly, very slowly, he cupped her breast and gently squeezed. Becky's own breasts tingled, her nipples pulled tight. 
George leaned down and this time his warm breath teased her temple. He spoke in a drawing whisper that made her eyelids feel heavy, her insides warm and liquid. 
"You ever watch a dirty movie, Becky?" 
She could barely speak, didn't dare blink. She shook her head, her gaze fixed on the movie so she wouldn't miss a thing. 
George's fingers caressed her shoulders, subtly, with encouragement. "I know women," he whispered, 
"and you, Becky Harte, like this particular film." 
Was she really so obvious? Did she even care? "I..." I want to do that to you.  Becky knew she couldn't say that, so she said nothing. 
"Some people are turned on by dominating, some by being dominated." 
Becky swallowed hard. "He won't hurt her?" 
"Of course not. That has nothing to do with bondage, or with pleasure." 
George spoke with confidence, making Becky wonder if he had firsthand knowledge of this. "I... I see." 
The man began kissing the woman. His mouth touched her nipples, first softly, then sucking until she cried out. He rasped her with his thumbs, and laughed when she tried to escape him. He kissed her again, licking everywhere, her throat, over her breasts, down her stomach ... between her legs. 
The woman jumped. 
So did Becky. 
"Shhh," George murmured, making Becky shiver in reaction. 
The woman arched, but her movements were limited because of her restraints. She cried out, bucked, Page 8
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and bowed but the man stayed with her, his mouth on her, against her sex, his hands holding her hips steady, and seconds later she found her release in a long raw groan that had Becky catching her breath and shaking uncontrollably. 
"Becky?" 
Feeling almost feverish, Becky wavered, and found herself flush against George's body. 
George had an erection. 
On-screen, the woman moaned in soft acceptance. Inside the booth, Becky did the same. She could feel George, long and hard, firmly pressed against her behind. It was a first for her. 
Everything today was a first. 
"Watch," George insisted, and Becky could have sworn she felt his mouth touch the rim of her ear. 
She all but melted into a puddle. 
Since she couldn't seem to draw her attention away from the film, George's instruction was unnecessary. 
From one frame to the next, the setting of the film changed, and now the woman sat astride the man, while it was his arms stretched high and tight, tied to the bedposts. His head was tipped back, his chest muscles starkly defined as the woman rode him hard and fast. 
Becky breathed too hard in reaction. This was what she wanted. Oh, she wanted it so much. The man in the movie wasn't blindfolded, and he wasn't nearly as appealing as George. But Becky could pretend he was. She could pretend that he'd take his pleasure with her, and not be able to see her, not be able to touch her. 
Suddenly the woman's mouth opened on a scream and Becky knew it was a scream of pure excitement. 
The woman shuddered, climaxed.. . and Becky felt George's hand slip around her to settle beneath her left breast. His fingers were hot, long, curving on her rib cage. His hair brushed her cheek, cool and silky. His heart rapped against her back. 
Awareness and need held Becky perfectly still so George wouldn't stop touching her. 
"Your heart is racing, Becky." 
This time she knew for certain his mouth touched her. He placed a gentle kiss on her temple—and the film died. 
Neither of them moved. The sound of her breathing filled the small booth. Becky had no idea what to do or what to say, so she did nothing. George's big hand was still on her, beneath her coat, right below her breast, not moving, just resting there, warm and sure and confident. 
"I think I know what section you were looking for, Becky." 
In that moment, more than anything, Becky wanted him to touch her breast. It was insane, but she craved his touch. "You... you do?" 
"Oh yeah. You want some restraints, don't you, sweetheart?" 
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He'd called her sweetheart. "Um ..." Should she just blurt it out? How did a woman go about telling a man she'd like to tie him to her bed? And she did want to do that. 
With George. 
Becky was now very glad she'd run into him, and not some other man. This small incident felt right in a way she knew it wouldn't have been with anyone else. She'd been wanting George for a long time, so now was her chance. 
It was possible that he'd chosen that particular film because he was into bondage, and wanted her to know it. Becky found it hard to imagine that George—sexy, gorgeous, experienced George—would be willing to leave himself at her mercy. But the idea was a very tempting one. 
The pros and cons of having sex with a man she worked with winged through her head in rapid order. 
But before she could find the right thing to say, George moved the curtain aside. "C'mon. I'll help you." 
Again, Becky found herself being led by him. He drew her to the back of the store toward another isolated room. Along the way, Becky looked around at all the amazing contraptions. One particular item caught her interest and she turned her head to stare. 
Beside her, George paused. With his dark gaze on her face, he said, "It's for female pleasure. Most of the stuff in here is geared for women." 
"Really?" 
At her surprise, George narrowed his eyes. "It's not always as easy for a woman to climax as it is for a man." 
He spoke so casually that Becky blinked, still looking at the small contraption and trying to figure it out. 
There were so many things in the shop that seemed to require an instruction manual. "I see." 
"Do you?" When she didn't answer, he expounded on his explanations. "Just having a man inside a woman doesn't always do it for her. She needs to be touched other ways, other places." 
Becky opened her mouth, but nothing came out. She tilted her head, studying the ridiculous device, but still it didn't quite make sense how it would work. 
George made an impatient sound. "You can't be that naive." 
Becky turned to stare up at him. 
He ran a hand over his head, further mussing his hair. Then, to her horror, he snatched up the device and held it in front of her. "See this opening? It fits over a man's cock. When he rides a woman, this part right here strokes her where she's most sensitive. Because it vibrates, if he goes deep inside and just holds still, it'll work too." 
Becky was floored by this outpouring of sexual instruction. George didn't seem the least bit shy about discussing things with her. It was astonishing and embarrassing and very educational. 
She wasn't sure if she should thank him or not. 
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When she remained silent, he frowned. "Becky, do you understand?" 
"Yes, I think so." 
"You think so?" 
Her curiosity overrode her shyness. "Have you ever ...? You know." 
"What?" He waved the thing under her nose, then tossed it back on the shelf. "Worn one of those? No way. I don't need them." He looked at her mouth and his dark eyes glittered. "Any man worth his salt knows how to make a woman come without all these gizmos." 
Ohmigosh, ohmigosh. Becky gulped. Would he illustrate that for her, too? She sort of hoped so. 
His gaze moved down her body, to her lap. "Remember the guy in the video? There are better ways to ensure a woman's satisfaction." 
There it was, his explanation and that look that felt like a physical touch, given with his blatant suggestion that he enjoyed kissing a woman ... there , and Becky's knees went weak. She caught the shelf for support, refusing to crumble in front of him, even over the idea of oral sex. 
Trying to sound as cavalier as George, she changed the subject. "It was designed by a doctor." 
He smiled. "Yeah." 
"Wouldn't you think most doctors had medical emergencies or something to occupy their time?" 
This time George laughed outright. "Amazing." 
"What's amazing?" 
He didn't explain, he just took her hand and finished leading her to the other room. Becky looked around in awe. Velvet-lined handcuffs, dark blindfolds, satin ropes and restraints of every style and extreme decorated the walls, some even hanging from the ceiling. "Oh my." 
George crossed his arms over his chest. "Did you bring your charge card?" 
"No." She didn't want any legal documentation from her trip here. "But I brought plenty of cash." 
Looking very pleased, George said, "Then allow me to guide you through a few purchases. And, Becky?" 
"Hmm?" 
"When we're through, we'll set a date to get together." Becky whipped around to face him. "A date?" 
"Oh yeah." He touched her cheek and tucked her hair behind her ear. "You see, Becky, we're of a similar mind. And I think we'll get along real well, don't you?" 
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Chapter Two
George watched that intriguing color darken Becky Harte's soft cheeks again. God, but he loved the way the woman blushed. Since he was still touching her, he even felt the heat. Would she flush all over like that when he had her securely bound to his bed, naked and hungry and waiting for him to give her a screaming orgasm? 
He had a feeling she would, and he could hardly wait. 
What a little fraud she was. 
He'd worked at the factory as a supervisor for two years now. In that time, he'd gotten to know Becky well. Or so he'd thought. She was very young—too young he'd sometimes thought. And though at twenty-five she should have had her share of experience, Becky still had "sweet and innocent" stamped all over her in a way that made a man's primal instincts go on red-hot alert. 
From her big blue eyes, to her bouncing blond curls, to her sweet small-town accent, she exuded artless naivete. She was the type of woman who—he'd thought—would want to get married if she got intimate with a man. 
Still, he thought of her nearly every day, and wanted her more often than that. At work, he couldn't help stopping to chat with her whenever possible. She was so sweet, so open, damn near every man at the factory felt drawn to her, himself included. But Becky never seemed to notice. 
And she never seemed to want male attention. 
She'd certainly turned him down. She hadn't been rude or inconsiderate about it, but rather she'd feigned misunderstanding. He'd tease, and she'd give him a blank look, then call him Mr.  Westin in a way that made it clear she considered him a supervisor, a casual work friend, and nothing more. 
In many ways, her youth, her fresh-faced candor, and her disinterest had made her more appealing, to the point he nearly felt obsessed with her. Of course, her body had helped in that, too. 
He absolutely burned with the need to see beneath her conservative clothes. 
Her long skirts and buttoned-up blouses couldn't quite disguise a sweetly rounded figure ripe with curves. The way she tried to conceal herself only made his imagination go wild. More often than was wise, he'd fantasized about getting her into bed. 
And now he knew the truth. Sweet, innocent Becky wasn't into marriage. No, she was into bondage. 
She wanted to be tied down, she wanted to be vulnerable. She wanted to be at a man's mercy. 
Yet she still blushed, and she honestly seemed to be clueless about things sexual in nature. 
What an intriguing conflict. 
Becky Harte wanted to be dominated—and George was just the man to accommodate her. He sure Page 12
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
as hell wasn't going to let any other guy do it. 
With her bottom lip caught between her teeth, Becky turned away from him to study the wall of blindfolds. George studied her ass. 
He could hardly wait to get his hands on her. 
Today she wore a beige denim skirt that hung clear to her ankles, but he could see that her feet were small, her ankles trim. Her bulky coat over a loose thick sweater hid her waistline, but couldn't hide the thrust of her full breasts. 
George's palm tingled as he remembered slipping his hand beneath her coat to feel her heartbeat. 
She'd trembled gently, her heart thumping hard and fast, her breast a warm firm weight against the back of his hand. 
He'd wanted to slide his fingers higher and cup her breast. He'd wanted to stroke her nipple until he felt it puckering tight. 
She'd wanted the same. 
But not teasing her now would get him further later, so George had controlled himself, and in the process, he'd controlled her, though she might not have realized it. All in all, sexual preferences aside, he was experienced enough to know that she was innocent, and that delightful mix of timidity and hot sensuality had him hard and more than ready. 
And here he'd considered Cuther, Indiana a dull place. He grinned. With Becky Harte wandering loose, there was nothing dull about it. Since first meeting her, he'd wanted her. Against his better judgment and her apparent disinterest, he'd wanted her. 
Now he'd finally have her. 
George watched her pick up and examine a black velvet blindfold with shaking fingers. She peeked at him out of the corner of her eye, then lifted her chin, tucked the box under her arm, and moved on to the handcuffs. 
His thoughts mired in carnal speculation, George followed. 
If she wanted to wear a blindfold, that was fine and dandy with him. He liked her big blue eyes, but it was her body he was dying to see. 
Maybe it would help her to hide, to not see what he was seeing. He realized now that much of her past reticence was due to inexperience. Her shock at the items sold in Wild Honey had proven that. 
Or maybe she liked the idea of being blindfolded because she thought it would heighten the sense of touch and anticipation. Maybe it would feed her need to be controlled. George shrugged. He would happily oblige her. 
He'd leave her wanting more. 
When Cameron, another supervisor at the factory, had first approached him with this bizarre plan, George had been skeptical. He assumed Cameron had seen his lust for Becky, and was pulling a joke Page 13
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on him. 
Cameron was due to marry Becky's friend, Asia, and he'd claimed the women had some goofy dare going that was centered around the porn shop. Cameron had refused to reveal the details behind his and Asia's circumstances, but he had explained that it was Becky's turn, and Asia wanted to make sure Becky wasn't hurt. 
George wanted to make sure, too. 
Both Cameron and Asia thought that by ensuring Becky's partner—him—they could protect her from other, more unscrupulous men. Smart. The thought of Becky going off with anyone else set George on edge. 
She'd been unattainable, a fantasy, for too long. Now that he was part of this plan, he'd already begun to think of her in his bed, already begun to imagine all the carnal fun he'd give her. Until she indulged his craving for her, he damn sure didn't want any other man touching her. 
After they were through . . . well, he just didn't know, didn't want to think about that right now. The idea of Becky getting down and dirty with anyone else felt repugnant. 
Cameron had told George that if he was willing— ha— he was to meet Becky at the shop and show an interest in bondage wares. That had nearly floored him, but Cameron, damn him, had been so blase about the whole thing, George had refused to show his shock. 
Becky Harte and bondage—a combination guaranteed to give any guy a steel boner. 
Now he was beyond glad he'd taken up the challenge. Bondage wasn't something he'd explored much in the past, but hey, if that's what it took to finally get Becky into bed, he was willing, able, and ready. 
Actually, now that he'd thought about it—and he hadn't been able to think about much else—having Becky tied to his bed appealed to him in a dozen different ways. 
"There's so much to choose from." 
George watched the expressions flicker across her face when he asked, "Do you want it rough or gentle?" 
Her eyes widened comically before she gathered herself. She cleared her throat and made a point of not looking at him. "I don't think the idea is for anyone to be roughed up, do you?" 
That was a relief. He wasn't into manhandling women at all. Just the opposite. Once he had Becky bound, he'd worship her body until she cried with the pleasure of it. He could hardly wait. 
"How about the velvet cuffs? They close with Velcro, so they'll be quick and easy to use." And he'd have her snared before she even knew what he was doing. 
His cock throbbed with that thought and the accompanying image of Becky spread-eagle, naked atop his mattress, taut, trembling, waiting for what he'd do to her. 
Her chin lifted. "Good idea." She snagged up the box and held it. 
"Why don't you let me carry those for you?" 
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Face averted, Becky thrust her packages at him. "Thank you." 
With every second that passed, George got more turned on, more eager. He rubbed his chin and thought about everything he wanted to do to her. He eyed her legs, then made another suggestion. 
"There are ankle cuffs too." 
She wore a considering frown. "Do you think they're necessary?" 
Oh yeah. "That's up to you." 
"Yes, of course." She bit her lip, snagged up the package, and tossed it at him. 
"Anything else?" 
"Like what?" 
Her determination was adorable. "I don't know. It's your show, Becky. You tell me." 
That startled her, then she beamed. "Yes, it is, isn't it?" She looked around, her brow puckered in a frown, then shook her head. "No, I think that's it for now." 
"Becky?" 
She peeked up at him. 
"Do you want me to pay for these?" 
Her shoulders slumped in relief. "Would you?" She dug in her purse and pulled out several bills. 
"I have to admit, the idea of getting caught at the register doesn't exactly thrill me." 
George didn't take the money. She'd be fulfilling a two-year long fantasy for him, so letting her pay didn't seem right. "This'll be my treat." 
His offer stiffened her spine. "Oh no, it's my expense." 
Seeing that she wouldn't change her mind, George shrugged. "All right then." 
"But aren't you going to buy anything?" 
He'd already given due thought to his own purchase. "Yeah, I think I'll get the video we watched. We only saw a small portion of it. Wouldn't you like to see the rest?" 
Becky flushed. "If you'll watch it with me." 
"Absolutely." He'd watch her watching it. Seeing the fascination on her face was better than anything on-screen. 
Her breath came fast. "When?" 
George could see she was anxious, which fed his own urgency. "Friday night?" 
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It took her a moment before she screwed up her courage. "All right, yes. You can come to my place. 
I'll order a pizza if that's okay." 
He'd rather have her in his house, on his ground. But it wasn't worth debating the issue. "Do you have a VCR?" 
She bobbed her head. "Yes." 
They'd watch the movie, then get those restraints out of the box and break them in proper. God, he could hardly wait. Though today was Thursday, it felt like Friday was more than a month way. 
George forced a smile. "Six o'clock?" They both got off work at five, so that'd give her an hour to get home and get ready for him. 
"All right." 
By silent agreement, they started making their way to the register. Becky kept watch for other customers, and when they neared the front of the store, George took pity on her and told her to wait out front for him. She smiled and quickly ducked through the door. 
When he joined her minutes later, he caught her waving to the factory. He looked up, but saw no one. 
"Your friends?" 
She yelped and whirled to face him. "What? Oh, yes. I think I saw ... uh ... Erica." 
"Erica Lee?" 
"Yes." Becky frowned in suspicion. "Do you know her?" 
He knew both Erica and Asia, mostly because Becky hung out with them every day during breaks and lunch. "Just in passing." 
"Erica's dated nearly every guy at the factory." She glanced up at him, then away. "You've never been out with her though." 
"Nope." Erica Lee was a pushy broad, demanding and too damn independent. She epitomized what many men termed a ball buster. She was sexy, no doubt about that, but he liked gentler women. 
He liked Becky. 
They walked across the street to the parking lot for the factory. When they reached Becky's car, George handed her the bag. She took it, smiled up at him, and said, "Thank you." 
His gaze settled on her mouth. Damn it, he couldn't wait another second. For two years he'd wondered what it would be like to kiss her, how she'd taste, how she'd fit against his body. "Friday is too damn many hours away." 
Becky gave him a look of confusion. 
"I'm going to kiss you, Becky." 
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Her eyes widened and she stumbled back a step. "You are?" 
"It'll be all right," he murmured, leaning down slowly so he wouldn't startle her. "Consider it a small prelude to tomorrow night, all right?" 
Her lips parted. "But..." 
He cupped her nape, turned her face up to his. Her blond hair was as soft as he'd always imagined. 
It felt warm against the back of his hand. "Just one kiss, Becky." 
Her eyes drifted shut. "Yes." 
She had one of the prettiest mouths George had ever seen, soft and full, always ready to smile. She never wore lipstick, but that was fine by him. He loved the way her naked mouth looked. 
The moment his mouth settled on hers, he realized she tasted wonderful as well. She was breathing too hard and fast, as if she'd never been kissed before, but George decided it was anticipation that had her nearly panting. He understood that, because he wanted her so badly right now, he felt near to exploding. 
Her bag dropped to the ground with a thump. 
One of her hands touched his chest, fisted in his coat. The other curled over his biceps. 
George slipped an arm around her waist, pulled her up close against his body, and sank his tongue deep with a groan. Her mouth wasn't only pretty, it was delicious, too. Sweet. 
And damn, she was hot. 
She went on tiptoe and kissed him back, awkwardly at first, but with enthusiasm. She stroked his tongue with her own, even sucked at his tongue a bit. 
It was a caress guaranteed to make him nuts. 
He wasn't just kissing a woman, he was kissing Becky. And she was wild for him. 
Finding himself overwhelmed with rioting sensation for the first time in ages, George hugged Becky closer until their bodies pressed from knees to chest, until he could feel the wild beat of her heart and the gentle cushion of her belly. He wanted to absorb her. He wanted to take her right here, right now. 
Lost in the sensuality of the moment, he drifted his hand down to that curving bottom of hers. She was a sexy handful and Friday night she'd be his. 
Her ragged moan brought him to his senses. George lifted his head and looked around. Thankfully the lot was empty, but it was still a public lot, still out in the open and visible to anyone driving by or coming in or out of the building. Cold wind blasted his face and tossed Becky's hair, but it had little effect on his lust. He teetered on the ragged edge and knew it. "Jesus." 
Becky, still clinging to him, still burning hot, stared up at him with vague eyes and a damp mouth and rosy cheeks. "George?" 
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He wanted to drag her behind a parked car, lift her long skirt, open his pants, and sink into her. 
He just knew she'd be wet. And tight. And she'd groan.... 
He had to stop. Now. 
Damn it, he wasn't a man who went crazy with lust. He wasn't a man who took women in parking lots in the middle of cold fall weather. He was a man used to control, and Becky, more than most women, wanted his control. She wanted him to restrain her with velvet bonds. 
He shook with that thought and the resultant carnal images. 
"I'm sorry." He drew a ragged breath and tried for a smile. "We're out in the open, baby." 
Her eyes were large and dark and hungry. 
George muttered another curse. "Look, Becky, maybe you should just come home with me now. 
We're both free tonight, right?" 
"Oh." Becky stiffened, looked around in appalled awareness of their surroundings. The warm flush of excitement was replaced by the hot wash of embarrassment. "Oh no, I can't. Not yet." 
"Why?" George was so tense he'd never live till Friday. He wasn't sure he'd survive another two minutes. 
"I'm not... ready." 
Not ready? The hell she wasn't. She'd been clinging to him, all over him, with him every step of the way. 
George drew himself up on an ugly suspicion. Did she have another date for tonight? Had he just warmed her up for another man? No way in hell was she going to crawl into bed with another guy who'd get to tie her up and watch her burn. 
The mere thought had George outraged, and that bothered him, too. What she did away from him shouldn't concern him—but damn it, it did. He frowned. Maybe they should get a few things straight right now. 
But Becky was back to blushing and she turned to fumble with her car door. The second she had it open, she slid into her seat and stuck the key in the ignition. 
George picked up the bag she'd dropped and handed it to her. Leaning down into the car, eyes narrowed, he said, "Listen, Becky..." 
She locked her hands on the steering wheel. "I have to hurry. Asia and Erica are, um, coming over tonight." 
Asia and Erica? Well, that was different. She could visit with all the women she wanted to. Then it occurred to George how close the three women were. They spent every break, every lunch hour together at work. Would Becky tell them everything? Would she share every intimate detail? Would they know he intended to restrain her with hand-and foot-cuffs? 
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Women could be so damn gossipy. George wasn't sure he wanted his private affairs discussed—
especially before he'd even had the private affair. He frowned and rubbed his jaw. "Erica and Asia, huh?" 
Becky nodded so hard, her curls bounced wildly. "Yes. But I'll be ready Friday. I promise." 
She looked eager to escape him. George gave up. "All right." But he added, his tone tinged with warning, 
"I'll see you at work tomorrow." 
That idea seemed to horrify her. She gave him a sickly smile, slammed her door, and started the car. 
George stepped back and Becky, with an airy wave and unnecessary haste, drove away. 
Friday. About twenty-four hours. He could wait, just barely. 
But no way would he allow her to avoid him at work. 
Regardless of her kinky preference for bonds, Becky was naive so she probably didn't understand what they'd started. He'd have to let her know that they were now on new footing. They had something going, and he expected to reap the benefits of their new association for as long as it lasted. 
In fact, the sooner they got that straightened out, the better. 


* * *
 Becky barely got to the top of the stairs leading to her second-floor apartment when she felt the stairs shaking. She knew even before she turned back to look that it was Asia and Erica thundering up the steps after her. She unlocked her apartment door and waited. 
Asia and Erica burst onto the landing. Asia looked ripe with curiosity, and Erica was grinning like a loon. 
They both saw her, grabbed her, and screamed together, "You did it!" 
Becky couldn't help but laugh. They knew how shy she was, knew that she never dated. For her to have actually gone through with her end of the pact was nothing short of a miracle. "Shhh. Come inside before my neighbors call the police. They'll think you're both accosting me." 
The women moved inside, still huddled together, and shut the door. The second they all had their coats off, Asia enfolded Becky in a tight hug. "Becky, that kiss . Oh man. We watched from the window, and whew . Talk about a scorcher. Even Erica was impressed. That man's ears were steaming." 
Erica snatched her up for a hug, too. "And you were in the shop for so long." She held Becky back and teased, "Had to check it all out, huh?" 
"No! Of course not. It's just that... well, George and I got to talking ..." 
"And?" Erica squeezed her. "Did you buy any bondage stuff?" 
Blushing, Becky gestured toward the bag. "Actually, George went through the checkout for me. 
Wasn't that sweet of him?" 
Page 19
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
Both women went mute. Asia rolled her lips in and stared at Erica with a worried frown. 
Erica finally laughed. "George Westin, sweet? Now, Becky, honey, don't get disillusioned. He's a wolf, a hunk, the baddest of the bad boys and sexy as they come, but no way in hell would any sane woman call him sweet." 
Becky thought he was very sweet. And very sexy. 
"Becky," Asia cautioned, "he'll eat you for dessert if you're not careful." 
Becky's face flamed at that unintentional double entendre. If they only knew how partial George had seemed to that idea. She remembered the way he'd stared at her lap while claiming he knew exactly how to make a woman happy in the sack. 
She lifted her chin, not about to let them talk her out of her decision. She wanted George, and he was willing. That was good enough for her. "He's the one." 
Asia surprised her by nodding in satisfaction. "I just knew it." 
Erica frowned at her. "What do you mean, you just knew it?" 
"I, ah, well, I could tell he was a bit kinky and because he obviously knows women, he'll be the perfect man for Becky. That's all I meant." 
Becky wasn't quite convinced, but then Erica dumped out her bag. "Oh my. Look at this stuff." 
Being fair-skinned was a curse, Becky thought, as she felt her face turn hot yet again. At this rate, she was going to give herself a sunburn. 
Planning to handcuff a big muscular man to her bed for sexual purposes, and actually discussing it with her friends, were two different things. Normally she told them everything, but now, because it was George—her secret fantasy man—the idea of discussing him made her feel disloyal. 
Erica, correctly reading her hesitation, looked at her with a wide smile. She pulled the velvet-lined handcuffs out of the box and let them dangle from her finger. "I can just see Geoge now, all stretched out and naked, straining, sweaty, sexy ..." 
Becky snatched the cuffs from her and stuffed them back into the bag. "Are you two staying around awhile?" 
Erica folded her arms and looked at Asia. "Is she trying to get rid of us ?" 
Asia lifted one brow. "Probably wanting to moon over George." 
"She can moon with us, right?" 
"We'll give her pointers." 
Erica laughed. "Have you ever tied up a man, Asia?" 
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"Well.. . no." 
"That's what I thought." 
Asia flipped her long brown hair over her shoulders. "I have a good imagination though." 
"You'd have to, because I can't see Cameron letting you tie him down any time in the near future." 
She heaved a sigh. "Looks like it's up to me to instruct her." 
"And I suppose you have experience in bondage?" 
"Why certainly." Erica winked. "Men are most enjoyable when controlled, you know." 
Becky ignored her friends and headed for the kitchen. She tied on a starched white apron over her denim skirt. "I'll put on some coffee," she called to Erica and Asia, "to go with the cookies I made this morning." 
While her two friends continued to debate sexual experiences, Becky pondered the wonders of experiences to come. Though she was nervous, she could hardly wait. Stretched out naked, straining,
sweaty and sexy. . .  Oh yeah, she could hardly wait to see George that way. 
In between conjuring up images of George naked, George touching her, George kissing her again, Becky remained aware of Asia and Erica sitting at her small kitchen table. They blustered back and forth, teasing and joking. Erica claimed to have a lot of sexual experience, and neither Becky nor Asia disbelieved her. She was a strong, confident woman, and she knew what she wanted where men were concerned. But they still liked to tease her about her hardnosed ways with the guys. 
Asia on the other hand had gotten involved with Cameron during her foray into the porn shop. In whirlwind fashion, they'd both fallen hard, and subsequently gotten engaged on Valentine's Day, a mere month ago. The wedding would follow just as soon as they could get everything arranged. 
As Becky measured coffee, she considered Asia and Cameron. Unlike Erica, Becky didn't doubt for a minute that Cameron would let Asia do whatever made her happy, even if it meant tying him up. 
"When's the big date, hon?" Erica asked. 
Drawn from her thoughts, feeling the tiniest bit melancholy because Asia had found something so special, Becky shrugged. "Tomorrow. After work." 
Asia flopped back in her seat. "So soon?" 
Erica snickered. "I don't remember you and Cameron waiting. And why should Becky wait anyway? 
If George is willing, and it looks like he is, why then, I say go for it." 
The coffee machine began spitting and Becky got out three cups. She set them on the table near the matching sugar bowl, then filled the small creamer. "If I wait, I'm liable to chicken out." 
Erica looked at the cloth napkins and silver spoons Becky arranged on the table. "You're such a Suzy Homemaker. It's a wonder some guy hasn't talked you into marrying him yet. Men adore the domestic types. Makes them secure." 
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Without meaning to, Becky heard herself say, "George is already secure." 
"Oh Lord." Erica tangled her hands in her blue-black hair and groaned. "She's singing his praises and the man hasn't even made it to her mattress yet." 
Becky frowned. "Well he is." 
"And she's defensive of him too!" 
Asia shook her head. "Erica, not all men are weak asses." 
"No, only most of them." 
Asia threw her spoon at her. "You, lady, are a sad cynic." 
Erica merely laughed. Trying to ignore them both, Becky got up to pour the coffee. She'd just finished filling all three cups when her doorbell rang. 
She froze. Somehow, with absolute conviction, she knew who was at her door. 
Asia and Erica stared at her, then Asia took the coffeepot from her and set it on the hot pad. 
"Expecting company?" 
"No." 
Erica rolled her eyes. "Well, do you suppose you ought to see who it is?" 
"Uh..." Becky wrung her hands together. She knew who it was, she just didn't know what he wanted. 
Asia pushed back from the table. "I'll get it." 
"Wait." Becky hustled after Asia, and Erica fell into a hurried trot behind her. En masse, in parade fashion, they quick-stepped it to the door. Asia turned the doorknob just as Becky reached her. 
Provocative as the original sin, George lounged in the door frame with a devil's smile. His long-lashed, black eyes were glittering with intent. 
At the sight of him, Becky drew up short. Erica plowed into her. They both knocked into Asia. 
"Hey, easy now." George, somewhat startled by the unexpected greeting, reached out and kept them all three from toppling. He ended up with his arms full of females—and to Becky's eye, he didn't seem to mind in the least. 



Chapter Three
George chuckled as the women began righting themselves. He didn't exactly hurry to get them out of Page 22
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
his arms, but then, hey, he liked holding women. "Helluva greeting, ladies. Thanks." 
Erica, the black-haired witch, managed to send her elbow into his middle before pulling away. 
George grunted, but refused to give her the satisfaction of rubbing at it. 
Asia gave him a chiding look and muttered in all seriousness, "Behave." 
Becky just stared up at him with that adorable look of innocent shock that seemed to melt his heart, his common sense, and his touted self-control. She didn't move away, and he damn sure wasn't going to insist. They stared at each other, and finally she blinked her way into speech. "George. What are you doing here?" 
Her blond curls were mussed—a typical state for Becky, he was beginning to realize—and he went about smoothing them back into place. As badly as he wanted her naked and under him, he enjoyed simply touching her, too. 
He ignored Erica, and only winked at Asia to reassure her, then said to Becky, "You forgot your change." 
"My change?" 
"From your . .. purchases?" George wasn't sure if she'd told her two coconspirators about the bondage stuff yet, so he didn't want to let the cat out of the bag. All in all, it was a weakass excuse to be calling on her now, but it was all he could come up with. 
Erica rolled her green eyes and drawled, "He means the cuffs and the blindfold, Becky." 
Predictably enough, Becky gasped, embarrassed by the mere mention of the items. 
George wanted to smack Erica, but Asia saved him the trouble. She shouldered the other woman and frowned fiercely. Erica gave her a "what?" look that wasn't the least convincing. 
George decided to continue ignoring that one. "Remember, I paid with your money. You had change coming." He pulled out the bills and coins and put them into Becky's hand. 
She stared at the money. "Thanks." 
Asia shoved her way between them. She caught George's arm and pulled him through the doorway, then pushed the door shut. "We were just having coffee, George. Why don't you join us?" 
"Yeah." Erica grinned. "Join us. Becky even made cookies." 
George eyed Becky in the frilly little apron, and all sorts of fetish images flooded through his already taxed brain. Hell, it was only an apron, and if he remembered right, his grandmother used to wear one. 
But damn, it sure looked different on Becky than it had on Gram. 
Sandwiched between Asia and Erica, he allowed them to drag him to the kitchen. They seemed awfully eager to keep him around, but then, it had been Asia's idea, according to Cameron, that he should be the man to hook up with Becky. 
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He owed her big-time, he decided, then he noticed how the apron tied snug at Becky's waist emphasized the flare of her hips. Usually her clothes were concealing. He cleared his throat and sought casual conversation. 
"You bake, Becky?" Somehow, that fit. He wouldn't be at all surprised to find out she knit and canned, too. 
"They're just chocolate chip cookies," she mumbled. 
"No big deal." 
"My favorite." Along the way to the kitchen, George took in the sight of her apartment. It was small, a little crowded with knickknacks and photos. Her sofa was floral, her curtains frilly, everything spotlessly clean. It was so like Becky that he liked it instantly. Her home felt warm and cozy and comfortable. 
It felt like a ... home. . 
They stepped into the small kitchen and George held out a chair for Asia, who was charmed, then Erica, who was sardonic. 
Becky bustled about, looking like a very sexy Martha Stewart clone, getting out another cup and saucer, arranging the cookies on an ornate plate—studiously avoiding eye contact with him. George decided to let her get away with that for now. Once he had her alone, he'd show her there was no reason to be shy with him. ' 
"Asia," he asked, again seeking mundane conversation to ease the tension, "how's Cameron doing?" 
"He's great." 
"He's exhausted," Erica corrected. "Wedding plans and all that, you know." 
George set his teeth and smiled at Asia. "Things moving right along?" 
"A few glitches. Nothing major." She snatched up a cookie as soon as Becky put the plate on the table. 
"That's typical of every wedding, I suppose." 
Erica snorted. "Every marriage, too." 
"Someday," Asia told her, "some guy is going to make you eat those words." 
"Right. Don't hold your breath." 
George picked up a cookie, handed it to Erica, and said, "Here. Something useful for your mouth." 
She grinned shamelessly. "Honey, my mouth can be used for a lot of things more interesting than eating . . . cookies." 
She'd used just the right amount of hesitation so George couldn't miss her meaning. He raised a brow. 
"At the kitchen table?" 
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"Why not?" She popped the cookie in her mouth and eyed him up and down. "You a prude?" 
Despite himself, George laughed. "Okay, let me rephrase that—at the kitchen table with two women present?" 
Erica held up her hands. "I concede. A woman has to draw the line somewhere." 
"Indeed." George glanced up and saw that Becky was disgruntled by the sexual banter. Damn, he hoped she didn't think he was flirting with Erica. 
He had been, he supposed, but not out of interest. He'd merely felt compelled to hold his own against her, sort of a male against female thing. Dumb. 
He wondered how Becky could stay such close friends with Erica. Their personalities were so different. He took a bite of cookie, and groaned in appreciation. "Damn, Becky, that's good. You even put walnuts in them." 
Becky stopped dumping sugar in her coffee and gave him a stony stare. "Thank you. I'm so glad you like them." 
Her words sounded anything but pleased. Was she jealous? Normally that would annoy the hell out of him, because grasping women drove him nuts. But this time George found himself fighting a grin. He kind of liked the idea of Becky being jealous. After putting him off for two years, she deserved it. 
Becky sat opposite him at the small table, with Asia and Erica at his sides. He wanted to touch her, to reassure her, but the other women were watching him like they expected him to sprout horns at any moment. 
Moving slowly so they wouldn't notice, George stretched out his legs. His feet bumped Becky's. Before she could withdraw, he caged her legs with his own. Beneath the table their knees touched, his outside hers. He watched her over his coffee cup and saw her go still, then draw in a deep breath. Her gaze lifted and locked with his. 
For long moments, they stared at each other. 
Erica chuckled. "You two are embarrassing me. I think it's time Asia and I hit the road." 
Asia agreed, but Becky jumped to her feet. "No. I mean, you haven't finished your coffee." 
"Caffeine keeps me awake." Erica drew her close and hugged her, then said in a stage whisper that the birds in the trees outside could hear, "If we don't go now, George is liable to self-combust. The man is all but salivating and it isn't over the cookies, no matter what he tells you." 
George continued to watch Becky when he replied to Erica. "How astute of you." 
Erica flapped her hand at him in dismissal. "Nah. Men are just so easy to read." 
"More infamous words," Asia complained. She grabbed Erica and towed her away. "Bye, Becky. 
Behave. And call me later." 
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"Call us both! But do not behave." 
Seconds later, George heard the front door close with a quiet click. He set his coffee aside and came to his feet. Becky backed up. 
He rounded the table. 
She bumped into the counter. 
"Are you afraid of me?" He wasn't worried about it, because he'd come to the conclusion that Becky's decision to incorporate a little bondage into her lovemaking was based on sheer curiosity and daring. 
No way did she have enough sexual experience to be bored and looking for a new kick. Under the circumstances, he expected her to be a bit nervous. Beyond being a real turn on, it was sort of endearing. 
She flattened her hands on the counter at either side of her hips, bracing herself. Standing there in the frilly apron, eyes wide, lips parted, she made a very tempting picture. "No, I'm not afraid of you." 
"Good." George advanced on her until his legs were on either side of hers, his cock pushed up snug against her soft belly, and his hands over her hands on the counter, effectively holding her captive. 
Damn, he liked this game. He liked it a lot. 
He stared at Becky's mouth. "No matter what we do," he told her, thinking of how she might feel when he had her tightly bound on the bed, legs open, unable to move, "no matter what I say, you don't ever have to fear me. All right?" 
Becky frowned. 
"Believe me, Becky." 
She nodded slowly. "Yes, all right." 
He let out his breath in relief. "I need another kiss." 
"All right." She closed her eyes, turned her face up, and pursed her lips. 
Grinning, George smoothed a finger over that delectable mouth. Patience, he told himself. She might be ready to try new things, kinky things , but she lacked any real experience. It was up to him, regardless of his urgency, to guide her gently. 
The idea of tutoring her gave him another rush. "I want to taste you, babe. I want you to suck on my tongue again." 
Her eyes popped open and she blinked. "You do?" 
"Mmmm. Becky, open your mouth for me." 
Her lips parted the tiniest bit, more out of surprise than because of his instruction, but it was enough. 
George groaned and took her mouth. 
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The second he tasted her, his intentions regarding gentle guidance went straight out the window. He licked his way inside, tasting her deeply, eating at her mouth, pushing her lips farther apart with a hunger that quickly shot out of control. 
After a small, shocked sound, Becky struggled to free her hands. Frustrated, George released her and lifted his head, ready to apologize. 
She launched herself at him. 
Her hands were frantic on his chest and shoulders, his neck, his face. She seemed to enjoy touching him, and she definitely enjoyed kissing him. Her mouth landed on his with inept exuberance until George helped by turning his head and adjusting the fit. Becky made a hungry sound and gave him her tongue. 
Now, without their coats between them, he could feel her nipples stiffened against his chest. He wedged a hand between their bodies and cuddled her lush breast in his palm. 
They both groaned in raw appreciation. Becky was full and firm and so soft, her heartbeat galloping madly. He was pretty much in the zone of no return when he stroked his other hand down her narrow back and gripped her rounded behind. He lifted her into his groin and pressed against her in a tantalizing rhythm that mimicked sex but wasn't nearly as satisfying. She felt good, smelled good, tasted good. 
Against her mouth, he whispered, "God, Becky, you are so beautiful." 
And like a wet cat, Becky screeched and thrust him away. 
Dumbfounded, all his wits now gathered below his belt, George stared at her and tried to figure out what the hell had just happened. One minute she'd been attacking him, and the next she acted like she'd been attacked. 
Even now, she appeared panicked, while George simply struggled to catch his breath. They were still pressed tightly together, his cock still throbbed, and his body still thought sex was the best solution. 
Becky disabused him of that notion when she flattened her hands on his chest and tried to push him away. He regretted her change of heart, but no way in hell was he going to let her put any major distance between them. Not yet. Not until he figured out what was wrong. 
He caught her shoulders and held her still. "Becky?" 
She turned her face away, her voice trembling, her eyes closed. "Let me go." 
He hesitated, unsure about what to do. "All right. But can you tell me why?" 
She wouldn't look at him. "I... I'm not ready yet." 
What was the big deal about getting ready? He tried to sound reasonable. "Ready for what?" 
"For . . . whatever you were trying to do." 
"What exactly do you think I was trying to do?" 
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"I don't know!" She glared up at him, defiant and shaken. "You were grabbing my .. . my ..." 
"Your ass?" His voice dropped and he said with great and inadequate sincerity, "Becky, honey, you have a fantastic ass. A premier ass. A world-class ass." 
She appeared startled, then laughed and covered her face with her hands. George relaxed a bit; that was more like it. 
Gently, he eased her against him and began rubbing her back, not in a sexual way, but in a soothing way. She was trembling—and still snickering. His chest felt tight with an emotion that definitely wasn't sexual in nature. 
He kissed her temple. "Becky? If I promise not to do any more ass grabbing, can I kiss you again?" 
Her words were muffled against his chest. "That... that wasn't the problem." 
Hmmm. Not exactly the answer he'd expected, but at least now she wasn't pushing him away. In fact, she leaned on him in a way he chose to call trusting. What a mix she was, buying handcuffs, going wild when he kissed her, then freaking out for reasons he couldn't begin to fathom. 
Despite his current frustrated state, figuring her out would be a treat. 
"How about we sit down and finish our coffee and cookies?" 
Her forehead dropped to his sternum. "You don't mind?" 
Teasing her had worked, so he tried it again. In a low sexy rumble, George said, "You've got great cookies, too, Becky." 
She actually giggled, then groaned. "I'm embarrassed again." 
"Why?" 
"Because I acted like an idiot." 
"Oh, I dunno." He nuzzled against her hair, breathing in her soft, baby-fine scent, loving the feel of her silky curls. "If some guy grabbed my ass like that, I'd probably act the same way." 
She slugged him, and now she shook with laughter. George smiled, too. It amazed him, but despite a raging hard-on that by all accounts wouldn't be appeased any time soon, he was actually enjoying himself. 
He kissed her hair again and moments later felt her shoulders stiffening, felt her bracing herself. 
Becky was shy, but she wasn't a coward. When she raised her face, he saw the determination in her gaze. "I didn't know you were so funny, George." 
Cautiously, because he didn't want her to go hiding against his chest again, he said, "I didn't know you were into bondage. I suppose there's a lot we can learn about each other." 
She didn't look away, but she did bite her lip. 
Page 28
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
"C'mere, Becky." George led her to her chair and seated her. Startled amazement crossed her face when he knelt down in front of her, but he wanted to see her eye to eye, to read her reactions and make sure she understood. "I'm dying to make love to you. Don't ever doubt that. But I'm not a pig. 
If you want to wait a bit, it doesn't have to be tomorrow. We can just... I don't know, go out if you want." 
Amazement turned to disbelief. 
George frowned at her. "I don't want you to feel rushed." 
She covered her mouth with her hand. 
"And as for all this bondage stuff, hey, it's fine by me, but only if you're into it, okay?" Her hair had gotten tangled by his hands when they'd kissed and now he smoothed it, tucking it behind her ears. 
He adored her hair and couldn't wait to feel those soft curls drifting over his chest, maybe down his abdomen when they made love.. . . 
"I. .. I'm new to this." 
Her admission brought him out of his sensual revelry. "I figured that out." How new was what he really wanted to know. But then he assumed he'd find out soon enough. 
"I want it to be tomorrow, I really do." 
Thank God. "Okay, if you're sure that's what you want." 
"It is. It's just that I want everything to be ... right." She looked down at her hands, then back up. 
"And I want... I want the bondage stuff. I want to use the handcuffs and . . . the blindfold. Okay?" 
It was a wonder he didn't come in his pants. As it was, George had to take two deep breaths, close his eyes, and count to ten. And still he hurt. 
"All right." It sounded like he was strangling. 
Becky smiled and touched his jaw. "You're pretty terrific, George, you know that?" 
At the moment, he felt pretty damn terrific, like friggin' Superman, with superhuman patience. Only a real hero could take this kind of temptation and still survive. The inquisition could have made use of little Becky Harte. 
"Cookies." He straightened, grimaced at the discomfort from a straining boner, and moved to his seat. 
"I'm going to eat my cookies, drink my coffee, then go home before I insist on kissing you again." He raised his cup to her in a salute. "You, babe, are pure fire." 
Becky looked down at her hands folded on the tabletop. 
"But I'm not." And then, in a whisper so low he could barely hear her, "I'm not beautiful either." 
George stared at her in surprise. So that's what had bothered her—a compliment. Judging by the seriousness of her expression, she really believed what she said. She also looked more vulnerable than any woman should ever look. 
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Trying to lighten her mood, he raised his hands and studied them. 
That got her attention. "What are you doing?" 
George lifted one shoulder. "I'm looking to see if I've got any visible burns so I can prove to you how wrong you are." 
"Burns?" 
"You are hot, lady. Believe me, I know. So hot, in fact, I would've sworn my fingertips were singed from touching you." 
It was so ridiculous, but so sweet, Becky couldn't help but smile. George blew on his fingers and she laughed out loud. He was an incredible man. 
"That's better," he told her, and he snagged another cookie. 


* * *
 Becky looked at him sitting across the table from her—a place she'd never, ever expected to see George sitting. Because it was getting to be late in the day, he had a dark beard shadow. She'd felt it when he kissed her, knew she had a few slight burns on her throat, her cheeks. Amazing. She'd never had whisker burn before. In many ways, it felt as though she'd been initiated. 
George caught her staring and grinned. "What?" 
Her smile lingered. "I was just.. . wondering about you." 
He leaned back in his seat, a cookie in his hand. "Yeah? Like what?" 
Becky shrugged. "I don't want to pry." 
"No, it's okay. We might as well use this time to get to know each other better, right?" 
She loved that idea, but having a personal relationship with a man was new to her. Having a relationship with George defied all her expectations. "You're sure?" 
"Well hell, you're making me curious with all this hesitation. What are you going to ask me anyway? 
My social security number? How much money I make?" 
"Of course not." She was insulted that he'd suggest such a thing. "I don't care about that." 
His eyes narrowed a bit, making his dark gaze sharper. "Some women do, you know. What a man makes ranks right up there with the size of his cock." 
Becky sputtered on the drink of coffee she'd just swallowed. He kept taking her by surprise with the things he said, his unregulated speech. 
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"You okay, honey?" He made to stand and Becky waved him back into his seat. If he touched her now, she was liable to attack him and then everything would be ruined. Twice now, she'd lost her head with him, in the parking lot, in her own kitchen. He was under the ridiculous assumption she was beautiful, and she didn't particularly want to dissuade him of that notion. If any of this was to go right, it had to be as she'd planned, with the bondage. 
And with the blindfold. 
George stared at her, must have decided she wouldn't choke to death, and shrugged. "Sorry. I didn't mean to shock you." 
Becky didn't believe that for a second. It seemed to her that he took maniacal delight in shocking her. 
Besides, she'd already heard plenty about his dimensions. Women would whisper about him, pretend to swoon, and get all flushed. 
Becky had always found it all rather silly. 
And intriguing. 
She cleared her throat. "Let me reassure you, I don't care . .. about what you make." 
His grin was slow and suggestive, wicked. "But you do care about the size of my cock, huh?" 
Deciding to face him down, to give him a little of his own, she lifted her chin and nodded. "The thought has occurred to me a few times. Especially since you're supposed to be ... impressive." 
"Yeah?" He took a bite of the last remaining cookie, for all appearances unconcerned with the idea that his private male parts had been discussed around the break room. "When have you thought about it?" 
Good grief, he wanted details? Becky sought words that would explain, but wouldn't be too graphic. 
"Like when you were . .. you know, against me." 
"Mmm." He gave her a sage nod. "Go on." 
"And with all the ... well, the talk." She shrugged. "I suppose it was natural for me to be curious about it, don't you think?" 
He stared at her for a moment, then burst out laughing. He grabbed his coffee to wash down the cookie, and nodded. His eyes were still twinkling and his words were broken with chuckles. "I hate to break it to you, Becky, but truth is, I'm really quite average." 
That stunned her. "No way. I felt you." Her brows puckered. "Surely that's not... not average." 
His laughter dwindled, then died. Suspicion made him frown. "Becky, exactly how much experience do you have?" 
She wasn't about to admit her experience was zilch. Nada.  That other than the video he'd shown her earlier, she'd never seen a naked man. 
"That's a personal question," she replied, trying to sound prim rather than evasive. 
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George barked a disbelieving laugh. "And the size of my dick isn't?" 
That stumped her. "Well you're the one who told me to ask my questions." 
"But it doesn't go both ways, huh? I'm to bare my soul and my manly measurements, but you get to keep private?" 
She felt guilty, darn it. "On some things." As if to appease him, she said, "I'll tell you my bra size." 
He looked at her breasts. "I'd say a thirty-six C. Right?" 
Darn. That was right on the money—the man knew women much too well. She frowned, but didn't reply. 
"We'll never get to know each other better unless we share, now will we?" 
He had a point. "I suppose not." Then, "Do you want to . .. you know, get that familiar? I mean, you don't just want to do ... what we planned to do ... tomorrow night?" 
That idea seemed to ignite his temper. "One night? Oh no, Becky, you can forget that right now. It'll take a damn month at least for me to even get close to getting enough of you." 
"Oh." A whole month of having sex with George? The idea made her giddy. But would he continue to let her restrain him that long? 
George's scowl grew darker. "Okay, this is how it's going to be. An even exchange. You can ask me a question, but for every one you ask, you have to answer one. Deal?" 
She blanched at that suggestion. "I refuse to discuss past lovers." She couldn't discuss something that didn't exist. If he found out he was a guinea pig of sorts, he might lose interest or back out. 
His eyes narrowed in annoyance. "Fair enough. That question is taboo—for both of us." 
Well, darn. Becky sat back in a huff. There were at least three women at work who claimed to have been intimate with him. She wanted to know if there were others, if half the women there had carnal knowledge of him, and what exactly he'd done with them. The curiosity was killing her. But now she'd seem really petty if she pushed the issue. "All right," she muttered. "It's a deal." 
He sat back with a satisfied nod. "Good." 
Becky waited. And waited some more. "Well?" 
"Well what?" 
"How big is your . . . you know." 
Being a complete cad, George asked with false confusion, "My what?" 
Exasperated, Becky pointed. 
"My waist? Thirty-four." 
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"No, not your waist." 
His gaze was intent, taunting. Sexy. "Say it, Becky." 
"Why?" 
His voice changed, went husky. "Because I love it when a woman talks dirty." 
Huh. She'd gotten that bit of information for free. Would she have the courage to talk dirty to him tomorrow? What kind of language qualified as dirty? With what he considered appropriate table conversation, it'd have to be pretty explicit to be dirty to him. She'd have to think about it. Or maybe ask Erica. 
No, she couldn't do that. He and Erica seemed to get along a little too well to suit her. 
She drew a steadying breath. "How big is your.. . penis?" 
That slow grin reappeared. "Penis?" He laughed. "What a spoilsport you are. My cock is about seven and a half inches. Erect. And that's length by the way, not circumference." 
"I know that!" 
He laughed and finished off the last cookie. 
Becky tried to picture a seven-and-a-half-inch penis— which was much smaller than the rubber penises she'd seen on the wall at the porn shop. But since she'd never seen a real one up close and personal, she decided she'd have to get a ruler out later to get a good visual. "Thank you. And you say that's average?" 
"Close enough." 
"Then why do they make the fake ones so big?" 
George rubbed his face, and Becky suspected he was laughing. "I'll explain that to you after." 
"After?" 
He dropped his hands. Nope, there was no sign of amusement in his expression. "After we've had sex." 
"Oh." That shut her up. She couldn't think of another single thing to say. 
George leaned forward and propped his elbows on the table. "My turn." 
Becky braced herself. 
"Have you ever thought about having sex with me? I mean, before now. Anytime over the last two years?" 
Oh, unfair! How did he come up with such a question? The last thing she wanted to do was admit that she'd fantasized over him a lot . 
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She frowned, and he just waited. She had agreed, so she met his gaze and nodded. 
"Yeah?" His eyes turned hot with her confession, and he leaned closer still. "How often." 
"That's another question." 
"So I'm one ahead. Answer it." 
Deciding a good offense was her best defense, Becky stood to pace. "You're an incredibly attractive man, George." 
"Thanks. How often, Becky?" 
She glanced at him, but saw no irony in his watchful gaze. She continued her pacing. "You're also very nicely built." 
"Is that right?" 
Becky bobbed her head. "Sure. You're tall and lean and muscular." She peeked at him. "Women like that." 
"Like men like great asses and big breasts?" 
Every feminine bone in her body was offended by such a cavalier, sexist comment. But once again, he'd gotten her. She'd started this stupid conversation, after all. Eyeing him, she muttered, "I suppose." 
"Go on." 
"You also have an astounding reputation." 
To her surprise, George shook his head. "Women and their damn gossip. Believe me, I've heard some of it, and only half of it is true." 
"Really? Which half?" 
George settled back with an aggrieved sigh. "Is that your question? Because I have to tell you, it seems like a round about way of questioning me on that taboo topic we agreed to avoid." 
Flustered because he was right, Becky busied herself with refilling his coffee cup. When she started to move away, he caught her wrist. "Besides, Becky, you still haven't answered my question." 
"Oh?" 
"Yeah." He took the coffeepot from her, set it on the table, and tugged her into his lap. With his arm locked around her, she knew she couldn't escape, so she just held herself erect. "Now, let's talk about these fantasies of yours. Particularly how often I played a part in them." 
With the back of his finger, he teased her cheek, the side of her neck. Becky gulped. "All right." She glanced at him, then away. "If I have to be truthful, then I've thought about you often." 
That teasing finger went still. "How often?" 
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Every day. "Often enough. I'm glad you were there today, and that we seem to have a similar interest." 
His hand dropped to her waist. He squeezed, caressed. "In bondage?" 
"Yes." Becky felt him shift and came to a startling realization—he still had an erection. And he felt bigger than seven and a half inches to her. 
Eyes agog, she said, "You're still hard." 
He looked pained. "Yeah. Believe me, I know. And as long as you're talking about bondage, or sitting in my lap, or... hell, just breathing, I'm probably going to stay hard." 
Fascinating. "Will you stay like that for long?" 
His mouth curled with suggestion. "As long as I need to." 
"Oh." She shivered at that dark promise. "Oh no, I meant tonight, after you leave here." And then a horrible, awful thought occurred to her and she frowned at him, outraged. "You're not going to be with another woman tonight, are you?" 
George pulled her down for a ravenous kiss. When he lifted his head, his voice was raspy and deep. 
"I want you, Becky, not anyone else. Until we're through with each other, we'll both keep it exclusive, agreed?" 
Relief washed over her. "Yes." 
He dropped his head to her chest. "Thank God. Now, I have to go because if I don't I'm going to lose control." He lifted his face to smile at her. Becky, taking the hint, scrambled off his lap and stood in front of him. He came to his feet as well. 
He cupped her head between his big hands and kissed her nose, her chin. Against her lips, he asked, 
"Will you think about me again tonight, babe? About what we'll do?" 
"Yes." She'd think and dream and fantasize and plan. 
George stepped away. "Until tomorrow, then." 
It was raining when he left, a cold miserable rain, but inside her lonely apartment, Becky burned. 
She went to the couch, picked up the handcuffs, and began figuring out how she'd get them on him. 
At least she had a four-poster bed, just like in the video. She was certain that was going to be a big help. 



Chapter four
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George waited outside the women's rest room for Becky to emerge. He'd been so damn busy all day in meetings he'd scarcely seen her at all. But this was her last break of the day, and they'd both be getting off work in two hours. 
He was so keyed up, so tense and impatient, he'd had to fight to concentrate on his work instead of on sexual thoughts. But always there in the back of his mind was the tempting picture of Becky submitting to his will, bound for his pleasure—and hers. 
George locked his knees and concentrated on not getting hard. Damn, he couldn't wait to explore her body, to sate himself on her. He felt like a kid again, ready to get laid for the first time. 
But it was more than that, too. He'd really enjoyed himself yesterday; chatting with her was always a pleasure because Becky was so unique, so different from most of the women he knew. But getting to know her more intimately, getting a few clues to her secrets, had been exciting in a way he hadn't expected. 
The door swung open and Becky, Asia, and Erica walked out. Becky was carrying a wooden ruler, of all things, and Erica was laughing, Asia shaking her head. Becky fell silent when she saw him, and she nearly tripped over her own feet. Not so with Erica. 
She moseyed right up to him, patted his chest, and said, "You stud, you! I'm so impressed." 
George had no idea what had brought that on, but obviously whatever professionalism had existed between them on the job was now gone. He pushed away from the wall and grinned. "That's Supervisor Stud to you, Ms. Lee." 
In the next instant, Becky swept past them, nearly knocking him down in her haste. Erica leaned forward and said, "Now you did it." 
"What did I do?" He watched Becky's fast retreat. 
Asia scowled at both of them. "You know she's shy. You should quit baiting her by flirting." 
Erica shrugged. "If I wasn't flirting, what would I do?" 
George saluted them both and took off after Becky. He caught her at the soda machine. She'd just popped the top on a Coke when he rounded the corner. She didn't know he was watching and she tipped up the can and guzzled it all in nearly one long gulp. Afterward she fell back against the machine, put the back of her hand to her mouth, and burped. 
George laughed. He had a feeling the way she'd guzzled that Coke was her rendition of tying one on. "Have I driven you to drink already?" 
Becky slanted him a narrow-eyed look. "What do you want?" 
"You." 
Her mouth opened, then closed. Her eyes glittered in her pique. "Oh. And here I thought you might want Erica instead." 
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his grin. "No way. Erica scares me." He inched closer. 
"Yeah, I can see you shaking." 
"I'm a man. Men don't shake no matter how terrified we are." 
Becky rolled her eyes. "Yeah, well, Erica might be scary, but she's also plenty knowledgeable about men." She smacked him in the chest with the wooden ruler. "She said seven and a half inches is not average. You lied to me." 
George rocked back on his heels, and to his chagrin, he felt himself going hot. Jesus, he hadn't blushed since he'd been a green teenager. "You told her what I said?" 
"Well yeah. I mean, look at that!" She held up the ruler, marked by her thumb at exactly seven and a half inches. "I was . . . worried." 
George looked around, and thankfully, the hall was empty. "Worried about what, damn it?" 
"Fit." 
"Fit?" 
Looking equally embarrassed and mulish, Becky said, "I don't think you'll fit." 
George no longer cared if anyone was around. He caught her shoulders and backed her into the machine. 
Against her mouth, he said, "I'll fit, Becky, believe me. I'll make sure you're nice and wet first, so no matter how snug it is, it'll feel great for both of us." He kissed her open mouth before she could say anything. "Two more hours, Becky. Two hours that'll feel like a week. Don't back out on me now." 
Her eyes glazed over. He loved how quickly she reacted to him. Taking advantage of that, George cupped her breast, teased her nipple. It stiffened against his thumb. "Tell me you want me there, Becky. Tell me you haven't changed your mind." 
"I want you there." The words were whispered and then she was kissing him, holding him tight, accidentally prodding him in the back with the stupid ruler still held in her fist. 
Luckily George wasn't so far gone that he'd totally lost track of their surroundings. He stepped away from her just as two other employees started around the corner. He caught Becky's hand and dragged her along in his wake. "Six o'clock, Becky. Be ready for me." 
"George." 
"What?" He kept walking, refusing to let her back down on him now because of some ridiculous anxiety over his size. Hell, he'd thought she'd be turned on, as most women were, or he never would have told her a damn thing. At thirty-seven, he felt no need to brag about his endowments. 
He shook his head. When Becky found out he was actually bigger than that, that he'd shortened the dimension out of modesty, well, he could only imagine her reaction. 
He wondered again at her lack of experience, but it was far too late for him to change his mind. 
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"You're dragging me in the wrong direction." 
George stopped and struggled for breath. It was unheard of, the way she affected him. "Right." He looked up and down the deserted hall. "Give me another kiss to tide me over then, and I'll let you get back to your work." 
Becky grinned. She went on tiptoe, kissed his chin, his jaw, and finally his mouth. "Six o'clock." And teasing him as Erica had, she added, "Stud," and tapped his chest with the damned ruler. 
George watched the sexy sway of her backside as she walked away from him. Before his very eyes, Becky's inhibitions were wearing away. He'd done that to her, he realized, and she was sexier for it. 
Very sexy. 
He had to stake a claim before every cursed male in the factory noticed. When the night was over, Becky wouldn't have a shy bone left in her sumptuous little body. 
And she'd be telling him that they were a perfect fit. 
In more ways than one. 


* * *
 He showed up twenty minutes early. Becky was in the process of attaching the hand and footcuffs to the bedposts, thinking that it would be less awkward that way than trying to set things up once they were ... in business. She hid the handcuffs with the bed pillows, the footcuffs with the turned-down sheet. 
Her hands shook, her heart pounded, and her stomach felt very funny, sort of fluttery and tight and tingly. 
She was going to have sex. And not with just any guy, but with George. 
She closed her eyes and held her hands to her belly, trying to calm the stirring there. 
The bed was all prepared, she decided. She'd drawn the drapes to leave the room dark. And on the nightstand—on her nightstand—was a condom and the blindfold. She felt faint with expectation. 
When the knock sounded on her front door, she actually jumped and let out a small screech. Heavens, she was nervous. And eager. And excited. 
She rushed from the room, but forced herself to slow, to take two deep breaths so George wouldn't know how anxious she was. She'd dressed in a button-down sweater and a long casual corduroy skirt. 
The sweater would be easy to remove, the skirt easy to lift. She'd left off pantyhose and instead wore lacy ankle socks—again, because they'd be easy to take off. 
Her door rattled with another heavy knock and Becky peered through the peephole. George stood there, tall and dark and so handsome her toes curled inside her slip-on shoes. 
She turned the locks, braced herself, and opened the door. 
Trying to sound calm and cavalier when she was anything but, she said, "Hello, George—umpf!" 
In one movement, he stepped in and scooped her up, then kicked the door shut. Held high against his Page 38
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chest, Becky had no choice but to grab hold of his shoulders and hang on. "George!" 
His arms were trembling, his dark eyes piercing and hot. He leaned forward, nuzzled her hair, kissed her ear, gently bit her neck. 
Becky jumped again, unprepared for such an onslaught of sensual attention. She had thought they'd ... 
talk. That they'd . . . 
"Where's your bedroom?" His voice was an aching rasp that curled through her on a wave of heat. 
Urgency beat inside her, matching the tempo of her suddenly racing pulse. 
"My bedroom?" 
"God almighty, Becky, I can't wait another single second." He strode forward though he obviously had no idea which room was hers. "Forget the movie. Forget the damn pizza." He peered into her bathroom and kept going, peered into the small guest room she used as a den. "Where is your bedroom?" 
Becky lifted one limp arm and pointed to the last door in her small hall. Two seconds later George stepped into the room. This door he left open, which allowed the hall light to spill in. Becky wanted to protest but when he reached the bed, he dropped her. Her shoes fell off and tumbled to the floor. 
Trying to ground herself, to get her bearings, Becky started to rise up on one elbow. She never made it. George threw off his coat, came down on top of her and started kissing her again, touching her, moving against her. 
It was something of a shock, feeling a man lying on top of her, all heavy and hot, hard and lean. It took her a single heartbeat to realize it was also wonderful and Becky squirmed, better aligning their bodies. 
He caught her hips and held her still. His mouth traveled from hers to her throat to her chest. 
She yelped when he nuzzled her breast through her sweater. 
"George."  She didn't mean to, but her body arched in reaction. 
He grappled with her buttons, finally just shoving the sweater down so it caught beneath her breasts. 
With an expert hand, he released the front catch on her bra and the cups parted. 
Breathing hard, George reared back to look at her. His cheekbones were dark with color, his eyes glittering and intent. "Damn." He cupped her breasts in both hands, stroked her nipples with his thumbs, caught and held them, tugged. Her nipples felt achingly sensitive, and his touch jolted through her. 
Never in her life had Becky expected so much sensation from such a simple caress. A raw moan escaped her, and then another when he bent and sucked her right nipple deep into his mouth. She clasped his head and held him to her. 
Wonderful. Beyond wonderful. She was lost in feelings too exquisite to describe when his hand went beneath her skirt, up the outside of her left thigh. 
Becky panicked. "No." 
George stilled. He lifted his head to look at her. Confusion warred with the lust and other emotions Page 39
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that Becky couldn't decipher. 
She tried a smile, tried to remember everything she'd planned. Voice shaking, she touched his chest and said, "This is my show, George, remember? You were going to ... indulge me." 
His gaze went from her face to her naked breasts. He breathed hard, closed his eyes for a long moment. When he opened them again, some of that devastating emotion was banked. "Right." 
Gently, Becky pressed against his chest until he fell to his back. Still struggling for breath, he put one arm over his eyes. 
Becky slid on top of him, liking that position almost as much as being beneath him. A distraction was in order, so before he could cool down and start questioning her, she kissed him. 
His hands went to her back, keeping her close as she tasted his throat, the side of his neck. "I love how you taste, George." 
His ringers contracted on her in reaction. Encouraged, Becky kissed his ear and breathed, "I want to see you, George. All of you. I've been fantasizing over your body for a long time." 
He groaned. 
Slipping to the side, Becky touched his chest, light and curious and teasing, through the open collar of his shirt. "Will you get naked for me?" Her face heated as she made that request, both with a tinge of shyness and with anticipation. 
His mesmerizing gaze locked on hers. "Oh yeah. Whatever you want, Becky." Without further instruction, he started on his buttons. 
It was a slow striptease and she loved it. Having George remove his clothes for her delectation was a dream come true. Becky didn't want to miss a single thing. 
As he worked the buttons free, she saw the dark hair on his broad chest, the way it narrowed down his trim abdomen and curled around his navel. The sight of the downy hair below his navel, leading to his sex, made her heart race. He was full and hard, and she could hardly wait to see that part of him. 
He pulled his shirttails free of his slacks, and with a taunting smile, opened the button on his pants and cautiously slid the zipper down. 
He smiled at her wide-eyed fascination. "You, too, honey." 
"Oh." She glanced down at her still-exposed breasts. Her nipples were puckered, darkly flushed, still sensitive. Yes, she could do that. If he enjoyed seeing her upper body, that was fine. If he wanted to touch her there again, or suck on her again, even better. "Okay." 
Becky watched him watching her. Her fingers seemed far clumsier than his had been, but he didn't rush her. Instead, still glued to the sight of her breasts, he curled forward, raising his back from the bed. Using his fist, he reached back and grabbed a handful of his open shirt, then yanked it off over his head and down his long arms. He balled it up and tossed it over the side of the bed to the floor. 
Becky paused in the middle of her stripping. 
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Wow, he looked good. His shoulders were hard and sleek and muscled, his chest hairy but not too much so. He looked so ... manly, so edible, beyond mere sexy. 
Becky accidentally popped the last button on her sweater, then just stared at him. 
"Take it off." George leaned back on his elbows. "The bra too." As he waited for her to comply, he toed off his shoes and let them fall over the end of the bed. They hit her carpeted floor with a soft thunk. 
There was no embarrassment, not yet, not with the hungry way George watched her. Using the excuse of putting her sweater and bra on a chair, she crossed the room to the door and shut it. 
Shadows enveloped them. 
George asked, "Where's the light?" 
"We don't need the light." Becky peeled off her sweater and bra and strode back to him. 
There were two heartbeats of silence. "Now, sweetheart, how can I see you without a light?" 
He spoke so gently, his tone cajoling, that Becky wished she could relent. But she couldn't, so she teased as she slipped back into the bed with him. "And here I was under the impression you already knew where everything was." She reached out, felt his chest, and pushed him flat. "Isn't that right?" 
"Becky..." 
She trailed her hands down his body to the top of his slacks, effectively cutting off his protest. He drew in a sharp breath and his hands caught hers. 
"Let me," she said. 
His hands dropped to his sides. "You're pushing me, babe. And I'm already on the edge." 
"Good." She loved the idea that she, Becky Harte, could drive a man to the edge. 
"Not good. I want you with me." 
"I'm right here." She shoved the material over his hips. "Lift up." 
He lifted, but said, "No way, Becky. You're eons behind me." 
She got his slacks all the way to his ankles and pulled them off with his socks. Taking a deep breath for courage, she explained, "I've thought about how I want to do this at least a hundred times, George. 
And that's just since yesterday. Please, just lay back and let me have my fun, okay?" 
His hesitation was thick and unnerving. Then with a growl, he dropped back. "Somehow, I just know I'm going to regret this." 
His legs were so long, she wondered briefly if he'd overreach the length of the footcuffs. As she touched his legs, she felt how his muscles had tensed, his thighs hard as steel. She glanced up at his face, but all she could really see was the glitter of his eyes. "Relax, George." 
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"Ain't gonna happen, babe." 
She stroked the inside of his thigh. "Try." Becky cleared her throat, then touched his erection through the soft cotton of his boxers. 
They both flinched, then both groaned. 
"Damn." 
Becky said, "Yeah." She touched him again, explored his length. "You feel even bigger than I remembered." 
"A figment of your imagination." He sounded suspiciously anxious to convince her of that. 
Before she could chicken out, Becky caught the elastic waistband of his underwear and dragged them off him. George shifted his legs to help, and again reached for her. 
Becky decided it was past time she got him contained before she forgot herself and everything got ruined. 
She fell on top of him, kissed him wildly to divert his attention. He went still for a moment in surprise before his big hands closed over her naked back and hugged the breath right out of her. The feel of his chest hair against her nipples was incredible. Becky closed her eyes and absorbed the tantalizing stimulation. 
"Becky." He started to stroke his way down her back. 
"You're still wearing your skirt." 
"Mmmm." Becky shifted to kiss his chest, to lick her way up to his shoulder, to his biceps. She loved his various textures—crisp hair, sleek warm skin, bulging muscles. His arms went slack and she trailed her fingertips to his wrists, then stretched his arms up over his head. The position had her hovering over him, her breast near his mouth. 
"Lean down a tiny bit, babe." 
She did, at the same time he lifted his head. His mouth closed over her nipple hungrily. It was enough to leave Becky witless with pleasure. 
It wasn't easy, but she forced herself to remember the plan. She pushed his right arm higher, fumbled for the cuff, and closed it around his wrist. 
George went still. He released her breast. 
Quickly, before he could get cold feet, Becky did the same with his right arm. She pulled the Velcro tight but his wrists were so thick, there was barely enough length to the cuff to wrap around and hook. 
"Uh, Becky ..." He sounded bewildered, and Becky felt him tug experimentally against the restraints. 
Thank God they held. Her hands had been shaking so badly, she wasn't sure she'd fastened them right. 
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She sat back, which meant she literally sat on his abdomen. "Can . .. can you see me, George?" 
Again his arms strained. "Damn right I can see you! What the hell are you doing?" 
Uh-oh. Becky leaned over him and felt on the nightstand for the blindfold. "Here, let's get this on you." 
"No! Damn it, wait a minute ..." He twisted, but Becky easily got the elasticized band hooked across his eyes. "Becky." There was a wealth of warning in his tone. 
Becky bit her lip. She wasn't quite sure what to make of his new attitude. "You promised, George." 
"Like hell I did!" He jerked hard, making the bed shake and almost tumbling Becky from her perch on top of him. "You're the one who wants to be restrained, not me." 
Becky gasped. "That's not true! You said you understood, that you'd indulge me. You said we were in agreement." 
"We agreed I'd tie your sexy little ass down. I didn't say jackshit about this being done to me." He yanked hard again and Becky thought it was a wonder the bedposts didn't crack. "Now unfasten the damn things." 
Her heart beat too fast and her face burned. Becky moved off him so she was no longer astride him. 
"Oh no. This is just awful." 
"It's going to get a lot more awful if you don't undo these damn things right—now.  " 
He sounded so outraged, Becky wasn't sure it would be wise to let him loose. "George, please calm down." She sounded near tears and hated herself. "It's a misunderstanding, that's all. And I'm sorry. 
I'll unfasten you if you promise to just go." 
"Go?" 
"I don't want to argue about this and I don't want a huge confrontation. I'm embarrassed enough as it is ..." 
He'd stopped struggling halfway through her diatribe. "What the hell are you talking about? I'm not going anywhere." His voice dropped to a growl. "We're going to make love." 
Becky stared through the darkness at him. "Oh no. We can't now." 
He practically vibrated with tension, with anger, then burst out, "Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck ..." 
"George!" 
He groaned, he cursed again. Finally, he took a deep breath. "You're saying you won't have sex with me unless I let you keep me this way?" 
Becky bit her lip. He was definitely outraged. She nodded her head, realized he couldn't see her, and said, "I'm sorry." 
"Why?" 
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"Because I didn't mean to mislead you." 
"No, I mean why do I have to be restrained. Did some asshole hurt you? Are you afraid I'd hurt you?" 
"What? No!" His misconceptions further flustered her. 
"It's nothing like that." She leaned over him and cupped his face. "I trust you, George. And I want you. I want you so much, it's killing me. But it'd have to be this way or ... or not at all." 
She felt him breathing, felt the rise and fall of his chest beneath her. Then he spoke, his voice husky, his words enticing. "Are you wet, Becky?" 
Oh, she knew this new tone. He was interested again, rethinking things. Becky touched his mouth with her fingertips and answered in a barely there whisper. "I don't know." 
"Take the rest of your clothes off, okay, sweetheart?" 
She was almost afraid to hope. "You've changed your mind? You're going to make love to me after all?" 
"Yeah, I'm going to make love to you." He laughed, a sound of irony and frustration. "Or rather, you're going to have to make love to me, all things considered." 
Becky kissed him very gently. "I'd like that." 
His voice deepened even more. "Then finish taking your clothes off." 
"Is it okay if I fasten your ankles first?" 
He groaned. "Yeah, what the hell. If that's what it takes." 
To Becky, he sounded in pain. She twisted around and quickly caught each ankle to a bedpost so that his long strong legs were held open. Curiosity got her, and she trailed her fingertips up his thighs until she located his erection. "Is it okay if I do this too?" 
"God yes." 
His hips lifted with her first tentative touch. She lightly wrapped her fingers around him, amazed at how big he was, how he filled her hand. 
"Harder." 
Thrilled with the instruction, Becky used both hands to hold him, and stroked. Now he definitely sounded in pain, but she wasn't so innocent that she misunderstood. He was painfully aroused, and he was enormous. 
"I'm going to take my panties off, George." 
She could hear his labored breathing in the otherwise quiet room. His head turned toward her, but Page 44
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Becky knew he couldn't see her. The room was dark enough without lights; under the blindfold, he wouldn't be able to distinguish a single thing, much less her scarred leg. 
Still, she left her skirt on. It wouldn't hinder their lovemaking in any way. 
"Becky?" 
"Yes?" 
"If you're going to touch my cock, then I want you to sit on my stomach, with your back to me." 
Naked beneath her skirt, shivering at his sexy suggestion, Becky climbed back into the bed. 
"How come?" 
"I want to feel you, wet and hot, on my belly." 
Her muscles all clenched at the provocative way he said that. He was pretty good at this business of talking dirty. She liked it. 
Breathless, she said, "Okay," and again straddled him, this time as per his instructions. Slowly, her breath held, she lowered herself until she was flush against him, her thighs around his waist. His skin was hot, slightly hairy. She braced her shaky hands on his hipbones. "Like this?" 
"Mmmm. Oh yeah. You are wet, Becky, and so hot. You want me, don't you?" 
Somehow, this wasn't how Becky had imagined it, with him still controlling things. "I want you a lot. I always have." 
"That's a good thing since I'm not at all sure how much control I have left." 
Becky began touching him, and he muttered in a rush, "None. I don't have any control left." 
"Just give me a few minutes." His penis was hard, throbbing with life. The velvety texture amazed her. She didn't know what she had expected, but this was much more exciting than any fake rubber penis could ever be. 
"Becky..." 
She cupped his testicles, now drawn tight, and cradled them gently in her palm. They felt so different from his penis, she couldn't help but explore them. 
George's legs shifted against the bonds. He groaned. 
His scent was strong, that of musk and male and sex. 
Adding that to the combined influences of his size, his heat, his body, and his understanding, and Becky felt swollen with need. She'd had no idea that it would be like this, so personal, so hot and still so tender. She wanted to experience everything and wallow in this opportunity to be with him. 
"I love how you smell, George." She bent low to inhale deeply. His abdomen contracted against her mound, he lifted just a bit, pressing closer. She rubbed her nose against him, brushed him with her Page 45
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cheek. 
"Becky," he warned again. 
She stroked the head of his erection with her thumb, and felt him flex in her hand. "I still don't know how this is going to fit inside me." 
"Oh God." He trembled, then growled. "That's it. Turn around, Becky." 
She looked over her shoulder. "Why?" 
"Because I'm going to come." His voice was low with desperation, urgent. "You have to take me now, babe, or I'm going to embarrass myself." 
Becky hesitated only a second before scurrying around on him. He wanted her, needed her, and she was more than ready herself. "Let me grab the condom." 
He gave another pained laugh. "Lord help me." 
"It'll be okay," she promised. 
"Have you ever put a rubber on a guy before?" 
"No. But I read the instructions, and I practiced on a banana." 
The bed shook with his startled laugh, and his raging lust. "I think I've just been insulted." 
"Not at all. It was a big banana." Because she'd already gone through about half a dozen condoms from the box during her practice, she ripped the package open like a professional. She was rather proud of herself. "I also bought the large-sized ones, so at least I know the condom ought to fit." 
"You'll fit me too, sweetheart. I promise." 
"I need a light so I can see you. Just a sec." She'd thought that out, too, and flipped on a very dim night light. "Can you see?" 
He sighed. "Not a damn thing, but I imagine you're getting an eyeful." 
Becky stared at his naked body, spread-eagle and bound. There were thick shadows, but they only enhanced the clench of muscles, the length of bones, the texture of hair. 
The throbbing of his cock. 
"Oh yes." She laid the condom on his thigh and began running her hands all over him, absorbing him, relishing him. "George, you are so incredible." 
"Becky."  Her name emerged as a raw groan. "You're killing me, sweetheart." 
"Could I... kiss you?" 
He held his breath. "Where?" 
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"Here." Becky gently pressed her mouth to his erection. 
He strained against her and for a startling moment, she thought he might break free. Better not to try that again. 
She moved over his thighs, held him steady, and rolled on the condom. "Does that feel right?" 
"Fine. Great. Now ride me. Right now." 
Ride him? The things he said were guaranteed to make her melt. Shoving her skirt out of the way, Becky poised over him. "Tell me if I do this wrong." 
She clasped his penis in one hand, braced herself with the other, and lowered onto him. The broad head nudged against her and she gasped. George trembled, every muscle in his body stark and delineated. "More." 
Becky bit her lip and forced herself to settle down onto him. He was barely inside her, and already he felt much too big. 
"I don't know about this, George." 
His arms were pulled tight against the bonds, his body slightly arched. "You need to . .." He swallowed hard. "You need to get yourself wetter. Move the head of my dick around, yeah, like that. Oh God ..." 
Becky closed her eyes, liking how that felt. 
His teeth clenched. "Now try again, babe." 
She did, and this time the head pushed inside her. Becky froze at the discomfort of it. Her muscles clamped down on him, squeezing. 
George moaned, "Ah, damn ... Becky ." 
She stared at his face, felt him jerk, shiver, and then she knew he was coming. His body bowed hard, lifting her, inadvertently driving him deeper. Becky flattened her hands on his chest and braced herself. 
He went deeper still, not all the way, but it was too much. It hurt. 
One of the cuffs gave way and he grabbed the back of her neck, brought her head down to him and ground his mouth against hers. Becky was too astonished by it all to consider the ramifications of his freed arm. 
He kissed her and held her and groaned, and then he was finally motionless, still inside her, his hand still tangled in her hair, his chest rising and falling like a bellows. A little in awe of his fierce reaction, Becky rested her face on his shoulder. He tasted a bit salty against her lips, and he smelled divine. 
She could have spent the night like that, and probably would have if she hadn't felt him stiffen. 
"George?" She started to move. 
His arm tightened across her, keeping her close, and then he jerked his other hand free. 
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With a yelp, Becky realized exactly what was happening and tried to escape, but it was too late. Using only one arm, his strength far greater than she'd suspected, he kept her gently locked to him while he jerked the blindfold away. He looked . . . well, she wasn't sure. There was determination in spades, but also a lingering of lust. 
And what looked like tenderness. Maybe even regret. 
Refusing to become fanciful, she shook her head to clear it. "George?" 
He kissed her lightly on the mouth. "I'm sorry, sweetheart." 
"For what?" Did he mean to apologize for losing control? She kind of liked it that he had. 
Incredibly, his gaze darkened even more. "For this." In the next instant, Becky found herself on her back. George twisted awkwardly over her, considering his feet were still fastened, but it took him mere seconds to strap the handcuffs around her own wrists, and because she was small boned, they overlapped, holding her tight and secure. 
"George, no!" A very real panic set in and Becky struggled wildly. 
"Shhh. Easy, sweetheart." He bent and removed his ankle cuffs, only to catch each of her flailing legs in turn. With a smile in his tone, he said, "Ankle socks. I think I'll leave them on. They look sexy." 
She kicked and fought but again, he was too strong for her. With seemingly no real effort, he wrapped the restraint around each ankle and Becky found herself spread out, wide open. Vulnerable. 
Her skirt covered her, but for how long? 
Her heart thundered in her ears and her vision blurred. "No." 
"Turnabout is fair play, babe." He tickled his fingers over the arch of her foot. "I think I have an affinity for this. 'Course, thinking about doing this to you for so long already had me in a lather." 
A sob rose in her throat. 
George lowered himself over her and held her face. "Becky, shhh, don't cry, honey. Becky, listen to me." 
She didn't want to listen. She wanted to escape, to run away. "Please, George, please don't do this." 
He looked very solemn, very resolved, as he kissed her mouth. "Do what? What you did to me?" 
"George ..." 
"Right now, all we're going to do is talk." 
Becky tried to calm herself, tried to think of how to reason with him. "And then?" 
"And then I'm going to do everything to you I've been thinking about for two long years." 
"No." 
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"Oh yeah. Everything.  And, Becky, I can promise you're going to love it." 



Chapter five
He could almost see the thoughts scrambling through her mind. She was afraid, mad, embarrassed ... It was the fear that ate at him. 
As if she'd read his thoughts, she said, "You told me I didn't have to be afraid of you." 
George stared at the tears glistening in her beautiful blue eyes and felt his heart breaking. Damn, somehow his good old-fashioned, straightforward lust had morphed into something much more complicated. "That's right." 
Her lips quivered, her chin quivered. "But you're scaring me now." 
"Why?" He rubbed the soft skin beneath her chin, hoping to soothe her. A riot of feelings bombarded him. She was all but naked and tied open beneath him, so lust was there, demanding attention. He hadn't realized quite how much he'd like the bondage stuff, but he had to admit it was an enormous turn on. 
Those deeper emotions were there, too, making him soft in the head, turning his muscles to soup. 
And the damn tenderness, choking him, making his own eyes damp—he wanted to cradle her close and tell her everything would be okay. But he didn't even know what the problem was yet. 
"I won't hurt you, Becky." 
She turned her head away until her nose was pressed deep into the lace-edged pillow. George smoothed her hair. He loved her hair. 
Shit, he loved her. 
No woman had ever plagued him the way she did. No woman had ever turned him on, turned him inside out, and made him generally nuts the way she did. 
And right now, she was afraid of him. 
To ease the way, he stalled for time. "I'm sorry to subject you to this, but now comes the ickier part." 
Her brows drew together and she glanced his way. "Ickier part?" 
"Disposing of the condom." He sat up beside her on the bed. He made such an indent in the mattress, her hips rolled toward him. George grinned, grabbed several tissues from the nightstand and peeled the condom off. 
Becky watched in fascination. "I hadn't thought about that." 
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"Really?" At least she wasn't crying now. She was such an inquisitive little ex-virgin. "And you had this all planned so well." 
She snorted. "Obviously not well enough." A hard tug on the restraints proved her point. 
George dropped the condom into the bedside waste can. "You have more rubbers on hand?" 
She sniffed, sounding very put out but also curious as to what he intended to do. She bobbed her head. 
"I bought a whole box. They're in the drawer." 
"I like a woman who thinks positive." George retrieved a few more of the little silver packets—and noticed the wooden ruler in the drawer. "Ah, what's this?" 
"What?" 
George lifted it out, pleased that she had started to relax enough to converse. He waved it under her nose. "Planned to do your own calculations, did you?" 
"Yes." She glared at him and her face was hot. "Before you ruined everything." 
George dropped the ruler and rubbers on the top of the nightstand. He turned and rested his hand on her belly. 
"Ruined things how, babe?" 
For long moments, she simply stared at him, utter defeat clouding her gaze. 
"Come on, Becky," he encouraged, knowing he couldn't pull back now. "Explain it to me. Maybe things'll turn out way different than you expect." 
"I'm don't want you—any man—to see me." 
That totally took George off guard. He wasn't at all sure what he'd been expecting, but modesty over her body? It didn't make sense. He glanced at her sprawled form, which looked beyond delectable even in the dark shadows. Thank God for the night light or he wouldn't have been able to see her at all. 
Her long skirt was twisted around her legs, her ankle socks were bunched, but the rest of her . . . 
well, she was naked. 
She was his. 
"Why the hell not?" Her pale breasts and belly showed up just fine. "You're beautiful." 
"No."  She shook her head, mussing her hair once more. 
For a woman who starched her pillowcases, she sure had a problem keeping her hair in order. 
"I don't... don't look how you probably think I look." 
"Is that right?" George cupped her breasts. Even now, when she was frantic to get away from him, Page 50
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her nipples stiffened under his touch and her heartbeat lurched. 
"Let's see," he murmured, while playing with her pretty breasts. "These are real, not enhanced. 
A gift from Mother Nature, and they look even better than I'd imagined." 
"George! I didn't mean that." 
He slid his hand to her waist—and felt her stiffen. "No girdle," he said, watching her closely. 
"You're not bone skinny, but your curves are all perfect." 
She squeezed her eyes shut. 
George moved his palm lower, over her hip and then under her to cup one round cheek through the corduroy of her skirt. "There sure as hell isn't anything fake about this great ass. So that leaves, what? 
Your belly button? Do you have two? An outie, maybe? Hell, Becky, I like outies. No? That's not it?" 
"No." 
He'd never heard so much misery in one word. George stroked her right thigh through the skirt—
and heard her catch her breath against a cry. He knew he hadn't hurt her, so that had to mean her embarrassment was over her legs. But why? She did always wear long skirts, and even now, when they were in bed together, she had her legs covered. He frowned in suspicion. 
Whatever bothered her, it wasn't going to be easy to convince her that he didn't give a damn. 
He decided it was best to bypass that topic for now, and instead reached beneath her skirt and between her legs. 
She went rigid, but for different reasons. 
"You're awfully tight," George admitted, and pushed his middle finger into her. 
She squirmed, gasped. Moaned softly. 
"I like that, Becky. I really do. You squeezed me and I lost it." With gentle care, he pressed in and out, rasping against already sensitized, swollen tissues. She was so wet, still excited. He kissed her open mouth. "You were a virgin, weren't you?" 
She groaned. 
"I like that too, babe, though how the hell you kept your virginity for so long amazes me. A woman as sexy and sweet and beautiful as you is just made to be fucked." 
She made a small sound of dazed excitement. George smiled. Becky liked it when he talked dirty to her. He'd noticed that early on, and right now, he wanted her insensate with lust. He wanted her to forget whatever inhibitions remained, whatever troubled her, scared her. He wanted her to trust him. 
He wanted her love. 
Looking at her with new insight, he asked, "Does this feel good, Becky?" 
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"Yes." That single word shivered almost as much as Becky did. 
She was so precious, so hungry for physical contact and yet such a sweet innocent. The contra-dictions drove him wild, and made it impossible not to love her. "If I'm going to squeeze back into you again—and you can be damn sure that I am—we need to prepare you a little more. Let's try two fingers, okay?" 
Her head tipped back, exposing her pale throat where her pulse raced. "Yes. Okay." 
He smiled at her immediate, husky reply. She held her breath as he began working the second finger into her, not roughly, but with insistence. "Take deep breaths, that's it. A little more." Her feminine muscles squeezed his fingers as he pushed forward until he had them completely inside her. "I told you I'd fit." 
Her eyes closed. "But you didn't." 
"Only because you didn't let me get you ready. Remember me telling you that women need to be touched?" 
She swallowed hard. "Yes." 
"Especially here." He found her clitoris with his thumb and pressed. 
"Ohmigod." 
"Yeah, that feels good, doesn't it?" He watched her, loving the way her face, her chest and breasts pinkened. Satisfaction flowed through him as she began to tense. "Next time I slide deep into you, you'll be so wet and ready, you'll be begging me to hurry." 
She opened one eye to stare at him in doubt. George grinned and kissed her again. "Now, I'm going to scoot down just a little bit—no, don't get all antsy on me. I only want to get to your breasts. You have very soft, heavy breasts. They turn me on, and I especially love how your nipples taste." 
"Oh." She arched, offering herself to him. 
George tested her self-control by kissing just below a nipple, around it, touching with his tongue. 
"George?" 
"Hmmm?" 
"Will you ... urn ..." 
"What?" 
"Suck on me again?" 
He'd already come not more than five minutes ago, and with just a small request, she had him painfully hard once more. "Yeah. You can bet I will." He went back to teasing her. 
"George?" 
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Hiding his grin, he said, "Hmmm?" 
"When?" 
He curled his tongue around her and drew her into the wet heat of his mouth. Her moan was nice and deep and real. He liked it. He liked helping her forget her silly qualms about her body. What, did she have freckles on her legs? A birthmark? He'd show her that it didn't matter—after he had her mindless with lust and limp from a screaming orgasm. 
Within minutes, Becky was squirming and gasping and George knew she was close. He wanted to be inside her when she came, but decided he could be generous. She deserved a lot of pleasure, and he'd enjoy giving it to her. 
He kissed her ribs, down her belly. 
Becky groaned. She jerked and pulled against the handcuffs, then flopped back in defeat. 
"Sorry, babe, but you're not nearly strong enough to free yourself." He dipped his tongue into her navel. 
"What.. . what are you going to do?" She sounded both anxious and worried. 
He wanted her to enjoy her first orgasm with him, so he didn't push the issue of her skirt. Instead, he spread the skirt out across her wide-opened legs. Becky tried to bring her knees together but the footcuffs stopped her. 
"None of that. You're open to me, and I can touch you, taste you, and look at you, as much as I want. Just relax and enjoy." 
He ignored her continued struggles, her rasping breaths, and raised just the middle of the skirt, keeping her thighs hidden but revealing her mound. She went perfectly still. 
Being the master of understatement, George said quietly, "Now isn't this pretty." 
Becky groaned, but otherwise didn't reply. 
He fingered the dark blond curls decorating her sex; they were damp with her excitement. 
"Very, very pretty." 
Her heels pressed into the mattress, but she still didn't say anything. Unable to wait a second more, George carefully parted her. "All sweet and pink. You're beautiful, Becky." 
"You're looking at me!" She sounded scandalized—and aroused. 
"Hell yes." He stroked his fingers over her, opening her more, teasing her. "I love looking at you." 
He leaned down and kissed her deeply. 
Her hips shot off the bed. "George." 
He held her steady, keeping her poised high, and continued to taste and tongue and nip at her. 
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"Ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod." 
The taste of her, her spicy female scent, filled him. He held her tight so she couldn't lurch away from him, found her clitoris—and suckled. 
In that moment, George knew she forgot all about her worries. She thrashed and cried and pressed herself against his mouth, as much as she could, considering she was tightly bound to the bed. 
She begged him with words and actions to continue. He stayed with her, carefully attentive to her reactions so he'd know exactly what she liked the most. 
"Back inside you again," he whispered against her hot flesh when he felt her begin to tighten, felt her legs tensing. He pushed two fingers deep, out, in again—and she came. 
It was pretty damn special, George thought, watching Becky come, tasting her release, hearing her low cries. 
When she finally quieted, her body going boneless against the mattress, he reared up, grabbed another condom, and in record time, he was over her. She didn't have time to accustom herself or gather her objections. 
George shoved her skirt aside, but kept his gaze locked on her face. Her eyes opened in startled alarm, met his, and went soft and vague as he thrust into her. 
"You can take me, Becky," he ground out from between his clenched teeth. "All of me." 
Her hands curled into fists, her head tipped back. George kissed her throat, bit her shoulder, and rocked into her. "More," he said as he felt her hips lift, shift in an effort to accommodate him. 
"More, more, more .. . ah, yeah." 
Becky panted, her whole body dewy, drawn taut. He knew he filled her, that she felt strained. She was young and virginal and stretched tight around him, squeezing him, gripping him. 
George slowly pulled out, moaned with her, and just as slowly drove back in. "Perfect," he said. 
"Fucking perfect." 
Becky whispered, "Yes," and amazingly enough began to shiver in another release. 
He wanted her to come again, with him this time. He slipped his hands under her satiny bottom and helped her to meet the rhythm that would drive them both over the edge. 
"Faster," she begged, then, brokenly, on a whimper, "Harder." 
George shuddered. The bed rocked with his thrusts. He felt Becky tense, felt her body go rigid, and it was enough. 
He held her closer, drove deep into her one last time, and they both shook with an explosive release. 
George collapsed on top of her. Her body was small and soft and damp beneath his. Her hair tickled his nose. Her gentle breath brushed his sweaty shoulder. Her plump breasts cushioned his chest. He Page 54
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wanted to stay this way forever, the two of them still connected, their hearts beating together. 
For the moment, Becky wasn't shy or apprehensive. She was sated. She was his. 
He dreaded moving because he didn't want her to start shying away from him again, but he knew he was too heavy for her, and he knew her arms had to be tired. 
Forcing his muscles to work, George braced above her. "Mmm," he teased, and kissed her slack mouth. 
"You're something else, lady." 
As if by a great effort, her eyelids lifted. "George?" 
Her love-soft voice made him smile. "Did you enjoy yourself, sweetheart?" 
Her gaze roamed over his face, finally settling on his eyes. "You're incredible." Her sigh brushed his throat. "And very big." 
"But not too big to fit." 
"No." 
George regretted what was to come. He drew a breath to prepare himself, then cupped her cheek. 
"Now, let's see what has you so shy, okay?" 
All the sleepy satisfaction left her face. Instinctively, her arms jerked, trying to be free. She glanced up at the handcuffs still around her wrists, then back at him. She cried out. Her legs twisted and tugged, shaking the bed. 
Disregarding her futile efforts, though they tore at his heart, George sat up. Knowing she watched him, he disposed of the second condom much as he had the first. The sound of her strenuous breathing filled the air between them. 
When he finished, he turned on the bedside lamp and faced her. She squinted against the light, tried to twist away from it, from him. Her voluminous skirt was now bunched and tangled around her thighs. 
"George, please ..." she said, without much evident hope. 
Her pleading tone ate at him—and strengthened his resolve. He shoved her skirt aside—and froze. 
Becky gave a soft sob. 
Her entire right thigh was marred with zigzagging scars, some deep, some shallow. The skin was puckered, pinkish in places, roughened in others. They feathered out around the front of her hip, then got worse, uglier, down her leg, her knee, and partially onto her calf. 
Acting solely on emotion, George cupped his hand around her knee and bent closer. "Jesus, what happened?" 
"Don't touch me." 
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Her flat voice brought out his frown. "Don't touch you? You're naked in bed, Becky. I've just finished making love to you, twice. You're the sexiest woman I've ever known, and regardless of what you think of me, I care about you. Of course I'll touch you." 
"Go away." 
"Not on your life." He was angry at her for not trusting him, for evidently considering him a shallow ass. He was angry that she'd hidden herself for so long, that she'd let it matter too much. Angry that she didn't know what a beautiful, amazing, unbelievable woman she was. 
She didn't even realize he loved her. 
"Tell me what happened." 
Devoid of feeling, she said, "A car wreck." 
He caressed her, from the inside of her knee to her groin then back again. Bound as she was, she couldn't do a damn thing to stop him. "How old were you?" 
"Twelve." 
"Surgery?" His heart threatened to break, thinking of his Becky at the tender age of twelve, so hurt, so emotionally wounded, too. 
She managed a shrug despite the handcuffs. "Some. It helped me to walk again, but there was nothing they could do to make it look better." 
Very gently, George said, "They're just scars, Becky." 
"They're hideous. Kids ... they used to make fun of me at school. The ones who weren't mean, who didn't tease, just stared instead. They'd look at me with pity." She spoke with no emotion at all. "My mom started buying me long skirts to hide my leg, but by then, everyone already knew." 
"So you never dated? Never gave a guy a chance?" 
She looked at him, her face almost blank. "I dated a guy once. When he saw my leg, he got sick." 
Her laugh scared him because it didn't sound like his Becky, didn't sound sweet and shy and innocent. 
"Needless to say, he never asked me out again." 
George floundered for a proper reply, but all he could think to say was the truth. "I'm not him, you know." 
"No?" 
"Nope. It doesn't matter to me, Becky." 
She laughed again. 
George decided he'd just have to show her. He gave her a friendly slap on the hip. "You know what I want to do?" 
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Her gaze turned wary. "What?" 
"I want to turn you loose, first. Much as I enjoy seeing you like this"—he leered at her, to make his point—"I know your arms must be getting tired." 
"They are." She still looked doubtful. 
"Okay then. We'll shower, probably fool around a little more, then I'd like to spend the night." He put his hand back on her belly, this time under her skirt. "Will you let me stay with you?" 
"Why?" She appeared genuinely perplexed by his request. 
"You mean other than the fact that I haven't gotten nearly enough of you?" He grinned at her expression. 
"All right, I'll bare my soul again. I'm a man in need of reassurance. I've got that damned reputation to live up to, but you only came twice and then only after I'd already acted like a pig and lost control. I need to know that you still respect me." 
"George," she said, almost laughing but not quite. 
He tickled his fingertips down her leg to her ankle, back up again to her hipbone. "I need to know that you haven't lost hope, that you'll give me a few more chances to show you that I can be a considerate lover. A great lover. A lover worthy of an awesome reputation." He bobbed his eyebrows. "I can't have you running back to work with tales of my shortcomings." 
"Shortcomings?" She smiled past her tears. "You're a nut. You already know you're awesome." 
"Awesome enough that you'll let me spend the night?" 
The laughter was replaced with hope. "You really want to?" 
"Damn straight." He unhooked her legs and massaged them in case they were stiff. He ignored her rigidity when he rubbed over the scars, pretending he hadn't noticed. "Feel better?" 
A hot blush colored her face. "Yes." 
George unhooked both her arms and went through the same process, rubbing and stroking. Then he looked down at her breasts. "I feel like Pavlov's dog." 
She folded her arms around herself. "What do you mean?" 
"I see your breasts, and already I'm conditioned to drool." He shook his head, a little stunned, a lot chagrined. "Damn, I want you again. Already. I'm insatiable." 
Two heartbeats passed, and then Becky tackled him to his back. She trembled, and she had a death grip on his neck. George, feeling his own throat close with emotion, held her tight. "Don't cry, Becky. 
I can't bear it." 
She sniffed and snuggled closer. "George?" 
"Yeah?" 
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"If I let you stay, you have to let me measure you." 
He laughed and rolled her beneath him. "Deal." 


* * *
 George woke to an empty bed. He sat bolt upright in alarm, but Becky was nowhere to be seen. 
Frowning, he realized sunshine filtered through the drapes. When he looked at the clock, he was stunned to realize he'd slept so late. It was nearly ten, when he almost never stayed in bed after eight. Especially when there wasn't a woman in bed with him. 
He frowned—then heard the feminine whispering in the other room. Becky had company, and he could just guess who it was. Asia and that damned Erica. Were they gossiping about him even now? 
George grabbed up a sheet, halfheartedly wrapped it around his waist, and slunk to the door to listen. 
Yep, that strident voice belonged to Erica. Was she trying to talk Becky out of getting involved? 
She was so damned cynical about men, even when she was being amusing. 
Because he couldn't hear anything clearly, George opened the door and slipped halfway down the hall. He heard Asia say, "You let him spend the whole night? Why, Becky, you little tart." 
The women laughed, so he knew Asia was only teasing. 
"Is it love at first lay, then?" Erica wanted to know, and George thought about storming out and muzzling her. 
But Becky's next words stopped him cold. 
"Of course not, Erica. I'm actually amazed that he even wanted to stay the night." 
Both Erica and Asia asked, "Why?" 
There was a long expectant moment, and Becky sighed. "There's something neither of you know." 
George peeked around the corner in time to see Erica bound to her feet. "What did he do to you?" 
"No, it's not like that." 
Asia touched Erica's arm. "There's something she wants to tell us. Is that right, Becky?" 
"Yes." But rather than explain, Becky stood. She straightened stiff and proud, and lifted her nightgown, showing her friends her leg. 
George wanted to groan. He knew she expected them to be horrified, to be disgusted. If either of them hurt her feelings, he'd... 
Asia whispered, "Dear God, Becky, what happened?" 
And Erica asked with concern, "Does it still hurt?" 
Page 58
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
Becky dropped her nightgown back into place. "I was in a wreck when I was young. No, it doesn't hurt, but you see how ugly it is." 
Erica turned militant. "Did George think it was ugly?" 
"He said not. He said it didn't matter." 
"Of course he's right." Asia stood to hug her. "You should trust what he tells you, honey." 
Erica laughed. "True enough. George doesn't care about a few scars on your leg, Becky. He probably only cares about what's between your legs." 
The comment sent George right over the edge. Dressed only in a sheet, he stormed into the room. 
"You don't know what you're talking about, Erica." 
Erica stood, too, so that the three women grouped together to stare at him in shock. 
Three sets of feminine eyes roved over him, from his naked chest and legs to his tenuous hold on the sheet at his hip. 
Asia gulped. 
Becky blushed. "George, you're naked!" 
Erica recovered first. She gave a wolf whistle, then said to Becky, "Honey, there are some things a woman never complains about. I think this might be just such an occasion." 
George was too disgruntled to be embarrassed. "I don't like having you speak for me, Erica." 
Asia raised her brows. "You're saying she's wrong? That you do care about Becky's leg?" 
Becky looked horrified. "Asia!" 
"Of course I care about her leg." 
In a united front, Asia and Erica flanked Becky. They looked ready to castrate him. Becky looked devastated. 
At the ragged end of his emotions, George stomped forward. When he touched Becky's cheek, his hand shook. "I love your leg, and what's between your legs, and your heart and your hair and your—" 
Becky gulped out a laugh. Her face turned bright pink. 
Beside her, Asia beamed. "Well now, this is wonderful." 
Erica snorted. Before she could say anything, George reeled on her. "Isn't it your turn to go hang out in the porn shop?" 
A heavy silence fell. All three women scrutinized him, Asia with a touch of guilt. 
Becky breathed in accusation, "You knew." 
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George wanted things settled. "Damn right I knew." He cocked a brow. "Or at least I thought I did. 
You put a definite spin on things that I hadn't anticipated." 
Asia and Erica leaned around Becky to look at each other. "A spin? Now that sounds interesting. 
Do tell." 
George rolled his eyes and ignored them. "I didn't really give a damn what your so-called fantasy was, because all my fantasies are about you. No matter what, I couldn't lose." 
Erica rubbed her hands together. "Better and better." 
George growled, "Will you two go? I'd like to propose in private." 
Becky blinked. "Propose? You mean . . . you mean ..." 
Knowing he'd just blown any chance for privacy, George groaned. Then, filled with determination, he cupped Becky's chin and demanded, "Marry me, Becky." 
Asia squealed. Erica laughed. Next thing George knew, he was caught in their circle and they were all dancing and jumping and singing their way around the room like a gaggle of loons. 
He damn near lost his sheet, and when he made a grab for it, he stumbled. "Damn it, she hasn't said yes, yet!" 
They stopped bouncing around. Becky covered her mouth with a shaking hand. She looked at Erica, looked at Asia. Glowed at George. "Yes." 
Satisfaction rolled through George, followed closely by a tidal wave of lust. "Good." He grabbed her wrist with his free hand. "Let's go back to bed." 
Erica burst out laughing. "Men. They are so predictable." 
George stumbled to an outraged halt. 
Asia said, "Uh-oh. Bad timing, my girl." 
He turned and stalked back to Erica. "You are next, right, Erica?" 
She lifted her brows with mock confusion. "Next?" 
"To visit the blasted shop." He had her cornered and they both knew it. He took swift advantage. 
"So tell us, Erica, what's your fantasy?" 
"Wouldn't you like to know," she quipped, but Asia and Becky just crossed their arms, not offering her an iota of help. Asia even tapped her foot. 
"You wouldn't understand." 
"Why?" George put his arm around Becky, hauling her close. "Because I'm a lowly male?" 
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Becky said, "He's very understanding, Erica," and George couldn't help but kiss her. 
"George will be family, soon," Asia pointed out. "So tell." 
Rolling her eyes, Erica blurted, "All right, all right." She put her hands on her hips, thrust her chin in the air, and said, "Prepare yourself, kiddies." Then she named her fantasy with a taunting smile. 
Asia and Becky went wide-eyed. George straightened in surprise. Thinking of what she intended, and what she'd likely get, George started to laugh—until Erica gave him a sloe-eyed, seductive look. He could tell that she expected him to poke fun, to ridicule her. Her opinions on men weren't overly complimentary. 
Well, he wouldn't give her the satisfaction of reacting as she expected. 
But he couldn't resist saying, "I pity the poor bastard who runs into you. He doesn't stand a chance." 
"No, he doesn't," Erica assured him. Giving up, George turned and dragged Becky back toward the bedroom. 
Asia was still laughing when Becky yelled over her shoulder, "I think it sounds wonderful, Erica! 
You can start on Monday." 
George pulled her into the room and slammed the door. He dropped the sheet, picked her up, and crawled into bed with her held close to his heart. "Wonderful, huh?" 
Becky touched his chest. "Not as wonderful as you." George stared into her eyes, watching her reactions as he slid his hands up her thighs, then spread them wide so he could nestle in between. 
Becky flinched when he touched her scarred leg, but George knew now that she'd get over that in time. In a thousand ways, he'd show her that she was the perfect woman for him. "I love you, Becky." He stroked her thigh. 
"All of you." 
Big tears welled in her eyes. "I love you too." 
"Is that right?" He was already hard, but hearing her say that made him burn. 
"I've been hung up on you for a long time. What you said about me being your fantasy? You're mine. 
You've always been mine." 
George smiled. "That's all I ever want to be." He kissed her. "Yours." 
"George?" 
She sounded so serious, George gave up his contemplation of her breasts to give her all his attention. 
"What, babe?" 
"Do you think Erica is going to end up hurt?" 
He rolled over and pulled Becky on top of him. "I think Erica is going to learn a very well-deserved lesson. But if you're worried about her, I can lend a helping hand." 
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"How?" Becky groaned as he began fondling her breasts. 
"I'll make sure the right guy knows what she's up to." Cameron had helped him along, so George figured it was the least he could do. 
Becky smiled. "Ah. And I know just the right guy." 
He scowled, then caught her nipples in a tantalizing taunt. "You wanna rephrase that, Becky?" 
She laughed, squirmed, and when he didn't release her, she groaned. "The right guy for Erica." 
"That's better. Now enough about Erica. Come here and love me." 
"All right." She peeked at him. "Can I handcuff you again?" 
George's heart pounded and his cock flexed. Damn, seeing Becky in a frisky, kinky mood was enough to make any man lose the battle. "You know, I believe you can." 
Naughty By Night
Janelle Denison



Chapter One
Chloe Anderson hummed to herself as she blended a batch of strawberry margaritas, her hips swaying rhythmically as she worked. Heated desire ignited in the deepest part of Gabe Mackenzie and spread outward, feeding the hunger she inspired. He watched her in silence, his presence in the kitchen of her apartment still unnoticed. Hell, according to her brother, Chloe didn't even know he was back in town. 
But she would. As soon as he'd looked his fill. 
She was hotter and sexier than the sexual fantasies that had sustained him since the last time he'd seen her seven months ago. Her soft honey blond curls were clipped on top of her head and spiral strands wisped around her nape. He ached to press his lips to that vulnerable, exposed curve of her neck. 
Craved to taste and tease and coax her surrender in any way she'd allow. 
Soon, he'd do just that. 
His hungry gaze flickered lower. She wore a pair of well-worn jean shorts that rode low on her hips and a pink cotton camisole that was held up by thin straps he could easily rip apart with his bare hands. 
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At the moment, he was feeling primal and possessive enough to do just that. The hem of her top ended at the inward dip of her waist, revealing a strip of tanned skin around her midriff. His fingers flexed, itching to caress her smooth flesh. 
Her bare legs were endlessly long, the kind that inspired provocative images of stroking his hands up her sleek thighs as he pressed them apart. . . and more erotic visions of having those gorgeous, slender legs wrapped tight around his hips in the throes of passion. 
The tantalizing thought made the temperature of his blood rise another notch. He lifted his gaze back to the classic lines of her profile just as she rolled a fat, juicy strawberry into a sugar bowl and took a big bite of the fruit. Juice dribbled down her chin and she caught the sticky sweetness with her fingers, then sucked each one of them clean . . . slowly, leisurely, thoroughly. 
It wasn't difficult to imagine her tongue swirling and licking him in the same delicious way. Arousal settled low and deep in his belly, and he drew in a steady breath to keep his unruly hormones under control. A futile attempt, he knew. She'd always had an effortless way of revving his libido, and the damnable thing was, she had no clue the power she held over him. Had no idea just how much he wanted her. Had always wanted her. 
Tonight she was going to learn the truth, and more. There would be no avoiding him, and no denying what he ultimately desired. Chloe. In his bed. In his life. In his future. Unfortunately, a huge obstacle stood in the way—gaining her forgiveness for walking out of her life six years ago. 
He had less than a week to breach the barriers she'd erected since that cool spring night when he'd hurt her so badly. This time, he wouldn't allow her to reduce their conversations to polite chitchat as she now tended to do, or pretend as if what they'd shared for a very brief time hadn't meant anything at all to her. He knew better. The emotions he'd glimpsed in her eyes over the ensuing years told a different tale. 
She still wanted him, too. 
The attraction still burned hot between them and he intended to confront and pursue it—and her—
by any means necessary. Including executing a shameless, all-out seduction she wouldn't be able to resist. Starting tonight, at the weekly Monday night poker game between Chloe and her brothers. 
And the one invited guest she wasn't aware of. 
Yet. 
She turned the blender off, reached into the cupboard, and brought down a crystal glass. Wetting the wide rim, she dipped it into the sugar to coat the lip of the glass, still oblivious to his presence. But Gabe was very aware of the fact that his time alone with her was limited. All three of Chloe's older brothers were only a room away, setting up the table for the card game. 
If he didn't act fast, the opportunity to shake up her defenses and stake his claim would be lost. 
"Chloe," he murmured in a low, silky drawl. 
She spun around at the sound of her name, her bright green eyes widening with startled surprise when they landed on him. "Gabe!" His name escaped on a gasp. 
Taking advantage of her shock, he closed the distancebetween them in three long strides, slid his fingers into the loose hair at the back of her head to keep her from pulling away, and claimed her Page 63
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mouth with his own. Her body stiffened, and she grasped the edge of the counter behind her for support. Amazingly enough her lips softened and grew pliable beneath the heat and persuasion of his, and he wasted no time slipping his tongue inside with a hot, searing stroke that stated his intentions in a way she couldn't misinterpret. 
A faint, strangled sound rose in the back of her throat, which quickly coalesced into a soft moan of pleasure when he angled her head and deepened their kiss. 
A shameless, erotic embrace designed to make her weak with wanting, and mindless with need. She tasted like the sweetness of berries and womanly desire, and the ripe flavor was like an aphrodisiac to his already overloaded senses. 
Beyond rational thinking, and with his sole focus on the woman he'd waited years to make his, he placed his free hand on her bare waist and feathered his thumb across the soft skin of her belly. She shivered at his alluring touch, and he boldly stepped closer, bringing her hips into intimate contact with the fierce erection straining the front of his jeans. He moved against her, a subtle roll of his hips, letting her feel exactly what she did to him. He wanted to brand this moment into her memory for her to think about later, when he took their simmering attraction to the next level of seduction. 
Too soon for his liking, he lifted his head, untangled his fingers from her hair, and glided his open palm along her jaw in a tender caress. He took great satisfaction in the knowledge that not once did she attempt to stop his advance. 
Her breathing was ragged and aroused. With every rise and fall of her full breasts the taut nipples pressing against her cotton camisole top grazed his chest. He enjoyed the feeling, enjoyed even more that she wasn't wearing a bra so that he could appreciate the way the soft material molded to those shapely mounds. 
"That was a long time coming," he murmured, his voice low and husky as his thumb stroked across her bottom lip, still hot and wet from their kiss. "But definitely worth the wait." 
Even now, when she could have found a way to evade his touch, she didn't back down or try to move away. Adopting an indignant attitude had never been her style. Stubbornness was more suited to her personality, and that mutinous characteristic made an appearance now. 
She held her ground, bare toes to his sneakered feet, never once letting on that he'd managed to ruffle her composure with his spontaneous kiss, or that his nearness bothered her. He admired her spirit and fortitude, and knew those traits would work to his favor more than her own. 
Her chin lifted, and her eyes flashed with a mixture of defiance and wry humor. "A simple hello would have sufficed just fine." 
A badboy grin curved the corner of his mouth as his wandering finger found the pulse beating rapidly at the base of her throat. "Every simple, polite hello we've exchanged in the past six years has left me lukewarm when I know the two of us can burn red-hot." 
"So, you decided to just walk into my place and kiss me like you own me?" 
He tugged playfully on a stray spiral curl and dipped his head closer to hers, tempted to take her mouth again. "Got your attention, didn't it?" 
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She rolled her eyes in disbelief and moved her head back. The strand of hair slipped from his fingers, severing the connection between them. "You know, I don't remember you being so arrogant." 
He shrugged, unwilling to admit that his actions had nothing to do with arrogance and were more centered on the need to claim what he'd forfeited that night so long ago. 
"It has its time and place." 
With an audacious wink, he turned and exited the kitchen, knowing she wasn't ready to hear the truth about his feelings just yet. He'd fallen hard and fast for her six years ago, at a time when his life was in the midst of turmoil. He'd been drafted into the NFL, so very close to grasping his dream, and in a split second lost it all when he'd torn a ligament in his knee, which had ended his career as a professional football player before it ever began. 
With nothing promising to offer her, and fearing he'd never claw his way out of the poverty that had always been his way of life, he'd walked away from her, believing he was doing the honorable thing by giving her the chance to find someone who could give her everything he couldn't. 
The ensuing years had been good to him, in ways he'd never imagined or expected. Yet no matter how hard he'd tried to forget about Chloe and move on, she'd remained deeply rooted within his mind and heart. And since there was no purging her from his soul, this time he was playing for keeps. 
For him, it could be no other way. 


* * *
 Chloe felt as though she'd been swept into the eye of a hurricane and spit back out, leaving her neat and orderly world tipped on its axis and her body still reeling from the aftershock. Gabe had returned. 
And with his unexpected and thorough possession of her mouth he'd staked some kind of primitive, male claim with his hot, unapologetic kiss. But why her and why now? 
She touched her trembling fingers to her puffy, still tingling lips. She had no answers to that particular question, and he hadn't been forthcoming about those details, either. Obviously he believed he could barge right back into her life and pick up where they'd left off all those years ago. And she'd done nothing to stop his direct and explicit invasion. 
Turning back to the counter, she poured the strawberry margarita mix into her glass with a shaky hand and her heart still beating wildly in her chest. If there ever was a man who could make her pulse race at the mere mention of his name, let alone a kiss, it was Gabe MacKenzie, a sexy, blue-eyed rebel who'd played a reoccurring role in every guilty, erotic fantasy she'd indulged in since high school. Unbidden, he slipped into her most private dreams and aroused her with wicked, forbidden pleasures, yet she always woke up with her breasts tight and aching, and her body throbbing with need. The same way he'd left her nearly six years ago, the night they'd finally given in to their mutual attraction. 
A night that had ended in her first taste of heartbreak. 
A lifetime ago, yet her recollections were as fresh as yesterday. Gabe had come home from Chicago during spring break from his senior year in college. After her brother Derek had stood him up for a hotter date, Chloe had offered to join Gabe for a casual pizza dinner. Afterward, they'd driven to a secluded hilltop spot that overlooked the city of San Diego. There, he'd told her about the knee injury Page 65
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he'd sustained during a football game that had ended his career as a professional quarterback and any chance at the NFL. 
He'd been clearly upset and at a loss as to where his future was headed. When she'd spontaneously leaned across the console to brush her lips across his cheek in a comforting gesture, he'd turned his head and her mouth had landed on his. That's all it took for their suppressed desire for each other to flare out of control. After slow, deep kisses and caresses that had quickly turned intimate, he'd abruptly stopped his skillful strokes just as she reached the brink of a breathtaking orgasm. Without an explanation—just an oppressive silence hanging between them—he'd driven her home, leaving her unfulfilled and aching, as well as hurt and confused. But most of all, once he was gone, she'd missed the friendship they'd shared. 
She closed her eyes and shivered at the provocative memory of that long ago night, hating that he still had the ability to affect her so strongly after all this time. She'd become adept at keeping him at arm's length and protecting her emotions and in a moment of spontaneous passion he'd shaken her control and resolve. 
Now Gabe was back, bold as he pleased, kissing her like he had every right to. She had no idea what his intentions entailed, but judging by that sexy gleam in his eyes she considered herself fairly warned. 
She'd learned from the past. He'd broken her heart once and she wouldn't allow him to do so again. 
No matter how the man's kisses turned her inside out with carnal longings. 
She took a big gulp of her frothy drink and waited for the double shot of tequila to settle her nerves while her mind debated a strategy of her own. She'd initially been thrown by Gabe's aggressive overture, but having been raised with three older, competitive brothers, she'd learned young to never back down from a dare, which her male siblings considered a sign of weakness they could pounce on and exploit to their benefit. 
If anyone was going to be exploited tonight, it would be Gabe, because she was going to fight his brand of sensual fire with her own unabashed approach. She'd be just as brazen as he, only this time she'd walk away with her emotions firmly intact. 
A private smile curled the corner of her mouth as she took another sip of her drink. Oh, yes, she liked the idea of giving Gabe as good as he dished out. 
, 
Feeling calmer now, she refilled her margarita, grabbed the snack mix she'd poured into a bowl earlier, and headed into the other room. Gabe's back faced her as he conversed with Scott and Chad, two of her other siblings. He'd picked up a cold long-neck beer somewhere along the way, and she took a brief moment to admire a body that had, amazingly enough, improved with age. He'd been the star quarterback in high school, always in shape, and still no excess fat clung to his waist. His shoulders were still as wide as ever, tapering to narrow, lean hips, and giving way to a nice, tight ass that deserved a lingering, appreciative glance. 
Tearing her gaze from that enticing sight, she placed the bowl of snacks on the dinette table. The surface had been set up with a deck of cards and colored playing chips for their Monday night poker game, which had become a weekly ritual a few years ago and a way for her and her brothers to make time for one another outside of obligatory family gatherings. While it was just the four of them for the most part, every so often someone brought a guest to make the game more interesting. 
And Gabe definitely livened up the evening. 
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She willed her legs to move forward and join her brothers in the living room. Deliberately, she came to a stop next to Gabe, just to prove she could stand this close to him and resist the temptation he posed to her body and senses. She glanced up and met his gaze, the dark irises still hot and smoldering from the kiss they'd shared minutes ago. Thick jet black hair was tousled around his head in a way that begged her to reach out and sift her fingers through the inky strands. The ebony color provided a velvet backdrop to his striking blue eyes, which had no doubt cajoled and enthralled many women over the years. Just as the heat and awareness glimmering in the depths seduced her now. 
One deep inhale, and she realized he smelled good enough to take a big bite out of. Or nibble and lick leisurely. Every glorious, masculine inch of him. She could literally feel the sexual magnetism pouring off him, a natural confidence that kindled too much need and desire and the kind of craving no other man but Gabe had managed to stir within her. 
She gave herself a hard mental shake. God, she was crazy to still lust after him, but the knowledge that he was still under her skin only served to reinforce her plan to take advantage of the opportunity Gabe had presented and indulge in a little sexual revenge of her own. 
With effort, she transferred her gaze to her brother Derek, who'd brought Gabe as a guest. "Nice of you to bring fresh blood to our weekly poker game," she told him, an upbeat, sassy note to her voice. 
Derek chuckled. "Shhh. I told him it would be a friendly game of poker." 
"You didn't warn him just how ruthless Chloe can be with a new player?" Scott asked, amusement creasing his handsome features. "Why not just have Gabe empty the contents of his wallet into her purse and be done with it." 
Chloe beamed at the compliment. She had to agree that she was an impressive poker player, and she'd learned from the best. Her ruthless, cardshark brothers had granted her no leniency for being the youngest in the family, or for being the fairer sex. She'd learned quickly that it was either learn the game and play it well, or end up fifty bucks poorer every week. 
She slanted Gabe a sly look. "I'll go easy on him, boys," she said, the promise not quite as pure as it should have been. Besides, she found the thought of beating the pants off Gabe MacKenzie too irresistible, in more ways than one. 
He held her gaze, one dark brow raising, matching the subtle challenge she'd just issued. "No need to go easy on me, Chloe," he drawled lazily. "I can definitely hold my own in a poker game." 
And with you,  she read in his gaze. "Okay, consider yourself forewarned then." She smiled sweetly. 
Her brothers moved away to make room for another player and put out the rest of the pretzels and peanuts. Alone with Gabe once again, yet all too aware that her siblings were within hearing distance so she needed to behave, she decided to stick with polite pleasantries for now. 
"So, what have you been up to lately?" After the accident that had ruined his knee, Gabe had redirected his ambitions to representing some of the biggest names in the sports industry. "Still living the good life as a sports agent in Chicago?" 
His broad shoulders lifted in a shrug. "I don't know about living the good life," he said modestly, 
"but yeah, I'm still doing the sports agent thing." 
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She caught the slightly wistful note in his voice and words, as if his life lacked something despite all that he'd achieved on his own. An amazing notion, considering the fact that he was highly successful and made enough money to be considered wealthy, though he certainly didn't wear or flaunt his monetary assets. She guessed a part of him still remained a cautious spender since he'd come from such an impoverished upbringing. 
She took another swallow of her drink and slowly licked a bit of sugar off her bottom lip, just to torment him since that's where his eyes had chosen to linger. "What brings you back to San Diego?" 
"My mom," he replied, and took a long, slow drink of his beer. 
She tipped her head, recalling a bit of information she'dheard from her own mother. "Isn't she off in the Caribbean on a cruise with her new husband?" 
He nodded, causing a lock of that silky hair to tumble across his forehead, adding to his virile appearance. "Yeah. She's selling her house here in San Diego and moving to Nevada where Clyde lives and works and she wanted me to go through what's left in my old room. So, I'm here for a week to pack up what I want and tie up other loose ends." 
After that kiss he'd planted on her in the kitchen, she wondered if she was one of those other loose ends he intended to tie up. And what, exactly, did that resolution consist of besides a lusty, dizzying kiss? 
"And what about you?" he asked, his gaze touching on her damp lips once again, the gesture as evocative as a caress. "It's been a while since we last saw each other. What are you up to?" 
She was surprised he remembered their last encounter at a nearby restaurant, which had been very brief as he'd passed her table where she'd been eating lunch with a girlfriend. He'd stopped and asked about her family, his sinful eyes and demeanor as breathtakingly sexy as ever. After a few minutes of polite conversation on her end he'd continued on his way. But as always he'd left a lasting impression, which had carried her through the rest of the day and into the night. 
She saw no harm in telling him what she did for a living. 
"I just recently went to work for an internet sales company designing web sites and databases for large corporations." 
"Wow," he said, suitably impressed, then followed that up with a teasing comment. "You don't look like any computer geek I've ever known." 
She laughed lightly. "Thank you ... I think." 
"That was definitely a compliment," he assured her with an easygoing grin. "Intelligence, a good sense of humor, and natural beauty all in one package is rare to find in a woman these days." 
A warm blush swept over her cheeks, startling her, mainly because she wasn't normally prone to such coy mannerisms. But then again, the men she'd dated had never been overly interested in her choice of profession, nor had they seemed to appreciate her attributes the way that Gabe just did. His remark could have been nothing more than a flirtatious ruse, but judging by the serious set of his features, she didn't think so. 
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"Come on, you two," her brother Chad called from the dining room. "Put your money on the table and let's get the game started." 
"We're coming." She turned to go when she felt the brush of Gabe's long fingers at the base of her spine—a fleeting touch that could have been as erotic as a deep, intimate caress for how wildly her pulse escalated. Her breath caught in her throat as she glanced back at him, and a slow, sensual grin appeared on his lips. He looked too damned composed, guileless even, while her entire body thrummed with heated awareness. 
Gabe took a seat at the table, and she selected a chair across from him. Her glance encompassed all four men, but lingered the longest on Gabe. "I'm feeling very lucky tonight, boys, so no whining when I win." 
"We'll see about that," Derek said, picking up the deck of cards to shuffle. 
Gabe's piercing blue eyes remained steady on her as he withdrew fifty dollars from his leather wallet and tossed it toward Chad, who doled out colored chips for everyone's cash. "I have to say that I feel like I'm going to get lucky tonight, too." 
She lifted a brow incredulously, surprised that he'd go so far as to issue her a double entendre in front of her brothers, as well as an obvious dare. And judging by the curious looks her siblings sent her and Gabe's way, they were very aware of the sexual undercurrents between them. 
Gabe was being very, very bad, and she decided it was up to her to teach him a thing or two about poker, and maybe a bit about seduction, too. Because if anyone walked away from tonight's game satisfied , it would be her. 
Shoring up her confidence, she blinked lazily and said in a husky drawl, "Then by all means, let the game begin." 
"Ante up," Derek announced, and tossed a handful of roasted peanuts into his mouth. Once everyone added their opening bet to the middle of the table, he dealt the first hand for seven-card stud and the fun began. 
After two and a half hours of bawdy jokes, laughter, raucous teasing, and a subtle, seductive push and pull between her and Gabe, the game dwindled down to the last hand and a pot of chips that encompassed the last of everyone's money, except Gabe's, who'd been on a winning streak all night long and who held everyone's surplus in reserve. 
Each of her brothers folded their current hand at the delivery of their fourth card because they didn't have enough money left to match Gabe's latest increase in the betting. Chloe was just barely able to remain in the game, and from the looks of her cards, she finally had a decent hand to play. 
"I'm out." Chad huffed in disgust, and drowned his loss in a huge swallow of beer. 
"Yeah, me, too," Derek echoed, tossing his cards, facedown, onto the table. 
Scott did the same, his mouth pursed with exasperation and his gaze narrowed on Gabe. "How in the hell did you manage to wipe us out?" 
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Gabe merely smiled and transferred his gaze to Chloe. "How about you, Lady Luck?" he drawled, laughter dancing in his eyes. "Are you willing to risk the rest of your money on this last hand?" 
Her supposed luck throughout the game had been dismal, not that she appreciated him rubbing her nose in the fact. Nor was she about to bow out now and admit defeat to him in front of her brothers. 
She'd play to the bitter end. 
To give herself an extra boost of confidence she finished off her third margarita and matched Gabe's current bet. "I'm in." 
"You've got guts, I'll give you that," Gabe said, his velvet smooth voice wrapping around her like a long-denied addiction. Tempting, taunting, teasing her. 
"Don't gloat too much," she shot back, striving for a bravado she didn't completely feel. "You haven't won yet." 
"'Yet' being the operative word," he added, his eyes glimmering with deviltry and too much self-assurance. 
The next card was dealt. Her brothers watched the game, adding amusing commentary while Chloe continued to match and raise Gabe's bets, increasing the stakes and tension between them until the final card was doled out. She glanced from her hand, to Gabe's, chewing absently on her bottom lip. 
As it stood, with four cards faceup, one down, and the last card just being delivered, it appeared that Gabe had a good chance at a flush of diamonds if one of his other cards came through for him, while she was sitting on a three of a kind of fours. Great, another losing hand, she thought grumpily. 
Just as she was about to peek at her last facedown card, Gabe reached across the table and pressed his fingers to the rectangular card so that she couldn't lift it up and see what she held. Uncertain of his actions, she met his smoky gaze. 
"How about double or nothing," he asked, his tone way too low and intimate for her peace of mind. 
Especially with her brothers listening in on the conversation. 
Her heart thumped beneath her breast. "That's a nice gesture, but nothing doubled is nothing," she rationalized, as if he couldn't have figured that out for himself. "If you haven't noticed, all of my money is out on the table." 
"Yeah, I noticed." He smiled, a bit predatory, and traced a long tapered finger along the edge of her card. "I was thinking of something more along the lines of a personal, private bet to raise the stakes a little more." 
She opened her mouth, then snapped it shut. He couldn't be serious. 
Oh, but he was. 
"Whoa," Scott said and abruptly scooted back his chair and stood, amusement evident in his tone. 
"I'm not sure I want to hear where this is going." 
"I'm with Scott," Chad agreed. "As interesting as this game is getting, I think this is our cue to leave." 
Chloe couldn't believe her brothers were ready to bolt out on her. "You don't have to go," she Page 70
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protested, not at all certain she wanted to be left alone with Gabe and whatever he had on his devious mind. 
"Yeah, I think we do." Derek shoved his fingers though his sandy blond hair. "Whatever's going on between you and Gabe, and something obviously is, it would be better resolved without an audience." 
A touch of panic curled in her belly. "Nothing's going on! 
"Uh-huh, sure," Derek said knowingly, and turned to Scott. "I came to Chloe's with Gabe, so would you mind dropping me off at my place on your way home?" 
Scott grabbed his lightweight jacket and shrugged into it, anxious to be on his way, too. "Not at all." 
Derek planted a hand on Gabe's shoulder as he passed his chair and murmured something beneath his breath that Chloe couldn't hear, though judging by the fierce look on her brother's face, he'd just issued Gabe a friendly warning about not hurting his baby sister. While she'd grown used to such protective gestures, Derek had nothing to worry about. She was old enough to take care of herself as far as this man was concerned. 
Minutes later, the trio shuffled out of Chloe's condo. 
"Thanks a lot, guys," she called after them. The door closed, and the air suddenly turned thick and warm with expectations and unbridled awareness. "Traitors," she muttered. 
Gabe leaned back in his chair, the muscles across his chest rippling beneath his cotton T-shirt. 
"They're guys. They know when they're not wanted or needed." 
She smirked. "You're a guy, and I don't see you heading out the door." 
A sexy, too-confident smile flirted around the corners of his mouth. "That's because you want and need me." 
Even though her mind screamed yes!, she wore her best poker face. "Don't be so sure of yourself." 
He rested his elbows on the armrest of the chair and clasped his hands in front of him. "I'm confident enough to put my wager where my mouth is," he said, his voice a soft rumble of sound in the quiet, still room. 
Knowing there was no avoiding the inevitable, and drawn to the innate sensuality in his gaze, she asked, "What kind of personal, private bet did you have in mind?" 
"Have you ever wanted something so badly that you think about it all the time?" 
It was a rhetorical question, couched in a low, husky tone that mesmerized and enthralled Chloe. 
"At night it consumes your dreams, and it's the first thing you think of when you wake up. The desire and obsession grows, becomes nearly unbearable, like a fever in your blood you can't get rid of." 
She swallowed hard, feeling exactly like that now, all hot and bothered and needy. 
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tapping into her most erotic thoughts of him and bringing them out in the open. It was as though he had a direct link to her thoughts and knew all the forbidden secrets she'd harbored for so many years. 
"Have you ever wanted something that badly, Chloe?" he murmured silkily. 
From across the table, his intense gaze remained locked on hers, delving deep into her woman's soul. This time he expected an answer, and her reply came boldly, truthfully. 
"Oh, yeah." 
He looked pleased with her answer. "Then here's your chance to dare anything ." 
She clung to one last bit of reality, even as her wildest fantasies begged to be a part of this last bet. 
"Even requesting that you leave and don't come back?" 
"If that's what you truly want," he said, seemingly willing to accept whatever she requested. "But you'd have to win this last hand first, and do you really want to waste your bet on something that you don't really want?" 
There was that bit of arrogance again, as if he knew exactly what she wanted, needed even. She glanced at his faceup cards again, then her own, and knew that the odds of her winning the last hand were strongly against her. She could end the game now, without a personal, private bet on the table. 
The opportunity to walk away from him just as he'd done to her six years ago presented itself, but turning down a challenge wasn't in her nature. Which meant she had to be willing to succumb to whatever he wagered. 
His mouth tipped up in a beguiling smile. "What is it going to be, Chloe? A personal dare to spice up the pot, or are you going to call it quits?" His voice and words deliberately taunted her. 
Backing out wasn't an option, and the man sitting across from her damn well knew it. She held his sensual gaze, realizing what an emotional risk she'd be taking if she agreed to his dare. Realizing, too, that he'd be gone and out of her life after this week. Chances were they'd never see each other again, so why not indulge in a fantasy or two of her own? 
Scooting back her chair, she retrieved a pad of stationery from a drawer in the kitchen. Ripping out two pieces of the violet-hued stationery trimmed in feminine lace print, she tossed one of the sheets his way, along with a pen, then sat back down to jot down her dare. 
Suspecting his final wager would be as explicit and sexual as his kiss had been, she decided that her bet would be just as wicked and scandalous. She'd put her deepest desires down on paper, just to shake Gabe up a bit and put them on equal footing when he won the last hand. To let him know she was game for anything. 
She'd request a brief affair, a sexual fling ... all the pleasures he'd denied her six years ago and everything she'd craved ever since. Sex. Lust. Desire. Her written fantasy would suggest it all. 
With a deep breath and her hand steadier than the rapid beat of her heart, she added her folded note on top of Gabe's in the middle of the pile of chips. Then they both flipped over their final card, revealing their hand. 
"I'll be damned," Gabe murmured in amazement. "A full house to my flush. It looks like you won." 
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"Oh, wow." Chloe stared at her three fours and the second ace she'd just revealed, giddy with the victory of beating Gabe and winning the huge pot of money.. . until it dawned on her that he was now honor-bound to deliver on the sexual and brazen request she'd suggested as her wager. 
Which made her wonder what kind of proposition she'd narrowly escaped. She reached for Gabe's note, but he snatched it up and out of her reach before she could grab the piece of paper. 
Startled by his quick move, and annoyed that he was denying her the chance to read his bet, she frowned at him. 
"That's not fair." Standing, she rounded the table to his side, her hand palm out. "Hand it over, MacKenzie." 
"Nope." He stood, too, and stuffed the note deep into the front pocket of his jeans, far out of her reach since she had no intention of wrestling him for it, which would entail shoving her hand down his pants. 
"Neither one of us stated any rule about the other person's wager being read out loud if they lost." 
Her jaw tightened. The man was not only arrogant, but exasperating, too. 
His blue eyes twinkled mischievously. "But, seeing that I owe you something, let's see what my fate is." 
Plucking her folded piece of stationery from the table, he opened it, a dark brow raising high. "For the next four nights you're mine, to do with as I please." Gabe's low, rich voice swirled around Chloe as he read her private note out loud. "I want you as my sexual slave, willing and eager to attend to my every whim and fulfill all my erotic desires." 
Lifting his head, he met her gaze and whistled long and low. "You're a very naughty girl, Chloe," he murmured, a sinfully sexy smile easing across his too-gorgeous face. "I wasn't sure you had it in you to admit what you really wanted." 
Heat washed over her, making her feel every bit as wicked as he'd implied. She'd never been so straightforward with a man before, not that she was about to enlighten him of that fact. "Just goes to show you how little you know about me." 
He flicked the piece of paper in his hand with a finger. "According to this very adventurous bet, I'm sure by the end of the week I'll know a whole lot more about you." 
Not if she could help it. Their affair would remain strictly about physical pleasure, she told herself, for the sole purpose of satiating her lust for a man who'd remained a part of her fantasies for too long. 
Here was her chance to prove she could indulge in a fling and remain immune to him, and finally get him out of her system once and for all. Maybe then she could move on and give one hundred percent to another man, without thoughts of Gabe keeping her chained to a past and emotions that had consumed the deepest part of her soul. She'd pull out all the stops to have him, in any way she desired . .. and this time she'd be the one to walk away in the end. 
And it all started here, and now, with her making the first brazen move to put the reins of control firmly in her hands. She was going to seduce him , his body and mind, and establish right up front who was in charge of this affair and that she'd call the shots. She had, after all, won fair and square. 
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against the wall and her body brushed along the front of his. Beneath his T-shirt, against her fingertips, his muscles moved and shifted. Dampening her bottom lip with her tongue, she slid her splayed hand lower, feeling the taut ridges in his abdomen flex in reaction. 
His breathing deepened, and she cast him a slow, sultry, upswept look, gratified to see that her wanton move had surprised him. His eyes were dark and hot, and his face was etched with a fierce hunger that made her tremble deep inside. 
She wasn't done shocking him. Or arousing him. Shifting to the side, she leaned more fully into him so that her knee slipped snugly between his hard thighs, then she feathered her lips along the corded tendons in his neck, all the way up to his ear. She inhaled deeply, intoxicated by his masculine scent, as well as by the feminine power that was hers. 
Her tongue lightly traced the shell of his ear, and his big body shuddered. A large hand settled on the curve of her waist to pull her closer, and she gently removed it, unwilling to let him distract her in any way. 
"No touching, Gabe, not just yet." 
A frustrated groan slipped from his throat, and she bit back a delighted smile and continued to torment him. 
"By the end of the week, you'll know exactly what I want before I even ask for it, and you'll know where and how I like to be caressed and pleasured the most." The hand on his belly traveled upward, and her thumb flicked across his erect nipples. "You'll find out how sensitive the inside of my thighs are when you kiss them, and how the slow, soft stroke of your tongue can make me quiver and moan. 
My breasts are very responsive, and just thinking about you taking my nipples into your warm, wet mouth is making me excited and my panties damp." 
He released a harsh breath, the entire length of him radiating waves of heat, inflaming her in turn. 
"Chloe ..." Her name escaped on a gruff, desperate note. 
Before he could say anything more, she pressed her fingers to his lips. "Shhh. I'm not done yet." She placed a damp kiss on his jaw, removed her hand, and let her lips drift to the corner of his mouth. 
"I want to do things with you that I've never dared before, and be as uninhibited as I am in every one of my intimate fantasies. And you'll do whatever I say, and agree to anything I request." She smiled and met his gaze, which blazed with intensity and restraint. "And I think it's only fair that I tell you that it's been a very long time since I've had sex, and you're just what I need to take the edge off of all my suppressed desires . . . unless you're not up to the challenge?" 
He laughed, the sound low and rough with arousal. "I'm more than up for it, sweetheart." 
"Really?" she goaded. 
A shameless smile made an appearance, showing off straight white teeth. "See for yourself," he dared. 
Refusing to back down from his blatant challenge after coming so far, she slid her hand down his body, over the waistband of his jeans, and curled her fingers around the long, hard ridge of his penis. He filled her palm to overflowing, and as she stroked, the pulsing pressure of his erection continued to swell even more. 
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She swallowed to ease the dryness in her mouth, to quell the ripple of blistering heat infusing her veins. 
"Very impressive," she said huskily, and squeezed him tighter in her hand, undeniably excited by the heady thought of having all that male aggression buried deep inside her. "And all mine for the next four nights." 
Sweat beaded on his forehead, and he groaned, instinctively rocking his hips forward into her hand. 
She let him go and stepped away before they went too far for the first night, and he growled in pure disappointment. "You're a tease, Chloe." 
"I just want to build the anticipation." And leave him aching and aroused, as he'd done to her six years ago. Walking to the door on shaky legs, she opened it wide for him to exit. "Pick me up tomorrow night at seven." 
One side of his mouth quirked at her dismissal, but he played the game and respected her request. "As you wish." At the threshold, he stopped just long enough to place a soft, warm kiss on her lips. "Sweet dreams, Chloe." 
Then he was gone. 
Leaning against the closed door, she inhaled deeply and pressed a hand to her full, aching breasts. With her mind filled with prurient thoughts of Gabe and her body strung tight with shameless, carnal needs, she knew her dreams would be anything but sweet. 



Chapter Two
With an hour to go before he picked up Chloe, Gabe stepped into the shower stall and under the warm spray, absolutely certain Tuesday had been the longest day of his entire life. He'd tried to keep busy sorting through the boyhood paraphernalia his mother had never gotten rid of through the years, but his restless thoughts kept replaying last night's events with Chloe. The brazen way she'd come on to him after winning. The candid, seductive words she'd spoken that had turned him on like nothing else he could remember in recent memory. And the impudent way she'd cupped and caressed his thickened shaft through his jeans. Hoarse laughter escaped him as he glanced down the length of his dripping wet body to the erection he'd been sporting since last night's encounter. Arousal still thrummed hot and heavy through his veins, and he supposed he hadn't helped matters much by spending a good portion of the day imagining all the different provocative scenarios Chloe had in store for him. He'd envisioned how she'd look completely, gloriously naked, her slender figure sprawled on a soft mattress, thighs parted in invitation and a comehither smile on her delectable lips. He'd tormented himself with thoughts of how incredible that first deep thrust into her lush body would feel, and couldn't stop from visualizing her on her knees in front of him, her tongue gliding across the tip of his rigid sex, her lips parting to take him deep inside her mouth. 
With a low, frustrated groan, Gabe propped his hands on the tiled wall in front of him and dipped his head beneath the shower spray. Bracing his legs apart, he let the lukewarm water drench his hair and sluice across his shoulders and down his back. The rivulets of water followed the crease of his buttocks Page 75
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and caressed his heavy sacs like silky fingers, making them draw closer, tighter, to his body. 
And just like a dozen other times today, he thought about taking his aching cock in his hand to relieve the tension and building pressure Chloe had instigated the night before. Two or three precise strokes and he knew he'd come hard and furiously. But the one thing that stopped him from following through on the most practical solution to his problem was the knowledge that one fist-induced orgasm wouldn't stop him from wanting and craving Chloe. Ultimately, he wanted to ride on the buzz of growing excitement, let the eagerness gradually increase until he was wild for his climax, begging for it even. . . 
with Chloe an integral part of his release. 
A surge of unrequited lust pooled in his lower region as a wry smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. 
He wondered how long she intended to make him wait for that pleasure. Would she allow him more liberties this evening than she had last night, or would she weave her bewitching brand of temptation and tease and torment him for the next four nights with her uninhibited sensuality? 
He had no answer for that particular question. He only knew that he'd be a willing slave to her every whim and satisfy her every longing and wish. He'd do whatever it took to gain her trust again, her forgiveness. To make her realize that this time he wasn't going to hurt her. Even if it meant sacrificing his own pleasure in the process. It was a small price to pay to prove to Chloe that he wanted her in his life for more than a handful of days. 
Turning off the water, he stepped out of the shower, ran a towel across his body, then wrapped and knotted the end around his hips while he shaved his face and dried his hair. 
Once he was done, he padded barefoot down the hallwayto the small bedroom he'd grown up in to get dressed. He tugged on his briefs, pulled an olive green knit shirt over his head, and slipped on a pair of casual khaki pants. After pulling on his socks and shoes, he strolled to the old, beat up dresser his mother had bought for him at a yard sale over twenty years ago and shoved his wallet and keys into his pocket. 
Catching sight of the folded piece of stationery from last night's final poker game with Chloe, Gabe smiled to himself. He'd taken a huge risk with his final wager, going so far as to take a chance on the depth of his feelings for her, figuring he'd had nothing to lose and everything to gain. Considering the cards he'd seen on the table, he'd never expected her to win. Neither had he anticipated her turning the tables on him with such an outrageous and tantalizing dare. 
But as he lay in bed last night, unable to sleep, he'd come to the conclusion that her winning the bet worked in his favor. As she'd proved last night, without any pressure from him she'd set the pace of their relationship and held back nothing because she believed the control was hers. And he'd willingly let her cling to that notion if it meant she'd feel more secure and sure of herself. 
During the course of the next four nights, he'd openly let her take whatever she wanted from him, because he planned to give her all that she desired, and more—physically and emotionally. From the very depths of his heart, he was ready to take a chance on the emotions he'd hidden for years beneath layers of doubt and the need to be more than a washed-up football player so that he had something substantial to offer her. 
Chloe wasn't the only one who had a few fantasies she'd like to sate. He'd harbored a wealth of erotic dreams about her for more years than he cared to recall, hungered for her sweetness and acceptance for forever. And in satisfying her most forbidden longings, he hoped to fulfill his greatest needs. 
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* * *
 "Drive faster!" 
Gabe cast a quick grin at Chloe, who sat in the passenger seat of the convertible Camaro he'd rented for the week as they drove along the 15 Freeway toward Del Mar, per her orders. The woman apparently had a reckless streak and a need for speed, and he obliged her. Pressing his foot to the gas pedal, he accelerated the sleek car from a respectable fifty miles per hour to the maximum limit of sixty five. 
"This is so cool!" she said, shouting to be heard above the lash of the wind. 
She'd been so excited to find he'd rented a convertible sports car—a spontaneous, frivolous impulse on his part— and had insisted they drive with the top down. He'd accommodated her order, surprised and pleased with her request since he'd chosen the car and its vibrant red color because it screamed unbridled, sexy fun. But he'd never expected Chloe to share in that philosophy. While most of the women he'd dated in Chicago would have balked at having their hair mussed and the wind in their faces, Chloe reveled in the warm summer night air caressing her bared skin and was loving the wild ride. 
And he was enjoying her uninhibited delight of such a simple pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed with exhilaration and her eyes sparkled brightly with the vicarious thrill of being exposed to the outside elements as they drove. The breeze caught and tugged at the honey blond hair she'd left down, tousling the wavy strands around her head, and she didn't bother trying to restrain the unruly mass. 
The wind whipped through the front seat area of the open vehicle, playing havoc with the slip of a dress she wore, and his libido. Floral in print, the low-cut bodice was fitted and held together by a crisscross lacing of thin silk ribbon, which prominently pushed up her voluptuous breasts so the night air could kiss and tease the soft swells. One tug of the enticing little bow and she'd spill right into his hands, a sensual feast he'd never be able to resist. 
He swallowed hard and shifted in his seat. If that tantalizing display wasn't enough to make him salivate for a taste of that creamy flesh, then the hem of her dress certainly did the trick. Standing, the soft, flirty skirt ended just above the knee and flounced against her slender legs and small bottom when she walked. Sitting in a butter-soft leather seat with the draft teasing and fluttering the material, she'd at first laughingly tried to hold down the hem as it billowed in the breeze, then had finally given up and let the skirt gather loosely at the very tops of her smooth, bare legs. Another inch up and he'd be able to glimpse her panties, their color and texture. He wondered if she still favored silk trimmed in lace. 
Oh, yeah, there were definite perks to driving a convertible with a sexy woman intent on seducing him. The only downside to the top being lowered was that it made it difficult to carry on a normal conversation without shouting at each other to be heard. But the silence between them was comfortable and relaxing. Besides, they'd indulged in plenty of light, amicable, flirtatious banter at the pizza parlor where she'd requested they go for dinner—which had been the same Italian restaurant they'd eaten at on their date six years ago. 
And now as she instructed him to take the Del Mar Heights exit, he had a sneaking suspicion that Chloe had deliberately planned both destinations in order to reenact that night so long ago. He wondered what she had in mind, and while he was burning with curiosity, he didn't ask. He figured he'd discover her motives soon enough. 
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Unnecessarily, she guided him through residential streets he remembered with too much clarity and up a curving two-lane road to where hilltop estates overlooked the city. The Camaro made the climb smoothly, and he came to a stop at the cul-de-sac that ended with a service road now secured with a gated fence that hadn't been there six years ago. A KEEP OUT sign had been posted to ward off unwanted trespassers and effectively kept Gabe from driving to the secluded spot just around the curve in the paved road. 
Letting the car idle, he turned toward Chloe. "Looks like the owners got tired of people parking on their property." 
"If that's the case, they didn't try very hard to keep them out. Or they're depending on the honor system." She grinned impishly at him. "There isn't a lock on the gate." 
His brows rose inquisitively. "And you know this how?" 
She shrugged nonchalantly, the movement drawing his gaze to her breasts. "I've been up here more than a few times over the years." 
Unexpected jealousy sliced through him and his fingers curled into tight fists around the steering wheel. 
She was a beautiful, sexy woman and no doubt had had her share of boyfriends and lovers, but he hated the thought of her sharing their spot with another man. 
She patted his thigh, and a few inches higher she'd discover how turned on he'd been since leaving the restaurant. "Sit tight and I'll open the gate for you to drive through." 
Before he could insist on doing it himself, she was out the door and strolling toward the gate, her strappy, high-heeled sandals clicking on the pavement and hips swaying provocatively. Then his mouth went completely dry and his groin pulled tight as she stepped into the white glow of the car's headlamps. The beam of light was as effective as an X ray through the thin fabric of her dress, silhouetting the sweet curve of her waist, the enticing swell of her hips, and the slenderness of her incredibly long, toned legs. 
Christ.  He exhaled a harsh, aroused breath. She might as well be naked for all the luscious attributes she'd just revealed to his hungry gaze. The bright light cast a golden, shimmery halo around her tousled, burnished hair as well, but despite that heavenly bit of aura, tonight Chloe Anderson was no angel. 
She was a temptress with sin on her mind, and he was her willing and enthusiastic victim. 
Effortlessly, she pushed the metal contraption wide open for him, then secured the gate after he'd passed through. She slid back into the car as if she hadn't just turned him inside out with scalding sexual need, and he drove about a quarter mile up the road to the spot he'd discovered many, many years ago. 
He shut down the engine and car lights, plunging them into pitch black darkness and absolute silence. 
He glanced out at the multimillion dollar view in front of them, then up at the clear night sky bright with twinkling stars, feeling content in a way that had eluded him all his adult life. 
A soft, wistful sigh escaped her, as if she felt the same sublime connection. "It is so incredible up here," 
she whispered. "Like being in a whole different world." 
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"Yeah," he agreed wholeheartedly, then addressed a question that he couldn't shake loose. "So, how many guys have you brought up here?" He'd meant to ask the question in a light, playful manner, but the jealousy in his voice betrayed him. 
She glanced his way, a vixen smile tipping one corner of her mouth. "You're making unwarranted assumptions, Gabe," she chastised gently, amusement evident in her throaty voice. "I didn't say anything about coming up here with men." 
No, she hadn't, but she'd implied as much, probably to provoke that green-eyed monster that lurked inside him. 
Her ploy had worked. "You come up here by yourself, then?" 
"Yeah." She rested her head against the back of her seat and stared up at the velvet night sky, her expression relaxed and beautiful. "It's a great thinking spot. It's quiet and secluded, and the view is gorgeous." 
Reaching out, he threaded a silky strand of her hair between his fingers. "Would you believe that before bringing you up to this spot I used to come here all the time, too?" 
"With girls?" she asked. 
He laughed and feathered his fingers along her neck. "Now there you go making assumptions." 
"You had a slew of young, eager teenage girls panting after you in high school and wanting to make it with the star quarterback of Santana High School," she said wryly. "I figured this dark secluded place would be the perfect make-out spot for you." 
"Never happened." Not in high school anyway. She'd been the one and only woman he'd ever shared this private spot with, but the timing had been all wrong and he'd screwed up his chance to finally take a risk on something more with her. 
He'd wanted Chloe since he'd first laid eyes on her when her brother Derek had brought him home after school one day to work on a science project together. She'd been fifteen, pretty, and sweeter than anything that had been a part of his life up to that point. And he wasn't near good enough for her, or so he'd believed. 
She'd accepted him as a friend, and even though there had been a wealth of awareness between them from the very beginning, he hadn't wanted to mess with his best friend's sister. Besides, his sole focus at that age had been working a part-time job after school to help his mother pay bills and studying to gain the GPA to nab the football scholarship that would admit him into a reputable college, and from there be drafted into the NFL. He'd attained his goals and achieved his dreams, and lost every single one of them in a shattering life-altering moment. 
She tipped her head and regarded him speculatively. "You mean to tell me all those rumors I overheard in the girls' locker room about what a stud you were in bed were all false?" 
"That's why they're called rumors, sweetheart," he said, then revealed, "I only went all the way with one girl in high school." 
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Her jaw dropped in obvious shock. "Only one? Get outta here!" 
He nodded. "I swear it's true. And it was with Melissa Bender, the captain of the cheerleading squad. 
I lost my virginity to her my senior year, prom night." 
"Were you a late bloomer?" 
He grinned at her skepticism. "No, just. . . selective. Still am," he said meaningfully. "That night after the dance, one thing led to another, and the next thing I knew we were in the backseat of my mother's Ford Escort screwing like rabbits." And the whole time he'd been pumping furiously into Melissa's body he'd been thinking of Chloe. With his eyes squeezed closed, he'd fantasized that she was beneath him, wanting him, and it was that erotic vision that had finally sent him over the edge. "I can't say it was the greatest introduction to sex." 
"The first time isn't always romance and fireworks," she said softly, giving him the impression she was referring to her first sexual encounter, too. 
"I think the first time with the right person can be all that and more," he countered, looking deeply into her eyes. 
She transferred her gaze to the glittering cityscape below. "Maybe." The one word was tinged with disbelief. 
He held back the urge to argue her way of thinking. When it came to him and Chloe there was no
"maybe" about it. He had proof that the two of them were capable of generating enough electricity and heat to power the entire city of San Diego. And before the next four nights were over, she'd experience romance and fireworks, too. 
He returned to the original thread of their conversation. "Anyway, that night with Melissa was a huge mistake. She wanted a commitment, which I'd never promised, and she literally stalked me from class to class. She scared the shit out of me. My biggest fear was that she'd end up pregnant even though we used a condom, and everything I'd worked so hard for would get sucked down the toilet. That thought alone kept me celibate for a long time after that." 
She laughed, the sound low and husky. "Poor baby." 
"Don't feel sorry for me, Chloe," he murmured, touching the shell of her ear and eliciting a shiver from her. "For me, it's quality that counts, not quantity." 
She flashed him a wicked smile. "I like the sound of that, especially since you're mine for the next four nights. And the last thing you need to worry about is me getting pregnant. I'm on the pill." She twisted in her seat so that she faced him straight-on, her eyes seeking his in the shadowed darkness. "Do you remember the night we came up here together?" 
That evening was indelibly etched in his mind, their first slow kiss, which had escalated into heavy foreplay, the need and longing that had welled up in him as the fire between them had burned out of control... then came echoes of the self-recriminations he'd tried to escape for tearing a ligament in his knee and ending his football career, which had instigated a brusque ending to not only their foreplay, but to the trust Chloe had given him. 
"I remember everything about that night," he told her. 
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She blinked slowly, lazily. "What do you remember most?" 
"How much I wanted you." Honesty infused his rich voice. 
A small frown formed between her brows as she stared at him for a long moment. He could have sworn he saw a flash of hurt pass over her features, and then it was gone, replaced by a sassy tilt of her chin. "You certainly had a funny way of showing it." 
How could he explain that everything had happened between them so quickly, the connection and the intimacy. She'd felt so damn right at a time in his life where everything had gone so horribly wrong. 
He'd ached to make love to her that night, but had convinced himself he was doing the honorable thing by walking away. Now he had to wonder if he'd been a coward, afraid to take a risk when he'd never, ever done so in his entire life. 
He was taking a risk now, but was he too late? 
The question haunted him, and he refused to dwell on it. Instead, he sought to reassure the woman in front of him just how desirable he found her. "Don't ever doubt that I wanted you, Chloe." Then or
now,  he thought. "Hell, I was so goddamn hard when I got home that night—" 
"You took a cold shower?" she finished humorously for him. 
"No." He shook his head. "A cold shower is highly overrated and doesn't do much when you want someone as much as I craved you that night." Sitting back in his seat, he relaxed against the headrest and closed his eyes, determined to draw her into his fantasy and seduce her senses. "What I did do was strip off all my clothes, turned off the lights, and laid down on my cool sheets completely naked. 
I knew I'd never be able to sleep, not until I gave my body the release it was screaming for. So, I took my straining erection in my fist and pictured your hand stroking me, your mouth making me slick and wet." His eyes opened halfway, just enough to gauge her reaction, and was pleased with what he found. 
Her breathing was ragged and aroused, the upper swells of her breasts taut and nearly bursting from the bodice of her dress. 
He went on. "Then I fantasized about you straddling my waist, moving on me, and the tighter I squeezed, the more I imagined being deep inside your body, feeling your inner muscles clutching me. 
And just like that I came in a hot, scalding rush that made my toes curl from the pleasure of it." 
She touched her tongue to her upper lip, then the bottom, making her lush mouth glisten with silvery moonlight. "At least one of us had an orgasm that night." 
He lifted a brow. "You didn't?" 
She shook her head, and a sultry smile appeared. "I went to bed frustrated, my entire body throbbing." 
Her fingers touched her throat and leisurely drifted downward to her heaving breasts, tracing the edge of her bodice. "Up to that point I had no idea how to take the edge off of my desire." 
He watched her caress herself, throughly caught up in her brand of seduction. "And now you do?" 
She nodded and tugged on the ribbon securing the front of her dress. The little bow unraveled and the laces loosened, just as he'd envisioned earlier, giving him a glimpse of more pale smooth flesh. "Yeah, in this day and age, I discovered a girl has to depend on herself for certain things. Including her own Page 81
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orgasms." 
"Ahh, Chloe, I'm so sorry," he murmured, knowing his apology covered more than just the release she'd been denied. "I never meant to hurt you ..." 
She pressed her fingers over his lips, cutting him off, seemingly not wanting to hear any excuses. 
Crowding closer to his side of the car, she pressed a damp kiss to his jaw, then whispered hotly in his ear, "Here and now, I want what you withheld that night six years ago." An orgasm. "Move your seat back and make room for me." 
Her tongue dipped into his ear, and his breath whooshed out of his lungs. Oh, man, he was in big trouble. .. the kind he welcomed with open arms. Pushing his leather seat as far as it would slide back, he helped Chloe crawl over the center console and gearshift, then settled his hands on her waist as she moved over him and sat in his lap, her thighs straddling his hips. The position was tight and cramped, and devastatingly intimate. 
"Hmm, I don't think I'm close enough," she said huskily. 
Gabe just couldn't think, period. At least not with his brain. His penis was reading her signals just fine. 
With a wanton gleam in her eyes, and a boldness he was beginning to enjoy and admire, she inched closer, if that was even possible. The wispy material of her dress bunched high on her thighs, until the unmistakable heat and softness of her femininity pressed against the hard, unyielding bulge in his trousers. 
"Ahh, much better." She sighed. Her fingers fluttered at the waistband of his pants, and she tugged his shirt loose. "Now, let's see what we can do about making you a bit more accessible." 
"Why do I need to be more accessible?" he asked, not that he was complaining if she wanted to strip him bare. "I thought this was about your pleasure." 
"It is," she said impudently, "but I find I get more turned on when I'm visually stimulated, as well as physically aroused. And you have a magnificent body, one that is meant to be admired and appreciated and touched." 
He laughed, and lifted his arms as she pulled off his shirt and tossed the garment into the backseat of the car. "That sounds like it ought to be my line." 
"Tonight, it's mine." Her cool hands glided across his broad shoulders and down his chest, leisurely exploring his muscular contours. Her thumbnails scraped across his taut nipples, and he sucked in a quick breath. 
She smiled, pleased with his reaction. "I told you last night that my breasts are very responsive, and right now my nipples are tight and hard, aching for your warm mouth and wet tongue." Grasping the hands that still rested on her waist, she guided them to the loosened ties of her bodice. "Open up the front of my dress, Gabe. I want to feel your mouth on my breasts." 
There was no way he could refuse such a request, not when he wanted that just as much. He pulled on the ties until they unraveled completely, then he spread the front of her dress wide open. She wasn't wearing a bra, and he groaned at the voluptuous beauty displayed before him. The glow of the moon shimmered on her pale skin, enhancing the fullness of her breasts and the rosy hue of her Page 82
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engorged nipples. 
She threaded all ten fingers through his hair and guided his head forward, until her velvety nipples brushed across his mouth. He parted his lips, breathing damp heat across her flesh, then stroked his soft, wet tongue over one luscious crest. He laved her slowly, languorously, before suckling the rest of her deep inside his mouth. 
Her body shuddered and a helpless moan rose in her throat. Her knees flexed against his hips, and her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him close ... as if he planned on going anywhere, he thought, consumed by a red-hot haze of desire that simmered like a ball of fire in his belly. Needing more of her, he cupped both of her breasts in his large hands, pushed the plump mounds together, and tongued both of her beaded nipples at the same time. 
She writhed restlessly on his lap. "Gabe," she whispered raggedly, her voice vibrating with the same hunger and need flowing through his veins. 
Without preamble, he lifted his head and claimed her lips in a hot, lavish, openmouthed kiss rich in passion, and primitive and greedy enough to brand and possess. With a soft moan, she returned the greedy, tongue-tangling kiss with equal fervor. Her hands slid from his hair and caressed his jaw while her lower body began a rhythmic, rocking motion against his erection. 
Knowing her lap dance and simulated act of sex would have him coming in his pants, he pulled his lips from hers, steadied her sensual movements with one strong hand on her hip, and met her gaze, which blazed with feverish longing. 
He splayed a hand on her bare thigh, making his intentions known. "Let me touch you and make you come," he murmured, seeking her permission. She was, after all, in charge of this seduction. 
She didn't hesitate, but took what she wanted. "Yes," she breathed, the one word infused with undeniable excitement and excruciating need. 
Holding her gaze, he stroked his long fingers up the insides of her spread thighs, then grazed the scrap of satin covering her feminine mound, finding her panties drenched with moist heat and silky desire, for him. He pressed his thumb along her slit, once, twice, and even through the damp fabric he could feel the soft, swollen folds of her flesh, and the distended nub seeking more pressure, a deeper caress. 
Her hips thrust forward, her body trembled, and a moan rumbled up from her throat. "Stop teasing me," she groaned. "I've been waiting six long years for this." 
Her words stunned him. For a brief moment he wondered if she'd meant she'd been waiting for the orgasm he'd denied her, or for him. Either way, it was a heady thought and one that boosted his self-esteem and made him want this release to be the best she'd ever had. 
Slipping his thumb beneath the elastic band of her panties, he glided his finger along her slick folds, touching her languidly, caressing steadily, delving deeper.... 
She arched her back and moved on his hand rhythmically. "Oh, yes," she breathed, her lips parted and her expression near rapturous. 
Overcome with the urge to devour her in any way he could, he flattened his free hand in the middle Page 83
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of her spine, forcing her to bend back even further. The position brought her breasts to his mouth, and he ravished her with wet, hot kisses with his teeth alternately nipping and gently biting her tender skin. 
He swirled and flicked his tongue across her hardened nipples the same way he ached to flick his tongue along the clit pulsing beneath the press of his thumb. 
He felt the tension within her build as her knees dug into his hips, heard the catch of her breath change as her climax rolled over and through her. Clutching his shoulders, her head fell back and a raw cry echoed in the quiet night air as she tumbled over the edge, her body shaking from the force of her release. 
He lifted his head and watched her, his blood roaring in his ears, his heart threatening to explode from his chest, and his mind chanting possessively, she's mine, she's mine, she's mine.... 
One last delicate shudder and then she opened her eyes and looked at him, a satisfied smile on her lips and the reflection of the stars above shimmering in her gaze. "Now that was worth waiting for." 
" You're worth waiting for," he said, the truthful words slipping from him without a second thought. 
Withdrawing his hand from between their bodies, he traced his wet, slick thumb across her bottom lip. 
Ignoring her startled expression, he brought her mouth to his and licked off the dewy essence, then kissed her slowly, deeply, thoroughly, sharing the honeyed taste of her with his tongue. She relaxed into him, the feel of her breasts crushing against his chest an exquisite torture. 
Reluctantly, he ended the kiss before his self-control snapped and he took her in the front seat of the cramped Camaro. Then again, judging by the mischievous gleam in her eyes, he knew that this evening's performance was solely for her gratification and he was in for another sleepless, tossing and turning kind of night. Payback for the way he'd let things end between them six years ago ... in this same exact spot. He sighed, wondering how long she planned to make him suffer. 
She pulled the front of her dress together and tied another bow, covering up her gorgeous breasts. 
"Ahh, one fantasy down, three more to go," she said, her breathy voice rife with sensual pleasure. 
"What do you say we make our rendezvous for the same time tomorrow night at my place?" 
He grinned wryly. Did she really think he'd refuse? "Consider it a date." 



Chapter Three
Revenge had never been so sweet. 
Still reveling in last night's pleasure and her ultimate conquest, Chloe smiled to herself as she stepped from the warm, relaxing bubble bath she'd indulged in after work. Drying off with a fluffy towel, she spritzed her skin with a light cinnamon body spray and slipped into the silky, thigh-length chemise she'd bought on her way home today. The soft emerald green material draped along her curves, skimmed her flesh in a provocative caress, and aroused her senses. 
She hoped it would have the same effect on Gabe. 
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Catching sight of her reflection in the bathroom mirror, she realized she'd spent the whole day at work with a contented smile on her face, which had drawn a few comments from coworkers about her exuberant mood and the glow on her skin. She had Gabe to thank for both. The shimmering, relaxing aftereffects of the incredible orgasm he'd given her last night had lasted through the night and into the day. Hell, she was still riding high on the rush of satisfaction, and feeling even more sexual and wanton than she ever had in her entire life. 
She decided she loved being able to openly express what she wanted and desired. Her newfound boldness felt liberating and exciting, and she knew from Gabe's numerous reactions that he enjoyed her brazenness, too. She'd always traveled the safe path of being a good girl, letting the few guys she'd slept with over the years take the lead in the bedroom, which had resulted in her getting left behind in the orgasm and pleasure department. 
Not this week. Being naughty was on the agenda, and she was going to reap the benefits of embracing her femininity, as well as treating herself to the effect Gabe's pure masculinity had on every one of her five senses. 
Leaving her hair secured in the topknot on her head and damp tendrils curling around her neck, she padded barefoot into her small living room to set up tonight's seduction. Fantasies came in all shapes and forms, and tonight's request was solely for her gratification and enjoyment.. . and Gabe's, if he had a foot fetish of any sort, she thought with an amusing grin. 
She turned her stereo system on low to a soft-rock station and set up the coffee table in front of the couch with the accessories Gabe would need to pamper and pleasure her . While she worked, her mind and thoughts drifted back to last night and what a good sport Gabe had been about everything, considering she'd been the only one whose desires had been fulfilled. Unfortunately, his touch had an addicting effect on her, because she craved more caresses. More of him. 
The realization startled her on a deeper, emotional level, but she was convinced that it was all a matter of getting him out of her system—sexually, physically extricated from the deepest recesses of her heart. 
Once she had her way with Gabe and had accomplished that goal and he returned to Chicago to resume his own life, she'd be able to go on with hers. In the meantime, she'd tempt and tease and seduce him, and drive him crazy with wanting her this time. 
She brought out the fragrant cinnamon oil from the bedroom and added it to the other sensual items on the table, which included the smooth, sleek vibrator she'd purchased at a friend's naughty lingerie party a few years ago. 
She wasn't done making Gabe suffer for leaving her hot and bothered six years ago. Tonight was all about building tension and stoking the flame of hunger that burned bright in his eyes. Tomorrow evening they'd graduate to a darker, more forbidden fantasy of hers, one that would require Gabe to be just as adventurous and daring. She shivered and liquid heat settled low in her belly at the thought of where that particular fantasy would lead. 
Switching off the lights so that the only illumination in the living room came from a lamp beside the couch, which added to the cozy, romantic atmosphere, she headed into the kitchen and poured two glasses of wildberry wine. She'd already enjoyed one serving during her bubble bath, which accounted for her current relaxed state. 
Just as she set the drinks on the coffee table, a brisk knock echoed through her condo. With a leap of anticipation catching in her chest, she went to the door, opened it, and found Gabe leaning a broad Page 85
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shoulder against the jamb with his thumbs tucked into the front pockets of his jeans. His stance was a bit cocky, all confident male, and he literally took her breath away. 
His slow, lazy gaze traveled down the length of her, taking in her silky chemise and bare legs. 
"You certainly don't look dressed for a night on the town," he drawled. 
She lifted an amusing brow even as a hot ache of awareness suffused her entire body. "I never said we were going out tonight." 
He thought about that for a few brief moments. "No, I guess you didn't," he agreed, meeting her gaze with a sexy-as-sin grin curving his lips. "I suppose I need to stop making assumptions." 
"Yes, you do, because one of these times you're going to end up very disappointed." 
"I haven't been disappointed with you yet, but definitely surprised a few times," he murmured huskily. "Which is a good thing. I like a woman who keeps me guessing." 
And so far, nothing between them had been predictable. Which she liked, as well, because her life, thoughts, and choices had been too sensible and practical for much too long. 
Acting on the same impulse that had driven her since his arrival back in town, she grasped his muscular arm and tugged him inside. Shutting the door behind him, she entwined her arms around his neck and pressed her body against the scorching heat and unyielding hardness of his. 
"Did you think about me today?" she asked, her voice dropping to a low, sultry pitch. 
His nostrils flared at their intimate position, and his eyes turned hot, like burning blue embers. He settled his big hands at the small of her back, keeping their lower bodies aligned. "Only every second of every minute of every hour since dropping you off last night." 
"Good answer." She inhaled his delicious male scent, and resisted the urge to bury her face against his throat, to taste his skin with her lips and tongue. Instead, she threaded her fingers through the soft hair curling against the nape of his neck. "I was a bit more disciplined at work, but then I stopped at a lingerie boutique on the way home and everything about the shop made me think of you." 
A frown pulled at his dark brows. "Whoa. I refuse to crossdress, if that's what you have in mind for tonight." 
She chuckled. "Don't worry, seeing a man wearing my bra and panties doesn't do a thing for me." 
He visibly relaxed. "Thank God," he muttered. 
A genuine smile replaced her laughter. "I meant that while I was trying on various teddies, camisoles, and chemises at the boutique I couldn't stop from imagining the way your hands would feel against the silky, satiny, lacy material, how the fabric would caress my skin with decadent heat and friction." She let her lashes flutter closed and whispered near the corner of his mouth, "Rub your hands across the material, Gabe, so I can see how luxurious and sexy the silk and lace feels against my bare skin." 
His large, flattened palms obeyed, skimming the small of her spine and gliding upward in firm strokes to where the back of her low-cut chemise gave way to smooth flesh. Her nipples peaked against his chest, and a purr of pleasure escaped her throat. 
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"That feels so, so good." She sighed. 
"Yeah, it does," he agreed. 
Hearing the gruffness in his voice, she blinked her eyes back open, noting the tight restraint clenching his jaw and feeling the thick, hard ridge of his sex pulsing against her lower belly. The poor man . . . 
did he have any idea he was in for another long, torturous night of sexual advances and provocative suggestions? 
She continued with her seductive monologue. "And the scents they offered in sprays, lotions, and oils ... well, the selection was absolutely incredible." With her hand cupping the back of his neck, she brought his head down to her arched throat. "See how good this smells. I bought this scent specifically with you and me in mind." 
He pressed his nose to her neck and inhaled slowly, lingeringly, seemingly savoring the alluring fragrance clinging to her skin. "It smells hot and spicy. Like cinnamon." 
"Yeah, that's it." He drew another deep breath, and she shivered as gooseflesh rose on her arms, her belly, her breasts. "Would you like to taste the flavor of the oil I bought to go with the spray?" 
He lifted his head, a lopsided grin on his lips. "Oh, man, tell me you dabbed some on your breasts, your thighs, your stomach." 
He sounded so aroused, so desperate to taste her, she couldn't contain her grin. "I rubbed some of the oil on my lips, but in a little while you'll be rubbing it elsewhere... with my permission to sample anywhere you'd like. But for now, a kiss will have to do." 
The length of his body shuddered and he lowered his head, catching her mouth with his in a soft, slow, sexy kiss that increased the wanting curling within her. His tongue stroked and teased her full bottom lip, and his teeth nibbled and ate at the sweet, hot flavor clinging to her tender flesh. His hands started to wander, gliding down her back, smoothing across her bottom ... then his fingers caressed the back of her thighs, where the lace-edged hem of her chemise ended. 
With a rush of exquisite pleasure making her legs tremble, she grabbed his wrists and pulled them away before he could venture into more intimate territory. 
He dragged his mouth from hers and feigned a guileless look. "Did I do something wrong?" 
She shook her head to reassure him. "I've got something very unique and exciting planned for tonight, and I don't want it over before it even begins." Lacing her fingers through his, she led the way into her living room, then made him sit down in the spot she'd cleared on the coffee table between her props and accessories. "There's something I've fantasized about for a very long time, and you're just the man to give it to me." 
"I like the way that sounds," he said with an indulgent grin underscored with sexual promise. "What would you like me to do?" 
She settled onto the couch across from him and braced her feet on the edge of the table between his spread thighs . . . right against the crotch of his jeans. "I'd like you to give me a pedicure." 
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He stared at her wriggling toes, dumbfounded by her request. Then he shook his head, hard, and met her gaze. "A pedicure?" he repeated incredulously. 
The disbelief on his face nearly made Chloe laugh, but she managed to maintain an air of complete seriousness. 
"Actually, I went to a salon on my lunch break today and had the pedicure done, so my heels are smooth and my toe-nails have been trimmed and buffed. But I left them unpolished so you could paint them for me." 
"Chloe ..." He shifted uneasily, which caused the pads of her feet to brush against the enormous hard-on straining the fly of his jeans. He sucked in a swift breath and jammed his fingers through his thick hair, his expression uncertain. "I don't know anything about painting a woman's toe-nails." 
"There's nothing to it, really," she told him. "And considering you're obligated to cater to my every wish and desire, I'm not really giving you a choice in the matter." 
"Okay," he said slowly, cautiously. "If it turns you on, then who am I to argue?" He rolled his shoulders and glanced to either side of him, quickly taking inventory of the feminine products she'd set out for him to use. "Umm, where do I start?" 
"First, you can hand me a glass of wine, and the other one is for you." 
He passed her one of the drinks, but didn't touch the other glass. "I don't think you want me painting your toe-nails under the influence," he said wryly. 
She laughed lightly. "I just thought it might help you to relax." Taking a sip of the fruity wine, she reclined more comfortably against the couch cushions. "The best place to start is by painting my toenails, and from there you can massage my feet and rub oil on my skin to make it soft and supple. 
And don't forget about using the vibrator over there," she said, motioning to the left side of him. 
"A vibrator?" he croaked, obviously having missed that prop during his first glance. But he saw it now, a thick, eight-inch towering phallus designed to bring a woman all kinds of erotic pleasures. 
His breathing deepened, and when his gaze met hers again, the depths were filled with smoldering desire and hunger . . . just as she'd hoped. She swallowed and found her own voice. "I find it's great for relieving excess stress and relaxing tense muscles." 
He braced his hands on his taut thighs and quirked a brow her way. "What muscles are we talking about here, sweetheart?" 
"The ones in my calves, my thighs ..." She let her voice trail off so he could draw his own conclusions, then shrugged. "Wherever you think I'm too tense." 
He stared at her intently, accepting the silent dare she'd just issued with one of his own. "And you're going to let me be the judge of that?" 
"Absolutely." She took another drink of wine, knowing she'd just given him free rein to use that vibrator anywhere and anyway he wished—which was all part of tonight's seduction and her ultimate pleasure. "But you need to paint my toenails first before we get to the massage part." 
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He rubbed his hands together in preparation. "Then let's get started." 
Over the next few minutes, she instructed him how to insert the prefabricated foam piece between her toes to keep them separated so the enamel wouldn't smudge, and pointed out the soft shade of pink for him to use. With her right foot wedged tightly between his thighs and tipped at an angle for him to paint, he carefully, slowly, stroked the pale color onto her little toe, and worked his way from there. 
His hand was amazingly steady, and his gorgeous face was a mask of intense concentration as he applied the first coat. There was something incredibly sexy about a big, virile guy like Gabe treating her feet and toes with such reverent attention and care. Only a man secure in his masculinity would agree to such a feminine task, and she couldn't help the smile that appeared at that thought, or the sweet, sentimental warmth that invaded empty places in her heart and gave her an emotional jolt. 
Startled by that deep, intimate reaction, she took another long drink of wildberry wine and sought to redirect her thoughts to something more conversational and ordinary. 
"Tell me about your life in Chicago," she said. 
Finished painting the toes of her right foot, he placed her arch against the edge of the table next to his hip and tucked her other foot between his leg and began the same process again. "What do you want to know?" 
His nonchalant tone told her he was open to discussing anything with her. "Do you enjoy living in Chicago?" 
He dipped the small brush into the liquid paint and swiped it across her big toenail in three quick, precise strokes, leaving behind a perfectly glossy sheen of enamel. "I think I'm accustomed to living there, if that makes any sense." 
"Because that's where you went to college?" 
He nodded and finished coating her middle toenail, his attention riveted to the task. "Yeah, that had a lot to do with my decision to stay." 
But there was more, and she felt compelled to scratch below his superficial answer. "You could have returned to San Diego once you'd graduated." 
"With my football career over and my future so uncertain, I couldn't bring myself to come back." He glanced up, honest emotions glimmering in his eyes and his expression revealing nuances of a deeper pain she didn't fully understand. 
Then, he explained. "I felt like I let so many people down. Myself, my mother ..." His rough voice trailed off, and he redirected his gaze and attention back to her pedicure. "I just wasn't ready to come back to San Diego to face family and friends .. . and my own failure." 
She caught the surprising layer of insecurity woven into his casual tone, which struck a reciprocating chord in her she didn't want to feel. "I'd hardly call you a failure, Gabe," she said softly. His incredible achievements as a sports agent proved just how successful he'd become. 
Finished with her second foot, he braced it against the opposite side of the coffee table, so that her feet bracketed his hips and the hem of her chemise fluttered between her thighs. "When you don't and can't Page 89
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
attain the goals you've had for years, the only word that described what I was, was failure ." 
She was surprised to hear the self-condemnation vibrating in his voice and realized that she was seeing a more complex side to Gabe she'd never known existed. A part of him he'd obviously kept hidden from everyone beneath a durable facade. And now, he'd just given her a glimpse of something personal, private, and very painful for him. 
She'd always regarded Gabe as strong and determined and confident. Always sure of himself, and never allowing anything negative to shake his resolve and ambition. He'd survived his father's abandonment when he was just a young kid, had made the best of the poverty that had become his way of life in the aftermath of that desertion, and had spent his teenage years struggling to be something more than a high school dropout. 
He'd achieved so much to be proud of, yet his accomplishments were underscored with a personal anguish he'd carried with him internally, in deep, dark places no one could see or touch. And now, for the first time ever, he was sharing that emotional depth with her, letting her past external barriers to glimpse the multifaceted man he was, instead of the shallow cad she'd pegged him to be since that night six years ago when he'd seduced her, and then walked away without looking back. 
Which made her question once again all his reasons for returning to San Diego and apparently making it his mission to pursue her. As an unsettled conquest from his past, or something more? The thrilling, hopeful possibility caused her heart to skip a beat. 
No, no, no,  her mind screamed. She wouldn't go that route with Gabe, not when she knew how easy it would be to fall for him again—only to experience more hurt and heartbreak. Nope, it wasn't going to happen. She didn't trust her feelings, didn't completely trust him with her emotions when he could tug on them so easily, so effortlessly. She was far safer keeping her thoughts grounded on their bet, enjoying any and all illicit pleasures, and getting him out of her mind, body, and soul. 
Clearing the tight knot that had gathered in her throat, she transferred her gaze to her freshly painted toenails. "Nice job," she complimented. 
"I've always been good with my hands," he said playfully, lightening the mood. "Now I know I can handle more than pigskin." 
Yes, she was learning that his skills went much further than those nimble fingers catching a football. 
Finishing off her wine, she held the glass out to him. "Since you're not going to drink your wine, could I have it, please?" She smiled. "Then you can put those talented hands to good use and start on the massage you owe me." 
"Yes, ma'am," he replied, and switched her empty glass of wine for his full one. Finding the bottle of oil among all the other pedicure paraphernalia, he poured a large dollop into his palm, rubbed his hands together, then massaged the warmed lotion onto her right foot. 
Chloe moaned blissfully as Gabe's thumbs pressed against her arch and worked his way to her heel, then ankle, deftly massaging the oil into her skin and easing taut tendons and muscles. The arousing fragrance of heated cinnamon reached her nose, curling around her senses and coaxing feminine nerve endings to life. After making sure her polish was dry, he carefully removed the foam separator from her toes and slid his fingers between each digit, evoking erotic impressions unlike anything she'd ever experienced. 
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"Now I get to taste," he said, his eyes gleaming devilishly as he brought her foot up this mouth and lapped his tongue along her sole, slick from the aromatic, flavored oil. 
She gasped in surprise, and her knee jerked back in an automatic response to the rippling sensation that shook her entire body. "Hey, that tickles." 
A gust of low laughter rumbled against her foot and heightened her awareness of him even more. 
"Nice to know I can torture you a bit, too." 
His lips and tongue did just that, making her alternately laugh and groan. "Ahh ... I can't take any more ..." 
His dark blue eyes, filled with wicked intent, peeked up at her. "Yeah, you can." Ignoring her protest, he held tight to her leg, with one hand cradling her foot and the other cupping the fullest part of her calf as his mouth skimmed its way toward her toes. 
She squirmed restlessly on the sofa, certain he meant to draw her toes into the warm, wet cavern of his mouth and suck on them. The provocative thought had her breathing hard. 
Instead, he stopped short of her toes and gently, sensuously, sank his teeth into the pad of her foot, which sent bolts of electrical currents all the way up to the tips of her breasts. Her nipples peaked against silk, aching for the feel of his mouth tugging there, too. 
After a few more well-placed love bites that had her alternately laughing and cursing him, he finally gave in to her pleas and moved on to knead his way up her leg. 
She took another swallow of wine and sighed as his long oil-coated fingers rubbed the muscles in her calf then stroked over her knee to her thigh. His hands were indeed magic, and she went utterly boneless under his skillful ministrations and the relaxing effects of the wine. 
Finished with one leg, he started on the other. Setting aside her empty glass, she closed her eyes, sank into the couch cushions, and enjoyed every nuance of his sensuous pampering, the heat of the cinnamon oil on her supple skin, and the silent tingling awareness building in her body and between them. 
Until she heard the soft buzzing sound of her vibrator. 
Her eyes blinked open, and she found Gabe holding the twitching phallus, examining it, intrigued by the shape and size. And judging by the enormous erection straining the fly of his jeans, he was a whole lot turned on by the possibilities inherent in the sex toy. 
A combination of excitement and startling uncertainty mingled within her. She wondered how far he'd go with her vibrator . . . and knew she'd given him carte blanche to use it wherever and however he wished. She'd done it to taunt and tease him, of course, but now the very real possibility existed that he'd call her bluff and use it on more than easing the tense muscles in her calf and thighs. 
But that's where he started, anyway, rolling the gadget against taut tendons, dabbling behind her knees, coasting over the muscles in her inner thighs .. . and she had to admit the pulsating pressure against her flesh felt incredible. And incredibly arousing. Liquefying her body from the inside out. Making her tremble. Generating a sizzling heat and dizzying need so great her blood roared in her ears and her nerve endings felt vibrantly alive and poised on the crest of a greater pleasure. 
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Biting her lower lip, she sought Gabe's eyes. His hooded gaze burned with equal intensity as he moved off the coffee table and settled closer, between her legs, using the width of his chest to keep her knees spread and her open to him. Slowly, he lifted the vibrator and caressed the outer swell of her breasts, then grazed the flickering tip across her rigid nipples, the fleeting touch as erotic as a wicked, illicit kiss. 
Lower, he explored, his bold, masculine features etched with uncompromising purpose and a darker hunger that made her shiver. He drew the vibrator down to her quivering belly, making her silk chemise dance and shimmer against her skin. With his free hand he bunched the soft material in his fist, drawing the hem up until her panties were revealed. Her knees automatically clenched the sides of his chest, but he merely leaned in closer, dominating her movements. He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply of her scent, his nostrils flaring at the combined essence of cinnamon and the damp evidence of her desire. 
Oh God.  The vibrator touched down once again at the elastic edge of her panties, leaving no doubt in her mind where his final destination would be. She trembled, the first stages of a mindless, shuddering orgasm pulling at her, willing to let the exquisite pleasure happen in all its glory and decadence. She could feel herself coming undone inside, unraveling physically as well as emotionally. Wanting, needing, craving everything she knew he could give her. 
Somewhere along the way she'd lost control of the situation and he'd gained the upper hand, and the realization shook her up. Just as the pulsing shaft grazed her mound, she grabbed his wrist, stopping his descent. 
He glanced up at her, his jaw tight with restraint and his gaze hot and earthy and unapologetically sexual. "You don't like the way it feels?" he asked, his voice low and rough. 
How to explain how exposed and vulnerable she felt at the moment? "It feels too good," she managed. 
It was as honest an answer as she'd allow. 
"That's not supposed to be a bad thing," he teased, his mouth tipping up in a beguiling grin. Letting go of the fabric in his fist, he splayed his hand on her smooth, bare stomach, adding a tantalizing pressure that stirred deeper desires. "Go all the way with the fantasy you started," he dared. 
Could she surrender to this naughty fantasy in front of him? Heat scored her cheeks and doubts got the best of her good-girl sensibilities. "Gabe ..." 
He interrupted her before she could fully object. "After all you've put me through these past two nights, don't turn shy and modest on me now, sweetheart," he chided gently. 
"Let me watch you come like this. Just give me that tonight. Please ." 
The soft, reverent way he said the word please melted away her reserve. And if she were completely honest with herself, she wanted the orgasm he promised, was wet with wanting, and already buzzing from the anticipation of experiencing the kind of all-consuming release he'd given her last night. But this time she'd tumble over the edge in a very wanton, shameless way. 
Before she lost the nerve, she released her hold on his wrist and whispered, "Go ahead." 
She expected him to pull off her panties and strip her bare, but he left her covered, which proved to be even more titillating and thrilling as the knob of the quivering phallus glided over damp silk, lightly stroking, slowly tracing the swollen, delicate folds of her sex. She gasped and shuddered from the Page 92
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feverish imprint on her sensitive flesh and the hot, possessive look in Gabe's eyes as they searched hers. 
Fearful that he'd see all the way to her soul and discover the depth of her feelings for him, she closed her eyes and let her head loll against the back of the sofa. She focused on the hedonistic pleasure radiating through her body instead of the selfless man who was giving , without asking for any satisfaction of his own in return. 
But the need she harbored for him was inescapable, and even with her eyes squeezed tight he was intricately woven into the fantasy unfolding in her mind. Then fantasy melded into reality when she felt his lips skim the inside of her thigh, his hot, moist breath wafting across her skin, and finally his tongue lapping her up like a piece of cinnamon candy. 
She couldn't contain the untamed groans that slipped from her throat. Another feathery sensation shimmered across the tiny knot of nerves and flesh between her legs, followed by the deeper, rhythmic stroke of the vibrator, his mouth, his tongue. Her mind reeled, and the combined sensations catapulted her into the most intense climax she'd ever had. 
Voluptuous tremors rippled through her limbs, and she cried out hoarsely as her fingers clenched the couch cushions on either side of her hips in an attempt to hold on to something . Her back arched as she came in an overwhelming rush of passion and desire, her entire body trembling, shuddering ... 
flying apart in the most glorious way. 
It seemed like hours passed before she could breathe normally again and bring herself to open her eyes and finally look at Gabe. He was still kneeling on the floor, watching her, a look of pure male satisfaction on his face when she knew he had to be in excruciating pain with his own arousal still raging. 
"You're incredible," he said, his voice deep and husky and filled with an abundance of honesty and emotion. "Absolutely amazing." 
A portion of her heart melted, a dangerous thing when she couldn't afford emotional involvement with this man. Not a second time around. 
She managed a smile and opted for humor. "And you certainly know how to give a good... pedicure." 
He laughed, the sound rough with shared amusement. "At least I'm good for something." 
"Oh, you're plenty good, Gabe MacKenzie." And almost more than she could handle. 
"I'm glad you think so," he said, winking at her. 
He stood, straightening up slowly, his burgeoning erection now eye level for her. She wondered what he intended, but he merely held out his open palm to her, and she placed her hand in his trustingly so that he could pull her up. Her unsteady legs wobbled and their bodies brushed, but he didn't take advantage of their close proximity. 
Gently, he pushed a stray strand of hair away from her cheek, the tender gesture at odds with the sexy grin that slashed across his features. "Same time tomorrow evening?" 
"Yeah, and another fantasy to fulfill." She ran her index finger slowly, seductively, down the middle of his chest. "And this time, you might just get lucky." 
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"Hmm, imagine that," he murmured. 
And he did ... all night long. 



Chapter four
A soft, distant voice invited Gabe to enter, and as soon as he stepped into Chloe's condo the next night and took in his surroundings, he knew he'd walked into a very provocative kind of seduction. After two nights of nonconsummated foreplay that had left him permanently hard and aching, he couldn't help but wonder what Chloe had in store for him tonight—fulfillment, or more sexual frustration. 
The entryway and living room were dim, lit only by a dozen strategically placed candles that filled his every breath with the distinctive scent of vanilla underscored with arousing cinnamon. The flickering flames cast shadows in the room and along the walls, adding to the stimulating and very alluring atmosphere. 
Hand still on the doorknob and his pulse registering the slow thrum of awareness flowing through his veins, he glanced around for Chloe but couldn't find her anywhere in the living room, though he knew it had been her who'd invited him inside. As he gave the ambiance another quick glance, the significance of this particular fantasy hit him, making him realize that the cloak of darkness was most likely Chloe's way of protecting her feelings and keeping her distance. The veil of obscurity was like a shield, keeping him from seeing all the emotions her expressive eyes couldn't conceal. 
After everything that had occurred between them last night he suspected she was feeling a bit threatened emotionally and needing the reins of their affair back in her hands. He'd give her complete control over his body, his heart, his soul even, if that's what she demanded. But he refused to let her hide from him in any way whatsoever. She might need the darkness to feel safe, to believe she was protected from his ultimate intentions, but he only needed to feel her passionate, candid response to him to know the truth... 
that she cared for him more than she was willing to admit. 
And it was that admission he sought. He had tonight and tomorrow to convince her that he needed her in his life and to make her realize that there had always been something more between them than just friendship, and now sex. Two more nights to gain her forgiveness and the love he'd forsaken six years ago, and he hoped like hell that she'd give him both. 
"Lock the door, Gabe." 
Chloe's soft, sultry voice wrapped around him, but he couldn't pinpoint the origin. He did as she requested, squinting his eyes as he waited for his pupils to adjust to the shadowy darkness. His nerves were on alert, anticipating how this latest scenario of hers would unfold. 
"Are we playing hide-and-seek tonight, sweetheart?" he asked, his tone low and sexual. "Because if we are, I have to warn you that I play for keeps." 
"You don't have to find me," she said somewhere to his left. "I'm right here." 
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He caught a movement as she stepped out into the open and the candlelight illuminated her slender body and the tempting sway of her hips. He watched her approach, looking like an ethereal vision in a white, gauzy blouse so sheer he could see the outline of her bra underneath, and a pair of white hiphugging shorts. The flames added golden highlights to the hair she'd left down, making the strands shimmer and dance with a life of their own. 
His stomach clenched and his groin tightened with unquenched lust. She stopped in front of him and pressed her hand against his chest, right over his rapidly beating heart, which he was certain she could feel through his T-shirt. This close, the cinnamon fragrance was hotter now, the incandescent sheen on her skin leading him to believe that she'd rubbed that exotic, delicious oil all over her body. 
A vixen smile curved her luscious mouth. "I want you, Gabe ... if you're daring enough to follow me into a night of decadent, forbidden pleasure." 
His eyes caught and held hers, and an equally wicked grin appeared on his lips. "You should know by now that I'll dare anything when it comes to you." 
"Perfect," she murmured, seemingly pleased by his promise. Gathering his shirt in her fist, she stepped back and pulled him until her spine flattened against the entryway wall and his body imprinted the length of hers from breasts to thighs. She lifted her mouth up to his, a breath away from a kiss, and whispered huskily, "Dare to be my lover. Dare to fulfill my wildest, most erotic fantasies. Dare to surrender all to the carnal side of pleasure." 
As if he'd say no to such a proposition. "Lead the way," he said, letting her set the pace, the tone, the direction of this intriguing seduction. 
She did . . . blowing his mind with a deep, silky, tongue-tangling kiss that skipped all coaxing preliminaries. Her mouth was soft and sweet, assertive and greedy, and he matched her unbridled aggression yet was acutely aware that this was her fantasy and she was the one in control of where and how far they would take this impetuous adventure of hers. So when she lifted his hand to the collar of her blouse, he didn't hesitate to follow through on her silent order to undress her. Except his big fingers fumbled with the small, slippery buttons of her blouse, and he growled in frustration against her lips. 
She pulled back, breaking their kiss. She was breathing hard, panting with need, and her eyes glowed with fire and passion. "Rip it off," she told him. 
He didn't think anything she could say or do would shock him, but this request definitely gave him a jolt of surprise. And excited him beyond reason. And in that moment, the meaning behind tonight's fantasy crystalized and made complete sense. In the darkness she could be naughty, more outrageous, more sexually explicit. Without the lights on and his features obscured in shadows, she could imagine he was a faceless stranger. 
But they weren't strangers, and no amount of pretending could change just how intimate they'd been with each other thus far. She was attempting to keep things physical between them, but what she didn't realize was that she was trusting him to be that faceless stranger, trusting him to fulfill her desires, yet keep the fantasy within the realms of reality. 
His entire body remained tense, and her chin tipped up a fraction, taunting him. And then he knew. 
She was testing his resolve, wanting to see how far he was willing to go, if he'd play the part she'd Page 95
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asked, if he'd go all the way and take her . Hard and fast and without reserve. He had no boundaries with her, just so long as she was a willing participant, too. 
Making his decision, he took a half step back, grasped each side of the flimsy material in his hands, and tore the blouse completely open with one firm tug. Those ittybitty buttons popped, hitting his chest, the wall, the floor. She gasped as the thin fabric shredded beneath his hands, and he stared at a white bra so sheer she might as well have worn nothing at all. 
He covered her lush breasts with his hands and bent his head, scattering warm, moist kisses along her cheek, her jaw, her throat, all the way down to the fullest part of her heaving breasts. Cinnamon flavor tingled on his tongue, and grew hotter with every taste of her skin, making him burn all the way down to his burgeoning erection. Dragging his open mouth across the generous swell of flesh, he tongued her stiff nipples and plucked at them with his teeth through the stretchlace material. 
She whimpered and thrust her hands in his hair, arching her back to accommodate him, his mouth. He continued paying homage to her breasts while his fingers skimmed down her belly to her shorts. He unbuttoned and unzipped them with ease, then slipped his flattened palms just inside and followed the waistband around to the small of her back. He shoved the shorts over her hips so that he could fill his hands with her silk-clad bottom and tilt her pelvis against his. He moved against her, grinding his rockhard sex between her legs, his movements slow, lazy, and precise. 
As soon as he heard that sexy catch to her breath that told him she was gearing up for an orgasm, he stopped, drawing out the anticipation, the hunger. For both of them. 
He lifted his head, connecting with her entranced gaze. 
In the soft candlelight he could see the flush of excitement on her skin and the blatant wanting etching her expression. His own heart thundered in his chest as he pushed her shorts down her thighs and long legs, and she kicked them aside. More stretch lace hindered his ability to touch her intimately, and he only hesitated a second before he ripped off the insubstantial panties and let the scrap of material fall to the floor at her feet. 
Widening her stance with his sneakered feet, he slipped his hand between her thighs and grit his teeth at the bounty he discovered. Christ, she was so hot, so slick and wet, her essence drenched his fingers the moment he touched her. But it wasn't enough, and he filled her first with one long finger, then two, while using his thumb to stroke her soft, swollen vulva. She was tight, her inner muscles clenching around his fingers, and he thrust them in a little deeper while imagining how her snug sheath would feel enveloping his aching cock. 
She sucked in a sharp breath and shuddered. Closing her eyes, she let her head roll back against the wall and licked her dry lips. "Gabe ..." 
There was more to that husky plea, and he wasn't about to make this easy on her when she'd been the one to issue the dare. "Tell me what you want," he said, kissing the corner of her mouth, coaxing her to state her desires out loud. 
The pulse at the base of her throat fluttered wildly as she swallowed. "I want... I want you on your knees in front of me." 
"I'm there, baby," he rasped and knelt before her, scattering kisses across her belly, dipping his tongue into her navel, inhaling deeply of her arousing scent, and finally replacing his seeking, gliding fingers Page 96
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with the heat of his mouth. Spreading her soft, pouty lips apart, he laved her with a slow, searing stroke along her cleft that made her moan and her legs tremble. He flicked the tip of his tongue over her clitoris, then drew the distended nub into his mouth, suckling her hard and strong. 
A shuddering breath escaped her, and he felt her hands moving restlessly in his hair, heard the mewling sounds of pleasure she made deep in her throat as he increased the pressure and friction of his tongue. 
She rolled her hips forward to give him better access and widened her legs even more, enabling him to delve deeper so he could indulge in the sweet honeyed taste of her as her climax pushed her over the edge. 
She screamed hoarsely, clawing wildly at his back as her entire body shook with the strength of her orgasm. Then her fingers twisted in his hair to pull his mouth away from the now sensitive flesh that pulsed beneath the press of his tongue. 
With one last defiant lick that made her whimper, he abruptly stood back up and fastened his mouth over hers, kissing her aggressively, giving her no choice but to accept the long, deep sweeps of his tongue as his lower body took up an ancient, gyrating rhythm against her mound. He was so hard for her, mindless with wanting, his groin throbbing, aching, craving her—a culmination of three nights of erotic foreplay and six years of imagining her just like this. 
A desperate hunger rushed through him, along with the primitive need to brand and possess her as his. 
With that urgent thought filling his head, with his taut body keeping hers pinned against the wall, he buried his face against her neck and groaned . .. and finally gave in to a dark, forbidden fantasy of his own. 
"I have to get inside you," he panted against her ear, his voice as raw, carnal, and emotional as the moment between them. " Let me fuck you." 
The explicit, unrefined plea escaped him before he could curb his choice of words, but much to his surprise, his frank request seemed to excite her. A delicate shiver rippled through her, her breathing deepened, and she gave him the permission he sought. 
"Yes,"  she whispered. 
He moved away from her for a handful of seconds, just long enough to yank off his shirt so he could feel her lush, naked breasts crushed against his chest when he took her, then unbuckled his belt. He jerked down the zipper and pushed his jeans just low enough on his hips to release the throbbing length of his penis. He shuddered, feeling triply erect and twice as thick as he'd ever been before. 
He glanced back up and found her leaning against the wall, taking in his size and length, her eyes heavylidded with passion and her expression a mixture of fascination and hunger. He closed the distance between them, sandwiching her between the wall and his hard, muscular body. His massive erection slipped between her thighs and nestled between her nether lips, and he was instantly surrounded by the sultry heat and dampness of her desire. She moaned softly, her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and he knew once he was inside her it was going to be a quick, fierce ride. "Wrap your arms around my neck and hold on tight," he ordered, his voice low and rough. 
She did as he asked, entwining their bodies more intimately than before. His hands smoothed over her bottom and gripped the back of her thighs. Then he was lifting her, spreading her legs apart and tilting her hips up to him. He pushed into her in one long, relentless thrust that had her sucking in a quick gasping breath, and him growling deep in his throat at how perfectly they fit together. Locking her Page 97
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legs around his hips, he forced his way deeper, until she was utterly impaled on his cock and it was impossible to tell where he ended and she began. 
He moved inside her, a slow, slick in and out glide that sent spirals of heat shooting up his spine. Her fingers clenched his shoulders, holding on tight, and her head fell back against the wall, her expression so incredibly beautiful and rapturous his heart swelled with indescribable emotions. He wanted this moment to last forever, but he was too overwhelmed with pleasure, too consumed by needs he'd denied for too long. 
His body instinctively picked up the pace of his thrusts, his movements rhythmic, wild, desperate. His mind spun as his climax built, hot and fast, consuming him, searing him from head to toe. He drove to the hilt one last time, and stiffened and groaned as his orgasm slammed into him in a whitehot rush of ecstacy that seemed neverending. 
Once the tremors subsided, Gabe carefully lowered her feet back to the ground, keeping her steady with an arm around her waist. He slipped from the warmth of her body, still semi-erect, and silently berated himself for letting their first time together, no matter how earthy and torrid, be so one-sided. 
His jaw tightened in self-reproach. He'd never meant to get so caught up in his own satisfaction that he left her behind. 
Determined to make it just as good for her, too, he gently pushed her torn blouse and bra from her shoulders, then lifted her limp body into his arms and carried her to the couch. He lowered her so that she was lying on the cushions, and admired the way the candlelight illuminated her body and cast a rosy-golden hued flush to her skin. 
Absently, she touched her fingers to the upper swell of her breast and looked up at him questioningly. 
He said nothing as he quickly peeled off the rest of his clothes so that there was nothing to hinder the sensation of flesh against flesh. Nothing to get in the way of him pleasuring her. 
Pushing the coffee table out of the way, he knelt beside the couch, and grasping her hips, he gently pulled her down to the carpeted floor with him. He turned her, positioning her so that she was on her knees and her upper body rested against the soft cushions. His gaze took in her spread legs and pert, slender bottom, upturned and ready for him. That quickly, that easily, he grew hard once again at the seductive image of taking her in such an erotic, primal way. 
Lowering his head, he pressed his open mouth to the small of her back and ran his tongue up her spine, covering the length of her body with his own until they were aligned from shoulders to thighs and his rigid sex glided across the silky, damp flesh between her thighs. 
A violent shiver rippled through her and she curled her hands into fists against the sofa. She looked over her shoulder at him, the brightness in her eyes underscored by a glimmer of uncertainty. "Gabe ..." 
"Shhh," he soothed from behind. Burying his face in her fragrant hair, he reached around and caressed her breasts in his hands, plucked at her nipples with his fingers, and smoothed a flattened palm down her quivering belly. "I'm not done with you yet. Just relax and go with the fantasy ..." 
She moaned when his fingers parted her folds, and sighed breathlessly as he slowly eased his shaft deep, deep inside her. His hips pumped against hers, slow and easy, and he stroked her swollen sex until she was rocking back against him, uninhibited and greedy, setting the pace and letting him know precisely what she liked. 
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Spearing his fingers through the hair at the nape of her neck, he wrapped loose strands in his hand, tenderly tugged her head back, and dragged his mouth across her cheek and along her arched throat. 
His lips blazed a trail up to her ear, and in the cloak of darkness, and in a rough, husky tone of voice, he whispered all the naughty, erotic things he'd like to do to her, the varied ways he wanted to make her come, and shared all the different, shameless ways he'd dreamed of taking her. 
Her eyes fluttered closed, shutting him and any emotional connection out at the last possible moment, and her lips parted on a soft, keening cry as her entire body began to quake. 
The convulsions started deep, an incredible rippling sensation that clenched and squeezed his cock like a tight fist. She sobbed his name, and the sound on her lips and the feel of her intense orgasm pulling at him triggered his own. And then he was swept away, lost in the heat and sensuality of Chloe, riding one long continuous crest of a shattering climax that left him lethargic and completely sated physically, but wanting more emotionally. . . like forever with this woman. 
After a few moments, he separated their bodies, lifted her back up to the couch, and stood. She lay there, spent and languid, a drowsy, satisfied smile on her lips. In the candlelight her gaze finally met his, and something she witnessed on his own face made her expression change, drawing forth confusion, uncertainty, and a wealth of vulnerability. 
He knew what she'd seen. .. love. He loved her. He'd carried the knowledge in his heart for years, since the first moment he'd laid eyes on her in high school. He just hadn't been able to embrace the feelings because he'd never felt worthy. Old insecurities died hard, but now, having finally come to terms with his past and the man he'd become, he was willing to risk everything for her. 
"Chloe ..." 
"The fantasy is over," she said, cutting him off, a touch of panic in her voice, as if she knew what was tumbling through his mind. As if she wasn't ready to hear what he had to say. 
Curbing the impulse to blurt out his feelings, he reached for his briefs and pants instead and quietly put them on. His shirt followed, along with his socks and shoes, and when he glanced back at Chloe a minute later he noticed she'd covered herself with the throw blanket that had been folded over the back of the sofa. 
Feeling distinctly uneasy, a whole lot frustrated, and not wanting to leave with this subtle tension between them, he clung to what had ultimately brought them together. The bet. And regardless of how complex this game between them had become, he owed her one last night. "About tomorrow night—" 
"It's all yours," she said softly. 
He blinked, not certain he'd heard her correctly, or what she really meant. "Excuse me?" 
"Tomorrow night is yours," she repeated huskily. With her hair tumbling wildly around her face, she pressed the blanket to her breasts, the barest of smiles brushing across her well kissed mouth. 
"Whatever you want, whatever you desire, whatever fantasy you want to fulfill. . . It's yours." 
Once again she'd thrown him off balance, made him wonder if she even realized the trust she was extending, and the implications of relinquishing her control to him. But he didn't question why , and he wasn't about to refuse such a generous gift and offering. 
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One he'd used to his advantage in every possible way. 
He grinned wickedly. "I hope you're into bondage." 
Her eyes turned a dark, velvet shade of green. "I can't say that I've ever been tied up for a man's pleasure, but I'm game." 
Oh, he hoped so. Except what he had in mind wasn't only bondage of the physical kind, but of the emotional variety as well, and by the end of the night he wanted her complete and total surrender. 
"I promise the pleasure will go both ways." Not wanting to shatter any of the illusions she'd created for tonight's intimate fantasy, he turned and left, leaving her in the same darkness in which the fantasy had begun less than an hour ago. 


* * *
 "Look what just came for you," Chloe's friend and co-worker, Anita, announced as she sauntered into her office with a huge floral arrangement in her hands. "Do you have a secret admirer you haven't told me about?" 
Chloe smiled and set aside the contract she'd been preparing for web site services. She knew without reading the enclosed card who'd sent the gorgeous bouquet of roses, tulips, and carnations. A tiny thrill fluttered in her belly. No man had ever catered to her every desire, need, and fantasy, and she had to admit that she liked feeling romanced and pampered by Gabe. All part of a bet, yes, but she'd enjoy the feeling . . . for one last night. 
"My lips are sealed," she told her friend. "That's why they call it a secret admirer." And Gabe was her very own sexy, private secret, one she'd share with no one. 
Anita perched her skirt-clad hip onto the corner of Chloe's desk and grinned at her. "Well, regardless of who the lucky guy is, I have to say it's about time you let a man sweep you off your feet." 
Chloe inhaled the fragrant scent filling her office, realizing that she'd foolishly let Gabe do just that. 
"It's just a temporary thing," she said, the brutal words causing an ache in her chest. "A fun, brief fling." 
"You sure about that?" Anita's light brown brows raised questioningly. "From the blissful look that's been on your face all week, I'd say you're further gone than you realize." 
Chloe knew that for a fact, and it was her own damn fault for letting her emotions intertwine intimately with the great sex she'd had with Gabe. "He's leaving to go back home to Chicago this weekend," she said, determined to put things back into proper perspective. "It can't be anything more than a temporary affair." 
Anita tipped her head, regarding Chloe speculatively. "Who are you trying to convince, me or yourself?" 
Her mouth creased with a teasing smile, but there was too much wisdom and knowledge in her hazel eyes. 
Anita's comment struck deep and lingered long after her friend left her office to get back to work. 
Leaning back in her chair, Chloe swallowed the tight, aching knot in her throat, wondering when a simple bet to finally get Gabe out of her mind and heart had become so complicated. And when had Page 100
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she started craving more . 
The answer came too fast, too easily. She'd never stopped wanting Gabe MacKenzie, despite the pain of his past rejection. Now he was more entrenched in her heart than ever, and in the quiet and solitude of her office she was forced to admit that she'd missed him for six long years .. . the easy comraderie they'd shared, their friendship, the underlying attraction and awareness that made her body buzz with excitement whenever she was near him. 
She'd been empty inside and lonely for too long. Now, with him, she felt fulfilled and joyous . . . yet there was no denying she'd experience that same vast emptiness once he left again. 
No matter her feelings for Gabe—then or now—he'd given her no other promises this week other than pleasure, which he'd given her in spades. By mutual agreement they'd embarked on an affair, which in itself implied temporary, and she'd walked into the situation with her eyes wide open. He'd given her exactly what she'd asked for, memories so erotic they threatened to singe her mind just thinking about them, and he'd obviously gotten what he'd come for, too. As he'd stated that first night at the poker game, he had loose ends to tie up, and those loose ends obviously included her. 
Funny how he'd selected bondage for tonight's fantasy. 
With a heartfelt sigh, she banned her tumultuous thoughts for now and reached for the small envelope tucked into the middle of the gorgeous arrangement. She retrieved the card inside and read the note Gabe had written in a bold, masculine scrawl: Be at my mother's house at 7 P.M., and bring a big
appetite. Love, Gabe. 
Love. Her heart leapt at the sentiment, and her thoughts tumbled back to the previous night and the intense emotions in Gabe's eyes after the second time he'd made love to her, how nervous and afraid she'd been that she'd say something to reveal her own feelings for him when she was so determined to be strong and in control of their affair . .. and her own emotions. Unfortunately, Gabe was one of her greatest weaknesses, and that was something she refused to let him know. 
Judging by Gabe's past actions, once this week was over he'd leave, return to his life in Chicago, and quite possibly never come back to San Diego since his mother would no longer live here. Nothing had changed in the past six years . . . except his apparent need to make up for the chance he'd lost on that long ago night up on the hill in Del Mar. And as she'd told him, she wanted the same thing, and she had only herself to blame for craving more now. 
She fingered the satiny petal of a rose, forcing herself to accept that unpleasant truth, and knowing that tonight would be the end of their brief relationship. 
She'd given Gabe tonight's fantasy to do with whatever he wished because she wanted to know and experience his deepest desires. Whatever happened between them tonight would be another sexual memory for her to tuck away and dream about when the emptiness in her felt too all-consuming. 
Ultimately, she'd enjoy the evening for all it was worth. She'd keep her emotions locked away, and after she enjoyed her final, glorious night in Gabe's arms, this time she'd be the one to walk away from him. 



Chapter five
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"I have to admit I'm very impressed that you made dinner tonight." Chloe waved her fork over the entrees on her plate and glanced at Gabe, the two candles he'd put on the table making the ends of her hair glitter like gold dust and her eyes glow a striking shade of green. "Filet mignon made just the way I like it, roasted potatoes with hollandaise sauce, and a spinach salad with hot bacon dressing. 
Absolutely amazing." 
He shrugged off her compliment as he chewed a bite of tender filet, though he was secretly pleased that she was enjoying what he'd selected for tonight's menu and appreciated the work he'd put into making everything just perfect for her. 
She'd arrived earlier, all smiles and a sassy, teasing attitude, but there was no mistaking the subtle reserve beneath her breezy disposition, a barrier that had been erected since last night. Physically she'd been accessible and responsive to the kisses and caresses he'd stolen before serving dinner, but she'd managed to keep those vulnerable emotions of hers confined. Protecting herself, he guessed. From him, and what he had planned for her tonight, their last night together. 
He didn't mind the steady stream of conversation because he loved talking with her about anything and everything, but no way was he taking this high-strung, anxious woman into the bedroom. Which meant he needed to figure out a way to make her relax and let down her guard a bit so she'd be more receptive to what was going to happen between them when they made love this time. 
For starters, he lifted the bottle of wine he'd left on the table and refilled her glass. "I really like to cook," he told her, and topped off his own wine as well. "So tonight's dinner was a pleasure to make." 
Her brows rose in surprise. "Really?" 
"Yep." He smiled at her. "I think too many years of macaroni and cheese, hot dogs, and Hamburger Helper made me appreciate a good meal, though I can't say I eat like this all the time. When you're cooking for one, it's much easier to toss a frozen dinner into the microwave." 
She laughed and nodded in agreement. "Oh, I hear you. And how did you know that I liked spinach salad? That was a risk to make, don't you think?" 
"Not at all." He speared a potato with his fork. "Do you remember what you were eating the day I saw you at that restaurant eating lunch with a friend?" 
She thought for a moment, then her eyes grew big and round in shocked disbelief. "OhmiGod, it was a spinach salad! That was over seven months ago. How in the world did you remember that?" 
"When it comes to you, there's not a whole lot I don't remember." He let her think about that meaningful comment as he lifted his hand and wiped away a smudge of sauce from the corner of her mouth. "Hollandaise sauce," he murmured, completely turned on by the way her eyes darkened at his touch. 
"Thanks." She glanced away and swiped at her mouth with her napkin, then focused her attention back on her dinner. "So, how is the packing coming along?" 
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Gabe recognized a switch in topic when he heard one. 
He also suspected her question was a calculated reminder of his brief stay in San Diego. "I'm almost done. Most of the boxes are sealed and ready to be shipped back to my place in Chicago." 
She chewed and swallowed a bite of meat. "Was it hard to pick and choose things to keep from your childhood?" 
"Yeah." An indulgent grin curved his lips. "My mom saved everything, and I'm a sentimental old fool. 
I found a whole lot of stuff I'd forgotten about and couldn't bring myself to part with." 
She tipped her head curiously. "Like what?" 
"Like a very old snapshot of my dad that I kept hidden away. It's the only picture I have of him. I'd forgotten about the photograph, and my first instinct was to toss it, but I decided to keep it instead." 
"Why?" she asked softly. 
"Because for the first time ever, I could look at his face and not experience all the hurt and resentment I'd harbored for him walking out on me and my mother." He shook his head, amazed at the revelations that had come to him over the years and had solidified this past week. "I finally realized that for a man who'd never been a part of my life, he was actually the catalyst for everything I did and tried to accomplish." 
Chloe pressed her hand to his arm in understanding. "You have nothing to prove to a father who was never there for you, Gabe." 
He set his fork on his plate, and lifted his wineglass for a drink. "It's taken me a whole lot of years to figure that out for myself," he admitted. He'd spent most of his childhood and part of his adult life trying to make something of himself, to prove to his deadbeat dad, Darren MacKenzie, that he'd managed to do well without him as an influence. That despite leaving him and his mother nearly destitute, they'd managed without his support. 
The accident with his knee had thrown his goals off course, and it had taken him too long to realize that all he had to do was accept himself and the choices he made in order to be happy. And he was happy... except for the one thing missing in his life. The love of a good woman. The right woman. 
Chloe. 
"What else did you find and keep?" she asked, bringing him out of his musings and keeping their conversation on track. 
"A lock box I'd made in wood shop my junior year, a few baseball cards I'd held on to, my first Playboy magazine, which your brother, Derek, gave to me on my seventeenth birthday." 
She laughed at that, the light, amusing sound fitting so perfectly into his life. 
"And of course I kept my high school football jersey, along with my very first football that my mother saved up to buy me for Christmas." 
A smile quirked her mouth. "You can take the man out of football, but you can't take the urge to Page 103
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play football out of the man, huh?" she teased. 
"Football was my first love," he admitted, but knew his life had turned out better than he'd ever imagined, despite that huge loss. "Actually, I kept that memorabilia because I'd like to think that maybe someday I'll have a son of my own who likes to play football." 
"Would you want him to?" 
"As much as I enjoyed playing the game, it would be his choice," he answered honestly. "I'd want him to do it for nobody but himself." 
Finished with her meal, she pushed her plate aside and studied his face for long moments. "You miss playing football, don't you?" 
Leaning back in his chair, Gabe clasped his hands over his stomach, prepared to share insecurities and weaknesses with Chloe that no other woman had ever glimpsed. It was time if he expected the same openness from her in return. 
"I did miss football, at first. It was all I knew and so much a part of me and my life for so long. It was also my way of escaping poverty and showing my old man that his son had grown up to be someone successful and important." 
She sat quietly, listening and not judging his reasons and youthful logic. 
"It was a difficult adjustment for the first two years after my knee forced me to give up a shot at pro football," he continued, "mainly because I had no idea what I was going to do with the rest of my life, or how I was going to make a decent living." 
She braced her elbows on the table, clasped her hands, and rested her chin on top. "You managed just fine, and landed right back on your feet as a sports agent." 
"Which took even more hard work and a whole lot of perseverance. And having contacts in the sports industry helped," he added, then finished off his wine. "Looking back on the past six years, though, I have to say that everything turned out for the better. I have a steady, if not hectic job that I enjoy, and I'm still a part of the game, but in a more behind-the-scenes kind of way. Now I see so many of my clients worrying about what they're going to do when their professional sports careers are over, and I'm so relieved and grateful that I've already been through that angst and I'm content and happy with what I'm doing." 
"I'm glad to hear that," she said, her tone soft and sincere. Absently, she ran the tip of her finger around the rim of her wineglass. "So, what's left to accomplish in the life of Gabe MacKenzie?" 
He shrugged nonchalantly. "What every man wants." 
"A carefree, bachelor life filled with wild women and lots of hot sex?" she asked flippantly before he could explain what he meant. 
Inwardly, he flinched, but he suspected her playboy image of him helped her maintain an emotional distance. 
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feelings for her when she wasn't ready to accept the truth. He had the rest of the evening to convince her otherwise. 
No doubt she expected tonight to be all about hot, wild sex and believed she knew exactly what he wanted from her. But she didn't have a clue. What he desired went far beyond sating immediate carnal longings. He craved the love of a good woman. A lifetime commitment to a soul mate. A family to come home to. And he ached to share that with her, a woman who'd once been one of his best friends and was now his lover in every sense of the word. 
Unfortunately, she wasn't ready to face what was between them, not when her defenses were a mile high. It was obvious to him that while she might trust him with her body, she didn't trust him with her heart. Not that he could blame her for being wary, considering his past track record with her. Which meant he still had his work cut out for him before he moved things to the bedroom. 
Abruptly she stood and reached for his plate and utensils and stacked them on top of hers. Before he could say anything more, she'd disappeared into the kitchen, leaving behind a silence he felt all the way to his bones. Thrusting his fingers through his hair, he blew out a harsh breath, shook off his frustration, and joined her with a handful of dirty dishes he'd cleared off the table, too. 
He came up beside her and set the serving bowl and their empty wineglasses in the sink, and she cast a quick glance and smile at him before redirecting her gaze to scrubbing a platter. "How about you clear the table, and I'll rinse everything and load the dishwasher?" she suggested. 
Sensing her need to regroup, he didn't argue. "All right." 
It remained quiet between them as he made a few more trips back out to the table, and by the last round into the kitchen he had to curb the impulse to take her right where she stood, up against the counter, and show her how much he wanted her, adored her, loved her.. . and wanted that intimacy with only her. No one else. But considering her own state of mind, using barbaric, caveman tactics to sway her would only make her retreat further, and that was something he refused to allow tonight. 
Once they were done and the kitchen was spotless, Gabe grabbed a big bag of M&M's, and tucked her hand in his. "Come on," he coaxed, leading her back out to the living room. "Let's move on to the second phase of my fantasy." 
He sat down on the couch next to her and used the remote to turn on the TV and VCR. The cassette tape he'd slipped into the unit earlier whirled to life. 
Her brows puckered with a confused frown. "Your fantasy is to watch a movie with me?" 
"It's just part of my fantasy," he clarified, making sure she realized there was more to come. 
She glanced back at the TV, then at him, her expression tentative. "Umm, what kind of movie are we going to watch?" 
"Not the kind you're thinking," he said, and chuckled. "I don't need porn to get hot and bothered and worked up for sex. You do that to me easily enough. I picked out a romantic comedy I thought we'd enjoy watching together." He showed her the VCR box so she could see the title of the movie. 
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he'd intended. "Not many guys I know would willingly sit through a chick flick." 
"I didn't think you'd appreciate a blood and guts kind of movie. Kinda kills the mood, you know?" 
Leaning against the far end of the couch, he pulled her into the crook of his arm and settled the bag of candy-coated chocolates on his lap. "But don't think that you're getting off easy," he said, grinning wickedly into her upturned face, "because I want you to handfeed me the M&M's." 
She laughed, breaking up any last traces of tension between them from dinner. "I think I can handle that." 
For the next hour and a half Gabe cuddled Chloe in his arms while she kept him supplied with chocolate, which he shared with her as well. They laughed at all the humorous antics and scenes keeping the protagonists apart, and she sighed wistfully when the guy finally got the girl in the end. 
By the time the credits rolled, she was snuggled close to his side and completely relaxed, making it easy for him to shift their positions so that she was beneath him. His body was half on top of hers and he stared into her soft, slumberous eyes. 
She rested a hand on his shoulder and trailed her fingers down to his chest. "Did you enjoy that part of your fantasy?" 
"Yeah, I did." He lowered his head and tenderly kissed her lips, her jaw, her neck, loving the scent and taste of her. "There's something incredibly satisfying about spending a quiet evening with a beautiful, sexy woman and having her all to myself." 
She moaned as his tongue touched the sensitive spot just below her ear. "And now that the movie's over?" she asked breathlessly. 
He met her gaze again, seeing the want and need reflected in the depth of her eyes. The same kind of hunger that flowed hot and molten through his veins. "I want to make love to you." 
Her palm slid lower, to the waistband of his jeans, and she fumbled with the top button, her intentions unmistakable. "Out here, on the couch?" 
He shook his head and gently stopped her advance, though he was rockhard from the thought of her taking him in her hand. "I don't want something fast, hard, and quick." Tonight was about more than satiating mutual lust. It was about intimacy, emotion, and devotion, and by the time he was done with her she'd know how it felt to experience all three. "I want you on a nice soft bed so you'll be comfortable and I can take my time and do as I please to every single inch of you." 
Moving off her, he stood and held out his hand, helping her up, too. Then he led her down the short hallway to his boyhood room. He turned on the dresser lamp to illuminate the room, refusing to make love to her in the dark. Tonight, there would be no hiding for either of them. 
He brushed back silky strands of hair from her cheek. "You've been in this bedroom before," he told her. 
Her perplexed gaze took in his stark furnishings—the same double bed and secondhand dresser he'd grown up with. Then she shook her head. "I've never been in your bedroom before." 
"Yeah, you have," he refuted, and allowed a slow, sinful grin to lift his lips. "You've even been in my bed. 
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Naked." 
She opened her mouth to deny that claim as well, and he pressed his fingers to her lips to quiet her. 
"As a teenager, I spent so many restless nights in that bed, thinking of you, kissing your lips, taking your breasts into my mouth and imagining what it would feel like being buried deep inside you. You were the cause of every wet dream I ever had." 
Her breath caught at his explicit words, her expression equally stunned that he'd coveted her for so long. 
"I've wanted you for what seems like forever, Chloe," he murmured huskily. "Years and years that seemed so empty without you in them. So tonight, you're fulfilling a huge fantasy of mine and finally making it a reality." 
She swallowed, and an uncertain smile appeared. "I hope reality lives up to the fantasy," she said, her tone more serious than teasing. 
He framed her face in his big hands and stroked her cheeks with his thumbs. "Sweetheart, it already has," he reassured her, and pressed his mouth to her lips, which automatically parted for the hot sweep of his tongue. 
Cupping the back of her head, he kissed her long and slow and deep. Endless, rapacious kisses that chased any lingering doubts from her mind. Their mouths parted ways only to help each other strip off their clothes, but always returned to continue where they left off. Once they were both completely naked, Chloe's hand curled around his rampant erection, caressed him from base to tip, and he groaned low and rough into her mouth. 
She broke their kiss and stared into his eyes. "I want to taste you," she whispered. 
He wasn't about to refuse her request, not when it was something he wanted just as badly. "I'm all yours, honey." 
She pressed her damp, open mouth to his collarbone, his chest, and licked and nipped at his nipples while her palm cradled his penis and her fingers squeezed and stroked the length of him. She worked her way lower, scattering hot, wet kisses on his belly and followed the line of his hip with her tongue, all the way down to his groin. She settled on her knees in front of him, and he glanced down at her, taking in the silky hair that tumbled around her shoulders, the thrust of her breasts, and the dark raspberry hue of her aureoles as they brushed his thighs. 
She teased him with a soft, swirling lap of her tongue over the swollen head of his cock, and he visibly shuddered, completely at her mercy. "Chloe," he groaned, the word a plea. 
She tipped her head back to look at his face. This time when she smiled, it was pure seduction. 
"Is this part of that fifteen-year-old fantasy, too?" 
He pushed his fingers through her hair and tangled the soft strands around his fist. "Oh, yeah. 
You're welcome to make it come true." 
She opened her mouth and took him inside, as much of him as she could, and the reality of having her pleasuring him this way was so much better than he'd ever imagined. Her lips enveloped his shaft, suckling him, and her tongue pressed against the pulse throbbing along his hard length as she Page 107
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took him deeper still. 
Incoherent sounds of need rose into his throat, and he shook with the force of the desire she'd incited. 
His stomach muscles clenched and his sacs tightened, warning him that it was only a matter of a few more strokes and he'd come hard and fast. And that's not what he wanted just yet. 
With his hand still fisted in her hair, he gently urged her back up, and she came willingly. Lashes at half mast and a sultry, gratified smile curving her mouth, she licked her lips, and he nearly lost it right then and there. Within seconds he had the covers pulled down and her pushed back onto the bed and centered in the middle of the mattress. He straddied her waist with his heavy erection sliding against her belly and reached for the bright red silk scarves he'd stashed beneath one of his pillows earlier. 
"I take it this is where you tie me up," she said, glancing at the bonds he'd produced. 
"Yeah." He ran one of the scarves along his palm and through his fingers, taking his time and increasing the anticipation. 
She eyed the feminine article in his hand. "Tell me you didn't borrow them from your mother's room." She looked worried and embarrassed at the thought. 
"Nope." He grasped one of her hands, lifted it above her head, and tied her wrist to the wooden post on the headboard, then did the same with the other. "I went out and bought them today. I figured they might come in handy in the future." 
She stiffened beneath him, and her eyes flashed with a hint of begrudging envy. He could only guess that she was thinking of him with other women. Good, he thought with a private smile. A little jealousy never hurt in a man's attempt to influence a woman to want him even more. 
He gave her bonds one last tug to make sure the scarves were secure, but not hurting her in any way. 
Satisfied with his work, he took a moment to drink in the sight of her— naked, long-limbed, and blessed with generous, feminine curves. 
She shifted restlessly under his scrutiny. "You look like you're about to devour me." 
"Oh, you can bet I will, sweetheart," he drawled, and set out to fulfill that promise. 
It was a night that allowed for no inhibitions, and he spent the next half hour worshiping her body with his fingers, his mouth, his tongue, leaving no part of her untouched. He branded her with the glide of his erection along her taut breasts, her soft stomach and sleek thighs, and discovered erogenous zones with his mouth she didn't even know she possessed. With slow, teasing foreplay he brought her to the peak of orgasm repeatedly, until she was begging, trembling, and pleading for release. 
She strained against her silken ties as his mouth drifted once again over her belly, and she panted from the exquisite sexual tension thrumming through her body. "Oh, God, Gabe, please ... make me come.  " 
Knowing he'd made her wild enough, he moved lower and gave her body what it ultimately craved. 
She was swollen, pink, and wet, her female flesh glistening with desire for him, and he covered her with his mouth, grazed her cleft with his teeth, and swirled his tongue against the nub of her clitoris. 
Her stomach quivered, her thighs clenched against his arms, and then she was unraveling and screaming as an intense orgasm raged through her. 
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While she recovered, limp and boneless, he reared up and untied the scarves, freeing her, then pushed her thighs wider apart with his knees. Settling between that warmth and softness, he moved over her so that they were finally face-to-face. Holding her gaze, he sank into her welcoming heat in one long, smooth thrust. The thrill and perfection of being sheathed inside her made him shudder. 
Her hands were all over him, sweeping down his back and grasping his buttocks to urge him deeper. 
Her hips rolled, undulating eagerly against him, and he tightened his jaw to keep from giving in to the temptation to make love to her hard and fast, as she seemed to want. 
Grabbing her wrists, he held them down at the side of her head and pinned her squirming, gyrating body with the length of his. "Ms. Chloe," he managed in a low, gruff tone of voice, "this is my fantasy, and I'm gonna dictate the speed, so you might as well settle in for a long, slow ride." 
Her lashes fluttered closed on a protesting moan that vibrated against his chest. 
"Look at me," he said, refusing to let her retreat now, after everything they'd just shared. "Don't shut me out. Not now. Not tonight." Not ever. 
She opened her eyes slowly, gazing up at him through a heavy haze of passion. And that's when he saw the emotion he'd been waiting for... a longing that wrapped around his heart and touched his soul. 
He did his best to touch hers in return. "I gave you romance with flowers, a candlelight dinner, and a romantic movie," he murmured, moving slowly, lazily within her. 
"Now it's time to make our own fireworks." 
The implication and intimacy of his words registered in her eyes, but she didn't deny what he was asking for. Instead, her body embraced his, met him stroke for stroke and matched the pulsing rhythm he set. And then they were both falling, tumbling together in a burst of brilliant heat and scorching passion. He watched her come for him, with him, as his own orgasm crested. The intensity of the moment stole his breath, made his pounding heart skip a beat, and utterly drained him. 
Long minutes later he moved off her so he didn't crush her with his weight, and she automatically scooted closer, cuddled up to his side, and smiled up at him. "That was incredible.'" 
He smiled back and kissed her temple. "Yeah, it was," he agreed, still recovering from the encounter. 
Resting her head on his shoulder, she draped an arm over his stomach and slipped her slender leg between his as if they'd been sleeping together for years. She felt so good and right snuggled next to him, and he finally had her right where he wanted her... in his bed and in his arms. Tomorrow morning would be soon enough to hash out the past and plan their future. 


* * *
 Chloe awoke before the break of dawn, with Gabe cuddled up to her from behind. His face was buried in her tousled hair, his warm, even breath caressed her shoulder, and a heavy arm kept her back secured close to his chest. While her body was replete and sated from a night spent fulfilling provocative fantasies, her emotions were in tatters and Gabe was far from being purged from the deepest recesses of her soul, as she'd hoped. 
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If anything, the past four nights had entrenched him more deeply into her heart. She'd witnessed a kind and caring man who'd grown up with a wealth of insecurities, but had managed to make something of himself despite all the obstacles thrown in his way. She'd experienced tenderness and an intimacy with him she'd only dreamed of finding for herself, and he'd given her a wealth of sensual, erotic memories to take with her. 
So why did she feel so empty and cold deep inside? 
Because it was over. The painful thought caused a swell of aching tears to gather in her throat, and she resolutely swallowed them back. Gabe had paid his bet in full, as well as tied up his loose ends with her, and in a matter of days he'd be returning to Chicago. She'd gotten exactly what she'd bargained for, and the last thing she wanted was to face an awkward morning-after scene with him. 
She'd leave him a brief note, slip out of the house quietly, and end their affair with as much dignity as she could muster. And with no guilt or regrets for either one of them. 
More tears threatened to fall, and she shifted next to Gabe, doing her best to slip from his embrace without waking him. He sighed deeply in his sleep and turned onto his back, freeing her to move off the mattress without disturbing him. Quietly, she grabbed her clothes from the floor to put them on in the living room, and stopped at his bedroom door to look at him one last time. 
He looked so peaceful in sleep and overwhelmingly sexy with the covers slung low on his hips and one bare, muscular leg exposed. The urge to return to bed and make love to him one last time was strong, but she forced herself to turn around and be the one to walk away this time. 
Unfortunately, she'd be leaving her heart behind when she left. 


* * *
 Gabe blinked his eyes open with a start, glanced over at the empty side of his bed, and instinctively knew that Chloe had snuck out on him. A note lying on the pillow beside his confirmed his suspicion: Your bet is paid in full. Have a safe trip back to Chicago. Chloe. 
"Shit,"  he muttered. Tossing the piece of paper aside, he flopped back on the bed in frustration. He glared up at the ceiling, wondering how in the hell she could doubt the depth of his feelings for her after everything they'd shared last night. 
But he knew the answer to his own question—after his past track record, she feared him leaving again. Didn't trust him to stick around for the long haul. Didn't believe he wanted her for anything more than scratching a six-year-old itch. 
She couldn't be more wrong. He'd given her up once, and he refused to do so again. This time he wasn't about to leave for Chicago without confronting her with the truth about what he truly desired. 
Their bargain wasn't even close to being paid in full when his demands included a lifetime commitment. 
A faint sniffling sound from the living room caught his attention and jumpstarted his pulse. Was Chloe still there? Driven by the hopeful thought, he scrambled out of bed and yanked on the pair of jeans he'd worn the night before, zipping them up but not bothering to fasten the top button. He padded quietly down the hallway, stopped at the entrance to the living room, and found Chloe bending over Page 110
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by the couch to pick up the sandals she'd left there the night before while they'd watched the rented movie together. 
She slipped the pair on her feet and swiped her fingers beneath her eyes, wiping away the moisture dampening her cheeks. His heart twisted in his chest and he had to forcibly resist the urge to go to her and take her in his arms ... He wouldn't take such liberties with her until she invited him there. 
She reached for her purse, and he spoke before she could grab the leather bag. "Going somewhere?" 
he asked, his voice still raspy with the remnants of sleep. 
She spun around, her eyes big and round and puffy from crying, and looking as though she couldn't decide whether to stay rooted to the spot or bolt. True to the Chloe he'd grown to love, she stayed put and her chin lifted mutinously. "I... uh, just thought it would be best if I was gone when you woke up. No sense us dealing with an uncomfortable goodbye." 
He leaned against the wall and crossed his arms over his bare chest. "You're assuming I want to say goodbye." 
"Saying goodbye is inevitable, and we both know it, so why make things any more difficult than they need to be by stringing it out?" 
He shook his head, openly discounting her logic. "Haven't you listened to a word I've said all week?" 
he asked, his low, calm tone contradicting the uncertainties he couldn't shake. "I want you, Chloe." 
"You've had me for four nights," she refuted, her defenses in place. 
"I want you,  " he clarified, and pushed off the wall so he could close the distance between them. 
"And four nights doesn't even come close to what I have in mind for us." 
She stared at him, her wariness apparent. "You want to have a long-distance affair?" 
He stopped in front of her, but didn't touch her. Yet. "I can't say that appeals to me, but I'll take you whatever way I can have you." 
Her gaze narrowed and her mouth pursed with annoyance. "Why are you doing this, Gabe? You got exactly what you came for. You tied up your loose ends in San Diego, so don't make this any harder than it already is for me." In a huff, she paced away from him, but turned back around to finish her tirade. 
"Dammit, you're the one who walked away six years ago and we both made up for lost time these last four nights, but it's over . You're free to go back to Chicago and resume your life, and I'll do the same here in San Diego." 
He inhaled a steady breath, wondering if he'd ever be able to heal the devastating hurt he'd inadvertently dealt her that long ago night. He was willing to spend a lifetime trying to make amends, if only she'd let him. 
"What if I don't want things between us to be over?" he asked, refusing to give up on her, on them. 
"What if I want what we shared this week to be the beginning?" 
She shook her head jerkily, causing her disheveled hair to swirl and shimmer about her shoulders. 
"It's not enough," she whispered, the words escaping on a note of anguish. 
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His entire body tensed, and knowing he had nothing left to lose, he laid his soul on the line. 
"What if I tell you that I love you?" 
More tears flooded her eyes, and she valiantly blinked them back. "Don't mess with my emotions, Gabe." 
His heart squeezed tight. "Sweetheart, after this week, how can you even doubt the way I feel about you?" he asked gently, sincerely. 
"Because I thought you cared once before and you walked out of my life without looking back or giving me a second thought." 
He felt as though she'd punched him in the gut, deservedly so for the emotional upheaval he'd put her through. Once again he moved closer, and when she didn't step away he reached out and caressed his thumb along her taut, stubborn jaw. 
"Ahh, Chloe, I'm so sorry about that," he murmured. "More than you'll ever know. I swear there isn't a day that goes by that I don't regret the way I handled that night up on the hill, but I was so damned confused and the last thing I wanted to do was cause you any pain, and I did that anyway." 
"Why, Gabe? Why did you leave and not contact me again until now?" She searched his face for answers. "I have to know." 
He nodded sagely. "Yes, you deserve to know everything." He rubbed at the back of his neck, hoping and praying that she'd understand and accept his reasons. "When I came home six years ago I was still recovering from my knee injury and I knew my career as a professional football player was over. The goals I'd worked so hard toward, all the years of training and single-minded determination to make it to the big leagues, gone. And all the insecurities I felt growing up came flooding back, and all I could think was that I was never going to claw my way out of the poverty that had been my way of life since I was a kid." 
She continued to listen, and he went on. "I wanted you so much that night, but I knew I had no right to make love to you, not when my life was such a mess and I had no idea what was in store for me or how my future would turn out. I believed you deserved to find someone who could give you everything I couldn't." 
"What gave you the right to take that decision and choice away from me?" she asked, a thread of anger vibrating in her voice. 
A wry grin tipped his mouth. "I thought it was for the best. Sort of like you thinking it best to sneak out on me this morning without saying goodbye." 
She bristled, ignoring his attempt at humor. "So, you came back, intent on seducing me and making up for that night up on the hill?" 
"Yeah, something like that. I've always made goals for myself and set out to achieve them. You've always been an unattainable dream for me, and I need to finish and solidify what's always been between us." 
"I think we accomplished that this week." 
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He shook his head. "That's not what I mean." Unable to find the appropriate words to explain, he decided to give her viable proof of his intentions from the very beginning of their affair. "I have something to show you. Stay put," he told her, and headed back into his bedroom. 
He returned seconds later with a folded piece of paper in his hand, which he held out to her. 
She eyed the note, but didn't take it. "What's that?" 
"Don't you recognize your stationery?" he asked, tipping his head. "It's the personal, private bet I put out on the table during our last poker hand. I want you to read what it says, Chloe." 
Tentatively, she plucked the note from his fingers and read the message he'd written as his bet. 
" 'Be mine forever,' " she read, then looked up at him, her gaze shining with hope and the need to believe. 
He cupped her cheek tenderly in his hand and gave her all the proof she needed to trust in him. 
"For six long years I couldn't stop thinking about you. I couldn't stop loving you, and I was finally willing to take a risk to have you in my life. I deserve you,  and I'm so damn lucky that some other guy hasn't snatched you up before now. And just for the record, I'm not letting you go again." 
A smile wavered on her lips. "No man I dated ever stood a chance against you, Gabe." 
"What are you saying?" He held his breath as he waited for her to answer. 
"You've had my heart since the moment I met you." She swallowed hard and clutched his note to her chest. "I love you, Gabe MacKenzie." 
An overwhelming wave of relief made him shudder. "Be mine forever, Chloe. In every way. As my best friend. My lover. My wife." He brought her mouth to his and kissed her softly, reverently. 
"Marry me.  I need you in my life, in my future." 
The misty longing in her eyes made his heart soar, as did her joyful reply. "Yes." 
He secured their promise with a long, deep kiss that left them both breathless and aroused. "Come back to bed with me," he urged. "Let me make love to you, and this time wake up in my arms, right where you belong." 
She sighed. "I'd like that very much." 
They made their way back down the hall to his bedroom in between kisses, caresses, and the removal of their clothes. 
"We'll make a relationship work whatever way we need to," he said as he stripped her dress and bra off and ran his hands over her breasts. "And we might have to do the longdistance thing until I settle everything in Chicago and find a new agency to work for here in California." 
She caught his head just as he lowered his mouth to taste her puckered nipples, and brought his gaze back to hers. "You would do that for me?" 
"I would do anything for you," he said, and meant it. "I don't want to take you away from your family, and I want our kids to grow up with their grandparents and uncles nearby. I'm ready to Page 113
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come home, Chloe." 
Smiling, and with her heartfelt emotions shining in her eyes, she gave him a light shove, toppling him backward onto the bed. He grabbed her around the waist, taking her with him, and they rolled on the mattress until she was on top and he was sprawled beneath her. She peeled his jeans off, straddled his thighs, and reached for the red scarves on the nightstand. 
She fluttered the strip of silk across his belly and swirled it around his erection, her expression mischievously wicked. "Hmmm, after everything you put me through the past six years, I think you need to grovel and beg just a little bit more." 
He groaned, prepared to do just that. By the time she had his wrists secured to the bedpost and her soft hands and damp mouth had traversed the length of his body, he was harder than a spike and delirious with wanting her. 
"Ride me, Chloe," he pleaded in a raspy tone of voice, needing a deeper, more intimate connection with her. 
"Make me yours." 
With a shivery sigh and desire etching her beautiful features, she impaled herself on his heat and took him to heights he'd never known before. With her heart, body, and soul, she sealed their future, surrendered her love, and welcomed him home. 
...And When They Were Bad
Donna Kauffman



Chapter One
His woman had smooth, tanned skin, flashing eyes that said "make me," a confidant attitude that assured him it would be worth his while . . . and a body simply begging to be licked. All over. 
She was waiting. Just for him. For his tongue, his lips, his hands, fingers . . . and every other part of him. She was here, at Intimacies. And for the next two days she would be his. 
All he had to do was find her. 
"Mr. James, sir?" 
Cameron turned to find a young man dressed in what apparently passed for a club uniform—low-slung tropical swim trunks and a white muscle tank with the club emblem stitched over the heart. White teeth gleamed against a deeply tanned face; he was relaxed, fit, and exuding vitality. The epitome of what Page 114
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Cameron had come here to discover in himself. The guy with no worries, the guy looking for a good time. The guy looking to discover his inner wild man. 
If he had one. Dear God, he hoped he did. 
Cam cleared his throat. "Yes. Sorry for the delay. I had a meeting—" 
"Not a problem," the young man assured him with a smile that invited him to leave the pressures of the real world behind. If he only knew the magnitude of that invitation. 
"I'm Brian," he said, offering his hand. "The Jeep is right this way, sir." 
Cam shook his hand, then they both ducked against the wind coming off the private seaplane propellers as it scooted away from the dock, heading back out over the crystalline waters in preparation for takeoff. 
Goodbye James & Son Industries, Cam thought, taking Brian's silent invitation to heart. Goodbye
divorce lawyers, goodbye IRS agents, goodbye rehab therapists and defense trial lawyers. 
Goodbye Cameron James IV, perfect son, perfect husband, perfect company man. 
"Mr. James?" 
He turned back to the young man waiting to escort him to Intimacies, the new private club tucked away on its own island in the Caribbean. "Call me Cam," he instructed and hefted his soft leather bag over his shoulder. 
Because he'd been delayed leaving Atlanta, the sun was already setting on his first night. He wondered now why he hadn't just canceled the meeting with his dad's latest team of defense lawyers; they wouldn't win an appeal anyway. His dad was guilty as hell and as far as Cam was concerned should sit right where he was, paying his debt to society. He should have flown out first thing. He should have ditched the stop by Rosewell to talk to the latest in his mother's endless line of rehab specialists. All of whom gave her the attention she craved, none of whom would ever help her, as she had no plans to ever help herself. 
He supposed he should be thankful he hadn't heard from Claire's legal team, although after their last settlement, he expected she'd be busy spending his money for at least the next several months. But none of that mattered here. 
The closer they got to the club, the more he felt the various and numerous shackles of his life falling off, like so many rotted shingles. He'd spent his entire life doing what was best for others, being there for them whether they deserved his loyalty or not. For the next two days ... and nights, he was going to do only what pleased himself. 
Intimacies promised every sort of hedonistic delight a man—or woman—could think of... and several more they'd never dreamed of. He planned to explore every one of them. 
As they bumped over the dusty road, Cam ducked as the occasional palmetto frond or other tropical undergrowth fanned into the truck. "What's on tap for tonight? Or have I missed all the fun?" 
"Did you receive the club itinerary?" Brian asked, then waved a hand. "Never mind. I'll run down the list." 
He shot Cam a wide grin. "And no, you haven't missed anything. The fun is just getting started." 
Cam returned the grin. "Fill me in." 
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"There was a welcome reception earlier. As you've probably read in the brochure, the island is divided into two sections: clothing banned and clothing optional." He said it matter-of-factly, with no emphasis on either. 
Cam hadn't really given the options a lot of thought. He supposed he'd just go with what felt right. 
"We have a main dining lodge," Brian continued, "though there are other smaller, more intimate places to eat around the club grounds as well, each with their own theme. The main lodge is the one place where guests from both sides of the club can meet and mingle. Minimal dress is required there"—he grinned again—"but not all that strictly enforced. Which works out okay, since it gives those considering switching sides a chance to test the waters, so to Cam honestly tried to imagine wandering around among strangers buck naked and couldn't summon the image. He had no problem imagining everyone else doing it, however, and smiled to himself. So maybe he'd test some waters himself. After all, that was why he'd chosen to come here. Who knew, he could be naked and loving it by morning. 
"The main lodge is surrounded by a lagoon with bars set up on both sides in the water," Brian went on. 
"There are recreational huts on the beaches and themed bungalows in other various spots on the club grounds. During the day there are organized sports activities listed for each hut. At night..." He laughed. 
"Well, there are sports activities as well, but of an entirely different nature. The bungalows are available at any time, as long as they're not occupied .. . unless of course the inhabitants don't mind company." 
He glanced at Cam. "You're welcome to join in as many club activities as you wish, or none at all. It's up to you what kind of vacation you wish to have here." 
Cam's imagination exploded and his body responded willingly to the carnal visions that filled his mind. 
Oh, he planned to participate all right. 
"The hot tub relay starts in about forty-five minutes," Brian offered. "The mango body race is on then, too. You can watch or wade in. Whatever feels good, that's the club motto." 
Cam wondered how the board members at the newly resurrected James Industries would feel if he introduced that as the new company motto upon his return. New CEO, new company name, might as well have a new motto. Then Brian was whipping the Jeep around a circular drive lit with tiki torches and pulling up in front of a large, round building with a faux thatched roof. "Main lodge," he announced. "I can check your bags for you and you can pick up your key later if you'd like to dive right in. We have you staying in the Cherry Wild bungalow on the other side of the grounds. Anyone at the desk will be glad to direct you there personally whenever you're ready." 
"Fine," Cam said, distractedly. Two women and one gentleman had just exited the building. The man was wearing a narrow strip of wildly colored cloth tied around his hips, just barely covering himself. 
The women were less modest, wearing only a scrap of lycra on the lower half of their bodies and nothing at all on top. Cam immediately noticed—and approved of—their lack of tan lines. 
"Hey, Brian," one of the women called out. "You in charge of the body puzzle tonight?" 
Brian flashed a grin. "You bet. See you there?" 
Both women laughed. "We're voting you captain of the Tab Team," one said with a wicked grin. 
"See you later," the other said, and gave a little wink and wave. 
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All three quickly disappeared around the side of the building and Cam climbed from the Jeep. 
Brian already had Cam's bag. "I'll send this to your bungalow, Mr. James. Cam," he corrected himself with a smile. "There's a list of tonight's events on the board next to a big map of the club right inside the main hall." He pointed to the path the others had taken. "Right down there, around the back. Have fun!" 
"Thanks," Cam said and waved as Brian disappeared into the main building through doors that silently whooshed open, then shut behind him. The brief wash of cool, conditioned air felt good .. . but he didn't want anything as civilized as that tonight. He wanted to feel the heat, the humidity, cling to his skin. He wanted to feel vital, earthy, animalistic. 
He was halfway around the building before he stopped and looked down at himself with a rueful smile. Oh yeah, you're a wild man all right.  Here he was at the premiere private club, whose brochure beckoned their guests to leave all their civilized ideals behind ... and he was wearing trousers— perfectly pleated and cuffed—a white linen shirt expertly tailored for his broad shoulders ... and a silk tie. A goddamn silk tie. 
He debated heading back inside after Brian and going to his bungalow to change clothes. But he didn't want to postpone the start of his hunt a moment longer. So he yanked off the tie and stuffed it in his pocket, then untucked his shirt and unbuttoned it, rolling the cuffs up his forearms. His designer leather shoes were kicked into the bushes, his socks and belt following shortly thereafter. He rolled his pants up to his calves and continued down the path, enjoying the feel of the smooth stone path, still warm from the day's sun, on the soles of his feet. Then he caught sight of himself in a small, glass-surfaced lagoon and sighed. He stuffed his glasses in his other pocket and raked his hand through his hair a few times. 
There. Not exactly a wild man. But not exactly Cameron James IV, good guy, either. 
"Now," he murmured as he returned to the path, "where are you, my wanton partner in sin?" 
His first impression of the main lodge was that it wasn't the thriving Mecca of bacchanalia he'd expected it to be. But it was interesting all the same. And stimulating. 
Narrow tables filled with all kinds of fruits, juices, and finger foods wound their way around the sinuous design of the place. Small tables were tucked into curved alcoves, while round tables were placed here and there, beckoning larger parties to make themselves at home. Lush tropical foliage filled the nooks and crannies and draped over the backs of the alcoves, heavy with brightly colored blossoms whose fragrance mingled with that of the abundance of food being offered. The effect was heady, sensual. .. almost insisting that one partake of the bounty being offered. 
There were people everywhere, though due to the clever design of the place, it didn't look at all crowded. At the core was a gleaming mahogany bar that snaked around in a circle, with smooth, tanned leather stools lined up along the outside. Next to it was the map and huge board Brian had mentioned. It was hard to miss as the activities had been chalked in hot red, bright yellow, neon green. 
Cam shook his head, thinking of the dry erase board in his staid meeting room. He used black markers, and on rare occasions, blue. He made a mental note to invest in bright green and hot red. Maybe even tangerine orange. 
A nervous laugh caught his attention and he swiveled his head from the list of activities to the bar, where a young woman sat between two fairly beefy guys. 
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It was apparent from the first glance that she was even more of a fish out of water than he was. Her artificial blond hair had been piled artlessly on top of her head, her eye makeup applied with a tad too heavy a hand, her lips too glossy. Pink flamingo earrings hung heavily from her tiny lobes, stretching them downward in a not-too-flattering way, but worse was the colored shell necklace she wore that dipped down into her pale white cleavage. Cleavage that had apparently only been achieved with the help of a superhuman Wonder Bra along with the tropical blouse that was tied tightly just beneath them. Even with all the help, there was very little spilling out of the unbuttoned silky shirt. Not that this had deterred her companions. 
"Come on," said one of the men, "just let me undo that knot." He fingered the thick knot of silky fabric just below her breasts. 
She laughed nervously and took a too-big sip of the obscenely large tropical drink that sat on the bar in front of her. Leaning forward caused what little nature had given her to be pushed almost beyond the bounds of the contraption she'd strapped them into. Both of her companions made no attempt to hide their overt appreciation of the display. 
The one man continued to finger the knot, his hand splayed across the smooth white skin of her stomach. "Come on, honey. Just undo this one little knot, then we'll take you over to other side. 
You'll love it. Promise." 
The other man leaned in and whispered something in her ear that turned her pale-as-pearl skin bright pink. 
She tried to laugh as she swatted at him, but Cam saw her swallow nervously. .. and take another lunging sip from her curly red straw. 
"What can I get you?" 
Pulled from his observations, Cam turned to find a young deeply tanned woman on the other side of the bar. She had a red flower tucked behind one ear, a cascade of thick, dark hair, a welcoming white smile, and just enough bright yellow and green material tied around her voluptuous body to cover what needed covering ... and make him want to rip it off her. Now this was more what he'd had in mind. 
He moved closer to the bar. "What do you recommend?" And are there more women like you who
happen to be guests?  Even the way she moved aside and gestured to yet another smaller chalkboard listing the club specials was sinuous and inviting. Her hips were wide, her waist impossibly tiny. Her breasts, barely covered, sat up perfectly without any wires or unnatural support. They'd fill his hands and then some. And those hips, the way she moved them .. . 
"See anything you like?" 
Cam had to bite back a grin, mentally shaking his head. He was thinking like a randy teenager. But then, as a teenager he hadn't had time to think randy thoughts. He'd been too busy taking care of his mother, whose "spells" had become rather frequent at that point. And when he wasn't doing that, he was studying so he could graduate the top of his class, just as Cameron James numbers one through three before him had done. And then had come Harvard Business School, then working for his father, and finally marrying the perfectly bred corporate merger wife. Of course, that had been followed by dealing with his father's federal embezzlement trial, his mother's latest relapse, discovering his wife in bed with both her tennis instructor and Missy, her doubles partner, all the while holding the century-old family company together as the IRS tried to tear it apart. 
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No, he'd never had time to be randy. But where in the hell had being the good guy gotten him? 
"I don't suppose the club employees do much mingling with the guests," he ventured. 
She smiled and leaned against the bar, her manner relaxed and very inviting. His body stirred with an instant R.S.V.P. 
"There are rules," she said, then shifted a little closer as she softened her voice. "But at Intimacies, rules are made to be broken." 
"Are they now?" Cam responded, shifting his weight and leaning on the bar. Could it really be as simple as this? 
"You might be able to help me out then, as that's exactly what I came here looking to do." 
He was interrupted by a little shriek, followed by masculine laughter. Unwillingly, he shifted his gaze back to the pale blond woman. One of the men had successfully undone the knot and she was clasping both hands to her breasts, easily covering them with her small palms. 
"Now, now," she scolded with a laugh, trying for all the world to sound as if she could handle the situation she found herself in when it was obvious to anyone paying attention she'd long since gotten in over her head. 
Cam knew he should just turn away. After all, she was a grown woman who wouldn't be here unless she wanted thiskind of attention. She was on her own. He'd left his white knight membership card at home. He turned back to the bartender, whose sexy green eyes were all but devouring him. She fingered his collar. "Nice." 
He could have told just how nice, but he was more interested in getting out of his clothes than discussing where he'd had them tailored. "Thank you. Interesting outfit you have on there. Very ... 
provocative." 
White teeth flashed, her full lips curving in a knowing smile. She was quite probably a half a dozen years younger than his thirty-two, but probably just as capable of making him not care. 
"I'm glad you're .. . provoked," she said. "Have you decided on your drink order yet?" 
He shook his head slowly. "Too busy trying to decide if I could actually undo that knot on your hip"—he held her gaze and went for broke—"with my teeth." 
Dark pupils shot wide and she licked her lower lip. Heaven have mercy but he wanted to taste that lower lip. 
Another squeal punctured the intimate cocoon he was weaving around them. 
The bartender looked over at the woman at the same time he did. She sighed, but quickly smiled at him. "Let me take care of this." 
Cam noticed that one man was nibbling the blonde's earlobe, while the other was busy trying to explore what lay beneath those hands, almost white-knuckled now in their attempt to keep their Page 119
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
protective shield up over her breasts. Then someone else came up to the bar asking for a drink and Cam swore under his breath. "I'll handle it," he told her, thinking that he'd do whatever it took to break up the unfortunate threesome while his wanton fantasy island barmaid fixed a few drinks. Then he could return and set up a rendezvous with her when her shift was over. Maybe they'd have their own private mango bodyrub race. 
As with most things in his life of late, however, events didn't exactly go as planned. 



Chapter Two
Allison Walker clutched her breasts as if they were life rafts. 
Of course, it came as no surprise, given their size, that she was sinking fast. 
"Really, Todd, you're too cute," she said, wriggling away from him and the tongue he was presently sticking in her ear. Unfortunately, this only served to move her more deeply into Oscar's personal space. Octopus would have been a better name for the guy. She smiled up at him. "You have such big hands," she said, trying not to grit her teeth, "I can barely breathe." She scooted backward, but the stool refused to scoot with her. And to move the stool meant removing one or both of her hands, which wasn't going to happen. She'd had visions of exactly this sort of scenario happening since she'd gotten the Intimacies brochure. Two men, vying for her affections. Two men, willing to do whatever she commanded of them. 
Of course, in her fantasies, she'd been turned on by all this. As it turned out, reality wasn't all that arousing. 
She shrieked in surprise when Todd the Tongue suddenly nipped her earlobe. "I can do that to your nipples," he breathed into her damp and not throbbing ear. 
Not in this lifetime,  she wanted to say, but part of her commitment to herself this week included handling just this sort of situation . .. and not running away. Again, she'd sort of hoped she wouldn't have wanted to run away. Screaming. Any screaming she'd imagined had had to do with multiple orgasms. Multiple partners optional. 
She wriggled free once again and tried to laugh in a way that told these two men that she was totally in charge of this situation. Somehow, looking at the gleam in both of their somewhat bloodshot eyes, she didn't think she was pulling it off. 
She'd only been at the bar fifteen minutes and already she had men wanting her body. This should be cause for celebration. The only thing men had ever desired before was her knowledge of computer technology. 
It was the blond hair, she thought, and the makeup. And the clothes. None of which cried "Allison Walker, nerd." Judging by the men she'd attracted however, she was forced to admit that instead of saying "wanton, powerful woman looking for strong, confidant man" her new look apparently screamed "bimbo in search of immature losers." 
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The night had barely begun, though. Best to cut her losses. Fast. She smiled at Tongue, then at Octopus as she carefully shimmied off her stool. "Well, guys, the hot tub relay is about to begin, and I promised Bruno I'd be his partner. Maybe we can catch up later on." Like in my next life. 
"Thanks for the drink." Of which she'd had far too much. Her head swam a bit as she stood unsteadily on her too high slingy heels. The sarong wrap mini skirt had wedged up almost to her fanny by the time she got off the stool, but she hardly cared at this point. 
"Bruno?" Todd asked skeptically. 
It was the best she could come up with on a screaming-orgasm-fogged brain. "You've probably seen him," she said, trying to back between the stools, still covering her breasts with her hands. "About six-five, three hundred and twenty pounds? Shaved head, tattoos?" 
Todd said, "Never seen him," but Oscar laughed and said, "That's okay, sweetheart, Todd and me can take him. Come on with us." He got up and took her by the elbow, almost dislodging her death grip on her left boob. 
"No, really. I promised," she said, trying to exude confidence despite her growing concern. 
Todd leered then. "And you always keep your promises, right? Like your promise to come back to us later tonight?" He took her other elbow. "Why don't we just escort you up to the hot tubs and tell Brutus you're otherwise engaged. We have Bungalow Three reserved a bit later." 
"It's Bruno and— What's Bungalow Three?" She probably shouldn't have asked, but the question was out before she could think better of it. 
"Leather Lounge," Oscar said, almost salivating. 
Leather? In all this humidity? How uncomfortable, she thought, not to mention slippery. "Well, I'm sorry, but I really have to—" 
Both Todd and Oscar tightened their grip on her arms. "Come on, babe, it will be fun. You'll like being tied up. Trust us." 
Tied up? "No, really," she said, knowing she sounded nervous now. 
"It's what you need, to build your self-confidence," Todd assured her. 
"I have plenty of self-confidence," she stated, tugging back as they tried to tug her toward one of the shadowy paths exiting the bar area. 
Oscar and Todd laughed, which both hurt her feelings and made her mad. She did have plenty of confidence. When it came to computer circuitry and running a soon-to-be Fortune 500 technology business, anyway. When it came to being a sexual creature, desired by the opposite sex.. . well, okay, so her self-confidence level was somewhat lower. Okay, okay, nonexistent. 
But she was doing something about that by coming here. And if she had misfired a bit in her approach, so what? The bait had worked, even if the catch was going to be thrown back. Her look still needed a bit of modification; she could accept that. What she could not and would not accept was these two behemoths pawing at her one second longer. 
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"One hour in the Leather Lounge and you'll be spitting fire," Todd assured her. 
"And whipping up a frenzy," Oscar agreed with an eager laugh. 
She yanked her arm free, angry enough now that she barely realized she'd also freed her right breast. 
"The only thing that's going to be whipped is your—" 
"I beg your pardon, gentlemen, but I believe the young lady has made it clear she has other obligations." 
Allie spun around, intent on telling whoever was trying to help her out that she could deal with these morons herself, but somehow the words got all tangled up in her throat. He was an Adonis. All smooth skin, golden eyes, and hard, all-business jaw. His white shirt clung to his broad shoulders, his trousers hung carelessly around his narrow hips. His feet and calves were bare and somehow a tremendous turn on. The way he stood there, solid and in control, yet relaxed and apparently unconcerned, spoke to her. Something about mixing business with pleasure, she thought as her gaze drifted back over his flat stomach to his tightly held jaw. 
Hmm, not so relaxed after all. In fact, now that the sensual fog was clearing from her brain, she realized he was irritated. And if she wasn't mistaken, that irritation extended beyond the gruesome twosome behind her ... to her. Well, what had she done except get hit on by two slobbering idiots? It wasn't like she wasn't trying to extricate herself from the situation. 
"I can take care of this," she informed him a bit coldly, "but thank you for your concern." 
"Yeah, butt out," Oscar added. "We were just having a bit of fun here." 
"I'm not sure the young lady shares your definition of fun," he said smoothly. 
Too smoothly. Something about his tone irked. "I'm not sure you know the meaning of fun," she muttered, deciding the world was filled with jerks, even ones that looked like gods, and she was a magnet for all of them. 
He turned that molten look at her. It was the only thing hot about him, though. "Excuse me then, I'll leave you to dealing with this yourself." 
It was clear he'd never wanted to interfere in the first place—so why had he?—but when Todd stepped up and breathed on her neck, making it clear he wasn't the least bit ready to relinquish her, she suddenly decided Molten Man was the lesser of two—make that three, she amended when Oscar closed in—evils and stepped after him. 
"Perhaps you could show me where the hot tubs are," she said brightly, moving so that he now stood between her and the two men. 
"Brutus failed to give you directions?" 
So he'd been listening in on her conversation as well. She didn't know what to make of this guy. Was he into voyeurism or something? Of course, if that had been the case, he'd have only had to follow them to Bungalow Three to get a real eyeful. She shuddered and decided it was better to eat some crow with him than eat. . . God knows what in Bungalow Three. "Listen, if you get me out of here, I'll buy you a drink later, or whatever," she said under her breath. "I really appreciate it and I'm sorry Page 122
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I wasn't more receptive to your help earlier. It's just that, I came here with the idea that if I can run a boardroom, I should be able to—" 
"I'll take you to the hot tubs, okay?" he cut in, obviously impatient and just as obviously not remotely interested in her personally. 
"Fine," she said, stung. "And it's Bruno," she muttered as he hustled her toward the door. Allie glanced over her shoulder and sighed in relief as she spied Oscar and Todd already slithering over to another unsuspecting pair of women who'd just come into the bar. "I hope they like leather." 
"Where are the hot tubs anyway," Molten Man asked, not paying any attention to her. 
"I can take it from here," she said, stepping away from him, thinking it figured that just standing near the guy made her nipples hard. Why was it the ones she was attracted to never even saw her? "Thanks again. Sorry to inconvenience you." 
He looked back and also saw that Todd and Oscar were now deeply involved, then gave her a quick nod. "No problem. But you might want to rethink what you're advertising if you aren't really ready to go to market." 
She'd already figured that out, but hearing it from him brought back all the feelings of inadequacy that had driven her here in the first place. "I'll take that under advisement," she told him evenly. 
Her sharp, businesslike tone earned her a momentary surprised look, then he nodded and turned back down the path to the bar. 
"And if you ever figure out how to have fun, the hot tubs are right up there," she said, knowing she shouldn't have given in to the jab, but his indifference just pushed one too many of her buttons. 
He looked back, then followed her gesture to the ceiling of the main lodge. 
It gave her some level of satisfaction to see the momentary shock cross his face. So, he wasn't so indifferent as all that after all. 
She walked away and left him staring at the glass-bottom hot tubs that formed the roof of the hut. 
She remembered her own shock when she'd realized that the ceiling wasn't some kind of moving mosaic. From her one glance, it appeared that the banned side had taken over the tubs tonight, she thought, stifling a giggle. 
She wanted to turn and see if he was still staring at the scene above . .. and if it was having any other effect on him other than shock, but it was at that moment she realized that the entire time she'd stood there with him, delivering her lines with such frosty aplomb, she'd completely forgotten she'd been bared from the waist up. 
She flushed hotly and quickly hooked the front clasp of her super bra and tied up her blouse, then hurried on her way. The body puzzle game was starting soon, which gave her about twenty minutes to work up her nerve to join the Slot Team. 
She wasted a minute wondering if Mr. Good Deed would ever consider joining the Tab Team, then quickly shut down that path of speculation. She was no more interested in his type than she was in Tongue or Octopus. Okay, so she was interested in his body type. But it was exactly his kind of Page 123
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attitude she'd suffered from all too often. The "she's smart and brainy in the boardroom, so she must be boring or frozen in the bedroom" attitude. And she knew it didn't help matters any that she had few curves ... and even fewer notions about how to use what little she did have to her best advantage. She'd been too busy earning multiple degrees to get much practice in college, and now there simply weren't many willing partners available to experiment with. 
She'd hoped that here, thousands of miles away from that boardroom, she could find out what it was she needed to do to spark things up a bit in her bedroom. She was as committed to being open to new ideas, to trying new things, stretching her personal boundaries, expanding her comfort zone, as she was to making her company one of the most successful firms in Silicon Valley. 
So what had she gone and done? Turned down her first offer to try something really new. 
"Leather Lounge, huh?" she murmured to herself, thinking maybe, just maybe, she should at least go and give it a look. But not with Octopus and Tongue. 
Images of Molten Man tying her up with thin leather straps stopped her dead on the path. She'd never even fantasized about being tied up. So why did the mere idea of him leaning over her, securing her wrists— Dear God she was wet just thinking about it. 
She looked behind her, back toward the main lodge and the bar. Should she go back there? Do whatever it took to make herself more visible to him? 
She looked down at her hastily knotted shirt and gave a rueful snort. "Oh, you've already been about as visible as you can get with him." Short of stripping off her sarong-style miniskirt anyway. And somehow she doubted that would have him swooning at her feet either. 
Maybe she'd get lucky during the Body Puzzle, she told herself, sending one last lingering glance down the path. Besides, she wanted a guy who knew how to have a good time. And even more importantly, how to show her how to have a good time. Somehow, she thought Mr. Good Deed might have as many hangups as she did. Not a good match. 
"Tell that to my wet panties," she muttered as she hurried to Lagoon West. Hurrying anywhere in the stupid mules she'd decided to wear tonight proved a fruitless endeavor. She'd picked them hoping they'd show a flare of calf, but she suspected all they showed was her lack of coordination in anything higher than a sensible one-inch heel. Finally she kicked them off altogether. Then she undid the knot, readjusted her pump-me-up bra, and buttoned her shirt properly before tucking it into the sarong skirt. 
There wasn't much she could do about the skirt. Or the hair, or the makeup. She did unfasten the dumb earrings and necklace she'd bought on impulse at the airport and hooked them around the strap of her heels. 
Maybe she should just observe the Body Puzzle tonight. Observe the women who played it, how they dressed, what they did to attract the opposition. 
"No," she decided instantly. She hadn't come here to be an observer. She'd had twenty-nine years, three hundred and six days of observing. Before she turned thirty she was going to discover her inner slut. Or at least her inner multi-orgasmic self. Okay, even a singular, mind-altering orgasm would be worth the three-day all-inclusive club fee. 
She took a deep breath. Okay. Slot Team, here I come.  Come hopefully being the key word in that
phrase,  she added, yanking down her skirt again and adjusting her wonder cups. Then she laughed. 
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She might have a ways to go on the orgasmic thing, but if she was lucky, by the time this night was over, she'd have at least discovered her inner Slot. 



Chapter Three
Cam's wanton island maiden had already become deeply involved breaking rules with two other guys by the time he'd returned to the bar, so he'd opted to set off down a path and enjoy whatever scene he stumbled across. 
Which didn't explain why his thoughts continued to stray back to the silly blonde. Only, in their brief time together, he'd already figured out she wasn't remotely the airhead he'd assumed her to be. He wondered why she'd chosen that getup, what she'd been after. It certainly hadn't been being pawed by two men. So what was she doing here? 
"And why do I care?" he murmured. She wasn't what he'd come here to find; in fact she was the antithesis of his dreamed of wanton island woman. Slender, pale, with no discernible curves and clearly at a loss as to what to do with the ones she did have. Perky nipples, he'd give her that, but he was looking to have his senses overwhelmed here, and for that he needed a woman who called to his animal instincts. A woman who could only be described as lush, bountiful, sensual. The blonde—or whatever her natural shade was—wasn't any of those things. 
He was still trying to imagine her up in hot tub heaven. His lips quirked as he imagined her talking herself into being the only one in her own tub. All things considered, she'd probably be safer that way. 
He rounded the bend in the path only to find himself at a crossroad. There was laughter mixed with gasps of pleasure coming from his right. He stepped in that direction, only to freeze when he heard the shriek of nervous laughter coming from the opposite direction. 
He knew that nervous laugh. 
He groaned and shook his head. You're not going to do this . More gasping and moaning just down the path in front of him. Another squeal behind him. She got herself into whatever she's into now,
she can get herself out. Go for the pleasure moans,  he told himself, but somehow his feet were already carrying him in the other direction. 
He'd just take a peek, he told himself. So he wouldn't be distracted by wondering just what she'd gotten herself into this time. Probably it was nothing; probably it wasn't even her. 
It was her. 
Cam stood stockstill on the path, trying to assimilate the scene before him. It had taken him a moment or two with the glass-bottomed hot tubs to believe what he was seeing. But this— He supposed he should have read the chalkboard before leaving the bar, if for no other reason than to prepare himself for the kinds of games they played here. 
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blonde was the only one left half naked. There were some thongs and bikini briefs on some of the other participants, but for the most part it was a sea of naked flesh covered in what looked like mango pulp. 
And his blonde was smack in the middle of it. 
After a moment or two of study, he began to get the gist of the "game." It was a relay of sorts, where you had to pass an overripened mango from one teammate to another, without using your hands, or teeth. He supposed the first team to complete the relay won something, but none of the six or so teams seemed too concerned with that at the moment. Whenever a mango was dropped to the plastic—and by now quite slippery—mat, another was given to the beginning team member and they started again. 
Several of the team members had come up with rather . . . ingenious ways of passing their fruit, he noticed. 
She was in the middle of the third line, about four deep in her team. Literally smack dab in the middle of all the chaos. It went without saying that the lineup was manwoman, man-woman. Somehow, she'd ended up man-woman-man-man. Three men were trying very hard to, well, pass her fruit. Mango juice sieved all over her pale flesh. Her shirt was glued to her skin and her various contortions had shoved her skirt up to her hips, revealing a startling pair of hot pink panties with a big red pair of lips curving across her surprisingly shapely little fanny. He found himself fighting a smile. He also found his body stirring. 
Which was ridiculous. Not that the scene wasn't erotic. Some of the women out there would have been right at home in a centerfold layout. •
So why wasn't he watching them? 
She slipped then, and two of the men "accidentally" slipped with her. The mango was on her stomach and the men weren't giving up on the relay. One man tried to tuck the mango under his chin, which had the fortunate side effect of pushing his face right into her breasts. He took his sweet time trying to capture the soft piece of fruit. Her other teammate was urging him to push the fruit between her breasts, breasts he was helpfully holding and pushing together to form a trap of sorts. The third teammate jumped in—literally—at this point and straddled her legs, which were thrashing around as she squealed hysterically under the ministrations of the other two. Her hands were trapped beneath the men and she bucked and gasped as they continued to have their merry way with her. 
Cam found himself getting more than a little aroused, which made no sense. She was apparently having a great deal of fun, which was fine for her, but forcibly holding a woman down and having his way with her had never been high on his list of fantasies. In fact, it wasn't on the list at all. But there was something almost... primal about watching her squirm beneath their joint attentions. Not that he wanted to join in. If he were ever of the mind to try something like that, he was fairly certain he'd want to be the only man in the scenario trying it. 
And yet, he couldn't take his eyes off her. There were other couples in far more sexually explicit contortions, several of whom had long since forgotten about the mango and, for that matter, the race altogether. They were far too busy licking juices off one another . .. among other things. 
But his gaze kept going back to her. Maybe it was the shrieks. The men were laughing with her and no one appeared to be doing anything they weren't all enjoying. He should go back down the other path now and investigate the source of those pleasure gasps and moans he'd heard. But just then her head reared up, and despite the squeals of what sounded like delight, what he saw in her eyes was fullblown panic. 
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were plenty of club employees— pleasure directors he'd discovered they were called, P.D.'s for short—observing the action. All she had to do was call out and one of them could rescue her. 
Her head thrashed wildly from side to side, her wide eyes searching for something—someone? A P.D. 
maybe? She opened her mouth, perhaps to call out, but it was immediately claimed by the man now on top of her, who'd finally rolled the mango up beneath their joint chins. Her face was blocked from him then, but the way she bucked and kicked told him she was not as willing a participant in this as he'd thought. He doubted her partner—partners, actually—had any clue. If he hadn't seen her eyes, he wouldn't have known either. And he knew they weren't interested in what her eyes held as much as what the remnants of her super bra did. 
He should call one of the directors. It was the sensible thing to do, then he could go on with his night. 
So why, a moment later, he was the one wading into the fray, was beyond him. Two P.D.'s were on him immediately, genially pulling him back, all smiles as they told him he'd have to go join in at the end of the line. He tried to tell them he didn't want to play, that he was trying to help someone. 
"Sir, we're sorry, but if your girlfriend chose to play, that's her prerogative. You know the rules. 
You'll have to discuss it with her when it's over, but you can't disrupt the—" 
He yanked his arms free. "She's not my girlfriend. I don't even know her! I just noticed she was in trouble—never mind." He was only a foot or so away at that point, so he lunged and was on top of the man on top of her a second later. He tried not to think about the mango juices now ruining his linen shirt. He managed to slide the man off her, using one bare foot to dislodge the man holding her legs and a good forearm to the chest to get the third one off of her. 
"Hey, dude, what the hell—" 
"You can't just—" 
"What the—?" 
But he didn't care about the spluttering men, or the P.D.'s. Suddenly he realized that now he was the one directly on top of her. She was still thrashing, still thinking she was the main course in the mango buffet line. 
"Hey, it's okay. Stop. Stop!" 
She paused just long enough to focus on his face. "You!" 
Mango squished along his stomach. He grimaced. "Yeah, it's me." 
She stopped thrashing and the P.D.'s finally gave up and redirected her other partners back to the game. Cam barely paid them any attention. 
"We really have to stop meeting like this," he said. 
"I don't believe I asked you to meet me anywhere, much less"—she squirmed a bit—"like this." 
His body responded sharply to the feel of her beneath him. Must be all that slippery skin. Anyone would react. "I just saved you from being made into a human smoothie and you act like—" 
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"Like a woman who didn't ask to be saved?" 
"Anyone could see you needed saving." 
"But only you thought it appropriate to barge into the middle of the game and ruin it." 
"Ruin it?" A quick glance proved that her teammates had indeed found another mango and a far more willing participant and weren't wasting any time passing their fruit. "Hardly," he said, looking back down at her. "In fact, I don't think anyone's even noticed." 
For just a brief second, something flickered in her eyes. Such a pale, pale blue, he noticed. And what he'd seen in them had been .. . hopelessness. Resignation. 
She squirmed again. "You're heavy," she said pointedly. "Would you mind letting me up?" 
His body jerked again as she rubbed against him, but he wanted nothing more than to dislodge himself from this melee and go back to being the captain of his own destiny. Which he was determined would have nothing more to do with hers. But instead he found himself staying right where he was, in the midst of fruit-flinging insanity, saying, "You had three men on you moments ago and you weren't complaining." 
"It's—not the same." 
"Why? Because I'm actually focused on you and all they were focused on was copping a feel? And maybe a lick or two?" 
Her eyes widened for a moment, then narrowed. "I could have handled them." Her jaw set. "With both hands tied behind my back." 
Visions of her tied up, with rivulets of thick mango juice running all over her creamy white skin, of him licking up each trickle, making her thrash and buck and shriek, only this time with no doubt as to whether she was enjoying it or not, exploded into his mind, completely uninvited. 
Something of those thoughts must have registered on his face, because her pupils shot wide and she went completely still. And then he was leaning down, to do what, he had absolutely no idea. At the last possible second, she turned her head to the side and very quietly said, "Please. I want to get up. Now." 
It was that very quietness that had him moving off her. He was on his feet, helping her up, before he could assimilate the knowledge that in that split second before she'd turned her head, what he'd seen in her eyes hadn't been panic. Or hopelessness. Definitely not resignation. 
What he'd seen was desire. A bright, microsecond burst of want, before she'd shut it off, turned it aside. 
Turned him aside. Why? And, again, why did he care? 
They both slipped and almost lost their balance as they gripped each other's forearms for support—
slimy as it was—and made their way through the melange of sticky bodies. 
As soon as she got off the mat and regained her footing, she let go of him. She pushed back her hair, which now hung in loose, mango-covered ropes around her head and squared her partially bared shoulders in an attempt, he supposed, to retrieve some semblance of her dignity. 
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"I suppose I should thank you, even if I didn't really need the help." 
He fought a grin, another nonsensical reaction. He'd come here looking for passion, lust, wild monkey sex. And instead, he'd spent his first couple of hours playing Good Samaritan. And it wasn't even appreciated. His grin surfaced then and he shook his head. 
"What's so funny?" Then her lips quirked and she gave in and laughed. 
It was the first real laugh he'd heard from her and the difference was remarkable. For all her pale skinned, non-curvy, basically unnoticeable type self, her laugh was fullbodied, rich, and infectious. 
She motioned to how they both looked and said, "I take the question back." She looked at him again, a bit of sparkle in the depths of those eyes now. "And I'm sorry for being such a snot back there. It's just... I came here hoping to learn more about myself and I'm discovering that's hard enough without..." 
She glanced away, then after taking a breath, looked back at him and finished. "Without someone reminding me every other minute just how incapable I am in the first place. I mean, I'm incredibly capable of a lot of things. But this"—she waved blindly behind her—"doesn't appear to be one of them." 
He started to respond, though he had no idea what he'd have said, but she waved him silent. 
"Listen, you're a nice guy and obviously were just trying to help me out of the jams I seem to have a special skill for landing myself in here. It's refreshing, especially after tonight, to know there are still nice guys left out there. But I know doing good deeds can't be why you came here. I'm sure you're here to have a good time and I'm just as sure you didn't plan to have that good time with someone like me. So—and don't take this the wrong way—please stop saving me, even if it's only from myself. I need to do this my own way, even if it lands me in over my head. Deal?" 
Cam simply stared at her. A nice guy. Apparently he wasn't having any more success achieving his goals here than she was. "Why do you say that?" When she looked confused, he clarified, "That I didn't come here looking for someone like you." 
She smiled again, this time more ruefully. "Let's just call it a well educated guess. You didn't look exactly thrilled at having to rescue me the first time. Now I've managed to ruin your good clothes, to boot. Somehow I'm thinking it's not because you hoped I'd try to get them off you later." 
He grinned, shaking his head. She really was something. 
"I don't know what I thought," he replied, realizing now just how truthful a statement that was. "But you're right about one thing. I didn't come here to be Mr. Nice Guy. In fact, I've spent a lifetime being Mr. Nice Guy and you know what? It's not all it's cracked up to be." 
She tilted her head, studying him, then smiled. "Well, then, I'm sorry I brought out the worst in you." 
He laughed at that and she joined him. She really did have a hell of a laugh. Then their laughter faded and they were left standing, in the midst of chaos, staring at one another. 
She cleared her throat first. "Well, I suppose I should go clean up. I'm sorry about your clothes, if you want me to have them cleaned I—" 
"It's okay. It was my choice to jump in." 
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She lifted a hand, then let it drop. "I hope you enjoy the rest of your night." She turned to go. 
He should have let her walk away, should have turned and gone back down the path toward the pleasure moans he'd heard earlier. But he didn't. His life was full of "should haves." Why should this be any different? 



Chapter four
"Wait." 
Allie turned back, her heart picking up speed despite her repeated silent warnings not to. Whatever had happened between them back there, or almost happened, it didn't change the fact that she was right. 
He was here looking for a level of action she wasn't up to providing. He'd even admitted he was here to find his inner bad boy. Probably he'd want someone who had some clue about what to do with it when he found it. 
And yet, she was stopping, turning. 
"The bungalows," he said, suddenly looking a bit uncertain himself. 
She wondered if he was giving in to his Good Samaritan side again and really, truly wished that, just for once, she wasn't the type who inspired that instinct in a man. She wanted to inspire other kinds of instincts, the kinds that had to do with predator and prey. Dear God, just once she wanted to be the prey. Thinking about the men she'd met so far, she amended that to a predator who would know what to do with his prey once he'd captured it. 
"Bungalows?" she managed, her throat suddenly tight. 
"I meant the guest bungalows. They're that way." He pointed in the opposite direction from where she was heading. 
"Oh. That." She tried to stifle her disappointment, failing miserably. "This way leads to the beach. 
They have these waterfall shower things down there and .. . anyway, I know where I'm going. But thanks." 
"Waterfall shower things?" 
She nodded, uncertain where he was heading with this. The longer he stood there, the more she wanted him. And she wanted him badly. Making it all the harder to reconcile herself to the fact that she couldn't have him. If he would just go away, she could go stand under a waterfall, rinse off ... 
and fantasize for a few really nice minutes, before returning to the fray. 
"What exactly are they?" 
She went still, watching him come closer. Why wasn't he leaving? What game was he playing? 
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surprising she'd become wary. 
He was looking at her expectantly, so she went ahead and answered him. "You know how most beaches have showerheads to rinse off the sand when you leave the beach?" He nodded. "Well, they have the same thing here, only instead of showerheads, they have these little alcoves made of natural rock with a waterfall cascading over them. You just sort of tuck yourself inside, step under the water and rinse off ... or whatever." She faltered a bit at that last part. Because after discovering one this afternoon after her windsurfing lesson, she'd done a lot of thinking about that "or whatever" part. 
"Sounds . . . creative." 
Oh, if you only knew. 
"As it happens, I got in late and haven't checked into my bungalow yet," he was saying. "I really don't want to hike back to the main lodge and go through all that right now. Would you mind if I joined you and rinsed off here?" 
Would you mind if I climaxed, oh, one or a dozen times while we do it? "No," she said finally, the word coming out somewhat hoarsely. It was the best she could manage given the circumstances. 
He just smiled, apparently oblivious to her inner turmoil, and lifted a hand, gesturing her to lead the way. 
Great, just great.  Now she would have to stand under the rush of water with Mr. Adonis here, and still be forced to fantasize to get a little action. How pathetic was that? 
She should have worked up the nerve to play Body Puzzle. 
How much worse could it have been hoping she got the right tab for her slot? Of course, she'd thought the mango race would be a bit tamer, which proved right there she shouldn't trust her instincts. 
Lesson number one,  she ruminated silently as he followed close behind her. Nothing is tame at
Intimacies. 
"Except this shower," she muttered. 
"I'm sorry, what did you say?" 
She jumped slightly, not realizing until he spoke just how close he was. "Um, exceptional shower." 
She glanced at him and forced her lips to curve upward, aiming for that happy-go-lucky smile that said, "Oh no, you're not turning me into a mass of quivering need just by breathing on my skin. 
Nonsense! Guys like you breathe on me all the time. I'm totally unaffected." 
Totally unaffected my ass,  she thought, turning her back to him and trying like hell not to give in to the urge to disappear into the darkness before he realized just how totally affected she was. 
She heard the soothing sounds of rushing water and knew it was too late. They were here. She brightened with relief as it occurred to her that her problem was actually easily solved. There were, after all, more than one of these alcoves. She could slip into one and he could find his own. And maybe, if she was really lucky, she could stifle her moans as she made herself climax at least once. 
Just to take the edge off, of course. She certainly deserved at least that. 
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But her relief was shortlived as it became clear that they weren't the only ones seeking out the waterfalls tonight. And from the sounds she could hear over the rushing water, she realized most of the people here were enjoying that "or whatever" part she'd fantasized about. 
"Maybe they'll all be taken," she murmured under her breath. "Maybe I'll be lucky just this once. 
Maybe—" 
"Here's one," he said, oh-so-helpfully. 
She made a face into the dark, then pasted on a smile before facing him. "Great." 
She hadn't actually used the alcove this morning, so it came as a surprise that, once they moved inside the intimate circle of stone, the sound of the water cascading over the rocks above their heads created the illusion of total seclusion. Where they could do anything. Privately. 
After several long moments, she realized she was still standing there, staring at the water. She imagined him moving under the water, watching it pound down on those shoulders, then that angular jaw as he tipped his head back and .. . She tightened her thighs against the little quiver that scenario produced, then darted a glance at him, wondering why he wasn't getting wet. After all, watching him was the one guaranteed thrill she would get this evening. Only he wasn't interested in the water. He was staring at her. 
" Everything okay ?" 
She snapped out of her little reverie and took a small breath. "Sure, of course. Why wouldn't it be?" 
Not giving him a chance to reply, wanting only to just get this over with, she stepped beneath the full force of the water .. . and gasped as it cascaded over her. Not because it was cold, it was actually about the same temperature as the air. Balmy, in fact. She gasped because it felt good. Wonderfully, amazingly, good. 
And then he was in the water beside her. And she simply had to look. One peek. Well, one peek turned into a lingering glance, which evolved into a fullfledged ogle. 
Damn, he was as wonderful as she'd imagined. Better even. He tilted his head back, worked his fingers through all that thick, gorgeous hair and let the water pound down on his chest. His shirt clung to every ripple in his back as he turned beneath the spray, the muscles in his arms bunching quite perfectly as he raked his hair back and enjoyed the flow of water over his skin. 
Her nipples pebbled and it had nothing to do with the feel of the water spraying her own skin. In fact, she'd all but forgotten about her own shower. 
And then he opened his eyes and looked directly into hers. "Feels incredible," he said, his voice somehow deeper, more intimate sounding. It made her shiver. "Cold?" 
She'd never been so hot in her whole entire life. 
"Here, turn around," he said, "I'll help you get the stuff out of your hair." 
She had no idea what he was saying, only that his lips were moving, because his hands—big, wide, and warm— were on her shoulders now and nothing else mattered except that he was touching her. 
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He shifted her so her back was to him, then his hands moved up into her hair. He tilted her head back under the heavy stream of water and slowly began to work the pulp from the strands. The pressure of his fingertips felt incredibly good on her scalp. Her skin came alive under his confident ministrations. 
A moan slipped out before she was aware of it. His fingers stilled for just a second and she held her breath, hoping like hell she hadn't just ended what was, so far, the highlight of her vacation. 
Then his fingers started massaging again and she sighed deeply in relief and let herself lean back, just a tiny bit, into his hands. Hands that were moving, down her neck, back to her shoulders. He was turning her again and she worked hard to come out of her sensual fog and stifle her extreme disappointment that shower time was over. "Thank you," she managed. 
He left his hands on her shoulders, looking into her eyes the whole time. It was all she could do to merely hold his gaze in return, and not grab his hands and drag them to her breasts and the nipples that were all but screaming for attention. His attention. His very explicit attention. 
Just as she went to step back, to end this before she did something humiliating, his hold tightened. 
Just a flexing of fingers, and just for a moment, but a telling one. As if he, too, were warring with some inner decision. 
"I—I should probably—" she began to stammer. 
"Rinse your shirt out," he finished, fingering the sodden silk plastered over her collarbone. 
Her heart hammered as they continued to stand there, gazes locked on one another, his fingertips playing over the wet fabric of her shirt. Was he offering what she thought he was offering? And if so... "Yes," she blurted before common sense could reassert itself. "Yes, I should." 
Then he grinned. And she quivered. 
The grin faltered just a bit, a brow raised in question as his fingers stilled. She covered his hands before he could take them away. He'd offered, dammit, and he was going to follow through. "I'm okay. It's just—" What the hell, she thought. "There was nothing 'nice guy' about that grin." 
And then it was back, full blown and far more dangerous than she could have imagined. "That's the best thing anyone has said to me all day." He stepped closer. "All year, in fact," he added, his fingers sliding down along the edge of her shirt to the bare skin between her breasts. "And God knows, it's been a hell of a year," he murmured, leaning his head closer to where his hands were lingering. 
She had no idea what he was saying. She was using all her concentration to keep her knees locked and herself upright. When he began to peel the silk off her damp skin, her grip slid from his hands up to his wrists, then to his forearms, which flexed ever so perfectly beneath her touch. 
He nudged her backward, just slightly, so the water hit only the bare skin of her breasts, beating lightly against her nipples, which were obvious now even through the soaked padding of her bra. 
She wanted to feel him touch her there, wanted to feel the water pummel her overly sensitized skin as he rolled her nipples between his fingers. 
But when he started to undo the front clasp of her bra, she had a moment—a very brief one—of hesitation. It was an instinctive reaction, borne from too many less-than-enthusiastic reactions when she'd revealed her less-than-bountiful self to a prospective lover. 
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Lover. Dear Lord have mercy. 
But she couldn't think about that now. Focus on his hands, she schooled herself. It was all she could handle anyway. But his hands didn't move, so she opened her eyes, only then realizing she'd closed them. 
"Are you okay with this?" 
She could only nod. Water clung to his thick lashes, framing eyes that looked like sparkling bits of gold in the moonlight. He smiled and shifted his forearms just a bit and she flushed, realizing she had a death grip on him. 
"It's not like we haven't already revealed this part of you tonight," he said, only a hint of amusement in his tone. 
She flashed a rueful smile and gave what she hoped was a carefree laugh. Which was difficult as this had somehow become far from carefree. For her anyway. "It was the surprise that you'd want to see them again that gave me pause." 
He didn't even blink. His grin grew wider as the look in his eyes turned almost... predatory. She shivered in response. Feminism be damned, she thought, there were times when being the prey was good. Very, very good. 
"Can I tell you something?" he murmured. 
Anything! "What?" 
"It's your nipples." 
"My wha—?" But the word ended on a gasp as he brushed the tips of his thumbs over them. 
He dipped his head a bit, then he looked up at her through those impossibly sexy lashes and said, 
"Ever since I first saw them, I haven't stopped thinking about how they'd fit into my mouth." 
She had no idea what her reaction should have been, but probably not the laugh that burst out of her. 
It was part in amazement and part in nervous shock. This man—this Adonis—wanted her nipples? 
"Well," she managed finally, "I think you should definitely find out." 
He dipped down and blew across the very tips of them, then said, "I was hoping you'd say that," just before extending his tongue and lightly flicking the water droplets that clung to their engorged tips. 



Chapter five
How in the hell had this happened? At the moment, however, he couldn't seem to string his thoughts together enough to care, much less find the answer. Damn, but her nipples were perfect. Dusky rose and fully budded, they just beckoned to be rubbed, licked, and sucked. 
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He'd gone rock hard at the thought of getting to put his mouth on them. Once he'd heard that throaty little moan of hers and remembered how she'd looked, standing half naked back on that path, nipples puckered beyond belief, he'd discovered a burning, almost desperate need within himself to learn how those plump buds would feel between his lips. 
He pushed at the clinging fabric of her shirt and the sodden cups of her bra, until her breasts were bared completely to him. Small, softly rounded, they wouldn't even fill his palms. But tipped so sweetly with those perfect nipples, it didn't matter. He stroked his thumb over one, making her gasp and shudder, then placed his tongue directly beneath the other and lapped at the water cascading over the reddened tip. Again and again, he let the tip of his tongue gently stroke the bottom edge, causing that perfect nub to tighten further as he continued to play with her other one. 
He was dying to pull it into his mouth, but something kept him teasing her. He switched allegiances and stroked her other nipple with his tongue, a long, swirling swipe all around it, as he rolled the other one between thumb and forefinger. She moaned and her knees dipped. He nudged her backward, so her back pressed against the stones behind the waterfall for support. The water cascaded down his back now, her nipples wet with sparkling droplets of water, but no longer under the steady stream. 
Now they were all his. 
Her hands drifted shakily over his shoulders, then she slid her fingers into his hair. 
"Please," she rasped. 
"Please what?" he demanded, knowing when she shuddered hard that it was the right direction to push her. And he discovered he wanted to push her. This seemingly competent woman when it came to everything else, had no idea what to do with this. So this is exactly where he wanted to take her. Push her. Into an area she had no confidence with. So she'd be forced to follow his lead, to trust in wherever he took her. 
It was a wild train of thought, one that aroused him unbearably, and yet made no sense to him. He'd come here looking for someone to drive him, push him, take him into those new arenas. But when he finally succumbed and moved his mouth over that perfect nipple, pulling it deeply into his mouth and suckling it so that she bucked against the wall and clutched at his hair, he realized that he wanted to be the one driving, the one pushing, the one taking. This was where he would find that inner wild man he'd so hoped to discover. 
No tidy, man-on-top, one-orgasm-apiece interlude; this wasn't going to be like a corporate merger, all laid out ahead of time where everyone knew what to expect. No, this was going to be whatever he wanted it to be, whatever he could make it be ... whatever he could make her do. 
He used his tongue on her, growing harder, if that were possible, as she moaned and began to thrash her head from side to side. Then he moved over her slick skin, dragging his tongue from one nipple to the other. He toyed with it, flicked at it, until she grabbed his head and tried to shove his mouth on her. "Do it," she commanded. "For God's sake, do it." 
He grinned against her wet skin and felt his hips buck a little as his body began to demand its own release. "Do what?" he asked, flicking at the tip once again with his tongue. He gripped her hips suddenly and pulled her forward so that the water once again rushed over her breasts. 
She gasped and her hips bucked and he thought he could swallow her whole right there. Her back arched to him and her head tipped back as she thrust her breasts at him, reduced now to following Page 135
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her body's demands, willing to beg him. 
And that very idea almost set him off. The idea that he could make her beg. He, Cameron James IV, who'd never in his entire life done something so ... impolite as to make a woman beg him for anything. 
"Do what?" he growled again, grappling now with his own self-control, his mind reeling almost drunkenly with this new arsenal of possibilities. 
"Touch me." She was shivering, shuddering, grabbing at his head, trying to make him do what she wanted. 
He resisted, just enough to make her struggle. "How," he said roughly. "How do you want me to touch you?" 
"You know," she almost whined, her fingers twisting in his hair now. "Like . . . like you were." She panted, then gasped again when he flicked his tongue across first one tip then the other. "Yes, please, yes." 
"Tell me—" It was then he realized he didn't even know her name. "Your name, what is it?" 
She tipped her head forward then, her gaze a bit disconnected, as if she were trying to focus outwardly but couldn't quite manage it. It only provoked him further. 
He brushed his thumbs lightly over the tips, making her jerk and gasp. "Your name. Tell me." 
"Alison," she managed, breathless. "Allie." 
He looked up into her eyes, his mouth poised right next to where she was so desperate to have it. 
"Then tell me, Allie, tell me what you want me to do to you." 
She tried to move and press her nipple between his lips, but he gripped her hips and kept her right where he wanted her. "Tell me." 
"Your mouth ... on me," she said, then gasped, as once again he shifted her so that the water brushed over her. 
"How," he kept on, the torture almost as unbearable for him as it was on her. Exquisitely so. 
"Your .. . tongue." She panted. "Please." 
"More, tell me more." 
She whimpered a little, then bucked hard when he lightly flicked the ends yet again. 
"Say it," he commanded. 
"I—please." Her thighs were trembling visibly, her body fairly quivering with need. A need he had driven her to, and with only his tongue and fingers. She wasn't even fully naked. It made him wonder what else he could do to her, with her. 
He had a momentary, almost violent need to rip off that silly sarong, and simply ram himself right into her. 
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She'd be dripping wet by now and he knew he could take her screaming over the edge, and himself with her. It was such a shocking vision he stilled for a second. And that was all it took for the tide to turn. She yanked his head back and looked blindly down at him. "Suck them," she demanded hoarsely. 
"Dammit, do it!" 
He grinned then, feeling wildly primal and seeing the same mirrored in her flashing, ever-so-pale eyes. 
This was even better, and he hadn't thought it could be better. Dueling for control. 
"Now," she said. 
"Yes, ma'am," he murmured, then pulled her nipple deeply into his mouth, making her moan long and hard the entire time he suckled it. He moved to the other, keeping his hands on her the entire time, until she could barely force her legs to hold her up. He had just started to slide his tongue down the center of her belly, when she suddenly pulled away. 
"I can't—you have to—I've never—Jesus," she finally panted. 
He straightened, but didn't move away from her. His body had gone well past demanding release to actual pain. 
He willed it to subside, just a little. He wasn't done pushing her... or himself. Because he knew right then he wasn't going to end this hastily. Oh no ... the night wasn't even half over. So what if she wasn't the wanton maiden of his fantasies? He had another full day and night to find her, discover other games, other needs . . . other satisfactions. This night belonged to them. 
And he already had a long list of things he wanted to do with her . . . make her do for him. 
He crowded her back against the wall with his body. "I told you your nipples fascinated me." 
"They're beginning to fascinate me too," she managed, followed by a slight, almost giddy laugh. 
"I never ..." But she couldn't seem to finish and let her head loll back against the rocks. Another little laugh escaped her and his body twitched—hard—at the rich, inviting sound. "I almost—" She broke off, shaking her head as a taint of red stained her cheeks. "I didn't think I could," she said, almost more to herself. "Just from .. . you know." 
His grin returned even as his body continued to prod him. What was it about her that was just so damn stimulating? In a crowd, or even sitting alone, he'd have never noticed her, never looked twice. 
Yet, here he was, all but dying to get a real taste of her. "Why did you stop me?" 
Her lips quirked then. "Because I'm hopeless?" 
Is that how she saw herself? And yet, wasn't that the impression he'd gotten the first time he'd seen her? That she was somewhat clueless about her own sexuality? Or at least with what to do about it? 
Well, tell that to his still rock hard cock. 
"Not hopeless," he said, because he knew now it was true. She simply needed ... guidance. A steady hand. And tongue. 
When she opened her mouth, presumably to argue, he shifted his weight against her, so she could clearly feel the hard length of him against her. "Actually," he said, his own voice suddenly tight, 
"I was thinking more along the lines of hopeful." 
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She blinked, then looked at him again. "Hopeful?" 
He pushed against her. "Very hopeful. Almost demandingly so." 
Her hands came up against his chest, in what felt like an instinctive move more than a conscious one. 
Her body was primed, beyond primed, and he felt this renewed spurt of power that he could probably push her exactly where he wanted her to go. But would he do that? Could he simply take what he wanted? 
He twitched with the need to follow through on his thoughts, right here and now, but her eyes widened just slightly at the movement and he silently cursed as the nice guy put the wild man in a half nelson ... and held him there. He wanted to push her, but he wanted her to be ready to be pushed. He shifted back, just slightly, just so he wasn't pressed right up against her. 
Her fingers pressed into his chest, surprising him, stilling his retreat. "So ..." she began, trailing off as he looked into her eyes. 
"So?" 
"Do I get a turn?" 
His cock all but leaped in response. "I, uh .. . yeah." 
She smiled, and it was the hint of uncertainty in it that undid him the rest of the way. 
"Do with me as you will," he said, smiling at her. 
She moved away from the rock and pushed him so that he took her place, his back to the wall of stones. She pushed at his shirt until she'd shoved the soaking wet fabric off his shoulders, leaving it bound around his biceps, trapping his arms to his sides. He had no idea what she was about, but he was primed and ready to find out. 
So he was going to be taken, driven, after all. He almost smiled as he looked at whom he'd chosen to be in the driver's seat. And yet, he couldn't remember ever being poised on such a high-perched brink as he was right at that moment. It must be the location, he thought, some kind of island fever, the shackles of societal conventions gone so that anything felt good. With anyone. 
Then she dipped her head, almost tentatively, and flicked her tongue across his nipple. A short, fierce exhalation followed and it wasn't until she forced that sound from him again by flicking the other one that he realized he'd even been the one to make it. 
She rubbed her fingertip over whichever nipple she wasn't sucking on and suddenly it was his knees that weren't so steady. "Sweet... Jesus," he said, ending somewhat forcefully as she sucked him a bit harder, flicked the tip of the other one a bit harder. How had he missed out on this bit of knowledge before? 
Then she lifted her head, but kept her gaze averted from his, as if intent on what she was doing and afraid he might stop her. She stepped closer, cupped her own breasts, and— dear, merciful God, that felt so goddamn good—she rubbed those plump nipples of hers across his chest, lifting up on tiptoe so that she could brush his ... with hers. He groaned loudly then and when she went to move away, he gripped her and forced her to renew contact. 
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His hips bucked outward of their own free will, seeking, searching, damn near demanding. He slid his hands down her back and cupped her sweet backside, almost blindly seeking some kind of release. He buried his face in her neck and had to forcibly keep from begging her to let him take her right then. In fact, he had no idea why he didn't. He was pretty damn sure she wanted the same thing. 
But there was something about this ... whatever the hell it was they were doing to each other ... that begged to be prolonged, spun out to its furthest length, stopping only before one of them snapped. 
He decided then he wanted to push this as far as he could. The rest of this night if possible, see how far he could drive them before they gave in to it. 
He tipped her head back and looked into her eyes and knew right then that, at the end of this, she was going to give in to it. 
But not yet. Not yet. 
"I think we're clean." He slid out from the wall, willing his cock to subside . .. just enough so that he could walk. He didn't think he'd fully subside until he was buried inside her. He took her hand when she simply stood there, suddenly looking uncertain. "Come on. We're going exploring." 
"We are?" She held her ground. 
And that's when he realized just what it was about her that so intrigued him. She was this odd amalgam of strength and vulnerability. And he was never sure which part was going to surface at any given time. 
"Oh yes," he told her, wondering just what depths this exploration would take them to ... and dying to find out. "We are." 



Chapter Six
Allie thought they'd been doing some pretty damn fine exploring right here. "Wait," she said, pulling her hand free. When he turned back, she almost knelt to the ground right there. Did he have any idea what he looked like? He didn't seem to have any arrogance about the fact that he was built like a god, that those eyes of his made her feel completely wanton with nothing more than a glance. "I—" What was she going to say? I want to know why in the hell you want to have anything to do with me? 
She wasn't that pathetic, was she? And did it really matter why? She'd come here to learn how to go for it, hadn't she? So go for it already. 
"I don't know your name," she said finally. "If we're going to ... explore together, then I want to know—" 
"Whose name to scream when you come?" 
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could back it up. Okay, she was dead certain. She tossed his grin right back. "It's only fair. After all, you already know whose name you're going to be screaming." 
Big words, Allison Walker.  But, dear God, was she looking forward to backing them up. Or trying to, anyway. 
When he didn't laugh in her face, she figured she was going to find out if she could. 
"Cameron," he said, then flashed that wicked grin she was coming to know and lust after. 
"But you can scream Cam if you want." 
"Big words," she said, heart pounding. 
He reached out and tugged her flush up against him. "I don't have a problem with big. Do you?" 
She swallowed against a suddenly tight throat. Tight lots of things, in fact. "No. Not at all." She could feel the hard length of him pressing so perfectly against her. If she just went up on her tippy-toes and moved the tiniest bit— His eyes flared and she flushed even hotter. "Is it time to scream yet?" she asked with a little laugh. 
He moved back and she had to fight the whimper that rose in her throat. He took her hand instead and she decided that any contact with him was apparently incredibly carnal. His hand was so big, his palm so wide it swallowed hers. Could a person come just from palm-to-palm contact? His thumb stroked the length of hers and the muscles between her legs actually clenched. That's a big yes, she decided shakily. 
"Shall we?" That light was back in his eyes. Eyes full of promises. Promises of pure pleasure. 
Oh, we most certainly shall,  she responded silently. "Lead on." 
He squeezed her hand and led her back to the main path, then paused at the first crossway. Three choices. One, she knew, led back to the mango race, or probably more aptly by now, the mango orgy. She sighed in relief when he turned to study their other options. She'd had enough mango pulp to last her a lifetime. 
The one on the right, she knew, led down along the beach. Hmmm. Sex on the beach. She smiled privately. Not just a drink at the bar anymore. 
"What's so amusing?" 
She glanced up at him, unaware he'd been watching her so closely. It was a heady thrill, his attentiveness. It sort of intimidated her . . . but in a good way. He seemed so determined to see this through, all she had to do was not screw it up by freezing up. 
Right now being cold in any way seemed beyond the realm of possibility. She was aching hot. 
And wet. In ways that had nothing to do with waterfalls and mango juice. 
"I was thinking that the mango race has likely progressed beyond the, uh, finish line at this point." 
He smiled, nodding. "My thoughts as well." He stroked her palm with one thick fingertip. "And I'm not ready to cross the finish line anytime soon." 
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She clenched again. "Me either," she said, a bit hoarsely. 
"So ... which way?" He pulled her close, slid her in front of him, then pulled her back against him, so that they faced their choices together. He wrapped their joined hands across her waist, pressing her to him so that he prodded her right between her buttocks. She had to fight to keep from grinding back on him and wondered briefly what he'd do if she did. She was maybe a second away from finding out when he lifted his free hand and toyed, almost idly, with one of her nipples. 
She gasped, then moaned a bit as he continued playing with her, finally letting her head loll back on his shoulder. She realized, distantly anyway, that she should have been shocked to realize they'd left the seclusion of the waterfall alcove with her totally bared from the waist up. Not that anyone else would notice, as she was still overdressed by the standards of most of the guests. But not by her own standards. And yet the idea of covering herself up right at the moment was completely abhorrent to her. 
Especially since she knew he had a thing for her nipples. Who knew having sexy nipples could be so empowering? Her lips quirked, just before she moaned again as he shifted his attentions to her other breast. What would it be like when she finally convinced him to play with some other part of her? 
"Which way?" he murmured, his lips brushing her temple. 
All the way? "The way you're doing it is just fine," she breathed. 
He laughed and she felt the rumble of it against her back, the tickle of his breath along her temple... 
the promise of it right down between her legs. 
"You're so damn responsive," he said, then dragged their joined hands upward. "Do you ever pleasure yourself this way?" He brushed her own palm over her breast. 
She couldn't even answer; her throat had closed over. Sure, she knew how to give herself pleasure. 
It was that or go insane, given her love life. Or lack thereof. But it had never occurred to her to—
She sucked in a breath as he pulled her palm up and licked it, then rubbed it over the peaking tip of her breast. 
"Cam—" It was part plea, part protest. She wouldn't last much longer like this before she was reduced to begging him to finish her off right there on the path. 
He pulled their hands away and turned her around to face him, keeping just an inch or two of completely excruciating distance between them. Her backside actually mourned the loss of the sweet pressure of him nudging her. She wanted to swing right back around and plant herself on him, wriggling until he damn well did something about it. 
So, she thought, only mildly shocked at the idea, it appeared she was well on the way to finding that inner slut after all. She smiled. 
"This way," he said decisively, pulling her toward the path she hadn't contemplated at all. She had no idea where this one led, having taken the main one when she left the beach that afternoon. 
He had her so aroused now that even the balmy night air caressing her bare, damp breasts made her twitchy. Just twenty-four hours ago she'd been in a high-stakes merger meeting, reciting flowchart statistics to a bunch of very serious businessmen wearing stiff three-piece suits, wearing a stiff gray Page 141
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suit of her own, with matching sensible pumps, topped off by her favorite hornrimmed glasses. She swallowed a smile, wondering what those men would think if she were to recite some stats dressed as she was now? 
Would they think she had sexy nipples, too? 
She imagined slapping her pointer on the long, sleek board table to draw their attention back to her charts. Maybe she'd keep the horn rims on. But the sensible pumps would definitely be traded in for something sharp and spiky. 
Her boardroom dominatrix fantasy was abruptly interrupted by the sounds of moaning. And for once, it wasn't her. 
Cam paused as well, just before a bend in the path. 
Cameron. Figured he had a sexy name. Nothing so Plain Jane as her own. She glanced down at his left hand, wondering at his marital status. Not that it mattered here. Intimacies had a thorough screening process they put their prospective guests through, including a detailed medical history that required a complete physical with all the appropriate testing done, before they'd approve the registration. However, marital status wasn't something they were concerned with. The club was about fulfilling fantasies, or at least providing their guests with every opportunity to fulfill ; their own. What and who you were before you came ... and after you left... didn't matter. 
So long as you played by the rules while you were here. 
She'd observed more than one couple checking in together and had wondered at the pressures of being a couple in a place like this. Then she'd laughed at her naive-minded self as she realized that some of those couples might have come here specifically looking for .. . increased opportunities. Either solo ... 
or together. 
The moaning erupted in a shriek. A shriek of ecstasy, pulling Allie's thoughts once again back to the present. She immediately tugged on Cam's hand. "Maybe we should—" 
He grinned down at her. "Take a peek?" 
Her eyes widened, which made him laugh. "What?" 
"Why so shocked?" He leaned in. "Doesn't suit my Mr. Nice Guy image? All the more reason to do it." 
She gulped, but couldn't deny that the gleam in his eye further aroused her. "I just thought we should give them some privacy." 
"Sweetheart, if they're out here, they're not concerned with privacy." 
Allie wasn't so sure she agreed with this logic. What had happened at the waterfall hadn't been planned, not on her part anyway. But as soon as he'd started toying with her nipples, she hadn't thought once about the fact that someone—anyone—could have been watching them. Some little part of her sparked hard on that scenario, which she immediately ignored. She was on sensory overload enough at the moment, thank you. 
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path is here for all guests to use, right?" 
Allie didn't respond. Eyes on the path, she told herself. Though it wasn't like she hadn't seen some pretty lascivious scenes this evening already, but this was somehow different. This wasn't a club event they were about to stumble over. This was—she drew in her breath as they rounded the bend and she came to a dead halt. "Dear Lord have mercy," she whispered. 
"I don't think she's looking for mercy," Cam murmured back. 
On a spongy-soft grassy area right off the path, a woman lay on her back, completely naked. There were four small stakes in the ground, each with a padded velcro strap attached. Both her wrists and ankles had been secured in the straps and she was being. . . attended to and quite thoroughly so, not by one man, but by three. 
So that's what you'd do with three of them,  Allie found herself thinking, unable to tear her gaze away from the erotic tableau. Not that it mattered as the foursome was completely caught up in what they were doing. 
One man was kneeling behind her head, rubbing the tip of his hard cock along her lips, but not allowing her to take him fully in her mouth, despite her attempts to do so. Another man was alternately sucking and toying with her nippies, making Allie want to rub at her own suddenly aching breasts. But it was the third man who had her clenching her inner thighs together. His head was between her legs and from the way she bucked and writhed, he was driving her madly insane with his tongue. 
The woman was alternately begging and commanding him to finish her off, but he'd only lift his head when she did, until she whimpered and quieted, whereupon he'd make her shriek with pleasure by spearing her with his tongue once more. 
Allie twitched and rubbed her thighs together, knowing she should be aghast at herself for standing there, staring, but she was helpless to look away. 
"Would you enjoy something like that?" Cam murmured in her ear. 
"In my dreams maybe," she answered honestly. "But I'm not sure about reality." 
Cam chuckled. "Maybe if we started with just one man .. . and worked our way up?" 
Allie shook her head slowly, gaze locked on the foursome. "I'm not interested in anyone else," she said, then realizing how that sounded, she did look up at him. "I mean, I'm not ready. Not tonight. 
I hope you don't mind." 
Cam held her gaze steadily. "I'd prefer to have you all to myself as well." He shifted his gaze back to the scene in front of them, his finger drawing lazy circles on her palm. "There are probably more velcro straps around ... Would you like to find a set?" 
Allie imagined herself splayed like that, fully open and vulnerable to whatever Cam wanted to do with her, and clenched almost convulsively. "I—couldn't." 
"Oh, yes you could," he said, that deep voice of his vibrating against her skin. 
She shook her head. "Too . . . public for me." 
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"I could make you forget all about the public. Or maybe even make you very aware of them . . . 
and like it." 
She shuddered ... in pleasure. But shook her head again. "Not tonight." 
Cam said nothing and Allie wondered if she'd just jeopardized her night with him. But he didn't leave, didn't pull away. Instead he leaned down and said, "I wonder if she'll have all three of them before this is over." 
Allie couldn't say anything. The very idea of having more than one man enter her during the same lovemaking session . .. was just too farout to contemplate. 
But apparently it wasn't too farout for the woman strapped to the ground. Her hips were pistoning now and finally, finally, the man between her legs dragged his tongue from her, up along her belly as he climbed over her and positioned himself between her legs. 
"All of you." The woman panted. "I want all of you." 
"You'll have all of me," he growled. 
Her head thrashed to either side. "All. . . three ... of ... you." She was moaning, panting. "Same time." 
"Same time?" Allie whispered. "Ouch." 
Cam chuckled, but she noticed he was having a hard time standing still. 
Allie gasped as she realized just what the woman meant. As the first man kneeled between her legs and pushed into her, the man behind her head pushed himself into her mouth, while the third man had straddled her chests and held her breasts together so that he could stroke himself between them. All four of them were grunting and moaning now and Allie knew she had to look away, knew she shouldn't be watching this. It wasn't right. 
Instead she found herself shifting in front of Cam, then pushing herself back on him. He jumped as though he'd been scalded, finally doing the impossible and tearing her attention away from the foursome to him. "I'm sorry," she said immediately, "I was only, I just—" 
Cam's eyes looked a bit unfocused and he was breathing a bit unevenly. "No, it's okay. I just didn't expect you to—I was—" He broke off with a half laugh. "I was right on the edge. And the feel of your sweet backside on me was going to push me right over it." He moved closer to her until he filled her immediate space, making her forget all about the people behind him, which, given the screaming crescendo they were all racing toward, was a pretty impressive feat. 
"When I come tonight, I'm not going to be standing half clothed on some path," he said hoarsely. 
She held his golden gaze. "You're not?" 
He shook his head, looking straight into her. "Oh no. I'm going to be buried deep inside you." He lifted his hand and stroked his fingers over her lower lip, making her tremble. "I do agree with you on one thing." 
Page 144
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
"Which is?" 
He pressed the tip of one finger between her lips, then pressed a bit further, until she took it into her mouth. "I want to be the only one entering you tonight." 
She shuddered, her gaze locked on his as she nodded. The feel of his long, hard finger pushing into her mouth, moving in and out, only served to drench her further. The muscles between her legs were so tightly clenched now they hurt. 
"And I plan to enter you every way you'll let me." 
He slid his wet finger from her mouth as she gasped, "Yes." 



Chapter Seven
Cam throbbed and twitched at the feel of her soft tongue on his finger. Damn, but he'd never been this hard, this needy. This determined. 
It was all he could do not to take her up against the nearest tree. She had him tied in so many knots, he didn't think he'd survive even that long. He could tell himself it was the setting, the ... entertainment they'd witnessed, but right now all he saw was her. Those soft blue eyes searching his, burning with a desire only he was going to fill. It was heady, exciting ... and not a little empowering. 
His gaze dropped to her lips and he was stunned by the sudden realization that he hadn't yet tasted them. How was that possible? Given the intimacies she'd allowed, the things she'd made him feel, how was it he'd never kissed her? 
He began to lower his head, then stopped. Something about taking her mouth with his own almost seemed more intimate than taking her body with his own. It made no sense, but he wanted to savor that moment, taunt himself and her with the exquisite sensations they were both going to experience when their lips, and tongues, finally met. And somehow, he knew it would be beyond anything so simple, so unremarkable as any kiss he'd ever shared with anyone else. 
He pulled on her hand, suddenly unwilling to lose another precious second, much less share the time they did have with anyone else. They had all weekend, he reminded himself, or did if he played his cards right. 
And even though they'd done hardly anything yet, he already had a feeling that two days... and two nights, were not going to be enough. He made a mental note to find out more about her. 
He glanced down at her and found himself smiling. Her face looked as determined as his. Find out everything about her, he amended. Every last thing. His wanton island woman. 
They came across a small marker that read bungalow 9. "Privacy," he said, looking at her. "What do you think?" 
"Urn, I'm not sure all the club bungalows are set up to be private." 
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"Shall we find out?" 
She opened her mouth as if to say something, then stopped and nodded. 
He wanted to drag her inside right then and there, but something in her expression . . . "You sure?" 
She nodded again, then said, "If it's not... if it's set up in a way that—" She shook her head and laughed a little. "I'll stay but not if it's some kind of torture chamber or anything. I know they have some pretty wild bungalows set up." 
He knew he shouldn't, but he immediately envisioned her all strapped in black latex, with impossibly spiky heels on ... and maybe a whip. It shouldn't have turned him on; he was not one for those games. Or he'd never thought he was. "Why don't we take a look, then decide? Who knows, it might already be taken anyway." 
But there were no sounds coming from the small, round building. The club bungalows were different from the guest bungalows in that they were of varying sizes, all of them smaller than the ones the guests stayed in, pretty much appearing to be one main room, with maybe enough room for a bathroom or dressing room of some kind. Each one decorated and set up with some sort of theme in mind. 
Cam pushed at the door. "Hello?" he called out, but the inner room or rooms were dark and silent. He stepped inside and pulled Allie in with him. "Unoccupied," he whispered. 
She moved in close behind him and he twitched at the feel of her warm breasts brushing his arm and back. "Is there some kind of light switch?" 
Cam turned to face her, intending to reach behind her to feel along the wall, but paused as he looked down at her. 
There was just enough of a glow from the small path lights to cast her face in pale relief, leaving the rest of her shrouded in velvety darkness. He ran his hands down her arms, enjoying the resulting shiver. "Maybe we should keep the lights off. Feel our way around." He drew his fingertips back up along her arms, careful to brush the sides of her breasts and nipples as he did. 
She gasped, then shook her head. "I want to—to see you." 
His eyes widened, surprised by the request.. . but it was a request he approved of. He wanted to watch her come apart for him as well. But he wasn't quite ready to relinquish the darkness that enveloped them. 
He moved forward, his big body nudging her smaller one back toward the wall behind her. She brought her hands up to his chest, but to brace herself, not to push him away. Her fingers brushed over his nipples and he, too, shivered in awareness. Hyperawareness. He wondered if he'd ever be able to recapture this exact level of awareness once he left this place. He planned to find out. He wondered if she'd be there to find out with him. 
When she came up against the wall, he kept moving in until his body was right up against hers. He pressed himself against her belly, struggling not to continue to thrust his hips. He didn't think he'd ever been hard for such a long period of time. He should be in physical pain by now, but instead the forced control only jacked up the arousal until he thought he might simply explode. He had a few other things he wanted to do before that happened. 
He leaned his head down and pressed his lips to her temple. "Do you realize we haven't kissed yet?" 
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She stilled for a moment, then said, "I—no, I guess we haven't." She lifted her head, putting her mouth ever so close to his. "We could change that." 
He brushed his mouth along her chin, then her cheek, even lightly dragging them across her lips, but moving away as she opened them for him. "We could. But we won't. Not yet." 
He could hear her breath coming in shorter pants now. "Okay," she said, her voice a tight whisper. 
He surged again, realizing the gift she'd just given him. She was going to let him guide, lead. Dictate. 
At least for now, he thought with a smile, remembering how swiftly she could turn the tables on him. 
Best to begin then, he thought. He drew his hands down along her arms until they circled her wrists. 
Slowly he pulled them up until they were all the way over her head. 
He saw her eyes widen, but she allowed him the liberty. He pulsed with the power of her acquiescence. 
He switched his grip so he held both wrists together with one hand. The other he drew lightly down over her face. He moved his body so it brushed over her bared breasts as he once again pressed his fingertip to her lips. 
She moaned and twitched a little. 
"Hold yourself still," he commanded softly. 
She gasped and looked sharply at him, then nodded tightly and held herself perfectly still. 
"Take my finger into your mouth." He pressed it slowly between her lips. 
She allowed him to enter her lips, her gaze steady on his. There was a duality of power here, he realized instantly. She didn't have to let him do this, they both knew he'd stop if she said the word. The fact that she allowed him these liberties also put her in a position of power with him. She had to know what this was doing to him . . . and he suspected she was enjoying wielding her power every bit as much as he was. Damn, but he wished this night would go on forever. That he could last forever. 
You can have her again tomorrow,  he reminded himself. And tomorrow night. And all the following day. Right up until it was time for them both to leave. 
Leave. His body clenched at the very thought of her disappearing from his life, and not in pleasure. 
He hadn't even kissed her and he couldn't imagine having her beyond his immediate reach, beyond his control. 
Control. 
He leapt in response once again to the very idea. This, right here, right now, he controlled. And would continue to until they chose to end it. 
"Taste me," he said roughly, stroking his finger along her tongue, pushing it deeper into her mouth until she had to tighten her mouth around it to keep from choking. "That's right," he schooled, brushing her body with his again, almost moaning himself when she gasped and pulled him more deeply into her mouth in doing so. "Suck on me, Allie," he commanded gently. "I want to feel how soft and strong your mouth is." 
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She continued to hold his gaze with great deliberation, and began suckling his finger. He pulled it halfway out, then let her pull it back in with the force of her tongue. He repeated this again, and again, until he thought the torture of one more stroke would kill him. Then she flicked her tongue over the tip and along the edge and he abruptly pulled it all the way out, panting now himself. 
She grinned, but said nothing. She knew exactly what she'd done to him. Or almost done. 
He found himself smiling, too. "There are other things I plan to push into you," he said, enjoying her almost convulsive shudder. "Hot things, hard things, wet things." 
Her body trembled, but she continued to hold his gaze and struggled to keep herself still in his grasp. 
"Shall we find out what lays in the darkness behind me?" Before she could respond, he leaned in next to her ear and whispered, "Whatever it is, will you trust me to find some way to make you scream with pleasure before we leave?" 
She nodded. 
"I didn't hear you." He leaned away just enough so that he could look into her eyes. "Tell me, Allie." 
"Yes," she whispered. 
He could feel the pulse in her wrists tripping wildly as she held his gaze steadily. "Yes, what?" 
"Yes," she said, "I will let you make me scream." 
His cock twitched hard at her softly spoken words and the slightest curve of her lips told him she'd felt it, that she knew the power she wielded in this scenario was, at the very least, equal to his. 
And he wouldn't have it any other way. 
He reached behind her with his free hand and felt along the wall. When he found the switch, his hand hesitated. "Ready?" 
"Ready." 



Chapter Eight
Allie wanted to close her eyes as Cam flipped the light switch, remaining in the darkness where anything seemed possible. But she was also dying to see what lay in store . .. for them both. 
Instead of harsh lights, a dim, rich glow filled the small bungalow as gas lamps leapt to life. There was a sconce just beside them next to the door, and one somewhere behind Cam as well. There was just enough light so that when she turned her head toward the door, she could make out the small, delicately handpainted sign on the door. 
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"Victorian Villa," she read. 
Cam saw it the same time she did, then looked back at her with a fake pout. "No whips and chains." 
"Don't be so sure, the Victorians could be an ... interesting lot." 
Cam pulled her wrists down, still holding them in the span of his one large hand. He massaged her palms and fingers as the blood flowed back into them, then tugged her away from the wall. "Let's find out what we have here." 
He turned them both around at the same time, and she wasn't sure who gasped first. The small round room was a study in Victorian lace. The bed dominated it, sitting right in the middle. It was a small, but commanding four-poster that sat so high off the floor there were stools on either side for help in climbing up on it. It was covered in a downy coverlet with mounds of lacy pillows, all pristine white, as was the draping that hung from the posts, like misty clouds. 
"Definitely not leather and whips," Allie murmured, wondering what Cam thought of this ultra-feminine decor. The sole nightstand had a lace cover and held only the gas lamp and nothing else. The sconces on the wall barely emitted enough light to show what else might lie about for them to employ in their enjoyment, but it looked as if the elaborate bed was to be its own toy. The visual of Cam, all big and tawny gold, reclining in the midst of that sea of white linen and lace, was a bigger turn on than she'd expected. 
"Think you can still fulfill your promise to me here?" 
When he shifted his gaze to her, she realized he wasn't the least put off by the decor. His eyes all but blazed into hers, his grin downright carnal. "Oh, I think I can elicit a scream... or three." 
She shivered, then almost laughed herself. In glee. She wanted to pinch herself to make sure this was real. Considering how the evening had started, this was turning out to be way too good to be true. She spent another second or two wondering if she would be enough for him, enough to convince him not to end this when the night itself ended. He tugged her toward the bed and she decided right then and there to be whatever she had to be in order to keep him around. At least until the sea taxi arrived to take them all back to wherever they came from. 
Her body and mind both instinctively rejected the idea of letting him simply walk away from her. But that was part of the allure of this place, right? 
She refused to answer that on the grounds that it would make her crazy if she let herself go there. 
Enjoy what you've got, Allie, while you've got it . It sure as hell was more than she'd ever hoped for. 
Cam paused beside the footstool. "Climb up onto the bed," he instructed. 
Allie felt the buzz of his intently spoken words hum through her entire body. She liked hearing his deep voice issue those oh-so-velvety commands. Maybe it was because she already knew he was a Mr. Nice Guy at heart that she was able to trust him to guide her. And maybe it was because she hoped to be the one to make him be Mr. Bad Boy. 
Whatever the case, she stepped onto the stool. 
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too much covering your delectably pale skin." 
She'd been self-conscious about her pasty white skin since she got here. She'd hoped to hit a tanning salon before coming, or at least use one of those tanning creams but with the merger going through had never found the time. She was probably the only woman in California with no visible tan. 
Then he stroked a fingertip along her collarbone and said, "It's so creamy, so pure, I want to lap up every inch of it." 
One look into his eyes proved he meant it. And suddenly she felt. . . well, if not beautiful, at least desirable. And that was more than enough. 
"I want to see every inch of it," he said, then let go of her and moved back a foot or so away from her, leaving her all but swaying with one foot still perched on the small, padded stool. "Take off your clothes, Allie. Take off that skirt and peel those ridiculous panties down your sweet hips." 
Allie had never undressed for a man before in her life. Sure, she'd had sex with the lights on, but undressing had either been a clumsy, groping affair ... or done in the bathroom while her partner undressed in the bedroom. 
He's already seen most of you,  she reminded herself. And yet as she felt along her waist for the knot that held her sarong skirt up, she couldn't stop the fine trembling of her fingers ... or of the muscles in her inner thighs. 
"Undo the knot, Allie." He looked from her fingers, to her face, and continued the dual attention as she fought with the damp fabric. The water had made the knot so bound up there was no way it was coming loose. Her brief visual of undoing the knot and sexily flinging the sarong away fled. Well,
doesn't this figure? 
He took a step toward her, but she held up her hand. No, dammit, she wasn't going to let him help her get around this. This was why she was here, to learn how to handle exactly this type of situation with feminine finesse. There had to be a way to get this thing off without—
She smiled then, perhaps a bit wickedly as the solution came to her. . . and had double the pleasure of seeing his eyes widen a bit as she regained her confidence in herself. She turned just slightly, so he could see her hips .. . and that sweet backside he'd mentioned . . . and slowly began to nudge the sarong down over her hips. 
She tried the best she could to dip her hips and roll them, hoping it looked suggestive. Her panties got caught up in the fabric and were being pulled off with the sarong, but she didn't pause. They were going to have to come off anyway, she told herself, turning so her back was more fully toward him. She continued to push and slide, moving her hips as she did. Praying he wasn't trying not to laugh. 
Then the fabric was past the swell of her hips and dropped to the floor. She stepped gingerly out of them, hoping she didn't trip, but kept her back to him, wondering what he was thinking. Then she felt him walk up behind her and it took everything she had to keep still. 
"You're perfect," he said, his voice tight and almost raw with tension. 
She let out the breath she hadn't been aware she'd been holding, but resisted the urge to melt back against him. It was a heady thing, turning a man on like this. She liked it. 
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A lot. 
"Hardly perfect," she managed. 
She felt the warm tip of one blunt-edged finger brush the nape of her neck. He trailed it all the way down her spine, undoing her self-control as easily as he might have undone a zipper. She shuddered and was forced to clamp her thighs together against the aching need that pooled there. 
His finger continued past the base of her spine, down along the curve between her buttocks. The feel of his finger, so close . .. drenched her further. 
"Step up onto the stool," he commanded hoarsely. 
She no longer questioned this, or him. She wanted whatever he wanted to do to her, with her. 
She stepped onto the stool. 
"Brace your palms on the bed." 
She did, and in doing so had to push her cheeks ever so slightly toward him. He ran his fingertip again along the dip between her cheeks, causing her to convulsively flex the muscles between her legs. 
"Move your feet apart. Just a little." 
She could feel his breath on the skin of her lower back. She closed her eyes, intent on all the things he was making her feel. Somehow she'd thought facing him, stark naked, would make her feel the most vulnerable, especially when he was still dressed. However, exposing herself to him this way was far more intimate, far more vulnerable than she could have ever imagined. And it thrilled her no end. 
She moved her feet apart. 
Again, she felt his fingertips trace down along her buttocks, but with her feet slightly apart, she couldn't clench as tightly against the need. It left her open there, and aching, and so wet she didn't think she could stand it a moment longer. 
She wanted to scream at him to move his fingers lower, to touch her there, to give her some relief. 
But his touch was removed once again. She moaned and heard a similar noise come from him. 
Maybe she should beg him, she thought, maybe that's what he wanted. She was certainly willing to at this point all she cared about was getting him to put an end to this ache he'd built up inside her. 
"I said I'd enter you tonight," he said roughly, before she could do anything. 
She quivered. "Yes," she managed. Dear God, yes. 
He traced several fingertips along her buttocks now and she had to fight every urge she had to keep still. Again his fingers left her just before touching her where she most wanted to be touched. She moaned again. 
"Would you like that?" 
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"Yes," she said tightly, wanting to scream. 
He shifted so he was beside her. "Look at me." 
She turned her head and watched him put one of his own fingers into his mouth and wet it. 
She moaned again, softly. "Please." 
His eyes glittered. "Please what, Allie?" he said when he freed his finger, now all wet and shiny. 
"What would you like me to do with this finger?" He wet it again, then slid two fingers in his mouth. 
She groaned now and twitched hard. "Dear God." 
He turned so that he could continue to hold her gaze, and drew his wet fingers along her buttocks. 
"Tell me," he said, as his fingers went lower . . . and lower. 
"I want—" She gasped and shuddered against the lightest brush of his fingertips against her wetness. 
"Please, do it. Now," she begged, beyond caring. 
"Do what, Allie?" He leaned forward and ran his tongue along the shell of her ear. "And say my name when you tell me what you want." 
His fingers were right there, poised to do exactly what she so desperately wanted them to do. She swallowed against the tight knot in her throat, wanting badly to just wiggle back onto his fingers and be done with it. But she couldn't deny the dark thrill this game gave her, and she knew then she would play along until she'd seen it all the way through. 
"I want..." His pupils shot wide when she stopped to lick her suddenly dry lips. And it was seeing his need, clearly matching her own, that gave her the will power to do what she so badly wanted to do. 
"I want you to push your fingers inside me." She turned her head just slightly so she could look directly into his eyes. "All the way inside me. Cam." 
He groaned and in the next instant, she was filled with him. No gentle slide, no torturously slow entrance. His fingers filled her full and yes, she did scream. In complete, saturated pleasure. She collapsed onto her elbows as he slid them back out. "No,"  she gasped, pushing her hips up, seeking, wanting. 
"Again?" 
"Please God, yes." She'd been so close, so close. She'd barely acclimated to the shock of his entrance to get beyond that to the climax that was just right there. 
"You're so wet for me," he said, and she could hear him fighting his own needs to keep his voice steady. 
The power that gave her had her lifting her hips again. "Fill me again, Cam," she ordered. 
"Oh, you'll be filled." 
She shuddered again, wanting to lower her breasts to the soft linen and rub them against the downy fabric. 
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But then he was moving behind her and she could no longer see what he was doing. 
"Cam?" 
Then his hands were on her hips and she sighed. Oh thank God, he was finally going to enter her. For real. She wanted him to fill her up, and from what she'd felt earlier when he'd pressed every hard inch of himself against her, she knew he'd fill her and then some. Sweet Jesus, it was going to be glorious. 
"Lean farther over," he told her. 
Yes, yes, anything you say, just fill me up. Now. 
She felt something soft, downy, like hair, brush over her buttocks. She held her breath, tried not to squirm as she waited to feel the velvety warmth of him press between her legs. Instead she gasped when his wet tongue brushed over her instead. She swallowed hard and gritted her teeth against a long, keening moan when he flicked his tongue over her again. And again. 
She moved against him when he continued to lap at her, trying in vain to push down enough so that he'd finally, blessedly take her clitoris between his lips and drive her screaming over the edge. 
He was moaning now, too, and she could no longer keep her hips from bucking back against him. 
"Jesus God, yes," she panted as his tongue dipped ever closer. Then he was gripping her hips and lifting her forward onto the bed, rolling her onto her back before she knew what he was about. 
Her legs dangled over the side of the bed as he knelt on the small footstool, his head positioned right between her spread thighs. 
"Hold on," he told her, looking up at her over the flat, creamy expanse of her belly and breasts. 
"Grab the sheets and hold on." 
She did, her head lolling back, then thrashing side to side and he blew a warm breath over her quivering, wet skin. She was all but whimpering at him to put his mouth back on her, trying to lift her hips, but he kept her firmly braced on the bed. "Please," she whispered hoarsely. 
"I'll take you there," he promised. 
"Now," she commanded. 
"Patience," he said, sounding a bit rough himself. 
"Cam," she warned. 
He chuckled then, and she should have hated him for it, or herself for not caring that he was making her beg. But the fact was she'd never been so primed in her entire life and she was loving every single second of this torture. 
Then he lapped at her, just one quick lick that made her shriek. 
"Again," she ordered. "Slower, longer." She could have sworn she heard him smile. 
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"Not so shy now," he said. 
"Don't... be ... smug," she ground out, then gasped again when he brushed his tongue over her. 
"Dear God, you're killing me." 
"Then we're both going to die very happy," he said, and buried his tongue inside her with one, bold thrust. 
Her hips pitched violently off the bed as she climaxed instantly, violently. And he was right, he'd made her come screaming. But he didn't stop there. He continued to flick his tongue back and forth over her as she twitched and thrashed beneath him. 
Then, just when she thought she might pass out from the torturous pleasure, he slowly began suckling her, and simultaneously slid one finger inside her. 
Again she was ripped over the edge, again she screamed. Again she begged him for more. 
Her entire body was so sensitized by now she couldn't lie still. Her legs trembled, her hands grasped convulsively at the coverlet as he continued with his tongue . .. and stroking her with his finger. 
"Move on me," he said, lifting his weight from her. 
She pushed on his finger, moving her hips, clenching as tightly as she could on him, but she was so wet. So amazingly, gloriously wet, it was hard to grasp him tightly. He solved that by sliding another finger inside her. She groaned and bucked even harder. Then he trailed his other hand up over her abdomen .. . and lightly pinched her nipple. 
And she screamed again as another climax was torn from her, and she came once more against his mouth. 
"Enough," she gasped. "I can't—can't—" 
"Oh, yes you can," he growled. He gripped her hips and shoved her back across the bed, then crawled on top of her. 
She'd never wanted so badly to be proven wrong. She was all but clutching at him with her hands and heels, pulling him down on top of her, wanting—wanting more badly than she'd ever wanted anything
—to feel him push, no thrust— hard—inside her. Over. And over. 
She had no idea when he'd undressed and felt a fleeting disappointment that she hadn't gotten to watch. 
Later, she thought, almost mindless with need now. I'll make him strip for me next time. Make him. 
Yes, she thought wildly, next time it would be her turn. And there would be a next time. 
"Now, for God's sake, do it now!" 
But he braced himself just over her, keeping just out of reach of her pistoning hips. 
"Look at me, Allie." 
She swerved her gaze blindly to his. "What?" 
Page 154
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
"I wanted to watch your eyes when I do—this." And he thrust fully into her with one long groaning slide. 



Chapter Nine
Cam had intended to stop once he was buried inside her, to pace himself. To savor the tight, wet feel of her gripping every inch of him. But the self-control he'd exerted thus far had taken a toll and the sweet way she tightened around him ripped the last shred of it away in one velvety squeeze. 
"Yes!" she screamed as he pumped into her again, then again. 
She'd locked her legs around him with surprising strength and kept him tight up against her as she rocked with him, thrust for thrust. 
He was groaning now, done with grappling for control, blindly seeking the release her perfectly lithe little body promised him. 
"Oh God," he groaned as he felt the rush coming over him. 
"Look at me," she commanded, reaching him through the thick haze of lust and carnal need that had gripped him the moment he'd entered her. 
His eyes flashed open at the command. 
"I want to watch you scream," she panted, then tightened her heels on his back and pushed hard up against him as he buried himself in her once more. 
His climax roared through him like a rocket on takeoff. 
He shouted, groaned, and, yes, screamed as she continued to take his thrusts as he poured himself into her. 
When the shuddering convulsions finally stopped, he was barely able to shift and collapse on the bed beside her. "Dear . . . God," he managed, shaken by the power of what he'd just experienced. 
"Amen," she said, reverently. 
He smiled then. She did that to him, too, made him smile when he least expected to. 
He turned his head to look at her. Her eyes were closed and her expression could only be described as ... blissful. He wondered if his looked the same. He certainly felt it. 
She rolled her head toward him then and opened her eyes. Those pale, yet so intensely passionate eyes. 
"Hey, sailor," she murmured. 
"Hey," he said quietly. 
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They said nothing else for long seconds, simply lying there, looking into one another's eyes as their breathing gradually slowed and returned to normal. 
The connection he felt to her went beyond the physical, he realized, as they continued their silent communication. He liked that she didn't know him beyond what he had revealed to her here, and yet he couldn't help but feel she knew him better than anyone ever had. Ridiculous really, yet he couldn't shake the notion. Or chalk it up entirely to mind-blowing sex. 
He wondered if she felt the same thing ... or if she was merely thinking about wanting to go another round. He had to know, and he knew exactly what he had to do to find out. Make the one intimate connection with her they'd yet to share. 
And suddenly he was nervous, which was even more ridiculous. After what they'd just done together ... 
But somehow this was more important than anything that had happened thus far. Her eyes flared as he shifted toward her, leaned in closer . . . 
"Cam—" 
A little moan escaped him at the sound of his name, murmured so lazily, so contently. "I need to kiss you," he said. "Like I need my next breath." And the instant he said it, he realized he wasn't exaggerating. 
She trembled . .. and reached for him. 
His heart rate tripled at her touch, then he cupped her face and leaned over her, lowering his mouth to hers .. . and touching her lips. They were warm, soft, and the most inviting thing he'd ever tasted. It was like coming home. 
Then she parted her lips and tentatively tasted him with the tip of her tongue. His own lips parted as a groan sounded deep in his throat and he took her inside him. It was a perfect joining, one of tongues... 
and souls. He couldn't explain it and didn't dare try. But this wasn't going to end here, tonight. Not if he had anything to say about it. 
He rolled onto his back and pulled her across his chest, continuing their deep kiss without a break. He felt his body stir again and wondered at this power she had over him. She straddled him and moved over him, stirring him further. The brush of her breasts, her peaking nipples, over his chest caused a leap of response and as she continued to plunge her tongue into his mouth, her hips moving atop him, he gradually grew fully hard once again. Amazingly again. Mercifully again, as he badly wanted back inside her. 
"Slide down over me," he managed when she finally ended the kiss. 
"Patience," she said, flashing a dry smile down at him. 
"Allie," he warned, but smiling, too. 
"You'll get what you need," she reassured him. 
He grabbed her hips and tried to position her where he could do what he so badly wanted to do, but she wriggled free. "Please," he said, surprised to hear himself beg, but not caring so much when she grinned. 
Page 156
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
"Please, what?" 
He pushed his hips off the bed, discovering it was as much fun being the follower as it had been being the leader. Still that didn't mean he had to play fair. Catching her gaze and holding it with his own, he said, huskily, "Please take me inside you and hold me more tightly than I've ever been held before." 
She gasped even as she continued to evade his maneuverings. But instead of doing as he'd pleaded, she bent back on her knees and dipped her head down to lap at his nipples, surprising a moan from him. She looked up at him and said, "Grab the sheets and hold on." Then she licked him again before pulling one of his flat nipples between her lips and tugging ever so lightly. He groaned . . . and grabbed for the covers. 
She continued her torture, her position on her knees causing her belly to brush lightly over his now throbbing erection. "Keep your hips still," she commanded. 
"I—can't," he ground out. 
She lifted her body off his then, kneeling upright as she straddled his thighs. "Oh, yes you can." She grasped him, wrapping her hand fully around the steely length of him, eliciting another groan as she stroked him. 
"Lie still.. . and let me have you." 
It took every last scrap of control to keep his hips on the bed, but he couldn't help the way he twitched and pulsed in her hands. Not that she seemed to mind. 
Then she lifted herself over him. "Watch me, Cam," she instructed. And he did, as she slowly pushed him inside her wet, hot body. 
The instant she was fitted fully on him, he groaned and his hips pumped, his self-control shattered. It didn't matter; she leaned back, bracing herself on her hands, and let him push and pump, the angle letting him deeper inside her than ever before. He didn't know who moaned louder and didn't care. 
He tilted his head up and watched himself enter her, watched her writhe on him, until he couldn't take it an instant longer. He reared up and pulled her legs around his hips, so she was in his lap, impaled on him, her breasts crushed to his. "I want to be tasting you, kissing you, when I come in you," he all but growled. 
She was already there, kissing him before he finished speaking, taking him, forcing him to take her. 
They dueled and fought, with both tongues and bodies, battling the sensations they each wrought in the other, until both their screams filled the night air. 
This time when it was over, there were no words. Cam simply pulled them both up to the pillows, and sank gratefully into their cool softness, tugging her into his arms and stroking her hair as her breath steadied, then deepened as she fell asleep on him. 
Mine, he thought, holding her tight as sleep claimed him, too. Hers. 


* * *
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He awoke to the sound of someone tapping softly on the bungalow door. It took him a second to recall where he was . .. and only another moment to realize he was alone. He sat up abruptly, forcing his sleep-drugged brain to clear. 
Another tapping sounded at the door had him crawling off the bed, almost tripping over one of the stools in his haste to get to the door. She'd gone out early, he thought, striving to keep from panicking, and the door was locked. She was back now. 
But he knew, even as he opened the door a crack, that it wasn't going to be Allie. 
"I'm so sorry to interrupt, sir," said one of the young P.D.'s. "We just need to know when you think you'll be done so we can send in the maids to ready the room for later use by other guests." 
"Give me a few minutes," he managed. 
"No hurry." 
"A few minutes." 
The young man nodded, with a cheery smile that Cam barely resisted slamming the door on. He clicked the door shut, thinking it was unfair for anyone to look so happy when he felt so ... lost. 
Yes, that was how he felt. Where had she gone? And why? 
He looked around and realized that only his clothes littered the floor. Actually, only his pants and briefs. His shirt was gone. A spark of hope filled him and he hurriedly dressed, deciding the shower could wait until he'd checked into his own bungalow. After he'd found Allie. They could shower together. Perfect way to begin the day, he thought, forcing himself to think positively. In fact, today he intended to find out everything about her, tell her anything she wanted to know about him. And if he was really lucky, maybe convince her to take showers with him every morning. 
But when he checked in at the main lodge, there was his shirt, neatly folded, with a note in the front chest pocket. She'd checked out earlier that morning and taken a water taxi to a nearby island. He waited until he was alone in his room to read the note. 
Dear Cam, 
Words cannot express the way you made me feel last night. It was beyond my wildest fantasies. I thought I'd spare us both the risk of spoiling such perfection with an awkward morning after. But I wanted you to know that I'll never forget what we shared, and what you taught me about myself. For that I'll owe you forever. I hope you enjoy the rest of your vacation. I'm leaving this morning. After all, I found what I was looking for. More, in fact, than I ever dreamed. And I know you don't want to hear this, but, Cameron, you are a nice guy. The best kind of nice. I hope that doesn't ever change. 
She'd signed it, simply "Allie." 
Cam sat on the side of his bed and read the note again. And again. "It wouldn't have been awkward, Page 158
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dammit," he said, torn between feeling angry . . . and desolate. "It would have been perfect." 
And she hadn't even given him a chance. But then, maybe she wasn't looking for more. I found what
I was looking for.  One hot night in a tropical paradise. 
Well, dammit, he might have come here looking for a hot fling, too, but he'd found more. So much more. She said she'd never forget him. He didn't want her to have to try. Nor did he want her to be merely a memory, even if it was the best damn memory of his life. She said she'd found what she'd come for. Well, ultimately he'd come here looking to find himself. And in making love to her, being made love to by her, maybe he'd discovered just who he was. 
Not a man who selfishly put his own needs first. Allie had been right about that much. He wasn't now and never would be a bad boy. But he had realized something else. He might not be a bad boy, but he was no longer the man who simply did what was expected of him and hoped that would be enough. Because it wasn't enough. And it never would be. If he was going to be happy, fulfilled, then he was going to have to be a man who knew what he wanted. .. and went after it. And he knew exactly what he wanted. 
Allie. 



Chapter Ten
Allie looked down at the doodles she was making in the margin of her merger notes. She couldn't seem to pay attention to what the CEO was saying. Which was not a good thing as this was the final meeting before she and said CEO signed an agreement to join their respective companies. 
She'd already played her mental dominatrix game, something she'd taken to doing over the past several weeks since her return from Intimacies. Her own little form of entertainment during otherwise mindnumbing board meetings. Meetings she was usually chairing. But role-playing scenarios weren't holding her attention either. All it had earned her this morning was a suggestive look from one of Maxwell's board members. A rather dashing and handsome member, too. One who had already made it clear during lunch that he'd be interested in comparing .. . notes, later. 
But she couldn't work up any interest there, she thought as she doodled the shape of a man's hand, a hand with thick long fingers. She shifted in her seat a little, trying hard not to picture Cam's hands, and what they could be doing to her right now. 
Cam. Now there was definite interest there. In fact, too much of it. She thought about him far too often, dreamed about him even more. 
It was a weekend fling,  she reminded herself for the millionth time. You got way more than you
bargained for.  And her little adventure had brought about the desired results if Mr. Handsome and Dashing's reaction was any indication. She'd gone shopping immediately upon returning and chosen business wear that was more flattering to her figure. She'd even taken the time to learn how to apply more than just mascara and lip gloss. But more important than the surface changes was the way she felt in her own skin. Comfortable. Sexy, even. Definitely female. 
And she had Cameron to thank for all of it. 
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Cam. She wondered for the gazillionth time what he was doing, wondered again if she'd done the wrong thing by ending it so abruptly. But it had seemed the right thing to do that morning when she'd awoken to find him sleeping so beautifully next to her. He'd looked even better, slumbering amidst all that white lace and linen, than she'd imagined. 
Her heart had tripped, dangerously. And she'd known even another day with him, much less another night, and her heart would go beyond tripping into a giant, headlong, free fall. And neither of them had gone there looking for that. 
Love. She swallowed a sigh. She could have loved him. You don't even know him. You ran away
before you could.  Guilty as charged. But she'd asked herself if it was better to wonder "what if" than to risk living through his Mr. Nice Guy rejection when he realized she wanted more than a weekend fling. Better to leave when it was still the perfect memory. 
"Ms. Walker? Does that meet with your approval?" 
Allie jerked her attention back to the long conference table and the ten men and two women seated around it. She was at the opposite end from Ted Maxwell, CEO of SoftMore, Incorporated. His business created software programs for high school and college courses. Her company was going to provide the technology to integrate his software into a nationally available online curriculum that would benefit schools and universities all over the world. 
She was very excited about the merger and all the possibilities it entailed, the first of which was going to be a relocation of the bulk of her company to the East Coast, to be closer to SoftMore's parent company's headquarters. 
Given all that, the very last thing she should be thinking about at the moment was how much she missed Cam. 
"I—" She was saved from having to bluff her way through an answer when there was a tap on the door. 
"Enter," Maxwell stated, and a slim brunette slipped in the door and quietly passed him a folded piece of paper. Maxwell read it, then nodded to her. He turned back to the table and said, "I'm very sorry, but I have to step out for a brief moment." 
Allie nodded, then sighed in quiet relief at the reprieve she'd been given. Get a grip,  she scolded herself, all the while smiling confidently at Maxwell's board of directors. This is your whole life
here. Pay attention. 
The seconds ticked away and she returned her attention to her notes. But they were a blur. She was wondering if Cam had been upset to wake up alone. Or relieved. She remembered how it had felt, having him pull her protectively into her arms as they both fell asleep. Not the actions of a man wanting to make a quick getaway. But he'd been exhausted, satiated. Come morning, in the light of day, he might wonder what in the hell had gotten into him. 
Nonsense, she told herself. She knew there had been something between them. Knew it. She should have stayed. Should have found out more about him. His last name would have come in handy. But it was too late now. 
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Her whole life was about to change in a major way. And yet, despite her excitement at the challenges that lay before her, she knew the real change had happened on a bed of Victorian lace in the Caribbean. 
Maxwell's secretary poked her head into the room again and cleared her throat. "Ms. Walker? Could you step out here for a moment?" 
Surprised at the request, Allie smiled and nodded, calmly excusing herself and following the secretary into the hallway while wondering wildly what this was all about. Had she been so out of it that Maxwell had noticed? She didn't think so. Besides, today's meeting was really more formality than anything, a chance to introduce her to his board of directors. He'd met hers the week before. But it was important that she make as good an impression as possible to ensure that the transition went as smoothly as possible. 
"Right through here," the secretary said, motioning her to Maxwell's personal office. 
"Thank you," Allie responded, wondering what Ted wanted that couldn't be said in front of the whole room. Bracing herself, she pasted on a smile and entered the room— and froze. She blinked, certain she was hallucinating. But he was still there, standing across the room, smiling at her. 
She opened her mouth, but the words refused to form. 
Maxwell cleared his throat, dragging her attention unwillingly to him. "I, uh, this is highly unusual," 
he stammered. 
Allie was peripherally aware that Maxwell was uncomfortable, not angry. 
"As you know," he went on after clearing his throat, "SoftMore is a subsidiary of James and Son, Indust—" 
"Just James, now," the man by the window said. "James Industries." 
"Right, right, sorry, sir." Maxwell darted a gaze between the two of them, apparently as aware as Allie of the tension arcing around the room. He cleared his throat again but Allie couldn't stop staring ... and not at him. "James Industries is headquartered here in Atlanta as well, and Mr. James here—" 
"Ted," he said quietly, "if you could just give us a few minutes?" 
"Certainly," Maxwell said, looking enormously relieved as he hurried to let himself out of his own office. 
And then they were alone. Allie . . . and the man she'd never thought to see again. 
"Say something," he said softly, looking so directly at her she felt her entire body flame in response. 
But they weren't at some private sex club now. They were here, smack in the middle of the real world. 
Her entire world. Allie's thoughts careened wildly. Well, now she knew his last name. James. As in Cameron James IV. Owner of a good percentage of all the technology industry on the East Coast. Had he somehow discovered she was the Allison Walker behind Walker Technologies and was going to call off the deal because of what had happened between them? 
"What—what are you doing here?" she finally stammered. 
"I hardly recognize you," he said in response. 
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She fingered the hem of her fitted suit jacket, then smoothed her dark hair back from her face. "I... wasn't really a blonde." 
He held her gaze. "I know." 
She flushed, unable to stop the heat from climbing... everywhere. "Yes, yes. Of course you do." 
She cleared her throat, remembering exactly how he'd know that. "I... dyed it back, when I got home." 
She tried to laugh lightly and failed miserably. "Blondes do have more fun, but being a brunette is more my speed." 
"It suits you. Your skin glows." 
She shifted her weight, wanting badly to squeeze her thighs together to assuage the fierce ache that had already sprung to life there. "Thank you." 
"I'm making you nervous." 
"I'd be a lot less nervous if I knew why you were here." 
"Did you not want me to find you, Allie?" 
"I—I didn't know you would come looking." 
"Didn't you?" he asked, and for the first time she noticed the tension beneath the calm. He leaned, seemingly relaxed, against the windowsill, but his knuckles were white. "After what we shared, did you honestly think I'd let you go?" 
She stilled. "What do you mean?" She should be angry at his presumption, as if he owned her or something. But explain that to her libido, which was raging... or her panties, which were soaked through. 
He finally pushed away from the window and walked toward her. It took everything she had to remain where she stood. Mostly she managed it because she wasn't sure that if she did move, whether it would be to run from the room ... or into his arms. "What do you want?" she asked again, only this time there was a tone of command in her voice. And maybe a touch of panic. 
If he touched her, she was fairly certain she'd let him do anything he damned well pleased. . . right here in Maxwell's office. Hell, right on the boardroom table. With the entire board of directors watching. 
That was the effect he had on her. And in that moment, she knew he always would. No matter where they were. 
He stopped just in front of her and lifted his hand. 
"Don't," she whispered, and he stopped. If she wasn't such a knot of need and confusion, she'd have smiled. Still Mr. Nice Guy, no matter what. "Tell me what you want. What you came here for." 
"I came here for you." 
She looked into his eyes then. "This isn't about the business?" 
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"That's the other thing I wanted to know. When I pursue you, personally, is it going to bother you that, technically, I'll own a piece of your business?" 
"Pursue?" 
"I hated waking up alone, Allie." 
She looked into his eyes and saw that he spoke the truth. "I've missed you," she said, finally, softly. 
"Then why did you go?" 
"I—" She stopped, shrugged, looked away. "It was the most perfect night of my life. And I guess I knew that it was about more than the sex." She looked back at him. "I was already starting to ... feel things. For you. I didn't want to put you in an awkward position. I know that's not what you came there looking for." 
"Maybe I didn't know what I was looking for. Until I found her." 
"But—" Now that she knew who he was, it was impossible not to put the pieces together. Within the industry it was no secret what he'd been through in the past couple of years, from the salacious details of his mother's bouts in rehab to the media highlights of his father's trial. With some juicy tidbits of his divorce tossed in just for fun. 
He must have read it in her eyes. "Don't let what's happened to me, what you think you know about me, change what you already know to be true." 
"But I don't know you." 
"Oh yes, you do. You know the real me, Allie. The me I want to be. With you." 
She wanted to deny that, but she'd had the same exact thought about him, that he was the one person in the world who really knew her. "How did you find me?" 
"It wasn't easy. Part of it was serendipity, with our companies joining. I suppose if you believe in such things, that would be some sort of karmic sign or something, that we belonged together all along." 
She smiled a little. "What are the odds, right?" 
His lips quirked a little, but the tension lines still bracketed his mouth. "Exactly. What are the odds, Allie?" 
She knew what he was asking. "I don't know." Trembling now, she lifted her hands and tentatively laid them on his chest. "But I'm willing to play them and find out." 
His self-control snapped the instant she touched him. He pulled her almost roughly into his arms and his mouth was on her a second later. 
Allie all but blossomed beneath the heat of his kiss, like a flower that had lain dormant in the dark, until the sun rose again. 
She grabbed at him, unable to get him close enough to her. There were suddenly far too many layers Page 163
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of clothing between them and she'd have given anything to be alone with him. Truly alone. 
"Tell me again, Allie," he murmured against the now damp skin of her neck. 
How she was ever going to go back into that boardroom she didn't know ... and didn't much care. 
"I missed you, Cam, missed seeing you, hearing your voice." She looked up at him and stroked her fingers over his face. "Missed tasting you." 
His pupils all but exploded with desire. He pulled one of her fingers into his mouth, making her gasp, then swallow hard against the need to moan. 
"I like knowing I can make you wet, just by looking at you." He tugged her hips snug up against his own and almost growled when the rigid length of him pressed between the juncture of her thighs. "Do you like what you do to me, just by looking at me with those incredibly beautiful blue eyes of yours?" 
She did moan then, and moved against him. "Yes," she managed, "yes, I do." 
"I could take you, right here. On Maxwell's desk." 
"Yes," she said, a pleading note in her voice that secretly thrilled her. "Yes, you could." 
"Should I lock the door? Or does the chance of discovery thrill you?" 
She laughed then, but it ended on a gasp as he pushed her back against the back of the tall, padded leather chair that fronted Ted's desk. "I think you know how I feel about that," she said. "I only like an audience of one." She grabbed his tie and slid the knot open, then tugged it off altogether. "You." 
He grinned then and she finally relaxed and let herself believe this was all really happening. She was going to have this man. And, blessed merciful God, he was going to have her. As long, and as often as possible if she had any say in it. 
And, she decided, a bit wickedly, she most certainly would. 
She let his tie dangle from her fingertips and ran her other hand along the side of the chair behind her. 
"You know, I never did get back to Bungalow Three." 
"Bungalow Three?" 
"The leather lounge." 
His eyes darkened and she felt electric with the need that pulsed in her. He went to Ted's desk and pressed a button on his phone. "Sandy, please tell Ted we'll need his office awhile longer. The merger plans are fine. We're just working out the .. . details. He can dismiss the board." He looked over at Allie and she nodded. "Ms. Walker will sign the final papers tomorrow morning." 
He let go of the button, then crossed the room and flipped the lock. "Just so you'll feel more secure." 
"Once a Mr. Nice Guy, always a Mr. Nice Guy," she said with a smile. 
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things we never got to do," he said, fingering the long length of silk and looking at her wrists. 
She shuddered .. . but didn't resist when he took them in his hands and turned her around, pulling her wrists behind her back. 
"You know that saying, don't you, Allie?" 
"Saying?" she managed, a bit breathless already, need pulsing in her, the ache between her legs already beyond her ability to assuage by clenching her thighs together. 
He tugged the silk into a knot around her wrists, then turned her back around.. . and pushed her legs just a few inches apart, making her whimper at the loss of the one thing she could do to give herself even a measure of relief. 
He held her gaze as he slowly began unbuttoning her suit jacket. "I missed the taste of your nipples." 
She shivered. "That's a saying?" She gasped as he opened her blouse, then undid the front clasp of her bra, baring herself to him .. . and leaving her vulnerable to whatever he wanted to do to her. 
Thank God. 
He leaned down and flicked first one nipple with his tongue, then rolled it between his fingers while he pulled the other one into his mouth. She moaned and her knees threatened to buckle. 
He turned her around then, and bent her over the chair, pushing her skirt up her hips. She was immensely gratified when she heard him gasp. "Garters," he said on a strangled moan. "Dear God." 
"My taste in lingerie has improved," she said. 
"Yes," he said, "yes, it has." 
He traced his fingertips along the edge of tender skin at the tops of her silk hose. Making her thighs twitch. He moved in behind her as his fingers slid from the silk hose, to the silk panties just above them. He fingered the slender band of elastic, until she was barely able to remain upright, thankful to be trapped between the heavy chair . . . and his hard body. Oh, so deliciously hard. 
"Tell me what you want," he whispered against the side of her neck. 
"The saying," she gasped. "Tell me." 
"Oh, right." He teased her by sliding one long finger over the silk panel between her legs, pressing the cool fabric against her wet, sensitized skin until she moaned. 
"Cam, please." 
"That's Mr. Nice Guy to you." 
"Yes, it is. You are. Now please, I don't give a damn about the stupid saying." 
She felt him grin against the nape of her neck as he moved in closer, pressing himself between the cheeks of her buttocks, while his hand slid around the front of her body... and right back down between her legs. 
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"The saying goes like this," he murmured, groaning a little as she ground her hips back against him. 
He slid one finger under the edge of elastic. "When they were good .. . they were very, very good." 
He slid another finger under the edge, and moaned as he encountered her wetness. Slowly, he slid both fingers inside her. "And when they were bad," he growled, sliding them out, then back in again, until she had to swallow the sounds of her first climax. 
"They were perfect." She gasped, shuddering as she came hard. 
"Exactly," Cam said, right before he slid his belt from his trousers. "Now, about this leather fantasy of yours ..." 
Please turn the page for an exciting preview ofNEVER TOO MUCH by Lori Foster. 
An October 2002 release from Brava. 
The damp, sultry night air felt thick with the threat of a violent storm. Not a single star glimmered through the ominous gray clouds gently crowding the dark sky. It was the type of night that stirred a man's blood, made him think of warm mussed sheets and a warmer, mussed woman. 
Ben Badwin needed a woman, and he needed her now. Tonight. 
Breathing slow and deep, Ben let his mind wander to the carnal image of uncontrolled sex, of raging lust. His muscles tensed as he dredged up several female possibilities, but then he dismissed them all as not quite right. A muggy breeze ruffled his hair, drifted against his heated skin through the open collar of his shirt. Ben turned his face up to the night and smiled. He knew what he wanted. 
A challenge. 
Lately, the thrill of the chase, the chance to seduce, had been missing in his life. But he was a man, and damn it, he liked the chase. He liked testing himself and coming out the conqueror. He liked being a dominant male. 
Tonight, the bar and grill attached to his motel was packed. For the most part the crowd remained friendly and freespending, allowing Ben to take a moment to himself. He stood just outside the entry door and surveyed the parking lot. Flood lamps lit the area, showing a collection of shadowed cars and trucks. 
Business was good, booming even. On that level, at least, Ben was very satisfied. 
On another, he burned with edginess. 
A little ways down, in one of the ground floor rooms, a door opened. Two attractive, chatty women, probably in their early thirties, emerged. They laughed together as they moseyed toward the bar along the walkway. From all indications, they'd already been drinking. They neared Ben, and one with short, stylish blond hair winked and gave a three-finger wave. 
Ben smiled back, polite as always, yet uninterested. "Ladies." 
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A leggy brunette cocked out her shapely hip. "Helluva night to be hanging outside." She eyed him up and down and up again with lascivious significance. A long scarlet fingernail touched his naked chest just inside his open shirt. "You should come on in and let me buy you a drink." 
Wishing he felt even a spark of interest, Ben raised his arms in mock regret. "An offer that sweet is hard to refuse, but refuse I must." 
She leaned forward, showing an impressive bosom to advantage. "I promise not to bite." 
Ben couldn't help grinning. He adored women and their antics, the games they played and how they flirted. "Sweetheart, I don't believe that for a second." 
The women laughed in delight. "You sure you don't want to join us?" 
The blonde added, "I promise it'll be fun." 
"Can't." Ben shook his head, and lied. "My time is already taken." 
"Your loss." 
"I'm sure it is." 
They went inside and promptly found new game. Amused, Ben crossed his arms over his chest and leaned back against the clapboard wall. He enjoyed the business, he definitely enjoyed the female attention. 
But these days he simply needed more, and he refused to settle for less. 
A low rumble, probably thunder from the approaching storm, stirred the air. Ben looked to the sky for lightning, but saw none. The rumbling increased and seconds later the headlights of a truck came around the curve, briefly flashing into Ben's face before swerving into the landscaping business directly across the street. 
A few weeks ago Ben had noticed that the shop, after being abandoned for several months, was turning operational again. He'd seen workers putting the rundown business to rights with new paint, repaired shutters, a clean sweep of the cluttered gravel lot. Truckloads of mulch and plants and such had been delivered and arranged into neat rows. 
Ben watched the old battered truck come to a jarring halt with grinding gears and a spattering of the loose rock and dirt. The headlights died, followed by a slamming door. 
He stared through the darkness, strangely alert. 
Inside Ben's bar, someone started the jukebox, and the rousing tune of "Bad to the Bone" emerged. 
The base was low and thrumming, reverberating in his chest, in his head. 
That's when Ben saw her. 
She came out of the shadows and started across the street toward him. Spellbound, Ben watched as fog seemed to part around her, giving her an ethereal appearance. Somehow her steps, slow and rhythmic, matched the beat of the music, and the beat of his heart. 
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The reflection of a street lamp glinted off her reddish-brown hair. It was tied into a high ponytail that might have been neat at one point during the day but now straggled loose and sloppy around her face. 
A fringe of bangs, stringy with sweat, hung half in her eyes. She wore a dusty white sleeveless shirt under a pair of coverall shorts with unraveled hems and a pair of brown work boots over rolled gray socks. 
Ben wouldn't call it feminine attire, but maybe fetish attire? Whatever. It sure got his attention. 
Despite being midnight and hotter than Hades, her stride was long and sure and fluid, matching that provocative music. Bad to the Bone. 
She had the walk of a satisfied woman, and it turned Ben on. 
Because he stood in the shadows, she didn't notice him until the last moment, when she was a mere three feet away. Their eyes met and she faltered. Her lips parted in surprise. Slowly, intently, she surveyed him. 
Ben didn't move, didn't alter his relaxed pose against the building. But inside, interest roiled, kicked up his heartbeat, and sent his senses on full alert. 
Knowing he looked too enthralled, Ben managed a nod—just barely. 
The woman inched closer, but now her every step seemed weighted with caution and curiosity. 
When she was directly in front of Ben, her wide, lush mouth tilted and her eyes smiled. She shook her head, as if bemused. 
Or disbelieving. 
"You ought to be illegal." Her laughing comment, low and throaty, broke the spell. "It's a good thing I have a stout heart." 
With that strange remark, she strode on past and into the diner. 
A little amazed at his aberrant reaction, Ben realized he hadn't said a single word. He turned to view the back of her and his interest expanded. Her ass looked great in the coveralls, soft and cuddly and rounded just right. Her legs were strong, shapely, lightly tanned. 
The rousing music faded away, but the scent of heated woman touched by the damp outdoors remained. Ben grinned. 
Oh yeah, the chase was on. 
And here is a seond preview that will whet your appetite forBEHIND CLOSED DOORS by Shannon McKenna. A September 2002 release from Brava. 
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Nine forty-six P.M. Almost time. 
The monitor glowed with eerie blue light in the darkened room, but the mosaic of windows on the screen remained stubbornly dark. Seth Mackey glanced at his watch and drummed his fingers against the desktop. Her schedule never varied. She should be home any minute. 
There were more important things for him to be doing. He had hundreds of hours of tape to process, and even with Kearn's new kick-ass rapid-filter software, it still took time to run the analyses. He should be studying the specs for the new generation of Colbit mikes, or at least conducting a random sweep of the other surveillance sites. 
Still he stared at the monitor, trying to rationalize away the buzz of hot excitement in his body. The dozens of hours of vid that he had on file for her wouldn't do the trick. He needed her live, in real time. 
Like a junkie needed his fix. 
He spat out a curse at the passing thought, negating it. He didn't need anything, not anymore. Since Jesse's death, he'd reinvented himself. He was as cool and detached as a cyborg. His heart rate did not vary, his palms did not sweat. His goal was sharp and clear. It shone in the still, cold darkness of his interior landscape, as brilliant as a guiding star. 
The plan to destroy Victor Lazar and Kurt Novak was the first thing that had aroused Seth's interest in the ten months since they had murdered his little brother. It had rendered him a miracle of single-minded concentration—until three weeks ago. 
The woman who was about to walk into the rooms monitored by the screen in front of him was the second thing. 
The light-activated camera monitoring her garage flicked suddenly to life. He tried to ignore the way his heart rate spiked, and glanced at his watch. Nine fifty-one. She'd been at the office since 7:30 A.M. 
Her car pulled in, the headlights switched off. She sat, slumped in the car for so long that the camera switched itself off and the window went dark. He cursed softly through his teeth and made a note to himself to reprogram the default from three minutes to ten. 
The second two cameras activated themselves as she unlocked the front door and headed for the kitchen. She took a bottle of spring water from the refrigerator, tilted her head back, and drank. She took off her ugly hornrimmed glasses and rubbed her eyes, clutching the edge of the kitchen sink for balance. The miniscule camera embedded in the macrame knots of the plant hanger framed her oval face, her stubborn jaw, the shadows under her large, heavily lashed eyes. She looked at the mascara smeared on her fingers and closed her eyes. The sweep of her lashes was dramatic, shadowy, and soft against the delicate curve of her high cheekbones. She looked exhausted. 
Being Lazar's new sex toy must be more strenuous than she had bargained for. He wondered how she'd gotten herself embroiled with him. Whether she was in too deep to ever get out. Most people who got involved with Lazar soon found they were in over their heads. By then, of course, it was too late. 
There was no objective reason for him to continue to monitor her. According to the personnel file he'd hacked into, Lazar Shipping International had hired her a month ago as an executive assistant. 
Had it not been for the fact that she was living in Lazar's ex-mistress's house, she might never have Page 169
Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html
come to his attention at all. Lazar's visits to that house had warranted surveillance, and Seth had been watching it for months. 
But Lazar didn't visit the blonde, or at least he hadn't yet. She came straight home from the office every night, stopping only to get groceries or to pick up her dry cleaning. The transmitter he had planted in her car confirmed that she never varied her route. A weekly phone call to her mother revealed only that the woman had no clue about her daughter's latest career move, which was understandable; a young woman kept for pleasure by a ruthless criminal slimebag might well choose to hide the knowledge from her family. She knew no one in Seattle, went nowhere, had no social life that he could discern. 
Kind of like himself. 
The blonde stared almost directly into the camera with big, haunted eyes. She disquieted him. She looked . . . God, sweet was the word that came to mind, even though it made him wince. 
He had never before had moral qualms about spying on people. When he was a kid reading comic books, he'd picked out his superhero mutation of choice right away. X-ray eyes won, hands down. 
It was the perfect mutation for a suspicious, paranoid control freak like himself. Knowledge was power, and power was good. He'd built an extremely lucrative career on that philosophy. Jesse used to tease him about it. 
He shoved that thought away fast, before it could bite him. 
He'd watched Montserrat, Lazar's former mistress, with business-like detachment. Even seeing her writhing in bed with Lazar had left him cool and unmoved, even a little repulsed. Never once had he felt guilty. But Montserrat was a professional, a player who knew the rules. He read it in her sinuous, calculated body language. She wore a mask all the time: when she was fucking Lazar, even when she was alone. 
The blonde had no mask at all. She was wide open and defenseless and soft, like whipped cream, like butter, like silk. It made him feel sleazy for watching her, an emotion so unfamiliar that it had taken him days to put a name to it. The hell of it was, the sleazier he felt, the more impossible it was to stop. 
He wished he could shake the nagging sense that she needed to be rescued. He wasn't the white knight type to begin with, and besides, he had Jesse to avenge. That was enough responsibility. 
He wished she weren't so fucking beautiful. It was disturbing. 
A shrink could probably explain his fixation; he was under stress, projecting his deprived childhood fantasies onto her because she looked like a fairy-tale princess. He'd read too many comic books as a kid. He was alienated, depressed, obsessed, had an altered perception of reality, blah, blah, blah. 
You name it, he was afflicted with it. 
And the sight of that woman's stunning body had altered reality beyond recognition. It had shocked his numbed libido violently into life. 
She drifted wearily into the range of the micro-camera nestled inside the carved latticework of a hanging lamp in the bedroom. The lamp had been left behind by Montserrat, who had departed so abruptly that she hadn't even taken the time to pack the personal items that she had contributed to the apartment's decor. 
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The blonde had brought nothing of her own to the apartment, and had shown no interest in changing or moving the pieces that were already in place, which was good. The lamp commanded an excellent view of the mirror on the armoire, a detail for which he had reason to be grateful. 
She opened her armoire, and he enlarged the image until it filled the whole screen, pushing away the now-familiar pang of guilt. This was his favorite part. 
She removed her tailored jacket and clipped the skirt to the hanger, which left her clad in a pale silk blouse. Not for the first time, he wished he'd installed one of the color cams, at least in the bedroom. 
He'd seen no point in it at the time, but with the black-and-whites he couldn't tell if the blouse was white, ivory, yellow, pink, baby blue, or ice green. He wanted to differentiate between every tiny gradation of her perfect skin, from pale cream to pink to blush rose to deep crimson. He wanted it almost badly enough to break into the house again and upgrade. Almost. 
She stretched up on tiptoe to hang up the suit, and the tail of her blouse hiked up to reveal prim cotton briefs that stretched tightly across the swell of her rounded ass. He knew her evening routine as well as if it were the opening credits of an old television show, but still he hung on every detail. Her artless, unself-conscious movements fascinated him. Most of the goodlooking women he knew played constantly to an imaginary camera; checking every reflective surface they passed to make sure they were still beautiful. This dreamy-eyed girl didn't seem to particularly notice, or care. 
She peeled off her hose, flung them into the corner, and slowly commenced her clumsy, innocent nightly striptease. She fumbled with her cuffs until he wanted to scream at her to get the fuck on with it. Then she fussed and picked at the buttons at the throat of the high-necked blouse, gazing into the mirror as if she saw another world entirely. 
His breath hissed sharply in between his teeth when she finally shrugged off the blouse. Her full, plump breasts were sternly restrained by a plain white underwire bra. It was not a sexy, rich man's plaything scrap of lingerie. It was fullcoverage, wide straps, practical and unadorned—and the faint hint of cleavage it revealed was the sexiest thing he'd ever seen. 
He rearranged his throbbing private parts inside his jeans and dragged his hand over his hot face with a groan. He had no business getting anything more than a purely casual, incidental hard on for one of Lazar's toys. It was deadly stupid, and it had to stop. 
Except that now it was time for the hair. God, he loved that part. 
She tossed pin after pin into the china tray on the dresser, and uncoiled the thick blond braid from the bun at the nape of her neck. She unraveled the strands, shaking them loose until they rippled past the small of her back, tapering down to gleaming wisps that brushed tenderly against the swell of her ass. 
His breath sighed out in a low, audible groan as she reached behind herself and unhooked the bra. His hands tingled as he stared at her plump, luscious breasts, crowned with pale pink nipples. He imagined them taut, flushed, and hard against his fingers, the palms of his hands, his feverish face, his hungry, suckling mouth. His heart began to pound. 
She peeled off the panties, and stretched her beautiful body. Rolling her shoulders, her neck, arching her back until her breasts thrust out, enjoying the sensual freedom of being naked and alone. Unmasked and defenseless. Whipped cream and butter and silk. 
The nest of springy, dark blond curls at her crotch didn't quite hide the shadowy cleft between her Page 171
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shapely thighs. He wanted to press his face against those soft ringlets, inhale her warm woman scent, and then taste her, parting the moist, tender pink folds of her cunt, licking and suckling her until she collapsed in pleasure. Video was not enough. He needed more data. Colors, smells, tastes. He was starving for it. 
And then, the gesture that always undid him. She bent from the waist and flung her hair over her head, arching her back and running her fingers through the wavy mass. The placement of the camera and the mirror guaranteed him a spectacular view of her soft, rounded thighs, the creamy globes of her ass, the enticing divide between them. 
Sweet Jesus, it was enough to wake the dead. 
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