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“Final boarding call for flight 297…” The sultry female voice penetrated the noise of excited holiday travelers, broody security personnel, and a multitude of vexed airline staff. Panic ensued instantly. I was going to miss my flight!

Frustration made my hands clench into fists as I saw that the person ahead of me was finally being allowed through the security checkpoint. I’d arrived four hours early for my flight, far surpassing the stated time of two hours that my airline had suggested, but still, I was on the verge of missing the flight that would take me from a miserable Christmas alone to the wonderful snow-clad mountains of a holiday wrapped skiing village in Switzerland.

All because security wanted to hold up the line by harassing some poor old woman with two metal knee replacements, a man with a guide dog, and a teenager with some medical device that helped to keep her alive. I was nearly in tears when they finally allowed the poor woman through after some rather invasive searching and a shopping list of questions. I rushed forward when they gave me the signal and presented my paperwork and answered their questions.

I tried to keep my voice calm, and my answers polite, but that was hard when I really wanted to give them a dose of their own medicine and give sarcastic replies and shoot daggers at them. I wanted to get on this flight, though, and I had to play the game to get through. I held my arms out as they waved a metal detector at me, and counted seconds as the man standing there took his time making a decision. I felt my lungs stop and my eyes go wide as he turned away and spoke into some contraption on his shoulder.

I felt the prick of tears as I envisioned my plane flying away without me. He turned back around as I stood there and gave me a disgusted look.

“You can go, Ms. Parks.” He waved a hand at me and I didn’t even think about it, I just bolted away to the gate I needed.

I ran like a maniac to the gate, my carry-on bag banging against my back as I berated myself for wearing the super-sexy stiletto boots instead of my comfortable loafers.

“Please don’t break, please don’t break,” went the mantra in my head to the heels of my boots as I came to the boarding gate and met a smiling woman.

“I can’t believe you’re still here.” I panted out, handing my papers over to the woman as she made a call on a hand-held radio.

“We were going to let the plane go, but I thought that might be you we were waiting on. I can see the line from here and I’ve seen you all but bouncing for the last two hours. Enjoy your flight.” She handed the papers back to me and a man came to check my passport one last time before he allowed me to walk to the plane. I hurried through the tunnel and finally made it to the door. A flight attendant checked my papers again and smiled at me as she directed me to my seat.

People were still loading bags into the overhead bins so I knew I hadn’t delayed the plane. A tap on my shoulder made me turn around expectantly. Had the TSA guy decided I was a wanted criminal and ordered the plane staff to drag me off? Had I got on the wrong plane? What now?

“Excuse me, miss, we have an open seat in first class if you’d like to come forward. I see the seat you were allocated is near the rear bathroom, so I’d recommend taking me up on my offer. After seven hours in flight, you’re going to hate this airline otherwise.” It was the same flight attendant that checked my boarding pass, I saw as I turned around with a surprised gasp.

“Who would be crazy enough to turn that down? Let’s get going, sister!” I turned into the area where leather seats that looked almost as comfortable as a bed awaited the bottoms of those that could afford them. First-class, get a load of that!

I settled into the seat the woman indicated after I put my bag away, and buckled in. The tag on her navy-blue blouse told me her name was Mary as I thanked her.

“I’ve only walked through this section before; I’ve never actually sat in it.” I don’t know why I whispered the words to her, there was only a man sitting at one of the window seats and he was staring out of the small round window, so he wasn’t paying any attention to us at all.

“I hope you enjoy the flight and let me know if you need anything.” She gave me a polite smile and excused herself to prepare for takeoff.

I looked out of my window and stared out at the world that soon started to move past the window. Before I knew it we were making the run-up to the sky and my fingers tightened on the armrests, my nails digging into the soft leather. I hated this part, but I always managed to blank my mind through it.

“It will be over soon.” I heard a soft male voice say from my right and opened my eyes long enough to see it was the man in the window seat. From the flash of him I saw before I squeezed my eyes shut again, he was a rather handsome fellow, but I didn’t have time to pay any attention to that. I had to say my mantra, only this time it was to the entire plane instead of my boot heels.

“Please don’t break, please don’t break.” I breathed in and out through my nose until we settled into our cruising altitude and the pilot came across the radio to tell us we could move around.

“Are you better now?” The man across from me asked and I turned with an embarrassed smile.

“Yes, thank you. I don’t fly often, and the takeoff and landing part terrifies me so I’m always nervous about both. Although, I won’t really be concerned about the landing until we’re doing it.” I looked away, tucking waist length dark hair behind my ear to twist it into one long rope. A nervous habit, but one that kept me calm.

“So, the part in the middle isn’t a big deal for you? I think that’s what bothers most people.” He sounded amused but kind, and his voice was pitched to a smooth timbre, but laced with an accent I couldn’t place.

“Strange isn’t it? That part never bothers me at all. I like that part, actually.” I don’t know why I was telling this complete stranger my little foibles about flying, but it didn’t seem to matter. He gave a smile that lit up his light hazel eyes and full lips.

I took another glance at him while Mary took his drink order and saw that he was more handsome than I thought at first. His hair was well-groomed and a little long on top, enough to hang down in his eyes but I’d seen him brush it back casually without a thought a few times now. His beard matched his hair, was also well-groomed, and close to his face. He hadn’t let it grow out as far as some men had and the way he kept it gave him a distinguished, sexy air that I hadn’t noticed with other men before.

Of course, some of that could be the tailored black suit he was wearing. My eyes went a little wide as he moved to remove the jacket, broad shoulders soon became apparent through the cotton of the scarlet shirt he wore underneath. My fingers twitched as he turned back to face me, I wanted to open up a few more of those buttons on his shirt.

I looked away as my cheeks flamed and came face to face with Mary. She gave me a conspiratorial wink and asked what I’d like to drink. I took the glass of white wine on offer and gulped at it when she handed me a glass.

“You should be careful with that. Alcohol does strange things to us up here.” I heard him warn and pursed my lips a little.

“I’m on the vacation of a lifetime, that I almost missed by the way, and I’m going to be alone for Christmas. I worked my tail off for this trip, I’ll allow myself one glass.” I let a happy smile take the place of my frown and looked up at him. He looked curious.

“What makes you seek out solitude at Christmas time?” His voice was so sexy I all but purred in response.

I instantly castigated myself and tried a reply, instead. “My parents have decided to spend their retirement in Belize, I’m an only child, and my fiancé left me at the altar. I thought some peace and quiet might suit me perfectly.”

“Ah, I see.” He answered, and I noted the way he relaxed into his chair a little more. Now, why had he done that?

“What are you doing for Christmas?” By the time we landed, Christmas would be in full swing. I’d decided at the last minute to take this flight, after talking myself out of it several times, and all the flights were full but this one.

“I’m going home, to a little village just outside of Cardiff in Wales.” That explained the accent then, he was Welsh!

“How nice! I’ve always wanted to go there.” I remembered reading about the place in my teens when I planned to travel the world, but those plans had changed, and I hadn’t made it past Canada or Mexico until today.

“It’s a green little place, full of old buildings and people that talk like me. I work in America, and I love it there, but I do miss hearing people that sound like me.” He looked wistful for a moment and my heart melted.

I bet he regularly made panties spontaneously combust with the combination of his look and that accent.

“I can only imagine. I’ve never been away that long that I’ve missed the Virginia accent, at least not my part of Virginia on the coast. How long have you been working in America?” It just seemed like the right thing to ask at the moment.

“Three years now, I travel back and forth a lot.” He didn’t say much more about his job, so I didn’t ask. “What do you do?”

“I, uh, I work at a club.” I didn’t tell him what kind of club or what I did exactly, for a very good reason. I didn’t want to be hit on or judged.

“That can be fun, I’ve heard.” He smoothed over the moment, letting me keep my privacy. I could have kissed him for that!

It hadn’t been my dream but there I was, pregnant at 19, my parents long gone and living their lives, and me alone with a belly that was only growing bigger. The father had left town and school the moment I told him I was going to have his baby, and I hadn’t heard from him since. I’d lost the baby at five months, which was just long enough to get used to the idea of being a mother and had fallen behind in my studies. I lost my scholarships, failed out of my classes, and ended up being kicked out of my dorm.

I’d had nowhere to go, no skills to use, and I’d been totally without hope as depression took me down a dark road. I’d called the only friend I had left by then, my friend Tammy, and she’d told me to come and stay with her. She got me a job at the place she worked, and I was still with her, only exotic dancing wasn’t my main job anymore. I’d taken over a lot of the administrative duties over time, and now I only danced on rare occasions, like when I needed to forget my fiancé had left me and forget my troubles.

For a while, the stranger in the next seat was quiet and I took out my e-reader. I couldn’t help stealing glances at him though. It wasn’t often that a man caught my attention so well, but there was just something about him, something that made the little teenager inside of me squeal with glee and the grown woman want to purr.

He got up to walk around the cabin and I caught the scent of his cologne. Something exotic that made my pulse quicken as my body responded. This guy was just the whole package of sexy! I knew nothing would come of it, our flight would land, we’d go our separate ways, and I’d never see him again. Something in me longed for a different reality, though, as the hours passed. I wanted to know him better, I wanted to look at his face until I had every inch memorized, and I really, really, wanted to drag him into the bathroom to get him naked.

Maybe my hormones were out of whack or on overdrive after being in the air so long? I twisted my hair into a rope as he came back, my gaze locked on my e-reader but I was so caught up in him I didn’t even realize the screen had gone off until he chuckled by my side. He was right beside me and could see the screen was off!

“Interesting read?” He was wearing the sexiest grin I’ve ever seen in my life.

I swear my knees trembled as he looked down at me with gleaming eyes. I wondered if my blue ones were as attractive to him, and was glad for the first time today that I’d chosen to make myself presentable for this flight. I’d put on my makeup, just enough to define my eyes and make them sparkle, and wore a tight black skirt that came down to my knees, with a gold and black shirt over that, a long black wool coat, and my boots, with a little gold jewelry to finish it all off.

I wasn’t vain, but after a few years as a dancer, I knew that I was attractive to most men. I bit my lip before I looked up again. Oh, this was awkward!

“I think I need a nap! I hadn’t even realized the screen had gone off!” I blinked up at him innocently, hoping he’d buy it.

“So you weren’t, I don’t know, distracted by anything? Just falling asleep?” He put his hand on the back of the seat as he came down to level our gazes together.

“|Huh? Oh! No, not at all, just tired. It’s late, after all.” I held up my slim silver watch, the face no bigger than the pad of my thumb. It was an antique, a present from my grandmother, so I wore it, even when I had gold jewelry on.

“I see.” He gave me a wink before he stood up. “It’ll be the wine.”

“What?” I asked sharply, wondering if he’d somehow read my thoughts!

“That’s making you sleepy, of course.” He went back to his seat and pressed the buzzer to bring Mary back to us. He acted as though he hadn’t nearly made my heart stop, first with his closeness and then with his words about the wine.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. I have to inform you that we have been ordered to land in London instead of Paris. The volcano that erupted in Italy late yesterday has produced an ash cloud that is spreading far and wide. It will be too dangerous for us to continue to our destination. On the plus side, those of you with connecting flights to the UK will be that much closer to home. I will update as soon as possible.”

Well, that’s how my brain broke down what the captain said, anyway. All I really heard was “you aren’t getting to Switzerland tonight, sister!”
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Mary soon brought us both out more drinks, mine a ginger ale with a tiny bottle of scotch beside it and before she moved on to help the other staff to pass out drinks in the back. I could hear pandemonium back there as passengers fired questions that the staff just couldn’t answer yet. I had those same questions, but I knew most wouldn’t get an answer until well after we landed. How could you answer questions about an ongoing event?

My holiday might be over after all!

I chided myself for that, thinking about the volcano that had erupted. Surely there’d been damage? I should just feel lucky I wasn’t there.

“You’re rather calm about this.” The fantasy come true in the seat next to me quipped.

“There isn’t much I can do about it is there?” It was the simplest answer. Life had thrown me quite a few punches; I’d learned to roll with them long ago.

“I like that. I’m Gareth by the way.” He held out his hand to me, leaning over, so I did the same and took his hand.

His hands were large and warm. I felt that warmth spreading up my arm as we looked at each other, awareness suddenly crackling in the air like static electricity.

“I’m Elena.” I all but whispered to him, my heart racing again.

“Lovely to meet you, Elena.” He smiled, a reassuring smile full of straight white teeth, only one on the bottom was slightly crooked. It was endearing, I thought.

“Same to you. I guess you’ll be happy about getting home faster.” I pulled away then, the warmth now somewhere low in my belly. I couldn’t take the tension, more than anything. The longer I’d held his hand the more I’d wanted to stand up and plunk myself down in his lap.

I had to stop thinking like that; he might be married for all I know! Maybe the Welsh don’t wear wedding bands? How was I to know?

I guess I must have tellingly glanced at his fingers because Gareth chuckled before he spoke. “No, I’m not married. I spend too much time at work and flying, to meet anyone…special.”

“Oh? No girl in every port then?” Maybe he had a girlfriend?

“Not a one. I’m far too busy.” That smile again! I crossed my legs, trying to ease the ache that had started to pulse between them, but that only made it worse!

“That’s too bad. A man as gorgeous as you should have a woman to support him.” I closed my eyes the second I finished the sentence.

Not all exotic dancers are brash, outspoken, and bold you know? One of the main reasons I’d stopped dancing regularly was because I’m actually quite shy. I’d become immune to men staring at me but they all expected me to be something I wasn’t, and that was easy. I’ve had my love affairs, obviously, but I didn’t fall into bed with everyone that asked me to.

So, why I’d spoken as if I was anything but a shy girl from a small town in coastal Virginia was beyond me.

“Sorry, that was rude of me.” I curled up into myself a little, trying not to see if he had a disappointed look on his face.

“It’s fine, really. It was a compliment, after all. To think that a woman as beautiful as you, finds me attractive is, well, nice really. I was starting to wonder if I was the frog in the story after so long.” He was definitely the prince, I thought, my head unconsciously shaking in agreement. “Especially a young beautiful woman.”

“Oh, you can’t be that old, how old are you? 29, 30? You can’t be that much older than me, and I’m 23.” I hoped my smile was flirtatious but not slutty, it could be a fine line, I knew.

“I’m 31 actually.”

“So you aren’t that much older than me then.” I gave a satisfied nod of my head and turned back to him. “Just the right age, I’d say.”

“Indeed? And why is that?” He looked amused; I liked the look on him.

“Well, you’re leaving those awful years behind where all you want to do is party, get laid, and party some more. You’re starting to think ahead and preparing for the future. Obviously, you have a decent job, you’re able to hold down a job, and take care of yourself.” I couldn’t help but look over his body again, noting the way his shirt stretched over his chest and the stretch of his pants over his thighs. There was hard muscle there.

“Ah, the marrying kind then?” His words teased me, his eyes daring me not to be a coward and bow out of the conversation.

“Perhaps. My fiancé was 26, but he still took off when I...” I stopped, not wanting to talk about my past. I’d told Jake about my lost child, and about the job, I’d kept secret from him for so long. He’d left me standing at the altar all alone after I’d revealed all to him. I didn’t want to go through that again.

“I guess he just wasn’t ready. I can’t imagine any other reason a man would leave you.” He was looking at me earnestly, but I knew my past as a dancer could be a black mark on me to any man, or any woman for that matter. People judge us so harshly for just trying to survive.

“He wasn’t, no. Anyway, you’ll be the perfect catch when you find the right woman.” It made me a bit sad to think about him with another woman, having a family, being in love, but I knew it was silly. I’d only just met him!

“I hope you’re right and she thinks the same. Are you going to have that scotch? I think we’ll be landing in about an hour and you don’t want to go through border control even slightly wobbly. I’ve done it before, on one of my first flights back home years ago. It wasn’t pleasant.”

I put the bottle in my bag, not wanting to do anything that might give me problems later. It was going to be hard enough to find out how to get home without fighting with border control just to be allowed into the airport.

“We’ll get you sorted out, don’t worry too much.” Gareth seemed to be sure of that, but I wasn’t so sure.

Our conversation had gone from playful back to serious, and I knew he was just trying to distract me. We’d be landing soon and added to the usual fear of the landing process, was uncertainty about what would happen when we did land. We’d been flying for hours, and I knew Gareth was right we’d be landing soon.

I wasn’t nervous about any of it, oddly enough. Just curious more than anything. I knew, by rights, I should be as panicked as those in the cabin behind us, but I just couldn’t build anything up other than a mild curiosity. Maybe it was Gareth’s presence, so calm and in control, that was influencing me. Dang, the man is gorgeous.

I was lost in another fantasy about Gareth and a closet when somebody shook me awake. I wiped at my face, realization dawning that the fantasy had turned into a dream at some point.

“We’ll be landing soon, Elena. I need you to buckle up, please.” Mary spoke and then walked away, her voice faintly reaching my ears as she walked down the rows, waking up others.

“Elena? Why don’t you meet me after you get through the hard part of getting into Britain? We can figure out what you need to do next.” He offered his help just like that, and I couldn’t believe he would stick around like that!

“Oh, I couldn’t keep you like that, Gareth. You have to get home. It’ll be Christmas now! No, you find your way home, I’ll be fine.” I waved off his offer, but inside I was smacking myself for turning him down.

“I insist! Let me at least wait with you, if nothing else. I’ll have to find a flight to Cardiff anyway, so we can wait together.”

“That sounds fine. I don’t want to keep you from your family, though.”

“There’s so many of us, I doubt anyone will notice me missing. I have three brothers and four sisters, so family gatherings are always a huge affair.” He sounded like he wouldn’t mind missing those gatherings sometimes.

As an only child, I’d never understood those with lots of siblings wishing for peace and quiet. It was just boring to me!

“I’m sure your parents would miss you. Oh, here we go.” I felt the vibration change in the plane and knew the flaps and flippers were doing the things that flaps and flippers do, and the landing gear was doing what it needed to do, and we were starting to descend. Gareth held out his hand again, and I took it, the sudden surge of fear took me by surprise. I’d thought I’d conquered it with him nearby, but it seemed I hadn’t.

He held my hand until the captain said we could depart the plane and then we stood together. He didn’t say a word; we just retrieved our bags, thanked Mary for her fine service, and walked out. Gareth went to one side of the line and I had to go to the other.

“I’ll wait for you on the other side.” He’d said to me before he’d left, and I watched him go while I waited for the bored, and obviously sleepy, border control agent to acknowledge me.

The experience was less painful than I thought it would be and I left the area as soon as the agent stamped my passport. I walked out to find Gareth waiting for me, there were few people at the airport at this time of the morning. We’d been directed to the airline’s waiting area and we headed there after we collected our bags.

“I’m sorry miss, this looks like it’s going to continue for quite a while. We can send you back to America maybe tomorrow evening, but it will be a late flight. That’s if the ash cloud doesn’t make its way this far.” The young man at the desk was quick to volunteer after he scanned my boarding pass.

“So, what do I do now?” I asked, fear making my voice shake. I had nowhere to go again!

“The airline will put you up for the duration, of course.” His cheerful voice took care of the shaking in my voice, but Gareth’s arm took care of the quivering inside me.

Well, it turned the quiver into a shiver of pleasure really.

“How do we arrange that?” I asked the young man, my eyes going to Gareth’s. He gave me a wink and a smile, but he said nothing.

“I’ll arrange transport to the hotel, miss, and print out the vouchers you need. Won’t be a tick.” He bent his head to his computer, his fingers flying as a woman came up to the console beside him. She started the same procedure for Gareth and before we knew it we were both heading out to a shuttle van waiting outside.

“Welcome to England,” Gareth said cheerily, a smile on his face despite the glare of daylight that nearly made my eyes water.

“Thanks. Not exactly where I planned to spend Christmas, but, hey! It’s Christmas day! Merry Christmas!” I was exhausted and hungry, yet I still managed to smile. With Gareth beside me, it wasn’t so bad.

I’d always thought it constantly rained in Britain, but the sun was shining as the van filled up with other passengers before the driver took us to a hotel nearby. The sun didn’t seem to get nearly as high as I was used to back home, but by the time we arrived at the hotel and were settled in, I was too tired to notice.

“I have a suggestion,” Gareth said as we made our way to my room. Gareth had turned down the offer of a room once we’d arrived, as he was so close to home. “I can arrange a flight to Cardiff for us both if you’d like to spend Christmas with my family and me? I can get you back to the hotel this evening and maybe you can fly on to your destination tomorrow?”

“Oh, I couldn’t intrude!” I started but his smile washed away the rest of my protest.

“It’s no trouble and, honestly, you’re one of the most interesting people I’ve met in a long time. I’d like to spend more time with you.” He leaned against the door frame, his grin was somehow even sexier than any he’d given me before.

I should probably say no, I thought, but with him smiling down at me like that, well, I just couldn’t say no, could I?

“Alright. Why don’t you come in then? I need coffee and a shower before I take another flight anywhere though or I’ll collapse.” I opened the room with my key card and went in. Gareth pulled both of our bags in and I went straight to the coffee machine set up on a table just inside the door.

We both had a cup of coffee as Gareth made the arrangements on his phone. He was talking to someone by the time I pulled a change of clothes from one of my bags and went into the bathroom to shower. I turned to close the door and lock it, an old habit when I looked up to see him watching me. There was a hunger in his eyes that made my stomach tighten and my knees go weak. I’d seen that look before, but on Gareth, the curiosity and desire made my knees weak and my body responded with the same kind of hunger.

“I have to go. I’ll call you back.” He said before swiping the glass of his phone and throwing it on the other bed in the room.

I waited, my breath held as he stalked towards me, giving me plenty of time to close the door and refuse his advance. I pushed it open instead.

“I know this is strange, Elena, and I know, well, that the whole thing is odd, but I just can’t get you out of my head.” He paused before me, still giving me space to change my mind if I wanted to.

I should close the door, I thought, close the door, take my shower, and crawl into bed to sleep away this crazy attraction. Instead, I closed the space between us and brought his face down to mine to finally get a taste of those full lips of his.

For the last few years, I’ve spent a lot of time sidestepping the come-ons of customers, the leering glances of men that thought they could pay me for my body, and the demands that I do just that when I refused their advances. I’d managed to protect myself and ward off those jerks. I felt totally different with Gareth. He treated me with respect, kindness, and admiration. Some of that might be because he doesn’t know I’m a dancer, but I suspect it’s because he’s just that kind of genuine person.

His attraction to me wasn’t solely my appearance or my job, that came across in the soft way he kissed me back. While I was demanding his kiss, my hands already at his waist to pull him nearer to me, his response was warm and gentle, but definitely interested. He leaned into me, pulling me up so I wouldn’t have to strain my neck.

I felt heat fill me, desire mixed with an unfamiliar emotion. Gratitude perhaps? Security maybe? Gareth made me feel safe, even if I’d known him for less than 24 hours.

“I should leave you to your shower,” he said against the corner of my mouth, but he didn’t move away from me.

“I should definitely shower,” I replied, my gaze locked to his before I pulled him back down to my face once more.
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“I want you, Gareth.” I broke the kiss long enough to whisper into his ear, giving us both permission to do exactly what we wanted to do. I’d felt the hesitation in him, the way he held himself back, and knew I had to be the one that took that away.

I pulled his head back down to mine, too hungry for him to wait for him to claim me. I was a grown woman, I took care of myself, and I needed this, him, more than I needed anything else right now. I could regret it later when I was gone; when he was gone, and we never saw each other again, but for now, I could be the bold nymph I portrayed on the stage, I could take exactly what I wanted and there’d be no consequences. As long as I didn’t let my heart get involved.

My old mantra came back to me as his hands found my ass to pull me tightly against his hips. Please don’t break, please don’t break.

The passion of my kiss was born of excitement, arousal, and nerves. I’d never had a one-night stand, but I was about to. Something like it anyway.

There were no words about the future, there wasn’t time to as our tongues dueled, and our hands explored. I breathed in through my nose as our tongues tangled, inhaling his scent into my head, a scent that filled my senses and made my head swim with longing. His fingers slid down to my ass, my clothes in the way but he pushed his hand down the band at my waist, until he found silk lace and bare skin. I knew I was slick and ready for his touch, but the pressure of his fingers against my skin made something deep inside of me pulse.

“Gareth,” I drawled out his name and he groaned in response.

“Fuck, I love the way you say my name.” He groaned the words against my neck as his lips traced down to my collar bone. He inhaled my scent for a moment before he really surprised me.

Gareth picked me up and pressed me into the wall beside the door, my legs wrapped around his waist. He kissed me deep and rough for a moment, his groans a sound of surrender and pleasure so vivid that the pulsing within me spread.

He carried me to the bed after a moment, carefully and slowly. I clasped my arms around his neck and closed my eyes for a moment. This was the most heavenly place I’ve ever been, in his arms. He didn’t just drop me on the bed when his feet found the edge; he followed me down, settling between my spread thighs as he pushed my skirt up to my waist.

I still had my black leather boots on and moved to pull them off. Gareth stopped me with a few words.

“Don’t. Leave them on. I…well, I like it.” He looked down at me, hoping to see understanding in my eyes.

I smiled at him and pulled his head down to mine. “Whatever you like, Gareth.”

I wanted a frantic coupling, for him to pull out a condom and fuck me into forgetting my own name, but I also wanted this slow pace he was setting. The curtains were still drawn so it could be dark outside, the room was so shaded, but I could still see him as he moved over me.

His hands touched me carefully, with gentle ease as he pushed my top up to reveal a matching black silk lace bra. His eyes went wide as he caught sight of the dark red of my nipples through the skimpy lace. His fingers reached out to lightly graze the hard bead of one nipple and my back arched as pleasure bolted down my back, straight to the area he was pressing into so intimately.

I watched his fingers while his fingers pulled the lacy cup away, and desire burned through me. It had been so long since I’d felt anything like this. Only, Gareth made me feel so much more and he’d barely even started yet.

He flicked at the now bare nipple with the short, smooth nail of his index finger before he bent to capture it in the heat of his mouth.

I sucked air in between clenched teeth as my hips surged forwards, my breast pressed into his mouth, but he kept the nipple caught between his teeth. I felt his tongue flicking at it, and my hands wound into his hair. I needed more.

He made me wait though, and anticipation filled me. His hand cupped my breast, overfilling his hand as he devoted his attention to my nipple.

I was used to the kind of man that focused on the act of sex itself, to the kind that barely took notice of my needs, but Gareth was different. I’d known he would be.

I couldn’t sit still though and began to move beneath him, needing to touch him just as intimately as he was touching me.

He chuckled and moved away, to sprawl out beside me as I sat up.

“What are you laughing at?” I asked with a teasing smile as I looked down at him.

“You’re so impatient.” He’d already taken off the suit jacket earlier and several of his buttons had come undone.

I popped the rest loose with long, slim fingers, and looked into his eyes. “We don’t have forever, Gareth.”

He went still and I thought he’d move away from me then. His eyes took me in, considered me in a way I’ve never seen before. He seemed to come to some kind of decision because he relaxed and pushed his fingers into my hair to hold my head still.

“We have as long as you want, Elena.” His eyes told me he meant it.

Please don’t break, please don’t break.

“In that case, lean back.” I pushed him back and worked on his pants as I took in the work of art that was his body.

He obviously took very good care of himself with muscles everywhere there should be one. Well defined muscles, at that.

I ran my fingers down the smooth plane of his chest, over the curve of his pectorals, down the ridges of his abdomen, to the belt clasped at his waist.

He watched me, a gleam in his eyes while I worked the button loose and then unzipped him.

“Are you sure about this?” Only it wasn’t him asking, it was me.

“Oh yes, my darling, I’m quite sure I want you.” His accent became thicker the longer we played until it was almost a musical lilt to my ears.

I pushed his pants away, and then the cotton of his underwear, but I didn’t look at him there yet. I just moved with his pants as I pushed them down his legs. I paused to pull off his shoes and socks, my hands running up thick, hard calves, over firm thighs, and then, finally, up over his hips. He was thick, long, and so ready for me.

I heard him chuckle as my eyes went wide but not as wide as him. I’m not sure I can take all of that. Damn!

With tentative fingers I reached out to touch him, my index finger teasing down his length, a replay of what he’d done to my nipple earlier. His cock twitched as I moved down his length, but I wasn’t watching that. I was amazed at the size of him. I wrapped my fingers around him or tried to, but my fingers just wouldn’t close.

I felt the tip of my tongue flick out between my lips, wetting the suddenly dry skin as I leaned down to him. With a quick swipe of my tongue, the frolicking became serious, and his eyes went from a gold color to a shade darker. His face settled into a serious expression that made me want to hum in response.

I was just about to swallow him, the anticipation zinging down between my thighs as heat when Gareth growled out a wordless sound and pulled me up to him.

“I can’t take it anymore. I have to taste you.” His lips brushed against mine before he pushed me up, high over his face, and I settled with his head between my thighs. His fingers brushed away the thin scrap of my panties and I gasped at the sensation of his tongue swiping my folds open.

“Gareth…” I could only gasp his name, my fingers clenched at the headboard to hold me up when he found my clit and sucked it hard between his lips.

I felt my hips grinding my body down into his face as he sucked me, but when his tongue flicked at my clit, stabbed at it with greedy hunger, I lost my control and tried to muffle my scream of release.

I couldn’t help it, I was all but sobbing in pleasure as I came apart over and over on his face, my hips dancing over his lips, his hands gripping my waist to hold me over his head.

I don’t know what I said, I know I said something, but I don’t know what because I was too busy enjoying the best orgasm of my life. This stranger, this man I’d met only hours before, had me coming harder than I’ve ever come in my life. He was letting me ride his face like it was my own personal toy, something I’ve never done before, and it was so fucking good.

Don’t stop, fucking hell, please don’t stop!

I wanted to ride his tongue for the rest of my life, it felt so good! I never knew my nipples could be so tight, that my pussy could feel so damned wet, or that my stomach could ripple like that as another orgasm tore through me.

I could hear him below me, the wet sounds of his tongue playing in my playground, the groans of satisfaction he made each time my back arched tightly, but he didn’t stop or demand I satisfy him. Rather, he kept tonguing me, even after it became too much, and I tried to move away. His hands tangled in the long strands of my hair and gently pulled my head back, holding me in place as his tongue forced one more wave of pleasure out of me.

I rode it out, gasping sobs of total surrender wrenching out of my throat as I totally gave in to Gareth’s demands that I come one more time for him, just once more. He ate up my pleasure like it was the sweetest delight on earth, and I gave him more gladly.

I sank down beside him as he released my hair, and tried to catch my breath. His hand slid up my right thigh, and I heard a murmur of satisfaction. His fingers pulled down the waistband of my panties, and he guided the scrap over my boots, leaving them on as he moved over me. I still had on my bra, the boots, and nothing more. My breasts had come free of the cups, but he didn’t seem to mind.

“You’re as beautiful as I knew you would be, Elena, but you taste incredible, you feel amazing, and I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you.” His hands pulled my legs up, opening me for him as he moved between my thighs.

I could have slept for a week, but I wanted to know what he felt like inside of me.

His fingers found me, wet and ready for him, as he took himself in hand. I tilted my hips just the right way, and my entire world changed.

It stretched to accommodate him, to make him a part of me as he drove between my walls in one smooth motion. I felt the slick clench of my muscles as they clasped at him to hold him within that world, and my heart opened for the first time since I’d lost everything that mattered to me. As Gareth gasped my name and braced himself over me, I knew that whoever this man was, he wasn’t going to just be a one-night stand.

He braced himself so that he could look down at me as our bodies moved together, his eyes going more golden as his desire grew. I felt him stroking into me as an aching stretch that hit every nerve ending within me. I felt myself go tight around him, I felt the first pulse of release as he ground into me, hitting my still throbbing clit with precision, and I tumbled into heaven once again, calling his name.

I called him to follow me, to join me there, so he did.

I felt only pleasure, warm, wet, pulsing pleasure as he gave me a new world, a place where only we, he, and I, existed. Gareth saved Christmas for me at that moment and he saved me.

He soothed me as we came down, his soft kisses at my neck brought me back to reality, but only long enough to say thank you before I fell into a sleep a raging train couldn’t wake me from. I was safe, I could sleep at last.
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I awoke in the night, thirsty, a little sore, and very hungry. I opened my eyes, the odd flickering through my eyelids confusing me until I saw what Gareth had been doing while I slept.

He’d brought in a real Christmas tree and decorated it with baubles, lights, and tinsel. A fairy sat atop the tree, her wings a gaudy purple, her features schooled in a sultry pose. Beneath the tree there were presents, wrapped in festive paper and to the left of the tree sat a table with a dinner prepared and plated.

“I thought you’d be awake soon. Merry Christmas, Elena.” I turned to find him sitting up against the headboard beside me, his eyes delighted with my bright smile, clad in one of the hotel robes.

“You did all of this for me?” I sat up, pushing the hair out of my eyes as I held the sheet over my chest.

“I thought you needed a proper Christmas. From the things you didn’t say, I doubted you’d had one in a while. I called my parents to tell them I’d be home tomorrow, and your flight has definitely been canceled. You won’t be going anywhere for at least a week so I thought I’d stay here with you. If that’s alright? Or I can always take you to my house here if you’d rather?”

“What? Oh my God, no, I can’t do that to you. Gareth! This is all amazing, you are just so…” I had to wait until the tears stopped stinging my eyes, and his rush of words made a little bit of sense. “Gareth, you are truly a special guy aren’t you?”

“I’ve always thought so, but the ladies never seemed to notice.” He had on a rather smug look but that soon collapsed into a roar of laughter. “No, I’m just a decent guy, sweetheart, that’s all. Now come on, you need feeding because if I’m staying, you’re going to need it.”

He took my hand and pulled me from the bed. His face was a picture of pure joy as he brought me over to the table with me wrapped only in the sheet from the bed.

“I wasn’t sure what you liked, or if you were a vegetarian, so I told them to send up everything.”

I looked at him incredulously! It must have cost a fortune!

“Don’t worry, the airline is covering it.” He looked away for a second, and then pulled my seat out for me. “There’s uh, a couple of things we should talk about, I think, Elena.”

I went still, wondering if he’d already found out about my job. It was the age of social media; it wasn’t totally impossible. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly before I looked up at him.

“There is?”

“Yes, I have a few, well, not secrets.” He waved his hand a little in that way you do when you’re trying to define something that might be a little iffy.

“Okay. I guess we both do. Though, I don’t think they’re secrets so much as we haven’t gotten to that part yet.” I gave him some leeway; I had my own secrets, after all.

“I’m not just a businessman.” He blurted out suddenly, his nervousness coming through. “My father owns a global tech business and I run the office in America. My brothers run their own offices in their countries too. And well, part of the reason I can’t find a woman to settle down with is, they’re all after my money, it seems.”

“Huh?” It was all I could think to say. He had money? “Okay.”

I could only look at him in surprise mingled with worry. Would he think I was after his money when he found out my job?

“That’s alright with you, then? That I’m not just a simple guy?” He really was concerned about it, poor guy!

“Gareth, you are far from a simple guy, but a simpler guy I have never met. You’re down to earth, and kind, caring, generous! You’re just incredible really.”

“I’m glad you think so.” His grin this time was shy but pleased. “So, what are your secrets?”

I couldn’t stay sitting then, despite how hungry I was. I stood up, pacing around the room for a moment. I stopped at a table where a few papers covered the table. I saw a receipt from the airline and thought it might be mine but wasn’t sure. I picked it up to see that he’d paid for a last-minute seat change. My seat change!

“You paid for my seat?” I breathed out, shocked.

“You came on the plane and it was like I’d been hit right in the chest. Your eyes, those beautiful blue eyes that didn’t even see me told me I had to get to know you.” He gave me a beseeching look and I smiled at him with amusement.

“That might be the most wonderful thing anyone has ever said to me, Gareth.” I went back to the table where he was now sitting and took his hand. “But you don’t know everything about me. There’s a reason my fiancé left me; you know?”

“Are you a psycho ax-murderer?” He gave me a mock look of fear before his face settled into a smile.

“No, worse, maybe. I’m a dancer.” I waited for the words to sink in but he looked confused.

“What’s wrong with that?” He questioned as if I hadn’t just admitted something that made my ex leave me.

I took another deep breath and tried to harden my heart against breaking when he figured it out. Please don’t break, please don’t break.

“The exotic kind.” I did a little swirly motion with my fingers to make him understand and shimmied my chest at him.

“Still? What’s wrong with that? You pay your bills, don’t you?” He still looked confused.

Now I was confused.

“Aren’t you going to tell me I have to quit or run out of the room? Call me a whore?” I was really confused. That’s exactly what my ex did.

“Are you?” He asked simply, that sexy voice of his full of disbelief.

“No, I’m not.” A simple answer to a simple question.

“Then what’s the problem?” His eyebrows knitted together, as he tried to understand my obvious fear about revealing my job to him.

“My ex, well, he couldn’t handle it. And the men there are always such pigs to me. I just thought…I don’t know that you wouldn’t like it.”

“It’s not something you’ll be able to do forever, but if you’re fine with doing it, I don’t see the problem. You know, on this side of the pond we aren’t always as judgmental about these sorts of things.” He gave me a reassuring smile and his fingers clasped around mine.

I felt my heart thaw just that little bit more. I might be trapped in a foreign country for Christmas, but Gareth had made it all alright.

“I don’t know what our future will bring to us, Elena.” He began, his free hand pouring a bottle of white wine that shimmered in the lights that flickered on the tree. It was all that lit the room and it made it all even more magical. “But I do know, I would like to find out what happens next. We’ll be able to head back to the States soon, and real-life will intrude, but I have a feeling that’s not going to be a problem.”

“I like the sound of that,” I whispered, not wanting to break the spell he was casting.

His voice was low and soft when he started again, warming me inside and out. His fingers brushed against mine and I felt a renewed spark of desire. Looking into his hazel eyes, I knew that Gareth was the one. I’d heard it so many times, that you’d know when you found your soul mate, but I’d never believed it. I did now.

“You’re the hunk that saved Christmas,” I said, a smile twisting my lips.

“What?” He asked with a laugh, shaking his head as he handed me a glass. “Hunk, indeed. Now you’re just turning me into a slab of meat.”

“Not at all. You’re gorgeous, you’ve been wonderful to me, and you’ve saved Christmas for me.” I looked into his eyes to see happiness there and it made me feel really good to know it was because of me. “I don’t care if you’re rich or poor, here or in America, Gareth. I’d love to spend as much time as possible getting to know you.”

“I think we can arrange that. You’re pretty gorgeous yourself, you know?” His eyes were gleaming as he looked over at me, and I knew exactly where his thoughts were. The same place as mine. I glanced over at the bed, a naughty grin spreading over my face.

“I thought you said you wanted me to eat first?” I asked in a low sultry voice I hadn’t known I had until he brought it out of me.

“Oh, I do. And you’re going to open those presents too. I just have to wait to open mine.”

“Yours? But I didn’t…” I stopped as he took my hand.

“You are my present, Elena. And I can’t wait to open you all over again.” His voice and those eyes of his, those penetrating watchful eyes that didn’t miss a thing, made something deep inside of me quiver.

I knew then that Gareth would never break me. I wouldn’t need that mantra ever again, not as long as he was with me. I leaned forward to kiss him over the table, the man that had not only saved Christmas but me. We’d be each other’s present and that was just fine with me. From the looks of him, it was fine with him too. 








  
  
  Chapter Five

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




Gareth moved on me slowly, easily, as if we weren’t strangers that had only just met and were now sharing his bedroom in just to the west of Cardiff. I didn’t want to move, to push him away. What I wanted was more of him, all of him he could give me.

The world had changed for me, the moment I stepped onto that plane, and Gareth had turned a really bad situation into one that would warm my nights for the rest of my life. I had no wish to move, no wish to be released, he wasn’t restraining me, after all.

Oh yes, I was exactly where I wanted to be, flat on my back with all of his attention solely on me. It was a fantasy come to life, even more than that, it was more than I could have ever dreamed about.

Alright, so I hadn’t quite made it to Switzerland, and I had no idea when I’d get home, but the stamp in my passport didn’t expire for six months and Gareth had already said he’d arrange anything I needed during my stay. So far, my needs had consisted of him and little else.

We’d stop occasionally, pull apart to hydrate and feed ourselves, but then we’d go right back to bed. He’d driven us to his village the day before, Boxing Day as he’d called it. He’d spent some time with his family, then he’d come right back to the sweet little cottage he called home.

This was our third day together, and he’d got that look in his eye, the one that said I was in for a really good time.

The way he spoke to me, with the accent that sounded almost English but had a lilt to it drove me crazy. He’d told me how his accent had softened over the years, become a little more English than Welsh as time passed, but it didn’t matter to me, and when he’d whisper in my ear, tell me about something new he wanted to try, well, I just followed along like a puppy hungry for love.

“I want to keep you forever, right here in this bed.” His lips slid down my neck as his hands came up to cup my breasts. I groaned as his fingertips teased my nipples, gently, then with more pressure.

“Don’t make promises you don’t know you can keep, Gareth.” I pressed my breast into his hand as I spoke, all but breathless as he let his tongue slide over one bud, then the other, his eyes a trap I couldn’t, didn’t want to escape from.

His gaze didn’t break from mine as his lips wrapped around my left nipple, his teeth an added sensation that increased the flowing heat that spread throughout my body. Then there was suction, heat, wet heat, that made me give up the game with his eyes, that made my eyes close while he drove me mad in ways only he knew how.

I clutched my legs around his waist and writhed against him, my moans a tease that made him groan against my flesh. Gareth had taught me a few things in our short time together. Things like how you could want someone, how you could be so focused on them that even in the midst of being with them, you were already craving that next moment, that next pleasure with them.

I wasn’t sure how he did it, but he’d turned me into some kind of mindless teenager that only thought about sex and romance. I was a grown woman, I’d loved and lost. I’d been hurt deeply and knew in the back of my mind that this little tryst of ours would have to end, but I ignored those thoughts. All I wanted was to think about how good he made me feel now, not how much it would hurt when this was over.

I must have made a sound, a sound that wasn’t one of pleasure, but of a deep need, I didn’t want to talk about because he stopped his hand as it moved down towards that hot place between my thighs. His eyes came back up to mine and he let my nipple go.

“What’s wrong, Elena?” His eyes searched my face, took in the sadness that had darkened my eyes, and he sighed. “Tell me, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I whispered softly, and tugged my fingers through his black hair. I loved how silky it was, how very black it was. I ran my fingers down the back of his head and pushed his face back to my nipple. “I want you, that’s all.”

“What exactly do you want, Elena? Tell me?” His words were muffled as he let his teeth clasp around my nipple as he pushed the hard length of his cock into my thigh.

“That, I want that,” the need had suddenly popped into my head, and I knew what I wanted, needed, at that moment. I needed to show him how much he meant to me. “Roll over.”

I breathed the words, hoping he’d let me pleasure him this time around. I’d tried a few times since we’d first gone to bed together, but he always pushed me away or brought me back up to his face with a tease of a smile. He’d always said that he wanted us both to have pleasure, not just him, but he didn’t seem to realize that I needed to do this, I needed to have a little bit of control, especially now, when I felt like my life was completely out of my own hands.

“If that’s what you want, Elena.” He sighed as he moved away and turned to his back.

I followed him and made my way down his body. He moaned when my fingers traced over his nipples, a deep sound that made me want to crawl back up and suck them until he begged me for more. That had been an intriguing surprise, learning that his nipples were just as sensitive as mine.

He’d agreed to let me pleasure him, at last, however, so I slid down his hard body, traced the muscles that seemed to just be a natural thing for him. I’d never seen him work out and he never left me to go to a gym so he was either on a break from some very intense training, or he was just one very blessed man.

I leaned towards the latter as I moved down low enough to take his length in my hand. He was very, very blessed, I decided. I ran my other hand over silky flesh, up to tease at a nipple, before I brought it back down to use for other things. I stroked my tongue over the bare skin just below his navel, brought it down the flat expanse until my chin was on his erection.

We’d gone out for lunch, but when we’d come back into his warm, cozy home, we’d headed straight back to his bed, our clothes obstacles that disappeared as we’d fallen into the luxurious red duvet and silky cotton sheets. Now, I was on my knees, his cock in my hand, with our eyes locked together.

I grinned at him just before I opened my mouth wide, and took him in deep. His head fell back as I sucked my way back up his length, his hands suddenly in my hair to guide my movements. I let him have his way for a few seconds before I pulled away.

“Let me,” I asked him, just before I slid my tongue up the bottom of his shaft. I tasted his skin, felt the slick slide of my saliva on his skin, and felt something in my head fade away.

This is what I wanted, to want him, to have nothing but him in my mind, and I felt him there as if he was really in my head.

“I am, Elena, I’m right there inside of you, and the things you think are so fucking dirty.” He whispered to me.

It took a moment for the words to sink in but when they did, I jerked away. “How did you know what I was thinking?”

Our eyes were locked together again, so I was completely aware that when he spoke again, it was in my head, not with his mouth. His lips never moved.

“Because, I’m not what you think I am, Elena. I’m so much more.”

“What are you?” I started to back away, afraid suddenly, but he sat up, took my hand, and calm washed over me.

“I’m a dragon, my dear. A shifter, you might call me. I know there are a lot of stories about us out there in the world now, but what you may not know is some of those stories are true.”

“No, that can’t be…,” I shook my head, shocked into chaotic thoughts that wouldn’t let me think straight. “Those are only fairy tales.”

“And what do you think fairy tales are based on, my sweet, beautiful girl?” His other hand came up to touch my face, and for the first time, I saw a fire in his eyes. Real fires, like blue flames, the hottest flames, when you strike a match. The color of my own eyes.

“Fuck,” I whispered as the flames changed to match the greenish-gold before they came back to the blue that matched my eyes. “What does that mean?”

“What?” His eyebrows drew down before he continued. “What does it mean that I’m a dragon?”

“No, that the flames in your eyes match the color of my eyes?” I knew I should be freaking out, and deep inside I was, but at the same time, those flames would make anybody stop and stare. I couldn’t look away, even when he chuckled and stroked my face again.

“It just means that you are my mate, the woman I’m meant to spend my life with.” He pulled his hand away and slid down, to bring my face down to his. “It means that even though this is the craziest situation either of us has ever been in, that we are one of those rare couples that are truly meant to be together. Forever.”

“But you’re a dragon,” I whispered to him with a lost sound in my voice and written all over my face in the way that I looked back at him, uncertain and confused. “You’ll outlive me, won’t you?”

“Not necessarily. If the flames are there, it means that we are bonded now. That you are taking on some aspects of my race. Every time we join our bodies, we join our souls, and you’ll start to age slower.”

“What?” My eyebrows shot up and yeah, five minutes ago I’d been sad at the thought of leaving him, but now we’re mates, and he can read my mind? Can he read this?

“I can, but I don’t always do it, only when you let me in. Otherwise, I leave you to your privacy.” He smiled tenderly, a softness in his voice that I hadn’t heard before. “I know this will take some getting used to, but I promise you, Elena, we can make this work if you’ll give it a chance.”

I stared at him, uncertain of what to think or feel, but I knew, even at that moment where I should have picked up and run away, that he was far more than I’d ever thought he was. And I didn’t mind.

I’d always wanted someone that wanted only me, that wanted to make me happy, that would let me make them happy, and Gareth, kind, amazing Gareth, was that person. I’d known it even on the plane. I’d been drawn to him in a way I’d never been drawn to a single person in my life before.

I moved then, pressed my lips to his, and then pulled away just enough to look into his eyes. “As if I could ever say no.”

He pulled me into an almost painful hug it was so tight, but I still sank into him. Later we’d talk about what all of this meant, we’d talk about the future, and whether this was all an insanity that we shared, or if he’d slipped something into my drink, but for now, I just wanted to continue what I’d started.

I pushed him back down to the bed gently and moved along his body until I was right back where we’d left off. With our eyes locked together, with those twin blue flames burning in his eyes, I moved to take him deep into my throat.

His eyes closed on a groan that made something deep inside of me respond with a hot pulse. I sighed with contentment as I began to move on him, slowly at first, until he groaned again.

With a muffled moan, I moved my mouth on him faster, one hand on him to stroke down as my mouth moved up, the other braced to hold me up over him while I tried my best to blow his mind.

He’d said he could read my thoughts, and I have to admit, it was a dirty trick, but I wanted to make him explode. I began to think about all of the things we’d done together, about the things he’d promised we’d do, and while it tortured me, I heard him gasp above my head and his cock pulsed with renewed vigor.

His hands come down to my head, pushed me down on his length, as he took over for me, drove himself into my mouth, over and over. An image intruded into my mind, one that I knew, astonishingly, must be from him. It was a thought, his thought, an instruction that I knew he wanted me to take.

As I did in the thought he’d sent to me, I moved so that I could continue to give his cock all the attention it needed but also move my right hand down between my legs. I leaned into him on my left side so he could see down my length. When I glanced up at his eyes, I could see that he watched me as I slid my fingers into the folds there.

I was wet, slick with need, and so hot, but I knew what he wanted, he wanted to watch me get myself off. While I got him off. It was a heady thought and we both moaned together when my finger found the right spot and electric pleasure shot through me. I circled my finger there, in just the right way, and soon found that the pace he set as he thrust into my mouth matched the pace of my finger.

When that feeling started, that breathless, tightly strung feeling started to make its way into my body and my mind, he began to thrust deeper, faster, and I let him because every inch of his thrust was an inch closer he moved me to that moment, that crystal clear moment where my body went tight, until I felt it go, felt him follow. Together, we groaned as that ultimate moment took over and oblivion took us to a new place. A place where only we existed.

I sank to his side when it was over when I could breathe again and tried to speak. “Gareth…,”

“Yes, Elena?” He asked above me before he turned to wrap me in his arms.

“Did you drug me?” It was a logical question, really, but he chuckled anyway.

“No, Elena. Not at all. I’ll show you later, when the sun has disappeared, and it’s stopped snowing outside. I’ll show you my dragon.” He stroked my hair and my back at the same time, soothing me as sleep fought to take over.

“Fine, but I’m not getting scaly skin and fighting off dragon slayers. They can all fuck off.” It was a silly thing to say but seemed appropriately humorous at the moment.

“You won’t have to, baby. I promise.” He chuckled and sighed at the same time. “Those days are over.”

“Can we have babies?” I did want to have kids one day and if we were mated for life, as he said we were, then I wanted to know.

“We can have as many babies as you want, Elena. They will be dragon shifters, though. My genes will take over yours, we won’t have half-dragon or half-human children. They will be dragon shifters, like me.”

“They won’t come out in eggs, will they?” It was kind of gross, but I had to know.

“No,” he really laughed this time, a sound that made me smile. “They’ll gestate and be born the same way human babies are, they won’t shift until they’re around 5 or 6, maybe even older. It will depend on when they’re ready for it.”

“Right.” Okay, that explained that. “And where will we live?”

“Here, or America, wherever you choose. I’ll arrange everything to be however you want it to be.”

“Okay. Good.” It was a huge step, so maybe some time in America would make this easier to handle. “What about work?”

“You won’t have to, darling. I have enough money to fund an entire nation if it’s a small one. And yes, I do donate to charities, so don’t think I’m one of those rich guys that don’t give back, because I do.”

“Awesome.” I smiled, at last, feeling a little more happy about the situation. “I’m not going to wake up in a hospital, am I? This isn’t some coma dream, the plane crashed, and I’m dead or something?”

“You’re not in a coma, you aren’t dead, I haven’t drugged you. This is all real. Come, I’ll show you.”

He jumped up from the bed, threw a warm, fleece robe at me, and I put it on as he headed for the back door.

“Just stay there in the doorway, this won’t take long.” He walked out into the snow, those hazel eyes alive and glittering with amusement. “Now, watch.”

Smoke started to trickle from his feet and the snow beneath him melted as the smoke began to twirl around him. There was more smoke, and then, a flame that quickly took over his entire body. I wanted to scream, put my hand over my mouth to shut it out, just as the flame disappeared and something large, warm, and leathery took its place. I reached out my hand, touched the black skin that I found there, and then stepped away, now totally in shock.

Gareth was a dragon. A real dragon. Holy shit.

I looked up, and high above my head, I saw his greenish-gold eyes staring back at me from the long face of a fucking huge dragon. “Hi.”

It was all I could think to say.

“Hi,” I heard in my head. “Want to go for a ride?”

“It might be too cold for that, but yeah. When it warms up, I’d love to.”

“Cool.” In a flash, he was back in his human form with only a wisp of smoke to mark the shift. He came back to me, pushed me gently back into the house, and pulled me to his body as he leaned back against the door. “Believe me now?”

“Maybe.” I stared up at him, amazed. “What have I got myself into?”

“The adventure of a lifetime, baby. If you want it.”

I didn’t even have to think about it. “You know I do.”

He pulled me close and I sank into his warmth. This might be the craziest decision of my life, but it had started with a crazy decision. One that brought me here. I have a feeling I’m right where I was meant to be, all along. Merry Christmas, wherever you are...
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            Abigail lost everything overnight, including her identity! 

The day Abigail finally has the courage to stand up for herself… she loses her job and the one person closest to her heart, her mother! 

Despite her loss, she discovers the hidden truth about her family that leads to a dangerous journey away from West Virginia, to a new future ahead of her in England… to Wruin, a gorgeous man that Abigail is drawn to, even though she knows nothing about him and his ability to shift into a dragon. 
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