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We will open the book. Its pages are blank. We are going to put words on them
ourselves. The book is called "Opportunity" and its first chapter is New Year's Day.
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It might have been the two glasses of champagne that drove Jodi Tyler to
consider Terri’s dare. Or maybe, she told herself for the fifth time, she really was
concerned her boss was working himself too hard. Or maybe it was just because she
was horny.

Though her mouth was moving, Jodi could barely hear a word Terri said over
Hector’s attempts at singing and the amps blasting full-power. The music itself wasn'’t
bad—Juan and Tyrell both played a mean guitar but Hector really needed to be
muzzled.

Champagne sloshing over the side of her wine glass, Terri gestured toward their
boss who stood in the farthest corner, his cell phone over one ear, and a hand over the
other. Terri put her mouth to Jodi’'s ear and repeated, “Come on, Jodi. Mark brought his
laptop to the party, and when he’s not working on it, he’s been on that damned phone.
Someone needs to get him to loosen up.”

Jodi rolled her eyes. “And just how do you propose | do that?”

Terri flattened her free hand over her stomach and waggled her hips. “Take him
up to the hospitality suite and do a little mattress rumba with him. There’s no better way
to start a New Year than with some hot monkey sex.”

“Terri!”

“Jodi,” Terri mimicked Jodi's exasperation. “He’s not seeing anyone, and neither
are you since you finally saw the light about Slimeball Dan. Sex is the perfect way to
relax, and honey, you both need to relax. Besides, I've seen the way you eye Mark when
you think no one’s looking. You’re horny for the man; don’t deny it.”

“l am not!” Yes, | am.

“Coward. It’s time you get back up on the horse and Mark’s the perfect stallion to
ride.” Terri shoved the champagne glass into Jodi’'s hand. “Here. Give him this. Tell him
there’s a private party and he’s invited. | bet he’ll have you seeing fireworks before the
ball drops in Times Square.”

Before Jodi could point out that left her less than twenty minutes to saddle up the
boss and ride him into the sunset, Terri shoved her in Mark’s direction.

What the heck am | doing? Jodi asked herself as she slowly maneuvered across
the dance floor. Wouldn't it be great to have a partner lead in the mattress rumba for
once? What harm can a quickie do? Making up her mind, she pushed through the
dancers toward her target. When Mark edged out of the room, she switched directions
and followed him into the hall.

‘Damn it, where’d he go? He was here a minute ago.” She called to a nearby
Celada Security employee chatting up one of the tuxedo-clad waitresses. “Hey, Jake?
You see where Mark went?”



Without taking his eyes off the waitress, Jake used his chin to point down the
hall. “Try the Hospitality Suite.”

Mark had left the door partially open so she slipped in without knocking and
closed the door. She hesitated for a second then threw the deadbolt.

“Yeah, | know, Sam, but Martin’s got me by the short hairs. He’s underbid me on
the Huffman Oil contract, and from the sounds of it, he’s going after the Gottfried
account as well.” His back to her, Mark Rodriguez sat at the desk, his cell phone still
pressed to his ear, two-finger typing something into his laptop.

“| appreciate that but I'll need some time to think about your offer, okay?” He
paused while Sam, whoever that was, replied. The dragon tattoo on his biceps rippled as
he stabbed his fingers through his Marine haircut. His shirt pulled tight displaying his
shoulder muscles to perfection.

Jodi closed her mouth to stop the drool and glanced around the room. Damn, it
wasn’'t a bedroom suite, more of a sitting room with only the desk, a couch and a couple
of chairs. No mattress rumba. Oh, well, the couch would work just as well.

He barked a short laugh, a deep rumble that had Jodi clenching her thighs
together at the sudden ache that developed. Why did the one guy who got her hot have
to be her boss? Why couldn’t he just be some guy she’d met at the party and would
never have to face again?

“Yeah, Sam, | know there’s a party going on.” Another pause. “Yes. | know sex is
a great stress reliever.”

Sheesh, did Terri get to this Sam guy as well? What is with everyone lately?

“Yeah, I'll think about it. Oh, and Happy New Year, Sam.” He closed his phone
then began typing again. He cursed softly in Spanish. “Hey, Terri, what’s the password
to the Gottfried account again? I've forgotten it.”

“It's not Terri.” When Mark looked around in surprise, she noticed the dark circles
ringing his eyes. Shoot, even if she had a horrible propensity for animal metaphors, Terri
was right; Mark was running himself into the ground. She held out the wine glass. ‘I
brought you some champagne. After all, it's New Year’s Eve, everyone deserves the
evening off. Even the boss.”

Mark sighed and gestured to his laptop. “Thanks for the thought, Jodi, but | can’t
afford to slack off. I've got to get the Gottfried bid in line.”

“I'm not saying,” she said softly, “that you stop work entirely. I'm just suggesting
you take a short break. A couple of hours, that’s all.”

He shook his head. “As tempting as that sounds, | can’t.”



“Going to be stubborn, huh?” Jodi set the glass down on the desk. Before he
could stop her, she snapped down the lid of his laptop. “Office is closed. You're done for
the day.”

“Hey! What do you think you’re doing?”

“Helping you relax.” After nudging his chair with her knee until he faced away
from his laptop, she started massaging his shoulders. Holy cow, the man had muscles to
rival an Olympic swimmer and they were tied up in knots. “I'll make you a bet. If | can get
into the Gottfried file, you have to put the work away and celebrate with me.”

Mark groaned as Jodi's thumbs worked one particularly stubborn knot. “What do |
get if you can’t crack the password?”

She leaned down and whispered in his ear, her breath hot on his neck. “Then ['ll
be at your command for the night.”

He stilled beneath her fingers. jAy Dios mio! Did she mean that as the come on it
implied? Or was she just offering to help him work on the figures for the bid?

“Let me get this straight. If you crack the password, you and | celebrate.” Was
that a metaphor for sex or did she just mean he’d go out and mingle with everyone?
Please God, let it be a metaphor. “But if you don’t crack the password, you will willingly
do whatever | tell you. Even if it's not work related?”

“You’re assuming I'll lose the bet. | may not.”

Damn. She had him there. While he should be more concerned about the
security of his files, her self-confidence had his cock punching against his zipper.

She moved closer, until her breasts cushioned his head, the massage changing
to a caress.

“What do you say, Mark? Do we have a deal? You ready for a little R&R?”

The breathy hitch in her voice told him there was no misunderstanding her
intention. Damn, she’s your employee, Rodriguez, this could come back and bite you on
the ass.

I'd rather bite her on the ass.

Where the hell had that thought come from?

Probably inspired by the breasts currently supporting his head. Not to mention
how that sparkly clingy number she wore accentuated her curves. He'd noticed her

before—hell, there wasn’t a man in Celada who had failed to admire that firm, biteable
ass of hers—but since she was his employee, he figured she was strictly forbidden



goods. But tonight ... ay carajo, she was one hot package, especially with the way her
hair draped over her shoulder and into her cleavage. What he’d give to feel it swinging
over his chest as she rode him.

Shit! He shifted in his chair in an attempt to ease the fabric constricting his hard-
on. R&R indeed. He'd rest comfortably as long her breasts continued to be his pillow,
and he had a feeling Ms. Tyler could help him relax by giving his cock a good workout.
Nothing like a little exercise to get the endorphins flowing.

He reached up and caught her hand, then wheeled his chair around until he
faced her. “Are you aware of what | might ask of you?”

Her gaze dropped to the tent in his pants, then slowly raised to meet his. The
heat in her eyes seared a path all the way up his chest. Goddamn, the woman had him
as hard as stone and she’d barely touched him.

Her voice had a Lauren Bacall huskiness that had his balls aching. “Oh, yeah. |
don’t have to be your top security officer to identify the evidence.”

Ay ay ay mamacita. He could think of some celebrating he’d like to do with her.
He forced his mind from the image of tying her up and having his way with her when he
realized she was still talking.

“... just for tonight. No strings attached.”

Aw, hell. What man with a hard-on ready to erupt like Mount Vesuvius could turn
down an offer like that?

She ran a finger along his jaw, tracing her thumb over his lips. “Either way, | think
we should have our own private celebration. Right here. Just the two of us.”

He pulled her toward him so she tumbled onto his lap, then cupped her head with
one hand until her mouth hovered a hairsbreadth from his. “Sounds like a win-win
situation to me.”

The second their lips touched, he forgot all about the bet. She tasted of
champagne and smelled of heaven. There was no hesitation when he slid his tongue
past the part in her lips, no regrets, no second thoughts. If anything there was a
tenderness he’d rarely experienced. A need to protect her, to treat her gently while at the
same time the need to master her roared over him.

Jodi tugged his shirt from his pants, slipping her hands under the fabric, splaying
her fingers over his abdomen.

Parts of him that had never before reacted to a woman’s touch throbbed. When
he broke off their kiss and trailed kisses down her throat, she arched up. The silky fabric
slithered off her breasts in an erotic invitation. Not one to miss such a golden
opportunity, he licked and suckled, kissed and nipped her flesh.



Her breath caught deep in her throat when he slipped his hand beneath the slit in
her skirt. Damn, she was so responsive. Still suckling her breasts, he caressed the silk-
smooth skin of her thighs. He slid one finger inside her, then another, curling them as he
quickened his strokes. Her whole body quivered, tightening around him. He caught her
cries with a kiss, stopping them from going farther.

Her body trembling, she raised passion-filled eyes to his as her fingers fumbled
at his fly. Once his erection sprang free, she palmed it, stroking it gently. He gasped
when she flicked her thumb over the head, spreading the bead of come welling at the tip.
She slid from his lap, nestling between his thighs and lowered her head.

A deep groan filled the room when she ran her tongue up his length, swirled her
tongue over the straining head, tasting him, sampling him.

“Me vuelves loco.”

The growled Spanish sent shivers down her back in sharp waves. From the way
his face scrunched up, and his fingers tightened in her hair, she drove him as crazy as
he’d driven her. Allowing herself a private grin, Jodi vowed to make him lose his mind
completely. She bent to her self-assigned task, swallowing him deep, alternately sucking
and tormenting him.

His already hard shaft grew harder, silky fluid leaked from the tip onto her
tongue. She moaned her own need. The grip on her hair tightened and his hips arched
up, pressing him deeper into her mouth in frantic thrusts. More warmth spilled into her
mouth until he pulled her away, his voice hoarse, “Te necesito.”

God, it made her so hot to hear him revert to Spanish. “What?”
His eyes had darkened with passion and she shivered as a strange feeling
clamped around her heart. She didn’t want to get into a relationship; he’d only hurt her.

But whatever was forging between them wouldn’t end when the clock struck twelve.

He lifted her back onto his lap until she straddled him. “I need you. Right the hell
now. Ride me, querida.”

Terri’s metaphor about him being a stallion sprang to mind; Jodi couldn’t stop
herself from chuckling.

“What'’s so funny?”
She shook her head. “Have you got a condom?”
He fumbled in his pants and withdrew a gold foil packet. It took him just seconds

to rip it open and sheath himself. Outside in the hallway, someone shouted they had just
two minutes left before the countdown began.



Placing her hands on his shoulders, she shifted until her pussy hovered just
above his shaft. “By the way,” she said with a grin. “You can’t come until the stroke of
midnight. Think you can last that long, stud?”

Heat flared in his chocolate brown eyes. “Oh, yeah. But same goes for you,
babe. You can’t come before me or you forfeit the bet.”

With that, she impaled herself, drawing simultaneous gasps from them both. He
grasped her hips, his fingers digging in as he thrust even deeper. Oh crap, she may
have misjudged how long she could hold out. He filled her so completely, and that curve
made his head hit all the right ... Oh God, she wanted to come. Right frickin’ now! But
she’d be damned if she’d come before him.

“One minute!”

Moans and the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the suite. He covered
her face in tiny kisses, murmuring in Spanish, each tender phrase causing all coherent
thought to vanish in a fiery blaze.

He stiffened beneath her, his teeth gritting together, then dug his fingers into her

hips once again controlling her movements. Holding her in place, he thrust deep with
each countdown.

“Ten.”

Mark didn’t know if he could last another nine seconds sheathed in her warmth.
She was so taut, her muscles clenching him, milking him.

“Nine.”

He thrust again, felt her struggling to maintain control. Damn, how could there not
be steam coming off them both? He’d never had such problems controlling his climax,
but something about her drove him crazy.

“Eight.”

“You feel so good inside me,” she moaned. Her head fell back giving him access
to her throat. He nipped and sucked at the sensitive skin beneath her ear making her
squirm. “I’'m not going to make it to midnight.”

Yes! If she came first it didn’t matter if he lasted until midnight or not.

“Seven.”

He buried himself again, ensuring the head of his cock stroked her hard, hitting
her g-spot. Her thighs tightened about him, pulling him deeper than he thought possible.



“Six.”

Her inner muscles quivered and rippled, caressing him. The look on her face, of
bliss, of passion, entranced him. His balls tightened. If he continued this pace, he’d lose
their bet.

“Five.”

He pulled out until only the head remained within her. If he plunged back into her
now, there was no way he’d be able to hold back. Letting go of one hip, he moved his
hand to her core, flicked his thumb over her clit.

“Four.”

Shit, that was a big mistake. Even though only part of him was inside, she
clamped around his overly sensitive head, her entire body shaking in her attempt to
delay her orgasm. If she leapt off the cliff right now, he’d lose it entirely and jump with
her, countdown or no.

“Three.”

“Stop cheating.” With a moan, she wiggled against his loosened hold, attempting
to force him back in. She slid her fingers between them, circling them about his shaft and
sliding them up and down. “Fuck me, damn it!”

“Two.”

With a roar, he lifted her out of the chair, and sandwiched her against the wall.
Frantic, he plunged deep, withdrew and pounded into her. She dug both heels into his
ass and clung to his biceps.

“One.”

When his teeth closed about one nipple, she bucked so hard her head banged
off the wall.

“Happy New Year!” Out in the hallway, the revellers cheered and went wild.

Mark drew his head back, and shouted hoarsely, pumping into her at the same
time her orgasm blasted through her. Here was a partner who knew what she wanted
and went for it, not just in the office, but in life.

Several moments passed before, Jodi regained the power of speech and let her
legs slide to the floor. Her chest heaving, she nestled her head in the crook of Mark’s
shoulder. She inhaled that wonderful scent of cologne and male sweat that surrounded
him.



Not quite the way she expected to welcome in the New Year, but it definitely was
a good start. Pity it was over so quickly.

Wait a minute, maybe it wasnt. The ball had dropped in New York, but New
Year’s was still an hour away here in Dallas.

Grinning, she snuggled closer, placing her mouth at Mark’s ear. “| won.”

Mark shook his head, his stubble rasping the side of her breast, his semi-erect
cock pulsing lightly against her thigh. “Uh, uh. No way, babe. | made it to midnight.
Besides you came too. At the most it’s a tie.”

“That was the countdown for New York. It's not midnight here. Anyway, you only
bet me that | couldn’t come before you. Since | held out until you came, | won.”

His arms shook as he pulled back, and stared down at her, his eyes flashing at
her challenge. “I think | deserve a second chance.”

The huskiness of his voice sent shivers through her once again. He deserved a
second chance. And a third. And a fourth.

She pulled him back to her and kissed him lightly on the lips. God, he smelled so
great, and tasted even better. Trailing her fingers down his back until she cupped his
ass, she murmured, “You think you can last another hour, stud?”

His lips smiled against hers and his cock twitched to life between them. “Let’s just
say | plan on welcoming in the New Year a winner.”
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