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OPPOSITES ATTRACT
By
NADIA AIDAN

Nicknamed the Ice Bitch, corporate exec Lana Holt is a notorious
ball buster known for getting the job done and getting it done right. With
her reputation and track record, she is perfectly positioned to become the
next CEO of Renault Corporation, until the grandson of the owner,
Harvard grad, boy genius, Matthew Renault snatches it right out from
under her.

Matthew Renault has no designs on the CEO job, and knows that
Lana deserves it, but there is little either of them can do when faced with
politics on the board. In truth, the only thing he does have designs on, is
her. But when she abruptly quits, he is forced to make a risky and
desperate move to win her heart. Hopefully he can convince her that
despite their differences they are perfect for each other, before she
discovers his deception and he winds up losing her for good.



CHAPTER ONE

Senior Vice President, Lana Holt stomped angrily past the cubicles
of her nosy employees, ignoring their probing stares and low snickers.
They could barely contain their joy. The Ice Bitch was finally gone. They
thought she didn’t know what they whispered behind her back, but she
did. She knew everything the close to one hundred employees she
supervised said about her. They thought she was a sad, lonely, pathetic

frigid bitch. And maybe they were right.

She’d worked for the Renault International Hotel Corporation ever
since she’d graduated from college. And over the past twenty years,
she’d steadily climbed the corporate ladder, sacrificing everything to
achieve one goal —to become CEO of the largest hotel chain in the world.
She had always remained professional and distant from her employees,
running her division with cool efficiency and precision. The marketing

division was undoubtedly the most productive arm of the company. So



when Tom Salkind retired earlier that year as CEO, she’d been sure the

job was hers.

She wrenched open the door to her corner office with the amazing
view of downtown Atlanta, stepped inside and slammed it behind her.
She wasted no time in grabbing a Xerox box full of new stacks of paper.
Dumping the unopened packets to the floor, she began to clean out her

desk.

As she haphazardly stuffed her most personal belongings into the

box, she replayed the words that had changed her life forever.

“...So0, it is with great pride and enthusiasm that I introduce to you
Renault’s newest CEO, my grandson, Matthew Renault.” She had sat
there stunned when the owner, Gerard Renault, had delivered the news to
the twelve member Board of Directors, the new CEO, Matthew Renault,

and to her.

She gritted her teeth at the thought of him. She was being usurped

by a twenty-nine year old Harvard Business graduate who’d only been



with the company for two years. He was barely out of grad school and

now he was the CEO of a Fortune 500 Company.

The sound of her office door closing caught her attention and she

whirled around to face the last person she wanted to see.

“Lana, I'm sorry. Ididn’t know —"

She held up her hand to halt his next words. “It’s fine Matthew. I
could tell from your shocked expression that it was news to you too. Still,
congratulations,” she said stiffly, before twisting back around to finish

packing.

“I couldn’t believe you stormed out of there —hey, what are you

doing?”

“What does it look like I'm doing?” she snapped as she continued to

dump her things into the box.

She froze at the touch of his hand against her arm. Blowing out a
long, jagged breath she turned around to face him. And as soon as she
met his gaze, and glimpsed the hurt look on his handsome face, she
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instantly regretted her terse words. It wasn’t his fault. Actually Matthew
didn’t deserve any of her anger. Ever since he’d joined the company two
years ago as the CFO, he’d been nothing but kind toward her, even

though she’d always kept him at arm’s length.

“Don’t quit,” he said softly.

She shrugged his hand from her arm, flashing him a weak smile. “I

have to.”

“But, I need you—,” he said, and she almost swore she saw
something flash in his eyes that hinted at a more intimate need, but then it
disappeared and she figured it had just been her imagination. He cleared
his throat. “ —to advise me. You have the most experience of any of the

senior staff and I need your expertise.”

“I'm sorry, Matthew, but you know I can’t stay,” she said quietly,

holding his penetrating blue gaze.

“What will you do?”



She shrugged as a she curled her lips into a wry smile. “I don’t
know and for the first time in my life, I don’t care.” It was true. She had
lived her life for so long always striving to accomplish her next goal.

Well, for the first time ever she had no goal and it felt good.

The disappointment on his face tugged at her, and for just a moment
she experienced a pang of guilt. Feeling compelled to do something she
was sure she would later regret, she grabbed one of her business cards
and scribbled on the back. “Here is my home number. If you find you
have a question just call me.” She shoved her card into his hand and

whirled back around to finish with her task.

She heard him mumble “thanks” followed by the soft click of the
door closing shut. Contrary to what her employees thought, she did have
feelings and she felt bad for dumping her anger on Matthew when he’d
had nothing to do with the events that had transpired earlier. But she
couldn’t help feeling a twinge of resentment. He now held the position
that she’d coveted for the last five years. Still, that had been no excuse for

her abrupt dismissal and downright rude behavior. She toyed with the



thought of going after him to apologize, but quickly abandoned the idea.

He’d be fine. She on the other hand wouldn’t.

The knowledge that she’d given up so much for a dream that had
been snatched so cruelly from her was enough to send her spiraling head
first to depression. Painful memories from the past twenty years of all the
sacrifices she’d made replayed themselves in her head. The main one
being from three years ago when her ex-fiancé walked out on her shortly
after she’d miscarried their baby, all the while hurling accusations at her
that her workaholic schedule had been the cause. She knew now that
Toby was nothing but an asshole and a jerk, but at the time the pain and
guilt had only driven her to work harder, making her even more
determined to achieve the goal that had cost her the family she’d always

wanted.

Tears burned the backs of her eyes and she drew in a deep breath, as
she forced them not to fall. She needed to hurry up and finish packing so
that she could get out of there before she did what she so desperately

longed to do—slump to the floor and indulge in a good cry. But her pride



would not allow her to give into the impulse. The Ice Bitch did not crack,

and she certainly didn’t melt.

*khkkk

Matthew Renault flopped down in the plush leather cushions of his

office chair and blew out a long breath.

How could his grandfather do this to Lana—to him even? He ran
an angry hand through his close cropped, jet black hair, disheveling it into
wild spikes. When Tom retired, his grandfather assured him that Lana
would be promoted to CEO. So it had been a shock to him when his name

had been announced instead.

Right after Lana stormed out, he’d pulled Gerard Renault aside for

an explanation.

“What was that about? You told me Ms. Holt was going to be

promoted,” he’d accused.

His grandfather had shrugged his stocky shoulders and the lines of
his face had deepened when he’d spoken. He at least he had the decency
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to appear remorseful. “I wanted to promote her, but the Board refused to
support her bid for CEO. They were really uncomfortable with having
someone from outside the family in the position again. I had no choice

but to appoint you. I'm sorry Matthew.”

“It's not me you should be apologizing to,” he’d whispered angrily

before spinning on his heels to follow Lana.

He leaned back in his chair and stared out across Midtown Atlanta,
his eyes vacant. Lana didn’t deserve this. She had devoted herself to
Renault Corp, and this was her thanks? If he’d been her he would have

quit too.

He glanced down at the card in his hand, twisting it between his
fingers. She’d given it to him and told him to call her if he had any
questions. A small grin flashed across his face. He had a question—
would she have dinner with him Friday night? That had been the main
question he’d wanted to ask her since he’d first laid eyes on the

voluptuous older woman two years ago.



He remembered their first meeting like it was yesterday. She’d been
wearing a form fitting white turtle neck Cashmere dress that hugged her
gorgeous figure down to her knees, where it teased the tops of her spike
heeled leather black boots. The soft white hue of the dress had
complimented the warm tones of her rich, chocolate complexion. Her
shoulder length hair had been pulled back into a severe bun and she’d
worn standard wire rimmed glasses that obscured her beautiful almond

shaped brown eyes.

She’d shaken his hand with a cool authority and he’d been smitten
ever since. No matter how hard he tried to invite her to lunch or engage
her in small talk, she had always remained polite, but aloof — the epitome
of professionalism. Everyone called her the Ice Bitch if they were nice,
worse if they weren’t. But he sensed beneath her chilly exterior was a
warm and sensual woman who she worked very hard to hide, and it was
that woman he wanted to discover. He wanted to get to know the real

Lana Holt, not the one she showed to the rest of the world.



He stared at the ten digits she’d hastily scrawled on the back of the
card. What would she do if he called her and asked her out? Or better yet
showed up on her doorstep with an invitation to dinner? He knew the
answer to both of those questions. She would give him a cool, but polite,

no.

If he wanted to get to know Lana more intimately then he was going

to have to come up with something far better than a phone call or a visit.

A thought popped into his head and he sat up, ramrod straight, in
his chair. It was a long shot, a crazy idea even. He curled his lips up into
a smile and glanced back down at the card. Crazy idea or not, he was
fresh out of options. He shot up from his chair and bounded out of his
office just in time to see the doors to the elevator close with Lana inside.

His smile grew wider. Perfect timing.



CHAPTER TWO

“That’s impossible. It has to be here,” Lana cried as her fingers
skimmed across the keyboard of her office computer, her eyes frantic.
After several long minutes she finally stopped and whipped her chair
around, nearly throwing Matthew off balance, who'd been leaning against

it to peer over her shoulder.

“I don’t know what happened. When I left Thursday it was here. I

promise you.”

“It was your account, Lana. If you don’t have it then no one else

does,” Matthew said coolly.

For several moments she just stared at him with blinking eyes, not
really knowing what to say or do. She was at a complete loss. When
she’d cleaned out her desk two days ago she had been sure to leave all
company files on her computer or on disks in her office. It was company
policy. Once an employee ended his or her relationship with Renault,

they were obligated by law to leave all materials pertaining to Renault
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accounts at the office. It was to ensure that private information did not
somehow end up in the hands of their competitors. Lana hadn’t broken

the rules. She had left everything but her personal belongings at the office.

So, when she’d received a call from Matthew saying that he couldn’t
locate the files for the New Zealand account anywhere on her computer or
in her office, she’d raced down there on a Saturday still dressed in her
“lounging at home on a Saturday morning” attire of faded jeans, flip flop

sandals and a canary yellow tank top.

“I—I don’t know what to tell you,” she stammered. This had never
happened to her before. She had never in her entire time at the company

lost an account.

Matthew straightened to his full height and of its own volition, her
gaze traced the outline of his rippling muscles that strained against his
short sleeved white cotton t-shirt. She swallowed the lump in her throat.
He looked every bit as young as he was in what appeared to be his gym

clothes. But he was still strikingly handsome.



She used every ounce of self restraint not to let her eyes dip lower
where she’d glimpsed the faint outline of his impressive cock through the
thin material of his grey sweat pants when she’d first arrived. She was so
used to seeing him in suits that his casual attire had jolted her. Being
there with him on a Saturday, in plain clothes, gave the meeting a slightly
more intimate feel to it. She gulped down a deep breath, trying to ease
the furious beating of her heart. His nearness was unsettling in the close

space with just the two of them —alone.

“We meet with the Auckland Regional Council in two weeks. We

can’t simply show up there empty handed —”

“Well that’s your problem, not mine,” she said, shooting to her feet.

“I quit two days ago, remember.”

His eyes flashed with surprise at her flippant words. She could tell
he hadn’t been expecting that response. Well, gone were the days where
she slaved and sacrificed her nights and weekends for Renault. She no

longer cared.

“Lana, you told me if I had any questions to give you a call—”
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She folded her arms across her chest. “And you did call, with your

“

question, and I answered —” She shrugged her shoulders. “ —with an ‘I

don’t know’,” she said, not even trying to mask the sarcasm in her voice.

She watched as Matthew’s eyes narrowed to slits, his eyes
hardening to tiny chips of blue ice. She could tell by the dark scowl on his

face that her offhand comment had struck a nerve.

“Lana, what is your problem? Iam telling you that I need your

help—"

She stiffened at the simmering fury in his eyes, her own gaze
turning cold. “Well you're CEO now so you don’t really need my help,”

she spat out, realizing how childish she sounded, but she didn’t care.

“I already told you I had nothing to do with that,” he said gently.

He was right. And when she glimpsed the wounded expression on
his face, she instantly felt ashamed of her behavior. It wasn’t fair to hold

something that was beyond his control against him. She blew out a weary



breath. “I know, and I'm sorry for my comment. But honestly Matthew, I

have no idea what happened to those files. Ireally can’t help you—"

“Can’t or won’t?” He asked tightly.

“Both,” she said quietly, and stepped around him to head toward

the door.

She froze when his hands clamped around her arms and he dragged
her up against his hard body, her back brushing against his chest. A tiny
shiver raced down her spine when she felt the distinct outline of his cock
through her clothing. She instantly pushed out her hips to put some

space between their bodies.

“I can’t let you walk out of here—,” he whispered into her ear, and
she had to repress a shudder when his warm breath fanned across the
sensitive skin of her ear, causing tiny goose bumps to break out across her
flesh. “According to company policy, if an employee quits and anything,
from physical property to information, goes missing then I have to report

it to the authorities —”



“What?” She pulled out of his grasp and spun around to face him,
her eyes flashing with disbelief. “Are you saying, you think I took those

files?”

“You were angry. Who could blame you if you wanted to sabotage

the company —”

She drew back as if he’d struck her, unable to believe his words. “I
didn’t do anything with those files. When I left Thursday they were here,”

she cried, pointing at her computer.

His eyes remained cold, and his expression impassive, as he stared
back at her. She could tell from the look on his face that he had his

doubts.

“I want to believe you, Lana, but the files have somehow

disappeared. I don’t want to have you arrested, but I have no choice—"

She stiffened as an icy chill crept through her veins. “Arrested?
Matthew, I did not take those files.” She could not believe this was

happening. She had worked tirelessly for Renault, only to be screwed out



of a promotion and now accused of corporate theft? She had never felt so

helpless in her entire life.

She held her breath when Matthew tilted his head to the side as if he
were calculating some mathematic formula silently. When he abruptly

fixed his gaze upon her, she stilled.

“I don’t want to see you arrested, all I want is to be ready for that
meeting in two weeks. So, I am willing to keep quiet about this if you

help me do just that. Help me put together this account in time.”

She released a sigh of relief. She had absolutely no desire to spend
any time talking with the authorities trying to convince them of her
innocence. If he wanted her to help him with the New Zealand account

then she could do that, which is exactly what she said.

“I didn’t take those files, but I do understand your position. I am
willing to assist you with the account,” she murmured reluctantly. Hell,
she didn’t want to do any such thing. But she also didn’t feel like going to

jail for corporate theft either.



At her words, a smile of relief spread across his handsome face.
“Good —" he started but she quickly held up her hand to silence him.
“Before you get excited, you need to understand that this account took me
three months to do and many weekends and eighteen hour days. If you
want it ready in two weeks be prepared to spend all your time doing

nothing but this.”

He folded his arms across his chest and gave her a genuine smile,
but she swore she glimpsed a spark of triumph twinkle in his eyes. “Have
no worries. I have cleared my calendar to work on nothing else but this.

For the next two weeks, I am all yours.”
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CHAPTER THREE

Matt nearly laughed aloud when Lana blinked at him for several
tense seconds as if she was trying to ferret out the deeper meaning of his
words. He could tell the moment she’d brushed his comment aside, as if
it was a joke, by the subtle shake of her head. He wanted to grab hold of
her and shake her. She was a brilliant woman, but for some reason she
always chose to play dumb when it came to his obvious flirting and veiled

comments.

He knew she saw the look in his eyes and understood the meaning

of his words, and yet she pretended as if she didn't.

“We need to start on this now,” he said moving toward the door to

her old office. “I will grab an extra chair from—"

“Oh no. I'm not working here on a Saturday anymore. Again, you
forget I am no longer an employee.” She pulled out a notepad from her
desk drawer and like two days before she scribbled something down for

him. “Here is my address.” She handed him the piece of paper and
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brushed past him to the door. “Bring all the files and your laptop. We'll
work on it there,” she said. And without asking him if that was alright,

she flung open her old door, walked through and slammed it behind her.

He quirked his lips into a grin, not even the tiniest bit perturbed by
her arrogance. This was playing out better than even he could have ever
imagined. Lana, in her home, alone, on a Saturday. No, even better —for

the next two weeks. It was perfect.

*hkkk

Matt slowed down his black Lexus LS to a crawl and listened to the
next instructions from his GPS. He whipped his car to the right to make
the indicated turn and then picked up speed when he realized he had

another half a mile before his next turn.

He glanced around at the spacious grounds of the luxury homes
that stretched before him. With a home nestled in the exclusive Winmark
gated community of Buckhead, he knew Lana lived extremely well. He

turned off of Peachtree onto Northside Road and drove for another mile

22



until he pulled up to a uniformed security guard who stood beside a large

iron gate.

He handed the guard his license and waited for him to check his
name against the Visitor's List. He half expected the guard would hand
him back his license and tell him to get lost. If Lana wanted to, she could
have easily returned home, locked herself away and refused to take any of
his calls. It wasn’t like he could force her to either. He’d lied to her. No
Renault authorities would be banging on her door anytime soon, ever for
that matter. As soon as she’d left her office Thursday, he’d backed up the
account on his external hard drive and a CD before erasing her files. The

account was still there, not stolen, not lost —just hidden.

He loosened his grip on his steering wheel and relaxed when the
guard opened the gate and nodded for him to go through. He pressed his
foot down on the accelerator. Lana had not called his bluff after all. He

was in!

It took him just two more minutes to pull into the circular driveway

of her large three story home. The white brick shimmered under the soft
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rays of the sunlight, as the lush green lawn of her front yard sparkled like
a field of shiny emerals. The exterior of her home was beautiful, warm
and inviting. Much like the owner, although she did her best not to show
it.

He piled out of his sedan and grabbed the bag he’d stuffed full of

jump drives and manila folders. With the bag slung over his shoulder he

strolled to her front door and rang the bell.

He’d barely drawn in a full breath when the door opened. She
stood there dressed in the same yellow tank top and snug fitting ripped

jeans she’d worn to the office.

His jaw had dropped when she’d stormed into her old office in the
unexpected attire. He knew she was in her early forties, but she looked
refreshingly vivacious in the hip clothing that was so different from her
drab suits, which she only occasionally abandoned for something a little
more flamboyant and daring like the dress she’d worn on the day he’d
first met her. But again that was rare. He liked her in her casual outfit.

For one, he could see more of her lush figure as the top scooped down to
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hug her full breasts and the jeans rode dangerously low on her hips to
reveal just the hint of bare skin. Her hair had been loose when she’d
arrived earlier and he thought she looked beautiful with it down because
it framed her lovely face. He was disappointed to see that she’d pulled it
back into a pony tail and donned her infamous glasses. He was certain
that if it hadn’t been a Saturday she probably would have changed into a

suit just out of habit.

“Here, come in.” She stepped aside to let him in before closing the
door behind him. That’s when he noticed the pale pink polish on her tiny
toes. A smile flashed across his face. Now that was unexpected. Who

knew the uptight vice prez had a softer side after all.

He followed her through the spacious walkway of her home toward
her office. He was sure the interior décor was just as lovely as the exterior
of her home, but he didn’t see any of it because his gaze stayed glued to

the lush roundness of her ass that filled out her jeans perfectly.
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His eyes snapped to her face just in time to meet her gaze when she
abruptly spun around to point to her left. “The bathroom and kitchen are

that way. If you need something just help yourself.”

Despite the innocence of her words, he was forced to gulp down a
deep breath when tingles of pleasure shot straight to his cock. He wanted
to help himself to something alright, but it was certainly not down that

hallway.

They rounded a sharp corner and walked into a large home office
that rivaled her space at work. And like her work office, Lana had
everything from a fax machine to a paper shredder tucked away in a neat
and tidy fashion. He bit back a grin. She was just so organized. He
wondered what it would take to rumple her feathers and her carefully

ordered life.

“You can put everything right there.” She gestured to a sturdy glass

coffee table on the other side of her desk.

He nodded and began to pull everything from the bag he’d carried

inside. Flipping open his laptop, he took a seat on the couch behind the
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table. He sat there, his lips twisting into a slight frown as he stared back
at the computer screen. He didn’t relish the thought of working on an
account that technically was already done, but then he glanced across the

room and honed in on the reason why he was there in the first place.

He cracked the knuckles in his fingers and stretched out his hands.
This was going to be a rough two weeks of endless work, but he
comforted himself with the knowledge that it would be worth it to spend
most of it with Lana. Then he pushed his cursor across his screen, clicked

on the files he needed, and hunkered down for a long day of work.

*hkkk

Lana pulled off her glasses and with the same hand stifled a yawn.
She glanced at the clock against the wall —12:13. It was past midnight.
They’d been working for over twelve straight hours and they hadn’t even
made a dent in pulling together the account. She reached up and
massaged her sore neck, releasing a weary sigh. She couldn’t believe she

had to spend the next two weeks of her life working on a stupid account
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she’d finished months ago. It was just so frustrating. Closing her eyes,

she leaned back in her chair, rotating her neck in a slow circle.
“Is your neck sore?”

She snapped her eyelids open and stared back at Matthew, a tiny

smile on her face.
“A little,” she shrugged, dropping her hand from her neck.
“Here, let me see if I can help,” he said, standing to his feet.

Her eyes widened. “Oh, no. You don’t have to do that,” she said

with a dismissive wave of her hand.

A grin tugged at the corners of his lips as he crossed the room in

three easy strides.

“It's no problem,” he said coming to stop directly behind her.
“Here, let me see,” he murmured, his large hands settling against her

shoulders.

She suppressed the urge to stiffen when his warm palms began to

stroke her bare skin. Tiny flickers of heat spread across her back, down
28



her spine and straight to her nipples. She gasped when they suddenly

tightened, and she instantly jerked away.

“I—that’s good. I—it feels better already,” she stammered as she

pushed out of her chair to rocket to her feet.

“ Are you alright?” He asked, his brows lifting above searching

eyes.

“Of course. Thanks for the massage,” she hastily murmured,

flashing him a weak smile.

He studied her for several moments in silence, his blue gaze intense
as he focused solely on her. The scrutiny unnerved her and for some
reason she felt nervous. She moved to step around him, but stopped

when his arm shot out to block her path.

She glanced down at his arm and then up at his face. At the same

time he lifted his other hand to remove her glasses.

“You know, you have beautiful eyes, but it is hard to tell when you
wear these things,” he said softly.
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She blinked at him for just a moment before she instantly gathered
herself together. She didn’t know what he was up to but she was too old
for whatever game he was playing. “Well, at my age it is more important
to be able to see than to look good,” she said tersely, and held out her

hand for her glasses.

He shook his head as if to say he wasn’t returning them. “You're
not old and I think you look good with or without them —beautiful

actually.”

A curious warmth swirled in her belly, but she pushed it aside.
Matthew had never shown the slightest interest in her before and now all

of a sudden he was flirting with her. Well, she wasn't buying it.

“Look Matthew, I don’t know what you're up to, but as long as

we’re working on—"

She stopped when he abruptly reached behind her head and
unfastened her hair clip to release her hair so that it fell in soft waves to
her shoulders. She was so stunned by his actions that she stood there

speechless.
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“I also think you look lovely with your hair down. But again, I just

prefer you that way. You look beautiful no matter how you wear it.”

She took a step back but was forced to stop when she backed into
her desk. Matthew was acting so strange and she was at a loss. She lifted
her hand to press her palm against his chest and almost regretted her
actions when she felt the subtle bulge of muscle ripple beneath her hand.
She met his gaze with wide eyes, but froze at the look on his face. It was
desire? She had to force herself not to gasp. He was a handsome man, but
he was young —too young. And now with the late hour he was probably
feeling — she blanked — she didn’t know what it was he was feeling but she

did know that he needed to take his strange behavior and go.

“It's getting late and I'm tired. I think it’s time for you to go.”
Desperately needing to put some space between them, she moved to duck
around him, but didn’t manage to get far when his arm snaked around

her waist and he dragged her up against his body.

Her eyes rounded and she flattened her hands against his chest to

push him away. “What are you—"
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She should have known from the devilish gleam in his eyes that he
was up to something, but when he dipped his head to press his lips

against hers, there was no longer any doubt.

She gasped in surprise as she stood there frozen, but that was a big
mistake. As soon as she parted her lips, he swept inside, his tongue
teasing the moist flesh of her mouth as he stroked it around, coaxing her
to surrender. He didn’t have to wait long. Shocks of warm pleasure
skated across her skin and warmth pooled at her hot center as every nerve
in her body crackled with energy. She closed her eyes, twisted her arms
behind his neck and simply melted against him as her body disintegrated
into one big mass of jelly. Wet heat gushed from inside her to dampen
her panties when he cupped her ass and drew her closer to the temptation
of his lengthening cock. A sigh of pleasure tore past her lips and she
rocked her hips against him, causing him to grow harder against her

belly.

Lost so deep in the euphoria of his kiss, it took her a second to

realize he’d unfastened her jeans and was already tugging down the
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zipper. From somewhere deep inside of her she tapped into that buried
well of reserve willpower and found the strength to wrench her lips from

his and push him away.

His face was flushed as he stood there panting. She was sure she
looked pretty much the same. Even now her lips still tingled with the
taste of him. “You need to go,” she rasped out breathlessly, but her tone

was firm.

He opened his mouth to protest, but instantly closed it, apparently
glimpsing the steely look in her eyes. He dipped his head in a slight nod,
seeming to accept her words. But he didn’t move as a lopsided grin

slowly spread across his face.

“I never even thought to ask you this before I kissed you, but are

you single?” he said sheepishly.

She coughed nervously as her gaze dotted around the room, landing

on everything but him. “Um, I don’t see how that is important—"
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He crinkled his forehead as he frowned, ignoring her flippant brush
off. “It's very important to me. I need to know if you are taken before I
invest any more time in this and possibly make a fool of myself, if I

haven't already.”

She drew back slightly, her hands curling into fists against her hips
as her eyes began to simmer with fury. “Invest more time in this? You
make it sound like it’s a chore. I guess you're referring to getting to know
me, or something, but for the record you haven’t invested any time in

doing that. And that kiss certainly doesn’t count,” she snapped.

Was she crazy? He’d been trying to get to know her for two years!
His nostrils flared and his own temper began to take root. He knew it
wasn’t wise to argue with the woman you were actively courting —or

trying to, but he chalked his stupidity up to sleep deprivation.

“Getting to know you is all I've been trying to do from the day I met
you, but woman you are a hard person to get to know. With your Ice Bitch
routine it has been virtually impossible -no, make that completely

impossible.” Matthew instantly regretted his harsh words when a

34



wounded look flashed in her eyes. He opened his mouth to apologize but
never got the chance when her pained expression immediately
disappeared and was replaced by the cold, hard woman he was so used to

seeing every day at work.

“If I'm such a bitch then why would you even want to get to know
me? And besides, did you ever once consider that this Ice Bitch routine
isn’'t a routine at all. I know it may be hard for you to believe, but maybe

I'm not interested in getting to know you,” she shot back.

He gritted his teeth together, before closing the distance between
them, to grasp her by the arms and drag her flush against his muscled

frame, ignoring her shocked expression.

“I know what you're doing but it won’t work. It would be so easy
for you to push me away and have me walk out that door. You probably

do that with a lot of men and it works—"

“That’s ridiculous. Now let go of —”
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“I just want to know if you're available Lana because I want the

chance to get to know you better.”

Her eyes grew wider, if that was even possible. “A chance?
Matthew I am almost twice your age. Even if I wanted to, I wouldn’t even

entertain the idea. You are far too young for me.”.

He wanted to shake her. She wasn’t even close to being twice his
age. Still, their age difference was the obvious obstacle for her and he
knew that she would use that as her first excuse. He also knew what some
of the others would be so he laid them on the table before she could throw

them up in his face.

“I guess I'm too white for you too. I know that’s your next excuse.
If you hadn’t quit you could have used the fact that I was your new boss
as a good one. I think that one would have actually had some merit,” he

mocked. “What else? Am I too tall? Too inexperienced? Too—"

“I get it okay,” she bit out. “Matthew, this is ridiculous —”

“What is ridiculous about wanting to get to know you?”
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She must have heard the soft plea in his voice because the fire
seemed to go out of her and her brown eyes instantly softened. She shook
her head. “Nothing, I guess,” she said quietly. “I'm very flattered that
you're interested in getting to know me, but you are a very young man
and I am sure there are plenty of women your age that would suit you

better.”

His fingers tightened around her arms as he struggled not to let his
irritation with her show on his face. Hadn't they just gone over this? He

didn’t need a lecture from her about their age difference.

“I'm sure there are a lot of women that would suit me just fine, but
that has nothing to do with the question I asked you,” he bit out. “Are
you single Lana, yes or no—yes or no,” he repeated when she parted her

lips to resume her protest.

“Yes, I'm single but—"

“Great. That's all I needed to know.”
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CHAPTER FOUR

“Shit.” Lana scowled at her computer screen when she realized
she’d spent the last five minutes inputting the wrong data into the wrong
column of her Excel spreadsheet. She jerked off her glasses and pinched

the bridge of her nose.

The events from the night before kept replaying in her head like a
broken record. Not only had she admitted to Matthew that she was
available but then she’d promised to go out on a date with him as soon as
he returned from New Zealand in three weeks. He wanted to take her out
sooner but she’d reminded him that if they were going to finish the
account in time for his trip to New Zealand that they just didn’t have the
time to spare. He’d seen the wisdom of her advice and agreed —although

very reluctantly, but not before she promised to give him a rain check.

“What is wrong with you? How did you allow a twenty-nine year

old to browbeat you into a date of all things?”

She shook her head at the absurdity of the situation. He was a

handsome, virile, wealthy man. There had to be an endless line of
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beauties trying to break down his door. “So what the hell does he want
with me?” She muttered aloud. At forty-one she held no illusions about
her shortcomings. She did her best to eat healthy, exercise and take care
of herself, but she was not under any naive impression that her full
breasts were still perky and that there weren’t visible pockets of cellulite
in places where she wished they weren’t. She frowned at that thought.

Matthew undoubtedly had his pick of women, so why her?

The doorbell chimed, interrupting her thoughts, and she glanced at
her clock in the corner of her computer. Speak of the devil. Matthew was

right on time.

On bare feet, she padded down the hall to the front door and pulled
it open. He stood there looking breathtakingly handsome with his dark
hair combed back off his face wearing a white polo shirt and khaki pants

that fit him perfectly.

Her heart beat faster in her chest as she stood to the side to let him

in, the scent of his aftershave tickling her nose when he brushed past.

39



“Hi. You ready to get to work?” She asked, wondering if that

breathy, husky voice she’d just heard was really hers.

“Yep,” he said with a heart-stopping grin and she had to mentally

shake herself to keep from drowning in the twin blue pools of his eyes.

“What?” She asked, when he stood there staring at her with a
puzzled look on his face. That’s when she noticed there was a bouquet of

flowers in his outstretched hand.

“Matthew —,”

“I can’t believe you want to argue with me about this. They're a

gift—for you.” He held out his hand again. “Take them,” he said softly.

Not wanting to seem childish by protesting over something as
innocent as flowers, she grasped the bouquet of pink roses as she smiled.

“Thank you.”

His face seemed to light up when he grinned down at her and in
that moment something clicked inside her. He seemed genuine in his
interest in her. She could tell by the way he looked at her that seeing her
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happy, seemed to make him happy. She gave a mental shrug as she
accepted that he had a simple crush on her. She could handle that. Hell,
there were worse things than having the harmless attention of a

handsome young man.

Her smile grew wider when he tugged her into his arms, but unlike
last night she didn’t protest. “What are you doing?” She asked, although

she already knew.

His eyes twinkled with mischief. “Nothing right now, but I'm

getting ready to kiss you since I've softened you up with the flowers.”

“Ah, I see, your little Trojan Horse,” she chuckled softly, before she
closed her eyes and tipped her head back to meet his warm lips. He
kissed her sweetly, as he took his time exploring her mouth with his
tongue. He slowly built a fire inside her and then as he deepened the kiss,
he fanned the flames until she was feverish. With her free hand, she clung

to him, as their lips and bodies fused together.

It was a long time before they pulled away from each other.
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“Mmm, you make it hard for a man to want to concentrate on

work.”

She laughed softly as she moved away from him to walk back down
her hallway. “Well, you better concentrate or else you will lose the New

Zealand account and that is no way to start off as CEO.”

He twisted his lips into a surly frown, and she bit her cheek to keep
from laughing. At that moment, he looked like a petulant little boy, but

she knew he wouldn’t appreciate her saying that.

“You certainly know how to cool a man’s ardor too,” he grumbled.

She flashed him a wicked grin. “They don’t call me the Ice Bitch for
nothing,” she quipped from over her shoulder, before she turned her head
around and headed into her office, where they both settled in for another

grueling day of work.

ki

Lana stretched her arms above her head and yawned.
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“I'm calling it a night,” she mumbled weakly past another yawn as

she swiveled her chair around to face Matthew.

As soon as she saw him she couldn’t help but smile. His mouth
was slightly agape, as his head rested against the back of her small couch.

He was fast asleep.

She crossed the room to remove the laptop that still sat on his legs.
She saved all his files and closed it up, before flipping the lights off in her
office. It was close to two in the morning. No sense in waking him just so
he could drive home sleepy. She turned off all the lights on the first level,
except for the one in the hallway that led to the bathroom, just in case he
awoke in the middle of the night. She then set the house alarm and

climbed the stairs to her own bedroom.

As soon as she closed her bedroom door behind her, she quickly
removed her jeans and black t-shirt to don a night gown, before collapsing

across her bed in exhaustion.

In minutes she too was fast asleep.
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The sharp sound of something breaking apart instantly startled him
awake. He blinked for several seconds until his eyes adjusted to the
darkness. It took him another few moments to remember where he was.

When his foggy mind began to clear he instantly became alert. Lana.

He shot off the couch and crept around the corner. He squinted his
eyes against the brightness of the light from the hallway, but was grateful
for it because it gave him a clear path to the stairs that led up to the

second floor where she slept.

The creaking of a door startled him, and he bounded up the stairs,
two at a time, his fear for Lana dogging his steps. When he reached the
second floor he struggled to once again adjust to the darkness. But as
soon as he did, he saw from the corner of his eyes a shadowy figure

moving slowly. With silent steps he crept in that direction.

His sneakers dug into the plush carpet, muffling each step he took,
as he silently stalked the figure moving away from him. He frowned. He

didn’t know which of the four rooms upstairs was Lana’s but he
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wondered if the intruder was someone he knew and if he was headed
straight to her bedroom. He quickened his pace until he stood within a

foot of the intruder.

Lunging forward, he tackled him to the ground at the same time the
intruder spun around. Matt’s eyes widened when he realized his error,

but it was already too late.

“Ahhhh,” Lana cried as she tumbled beneath the weight of a heavy
object and her back crashed to the floor. Terror instantly gripped her and
she lashed out with her fists. She landed several blows before she realized

the mulffled voice calling her name was familiar.
“Matthew?”

There was a low grumble and then the heavy weight rolled off her.
She dragged a deep breath of air into her lungs, since most of it had been
knocked out of her when she fell, and then stood to her feet to flip the

light on in the hallway.
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“Ohmigod,” she cried when she saw that Matthew now stood on his
feet, clutching a small purple bruise just beneath his right eye. “Are you

alright?”

He winced slightly as he nodded. “I'll be fine. Are you alright? I

heard a noise.”

“Yeah, me too, but I think maybe the wind just knocked over a
flower pot or something.” She drew closer to him and reached up to
remove his hand from his face. She hissed when she saw the bruise was
now darker and had started to swell. “I'm really sorry. I thought you
were an intruder. Here, let me get you some ice for that,” she said,

ushering him down the stairs toward the kitchen.

He sat down on a barstool on the other side of her breakfast counter

while she wrapped some ice cubes in a towel.

“How’s your back?” he asked when she came around to press the
ice pack against his face. “Ah.” He instantly jerked away when it touched

his skin.
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“I'm so sorry.” She said, her lips bowing into a deep frown. “And
my back is fine. Thank you.” She pressed the ice pack against his skin
again, this time her actions were gentler and he didn’t flinch. He lifted his

hand and curled it around hers, holding the ice against his eye.

At the touch of his fingers against her skin, her gaze snapped to his
face, as a sharp current of electricity passed between them, sending
sizzling heat spreading across her body. She slowly registered that she
stood there in a white satin night gown that molded to every curve of her
body. As if reading her mind, his gaze dipped lower to linger on her now
stiff nipples, before straying lower, igniting a simmering fire within her as

he openly devoured her with his gaze.

She tried to pull away, but couldn’t when he wrapped his arm

around her waist and dragged her between his legs.
“Matthew?” she gasped breathlessly.
A devilish look twinkled in his eyes, but it did not hide the lust that

burned like a fire in his blue gaze.
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Her heart pumped wildly in her chest and she sucked in a breath to
try to still her now trembling body. He pried the ice pack from her
boneless fingers and placed it on the counter top. Before she knew what
he was doing he stood to his feet, gripped the back of her head and

lowered his mouth to her parted lips.

Her eyes widened and she stared at him for several shocked
moments before she too let her eyes drift shut. With nothing left to do but
focus on his kiss she wrapped her arms behind his neck and melted

against him.

He groaned into her mouth, at the same time he slipped his tongue
between her lips. Electricity sizzled down her spine and she tangled her

hands into his hair, gripping him closer.

Warning bells dinged in her head telling her this was all kinds of
wrong, but she ignored them as her body hummed to life. Heat pooled at
the center of her core as she felt the sticky wetness begin to seep from

inside her.
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A low moan escaped her lips and she deepened the kiss to
intertwine her tongue with his. Heated radiated off his chiseled body to
inflame her skin and she swore she would go up in flames right there.
God, she wanted him. She hadn’t even realized how much until now. Yet
when she felt the press of his engorged length against her belly, she
experienced a moment’s hesitation. The realization of where this was
headed was like a bucket of cold water being thrown over her head.
Despite the protests of her aching body, she slid her hands from his neck

and wrenched her mouth from his.

He stood there wide eyed and panting, his face flushed. He looked
wild, untamed, a virile man in his prime, and she knew that’s what made

him so dangerous.

“W —we better get to bed. I mean n—not together. You, know.
Separately,” she stammered out nervously. Lana wanted to smack
herself. She sounded like a dumb teenage girl experiencing her first
crush. And she felt even more foolish when Matthew stared down at her

with a knowing grin.
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With his arm still locked around her waist, he pulled her closer and
slid the thumb of his free hand across her full bottom lip. Against her
will, her body shuddered and she nearly melted from embarrassment

when his grin grew wider.

“I make you nervous, don’t I?”

He did, but she wasn’t going to admit that to him. She was a grown
woman. Even though he was almost thirty, to her, he was barely legal.
How would it look to admit that a kid, practically half her age, made her

nervous?”

“No, of course not,” she blurted out quickly, just a little too quickly.

“You're lying,” he said softly and to prove his point he slid his

thumb across her upper lip this time, and as if on cue she shivered again.

“Your attraction to me makes you nervous.” He dipped his head to
her neck, brushing his lips against her skin, before snagging the spaghetti

strap of her gown with his teeth, to drag it until it fell from her shoulder,
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revealing the upper swell of her right breast. “To be honest, you make me

nervous too, but in a good way.”

A shocked gasp escaped her lips at the same time he traced a path of
kisses along her neck all the way down to the top of her breast. She
wasn’t sure if it was his kisses or the revelation that shocked her, probably

both.

“Christ, Lana. I want you,” he murmured against her skin. “I've
wanted you from the day I first met you,” he whispered as he skimmed

his hand up her body to tug the other strap down.

She struggled to wrap her mind around his words. She had always
been polite, but aloof in her dealings with him, and yet he claimed he’d
harbored an attraction to her for two years. The sincerity of his
declaration boosted her confidence, but she still could not shake the slight

doubt that nagged her.

“Matthew,” she rasped out when he moved to push her gown down

her body. She shook her head and clutched the thin material at her
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breasts just before it could slip to the floor. She swallowed hard and

forced herself to meet his searching gaze.

“I—1,” she struggled to say the words. She was a tough as nails
corporate exec. That was how he knew her —how everyone did. How
could she admit to him that at the core she was just like any other woman,

and that she too had her own insecurities?

“Lana, what is it?”

She dropped her gaze to the floor, as she worried her bottom lip

between her teeth.

“I'm not twenty-nine, Matthew,” she said in a jumbled rush, her

eyes still glued to the floor

She dragged her gaze to his face when he didn’t speak, an inward
groan welling up inside her when she glimpsed his look of confusion.
God, did she really have to spell it out? “My body. I'm not twenty-nine,” she

snapped in frustration.
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She felt like such a fool for having to say it aloud, even more so
when comprehension dawned on his face. She tried to pull out of his
arms but couldn’t when his hands closed over her tightly curled fists that

held the gown to her body like it was a shield.

“I know how old you are, Lana,” he said softly as he pried her

fingers, one by one until finally the soft satin pooled at her feet.

She moved to cover her naked figure with her arms but Matthew
immediately seized her wrists, effectively trapping her arms behind her

back.

With her wrists behind her back, her full breasts jutted forward and
his eyes zeroed in on their stiffened peaks. “God, you're beautiful,” he
said hoarsely as he slid his gaze slowly down the length of her body and

back up again.

A slight thrill of pleasure shot through her at the look on his face.
He appeared to be earnest in his appreciation of what she knew was her

flawed figure.
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For a moment she still questioned what the hell she was doing, but
before she could give her doubts any merit, he released her wrists, backed
her up against the breakfast counter and seized her lips in another mind

numbing kiss.

This time the press of his lips was more urgent, demanding even.
He reached behind her to cup the full globes of her ass in his large hands,
dragging her flush against his hard body. A moan escaped her lips and

she wrapped her hands behind his head to tangle in his hair.

Now she had her Rabbit and it did the job, but it had been a long
time since a man had made love to her and her body was on fire. Her
pussy clenched and unclenched with tiny spasms as if begging for

Matthew’s dick.

She moaned again when Matthew dipped his head lower to capture
a single nipple between his lips and tugged gently. A fresh wave of
moisture gushed from her pussy and she had to clench her thighs together

to keep the juices from trickling down her legs.
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“Jesus, Lana you have beautiful tits.” He groaned against her
breasts which he’d pushed together to flick his tongue across the large,

dark nipples.

Her head fell back and she tightened her hands in his hair as he
alternated between each breast to lavish attention on her sensitive nipples,
with loud slurping noises. Back and forth he tugged, sucked and stroked

her nipples with his tongue until they were glistening wet.

When he nipped lightly at one tender peak, she nearly collapsed as

a bolt of pleasure shot straight to her aching cunt.

“Matthew, please. I—Ineed you inside me,” she begged, her nails

digging into his scalp.

“You are just so gorgeous. Ilove your tits. I could play with them
forever,” he said between kisses as he reluctantly released her breasts to
trace a path down her stomach. He lingered at her belly button to slip his
tongue inside the groove and she jerked in surprise. “I fantasized about

this moment for so long. I knew your body would burn for me as soon as
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I touched it,” he whispered at the same time he dragged a single finger

between her moist folds.

He lifted his head to meet her gaze and with his eyes fixed solely on
her he sucked his finger between his lips to taste her cream. She gasped at
the look of pleasure on his face, before he closed his eyes and moaned.
“You taste so good, so sweet. I need more,” he said softly and tugged her

down to the kitchen floor.

In one fluid movement, he pushed her heels back against her butt,

spread her thighs, and lowered his face between her legs.

At the first touch of his tongue against her sex she arched her back

off the floor, liquid heat pumping though her veins.

“Matthew,” she cried out. Her body quivering as pleasure zoomed

straight to where his mouth nibbled on her tiny nub.

He pushed a single finger inside her as he sucked hard on her clit,

dragging hoarse moans from her lips.
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He quickened his pace, pumping his finger in and out of her until
her juices poured from her cunt. “Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned wildly as

she writhed against the floor.

He devoured her pussy with his mouth, while he finger fucked her
hard. She spread her legs wider, and tugged wildly at his hair. She was
so, so close. She clenched her eyes shut, her head rolling back as her

orgasm rocketed through her, forcing a sharp cry from her lips

“That’s it. Come for me Lana. Come all over my face,” he groaned
against her pussy and what little control she had left completely shattered

at his words.

She clamped her thighs against his head and screamed his name
over and over, her body shaking with each tremor that coursed through

her.

“Matthew,” she moaned out as her climax slowly began to subside,
tiny quakes shooting though her limp body. She loosened her grip on his

head to tunnel her fingers through his soft hair, tousling it in several
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directions. She opened her eyes to watch him lap up her cum and almost

came again at the erotic image of him eating her out.

“Mmm, I enjoyed that.”

Finally satiated, he slid up the length of her body, to cover her with

his large, chiseled frame.

“Me, too,” she murmured as she seized the bottom of his shirt with

her hands and worked to tug it over his head. “But, I need more.”

He shrugged out of his shirt with a grin on his face. “What? That

wasn’t enough?” He teased, as he unzipped his pants.

“Oh, it was more than enough, but I guess I need something different
now. Something bigger, harder.” The words came out on a throaty
whisper as she slipped her hand inside his pants, curling them around his

stiff erection.

Heat furled in her belly at the realization that her hand could not fit

around his girth. She pulled his dick from inside his pants as he pushed
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them down his hips. Her eyes widened at his size. He was both thick and

long. In a word —perfect.

Their eyes met and her heart slammed into her chest. As if on cue,
her pussy started to spasm and moisture seeped from her slit. She lightly

pumped his cock in her hand until it jerked between her fingers.

She glanced down at the purple head of his dick and knew they

were well past the point of foreplay.

“Do you have protection?”

He nodded and kicked off his pants to dig out a small foil packet
from his wallet. While he sheathed himself, she studied him. From the
way he filled out his suits, she knew he would be impressively built, and
she was right, as the muscles in his large arms flexed with each motion it

took to slide on the condom.

As she raked her gaze over the chiseled definition of his muscled
frame, she experienced a moment’s hesitation. What was she doing

sleeping with him? He was so unbelievably young. She probably would
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have backed out of it had he not grabbed the back of her head and
dragged her against him, to kiss her deeply. She wondered briefly if he

did that on purpose. Kiss her to distraction.

She opened her mouth and welcomed his probing tongue, moaning

at the taste of herself on his lips.

She leaned back then as he settled his weight over her body, parting
her legs to cushion him between her thighs. He tore his lips from hers at

the same time he positioned himself at her opening.

“I want to see your face when I enter you for the first time,” he said

in answer to the questioning look she shot him when he broke their kiss.

She nodded slowly, lifting her hands to caress his back.

She swore she would hold his intense gaze when he entered her, but
as he pushed inside her cunt, stretching her inner walls, he stroked

against her g-spot and she shattered again.
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CHAPTER FIVE

“Oh God, Lana,” he rasped from above her when she came again,
her pussy gripping him like a tight fist as it coated his dick with her warm
juices. He didn’t move a muscle as she screamed out her orgasm, her
body clenching and unclenching around his engorged length. He
couldn’t move if he wanted to, her grip was so tight, but he also didn’t
dare, for fear that he would spill his seed without so much as a second

thrust inside her tight sheath.

“Wrap your legs around my waist,” he croaked out when the
tremors that racked her started to subside. She did, at the same time
twisting her arms behind his back, to cling to him. He lowered himself

against her, gripped her ass in his hands and slowly began to ride her.

She was beautiful, soft and lush like a woman should be. Her thick
thighs cushioned him as he pumped his hips back and forth to tunnel
inside her. A deep groan fell from his lips and he closed his eyes to just
savor the feel of the soft pillow of her breasts against his chest. Her body

was voluptuous and feminine, a modern-day Venus.
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She’d made a point to tell him she didn’t have the body of a twenty-
nine year old. He’d wanted to tell her then that he couldn’t have cared
less about that; it was her that he wanted. She had the body of a woman,
who didn’t pick over everything she ate. That was unbelievably sexy to
him —a woman with curves that he could hold on to when he made love

to her.

And as if proving his point, he dug his fingers into the soft flesh of

her ass and thrust deeper, burying his length in her tight, wet heat.

Her nails furrowed deeper into his back, but he ignored the slight
twinge of pain. Instead he clenched his lids tighter in an effort to stave off

his impending climax.

“Matthew, that’s it. Fuck me harder,” she screamed as she threw her
hips at him, meeting him thrust for thrust so that his balls slapped loudly

against her skin.

Pleasure exploded inside of him and he lost it. Lifting himself off of

her, he unclasped her legs from behind his back, hooked his arms behind
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her knees and shifted above her. Spreading her wider, he rode her

harder.

“Yes, Matthew. Fuck me,” she screamed, louder this time.

“God, Lana. I'm about to come,” he grunted loudly as he pounded
his cock deep inside her pussy. Sweat dripped from his body with each

rough thrust as he rammed his dick harder into her tender flesh.

She was just so tight, so wet, and the muscles in his arms bulged as

he pushed her legs wider, seemingly unable to get deep enough inside

her.

He pumped his hips furiously, his cock pistoning in and out of her
at a frenzied pace. When her cunt began to pulse around him again, his
control completely snapped, and he shattered. With one final thrust his

cock jerked wildly and he exploded.

“Lanaaaaaa,” he roared as he emptied his seed inside of her at the
same time she came again, her pussy clamping around his dick, milking

him of every last drop of cum.
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He unhooked her legs and collapsed against her, panting heavily.
He laid on top of her for several moments, while she stroked her hands
across his sweat drenched back. He lifted his lips into a satisfied smile

when he heard her purr softly.

Mindful of his heavy weight, he slipped out of her and rolled to her
side. He reached for her to pull her against him, but stilled. And at the
same time he felt her stiffen beside him. The blood immediately froze in

his veins.

Their eyes met and he knew that his stunned expression mirrored
hers. He swore under his breath when he tried to reach for her, but she

pulled away from him.

“Lana, it's going to be okay. I haven’t been with a woman in over a
year and I always use protection and get tested regularly. I'm good. I

swear,” he said, hastily tugging off the broken condom.

Her expression was incredulous as she stared at him. “You're

good? Well, I'm not,” she snapped.
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He stiffened. “W —when was the last time you got tested?” He

asked nervously.

She shot him a hard look. “I didn’t mean that,” she said, her hand
waving wildly in the air. “I always use condoms and I get tested
regularly too. My last results were fine. I meant that I'm not on birth

control.”

He blew out a deep breath as relief washed over him. “That’s it—"

he stopped when he saw her furious expression. “I meant that we can—"

“We? You mean me.” She jumped to her feet, hurriedly donning

her gown.

He sighed again and followed suit by dragging on his pants and

shirt. “No, I meant we,” he said firmly.

She stared up at him, her expression full of horror, before she
dropped her face into her hands and sighed. “This is a nightmare. I knew

this was a mistake.”
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He glared angrily at her, his jaw clenched tight. “What we shared
wasn’t a mistake, and this certainly isn’t a nightmare,” he bit out stiffly.
“I want children, so unless you don’t, then we can work through this,

together.”

She dropped her hands to stare at him as if he’d lost his mind. “This
is not about wanting children. I want children too, but under the right
circumstances. I certainly don't like the idea of getting pregnant from a

one night stand.”

Matt drew in a long breath, silently counting to ten in order to
restrain himself from reaching out and shaking her until she started
speaking with some sense. Her words were insulting and he struggled to

rein in his mounting fury toward her.

“That’s your problem, Lana. Everything has to be done your way,
by your plan and to your standards. So you could be pregnant and we're
not married. So what? We'll figure this out. It's not the end of the

world.”
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He knew that as soon as she crossed her arms over her chest and
rolled her eyes that he was going to hate her words even more than the
ones she’d just spoken. “Not married? Try not even in a relationship?
You're still in your twenties. To you this seems so simple. I get pregnant,

we have a baby and we just take care of it.”

He scowled at the mocking tone of her voice, the sound grating on
his ears, but he forced himself to bite down on his tongue to keep from

lashing out in anger.

“Well it’s not that simple. Not for me, and if you were more mature

you would realize not for you either.”

“So, I'm immature now?” He snorted rudely. Unable to look at her
any longer, he spun away from her and stalked off in the direction of her
office. He couldn’t believe how unreasonable she was being. He quickly
gathered his things and nearly bowled her over when he spun around

and she was standing there, blocking his path.

“What are you doing?”
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“I'm leaving. Ithink you need some time alone to figure out why
our age difference is such a problem for you, because it isn’t for me.” He
shook his head, not even trying to hide his disappointment. “The sad
thing is that it never even entered my mind to call what we just shared a
one night stand, but those were your first thoughts. Just as the idea that
you're pregnant is not a bad thing in my eyes, but you can only see it is as
a nightmare.” He shot her a quelling look when she opened her mouth to
argue. He’'d had enough of her scathing words, unintentional they might
have been, for one night. “Like I said, I think you need some time alone to
come to the realization that [ am a mature man, who is quite capable of
being a responsible father,” he said quietly and stepped around her before

she could say another word.

As he slipped silently from her home, he hoped she would mull
over his words that night. The attraction between them was not one sided
and he needed her to come to terms with that before they went any

further, or else she was never going to take him seriously.
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CHAPTER SIX

Lana pulled her ruby red convertible Ferrari into her reserved
parking spot and flipped the ignition to off. She hadn’t submitted an
official letter of resignation so her spot was empty, since technically it was
still hers. She’d planned to give her notice today, but all that had changed

when Matthew stormed from her home in a fit last night.

She dragged in a ragged breath as she gripped the steering wheel.

“What did I do?” She asked herself for what must have been the
hundredth time. Long after Matthew’s departure, she’d tossed and
turned, unable to sleep. At first, memories of their lovemaking had kept

her up. The sex had been explosive —mind numbing,.

She’d had her share of lovers in the past, enough to know that her

experience with Matthew had been special.

“Shit. That stupid word again,” she spat out, hating that it kept
creeping back into her thoughts whenever she thought of him, which was

every waking moment. And when she wasn’t thinking of him and the
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amazing sex, then there were his words which he’d spoken before he’d
stormed out. Yes, he was young, but he was a full grown man. And he’d
never done anything in the time she’d known him to suggest that he was

irresponsible or immature.

“But he’s just so young,” she whined. What would her friends
think? She bounced her forehead against the steering wheel three times.
They would think she was a desperate cradle robber cougar who’d been so
sprung off the sex that she’d been foolish enough to get herself knocked

up by her boy lover.

“Hell, if it wasn’t me, that’s what I would think,” she muttered
dryly and checked her reflection in the mirror on her visor. “Ugh,” she
mumbled in disgust as she stared at her haggard expression. It was guilt,
plain and simple. No matter that she had been less the seductress and
more the seduced, she’d lain awake all night because she was too old to be
sleeping with Matthew, and should have had sense enough to stop things
before they’d gotten out of hand. But she hadn’t. Quite the opposite.

She’d practically flung herself head first into a sordid affair.
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“And now you could be pregnant, you dummy,” she chastised
herself because as soon as Matthew left, she’d raced upstairs to check her
calendar, and based upon her calculations, she sat somewhere between a

miracle and a prayer.

She banged her head against the steering wheel three more times for

good measure. “Just so stupid, stupid, stupid.”

She sat there alone in her car for several more minutes until she felt
strong enough to gather her things and make the short trek inside. She
knew Matthew had an early morning meeting and decided to head him
off before he got any ideas about showing up at her door to finish the

account.

As angry as he’d been, she’d doubted he would even return, but
when she remembered that he had to finish the account, she concluded he
really had no other choice. But she did. What had seemed like a good
idea —to work on the account from the comfort of her home had

backfired. So now she was back at the office for the next two weeks.
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No way they could slip up again if they were at the very busy, very

occupied office. At least that's what she hoped.

ks

Matthew scowled at his computer screen as he sat back in his chair

to rub his hand across the scratchy stubble along his jaw.

She thought she was so clever coming into the office. She thought it
would be easier to keep him at arm’s length if they were in the safety of

their office. She was wrong.

He glanced at the clock. Ten p.m. They’d been there all day,
working on the account, shuttling back and forth between their offices
with questions, both professional and polite. Both pretending as if

nothing had changed. But everything had changed.

He shrugged out of his suit jacket and removed his tie. What was

he doing? Here he was working on an account that was already done in
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an effort to woo a woman who was as stubborn as a mule. This was not

working out at all how he planned.

“That’s because you didn’t plan, you idiot. You just acted,” he
grumbled in frustration. Like an immature, spoiled, fool, he wanted to add,

but figured idiot was enough.

And now because of his impulsive actions, Lana could well in fact
be pregnant and as a result she was barely speaking to him. He’d spoken
the truth last night. He wanted children, and he was fine with having
them now. Granted, he would have liked to have waited a couple of

years so he could scale back on his hours at work.

His father had been a workaholic who was rarely around when he
was growing up so he’d sworn to himself that when he had kids he would
be there for them. But as he’d told Lana last night, they would figure
things out together. He refused to let work interfere with the raising of
his child. But between the two of them, Lana was actually the true
workaholic. Yet somewhere deep down he sensed having a child would

change that.
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Leaning back in his chair, he closed his eyes as he imagined Lana as
a mother, and smiled at the thought of seeing her belly swell with his
child and how an active toddler would be just what she needed to upset
her carefully ordered life. He knew she would make an excellent mother.

Patient, attentive, loving.

The sound of his office door slamming shut jarred him from his
fantasy and his eyes snapped open to see the very object of his thoughts,
standing before him with her hands balled on her hips, wearing a frown

across her face.

“I can’t believe you've fallen asleep again. I was just about to tell
you that I was going to go, thinking you were hard at work.” She stalked
across the room to stand behind him and stared at his computer. “How

far have you even gotten?”

He swiveled his chair around, throwing her off balance so that he

had to grasp her hips in order to steady her before she fell across him.
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“Ijust closed my eyes for a second. Besides, I've been working on
this for eleven hours straight. Even if I haven’t gotten as far as you would

have liked, I'm done for the night too.”

She narrowed her eyes at his slight reprimand. “Fine, well good
night then,” she said tightly and planted her feet so that she could stand
up straight. “You can let go of me now. I'm not going to fall.” She

frowned when his hands remained at her hips.

In one fluid motion he stood to his feet, leaned back against his
desk, and pulled her up against him. When she struggled against him, he

swung her around and pinned her between him and the desk.

“Matthew,” she said on a weary sigh, her face twisting into a scowl.
“I thought we understood each other. Last night was a onetime thing,

never to happen again.”

He leaned forward, burying his face into her neck. “I understood no

such thing.”

She pushed against his chest. “Matthew, I'm serious —"
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“I am too,” he said in a husky whisper, and lifted her up to sit her
atop his desk. Stepping between her legs he slid his hands under her
skirt, along her thighs. His cock, which had stood at attention the minute
she walked in, grew rock hard when his hands stroked the bare skin of

her lush ass. Lacy thigh highs and a thong.

“Sexy,” he groaned against her neck, in between the tiny kisses he
placed along her throat where her black blouse was open. She’d loosened

two buttons, but he planned to undo them all.

“Stop it, Matthew,” she demanded on a throaty whisper, and he
chuckled softly when instead of pushing against his chest, her hands

fisted into the fabric of his dress shirt.

“You don’t want me to stop and you know it.” He reluctantly
skimmed his hands back down her thighs and reached up to push her
dress jacket down her arms. He quickly tossed it aside. Then he undid
the buttons of her blouse, sending the shirt flying across the room as soon

as he got it off of her. Not bothering to unclasp her bra, he simply tugged
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the straps down so that her heavy breasts tumbled from the black, lacy

cups.

“Did you lie awake last night recalling how good it felt when I slid
inside you?” He grinned when a breathless moan erupted from her lips.
“I know I did. I thought of you all night and how good your tight cunt

felt milking my dick when you came.”

“Matthew,” she said sharply.

He glanced at her and smiled. She stared at him with lust filled
eyes, her lips drawn into a sexy pout. He knew from her expression that
she too had thought about how good it had been between them the night

before.

“I could barely concentrate today; my thoughts of you were so all
consuming.” He captured her lips in a languorous kiss and gently

massaged her breasts in his hands, teasing the nipples to hardened peaks.
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He squashed her breasts together and lowered his head to suckle
her nipples. Sharp tingles of pleasure slid over his body at the sound of

her throaty moans, and he sucked harder.

After bathing her nipples until they glistened under the muted light,
he lifted his gaze to watch her. She was just so goddamned sexy, with her

head thrown back, her mouth open, and her cheeks flushed a dusky rose.

He released her breasts and slid up her body, sticking one hand
under her skirt which was now practically bunched up at her hips, to dip

a single finger inside of her.

They both sucked in a breath simultaneously. She was dripping

wet.

He pushed her thong to the side, and with one hand held it firmly in
place, while he undid his pants and slipped his aching cock out with the

other.

78



Gripping his engorged flesh within his palm, he positioned the head
of his dick at the tight, wet opening of her hot cunt and pressed forward

until the head slipped inside.

“Matthew. No,” he heard the alarm in her voice and stopped. He
dragged in a shaky breath to tamp down his lust long enough for him to

speak.

He met her anxious gaze. “What is it, babe?”

“We need protection.”

He grinned sheepishly. “That didn’t work so well for us last time.”

Her eyes rounded. “You think this is funny, but I'm serious. I

could really be pregnant.”

“Then we don’t need a condom.”

Her eyes grew wider. “Matthew!”

He let out a sigh and leaned his forehead against hers. “I don’t have

one honey, and if you could be pregnant then we don’t need one.”

79



“But what if I'm not?”

He quirked his lips into a lopsided grin. “Then we should try until

you are.”

She shot him a scathing look. “That’s not funny, Matthew.”

He traced a trail of kisses across her forehead, down her cheek and
along her ear, where he whispered. “I'm not joking.” He dipped his head
lower and kissed the hollow space between her collar bone and neck. “I
hope our first child is a girl —” he murmured as he shifted his hips so his
cock sank deeper inside her moist heat. “ —who looks just like you,” he
groaned against her neck and fed her another slow inch of his stiff

erection.

“Matthew,” she gasped and he couldn't tell if it was a warning or

not.

“If you want me to stop then I will,” he whispered softly. “I would
never want to do anything that you're not comfortable with.” He pushed

forward to ease deeper inside her tight sheath. “And I would never do
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anything to hurt you.” He paused to flick his tongue out and trace lazy
circles against her soft skin but stopped abruptly when her pussy
tightened around him. He closed his eyes and let out a groan as a
shudder of pleasure rocked his body. “God, Lana you can’t tell me that if
you feel half as strongly as I do that deep down the thought of having my
child doesn’t excite you just a little. That having me bare inside you
doesn't turn you on just a little. That the feel of me coming inside you
doesn’t make you hot, because it sure as hell is making me hot for you.
Damn, Lana, I think I'm going to burn up just thinking about having your

bare pussy wrapped around my dick.”

When several moments ticked by in silence, he finally lifted his head
to meet her gaze. Confusion and uncertainty shimmered in her eyes and
he was sure that she would deny his words and push him away. But
instead she reached up to snake one arm behind his neck and pulled him
closer to press her lips against his. Her kiss was demanding, and he
abandoned himself to the lush taste of her mouth, dragging her deeper
into his embrace. He groaned against her lips, and at the same time he

surged forward, seating himself fully inside her pussy.
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Her eyes slid shut at the first thrust of his hard length inside her and
she trembled in his arms, her pussy caving in around his cock. What the
hell are you doing? She asked herself for the thousandth time. This was
crazy! She barely knew Matthew, and yet she was letting him do things to
her body that she’d never allowed any other man to do to her before. She
was always so responsible, but this was undoubtedly the craziest thing
she’d ever done in her life. And the worst part was that she was loving

every minute.

“God, Lana, you feel so good gripping my cock,” he moaned against

her lips as he began to rock in and out of her on shallow strokes.

She tightened her thighs around him, as she let her hands roam
across the muscled planes of his torso, still encased in his dress shirt. She
ached to rip it from him so that her bare hands could stroke his chiseled
flesh, but that would only break his rhythm, which was quickly

propelling her toward orgasm.
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Her eyes flew open when he slammed into her, driving into her
harder. She stared into his intense eyes, as sweat beaded along his

hairline, and his face twisted from the effort of holding back his climax.

She rocked her hips off the desk, thrusting them forward to send

him tunneling deeper inside her.

“Lana,” he hissed.

“That’s it Matthew. Lose control for me. Come inside me,” she
rasped as her body began to tingle as the first wave of her climax welled
inside her. Throwing her head back, she gripped his arms and screamed
out his name at the same time he buried his length deep inside her and
exploded, spurting his warm semen deep within her sheath, drenching

the spasming walls of her cunt.

Their cries of ecstasy mingled together, along with the essence of
their orgasms, until they were both unable to form a word. It was a long
while before either of them moved, and when Matthew did, she
whimpered softly at the cold chill that settled over her with the loss of his

warmth.
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“It’s alright, baby,” he said, with a quick peck to her lips as he
tucked himself back into his pants and straightened his clothing. “I'm just

going to head to the bathroom to get us some paper towels.”

“QOk,” she mumbled, surprised she could even form a word. When
the door closed behind him, she managed to find the strength to hop
down from his desk but her wobbly legs didn’t seem to want to cooperate
and she grasped the edge of his desk, sending papers and objects flying as

she struggled to gain her footing.

“You're too old to be fucking on a desk,” she said, with a low
chuckle as she righted herself. When she felt steady on her feet, she
stooped down to the floor to retrieve the objects she’d sent careening

down there.

Most of the objects she’d scattered were papers, but she’d also
toppled a few CDs. Clutching them in her hand, she shuffled through
them to make sure she hadn’t broken one. She was almost done when her
gaze landed on one CD in particular that made everything inside her turn

cold.
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“Lana’s Auckland Account,” she read the words scribbled across the

disc in Matthew’s bold handwriting.

She sat down in his chair and popped the CD into the computer, but
before the spreadsheets could even come up, she already knew what she
would find there. As she clicked through the files she saw every single

folder from the account she’d spent three months working on.

Anger the likes of which she’d never experienced bubbled up inside
her. She could almost hear her heart shattering into tiny pieces at the
thought that he’d lied to her just so that he could get into her pants while
they worked long hours on an account that was already done, and like a

fool, she’d fallen for his charming words.

“You're an idiot,” she muttered, shaking her head.

The sound of the door opening drew her gaze, and as soon as he
stepped inside, she pinned Matthew with a hard glare as she stood to her
feet. He glanced between her and the computer screen, before returning
his gaze to her, his eyes filled with remorse. He better have felt some

remorse, because he certainly had a lot to be remorseful for.
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“I was going to tell you—"

“When? After you got your fill of me and cast me aside.”

His eyes widened as he crossed the room to stand before her, setting
the paper towels he’d brought from the bathroom aside. He reached for
her, but she shrinked away, the thought of him touching her was so

upsetting that it nearly made her ill.

“That’s not what this was about at all. I wasn’t using you Lana—"

She stared at him in disbelief. “You lied to me Matthew, so that you

could use the time we spent together to seduce me—"

“I did,” he said taking a half step closer to her, forcing her back
against his desk. “I won’t lie about that. It was wrong, I know this, and
I'm sorry for lying to you. You were leaving and I didn’t know how to

keep you in my life, so I did something desperate —,”

“Desperate? This was beyond desperate. If you wanted me in your

life, why didn’t you simply ask me out like a normal person?”
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Something about her words seemed to set him off, because storm
clouds gathered in his blue eyes and he grabbed her by her arms to drag

her closer to him.

“I did ask you out. Several times, and several different ways, but
you always just brushed me off. For two years, I did this. I even bought
you gifts on Christmas and your birthday. Last year I even bought you a
Valentine’s Day gift. Most people would see those gestures as interest,
but not you. You thanked me politely, but then you did what you always

do. You ignored me.”

He let go of one arm to shove his hand through the tousled locks of
his dark hair, as he released a long, ragged sigh. “I apologized for my
actions, they were wrong and deceitful, but you can’t blame a guy for
being desperate with you. It's been virtually impossible to get past the

wall you put up.”

She stared up at him, openmouthed, as small incidents from the past
two years flashed through her head. She’d always thought he was just

being polite, sucking up even. She’d never considered a man like him
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would even be remotely interested in her, so she’d ignored his subtle

flirting and veiled compliments.

“Matthew. I—-1"

“You're sorry? I know that’s what you were about to say and you
should be,” he said, as he dragged her into his arms. “For two years I
bided my time, nursing this insane crush. But it’s not a crush,” he
whispered, tunneling his hand into her hair, sending her hairpins
crashing to the floor. “After last night, I realized that there was something

more here, and I think you realized it too.”

She held his gaze, as a myriad of emotions crossed his face, and she
knew she probably wore the same expression. Wias it possible to fall for
someone you barely knew? If it was, then she and Matthew were certainly

doing it.

“Matthew, we're moving so fast. I want us to get to know each
other better.” Had she said that? Was she seriously considering dating

him?
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He tightened his arms around her, holding her closer, his face
lighting up as he beamed down at her. “That’s all I ever wanted —a
chance to get to know you. I won't lie and say that I'll take it much
slower, because to be honest I know I'm already half in love with you—,”
He grinned when she gasped in shock, her eyes wide. She was still
reeling from his revelation, but he didn’t miss a beat. “—but I want to
give you time to fall for me too. I already know what I want, but when
you commit to me, I want you to feel as certain of your decision, as I am of

: 4
mine.

She arched a single brow. “Commitment? You're so sure of yourself

now aren’t you?” She said, her lips curling into a teasing smile.

“I knew from the moment I met you that we would end up here. 1
didn’t know how, but I was determined. Now it’s time for you to realize

what I've known all along.”

“Really? And what's that?”

“That despite our differences and all the obstacles we have before

us, there couldn’t be two people in the world more perfect for each other.”
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EPILOGUE

Lana turned at the sound of the front door closing. Removing her
glasses, she massaged the bridge of her nose and swiveled her chair
around just in time to see Matthew stroll into their home office dressed in
a coal black business suit that fit his muscled frame perfectly. She glanced
at the clock above his head with a smile on her face. Six o’clock on the
dot. When they moved in together he promised her he wouldn’t turn into
a workaholic just because of his new position, and thus far he’d kept his
promise. But she knew he would. Matthew was a man of his word. She

knew instinctively he’d quit before he broke his vow to her.

“How’s my baby,” he said with a smile as he kissed her soundly on
the lips, taking his sweet time rediscovering the unique taste of her

mouth.

She smiled when he lifted his head, before she glanced down to

stroke her hand across her ever expanding waist.

“He or she is fine.”
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He curled his lips into a grin. “I was actually talking about you. But
how is my other baby too?” He asked as he lovingly stroked his palm

across her belly before he leaned down to kiss her stomach.

Dropping down into the chair across from her, he pulled it up, and
tugged her feet into his lap to massage one swollen foot between his

hands.

She laughed. “Both of us are fine. How was work?”

She forced herself not to giggle when he scrunched his face up into a
frown. “Why didn’t you tell me Jenkins was such an idiot? The
marketing department is falling apart without you. You have to come

back,” he complained.

“You've been saying that every day for the last eight months and
every time you ask I tell you no. Inever thought I would like it so much,
but I really enjoy consulting for retail companies and with the baby
coming in a month the flexible schedule is ideal.” She leaned forward to
place a quick peck against his lips when he continued to frown. “You

guys will be fine without me.”
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She laughed when he shot her a pleading look. “That sad face will
not work on me and you know it, besides, you have nothing to be sad
about. You're doing a phenomenal job at Renault and tomorrow’s your

birthday.”

A smile spread across his face as he leaned back into his chair.
“Ahh, I almost forgot about my birthday. Have you thought about the

present I asked for?”

She had.

When they discovered she was pregnant, she’d agreed to move in
with him. Not as slow as she wanted to take things, but it was as close as
they could come to a compromise. With a baby on the way, he’d wanted
marriage, but she didn’t, especially if it turned out they weren't
compatible after all. She knew rushing into an ill-fated marriage would
only make things worse in the end. But the reservations she had eight
months ago were slowly starting to wane. Of the two of them, she truly
questioned who was the wiser, because Matthew seemed to know all

along that they were good for each other, and he was right. She on the
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other hand had been cautious, wanting to take her time to be sure about

them.

But with his birthday a day away, and the question he’d asked her
months ago still looming over them, she’d come to realize that she’d never
been more sure of anything in her entire life. She loved Matthew and if he
wanted them to be married before their child was born, then she would

give him that.

“Well? What about my present?” He asked softly. She saw the
doubts swirling in his eyes and she hated that he even doubted her, but
she couldn’t blame him. Almost from day one, Matthew had proclaimed
his love for her over and over, but as usual, she’d taken just a bit longer to
do the same. But the look on his face was like a fist closing around her
heart. She never wanted him to question the depth of her feelings for

him.

She leaned in again to caress his cheek with her palm. “Ilove you,

honey.”
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His sapphire eyes sparkled when she said that. It had taken her so
long to say the words, that she knew he treasured hearing them each and
every time she said them. “Ilove you too,” he said with a warm smile.

“So0?” He hedged when she didn't finish, his expression anxious.

“So what? Tomorrow’s your birthday, so you'll just have to wait until
then to get your present,” she said with a secret smile. “But I can promise

you, you're going to love it.”

“Lana,” he groaned, but the joy on his face was unmistakable. Her

heart flip flopped in her chest at the love she saw shining in his gaze.

His happiness was infectious and she beamed at him as she leaned
in closer to capture his lips in a searing kiss. Their lips melded so
perfectly together, that she couldn’t help but recall the words he’d said to
her a long time ago — there weren’t two people in the world more perfect for

each other than they were.

And she couldn’t agree more.

THE END
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THE REUNION
By
NADIA AIDAN

The Reunion tells the story of Natalia Cruz, a talented opera singer
who returns to her fifteen year high school reunion to face her past, her
tarnished reputation and the man she left behind, Brad Wellington.

Brad never forgot Natalia, but he questions whether love can
survive fifteen years of separation until he comes face to face with her
again. He knows what he wants, and that is her. Now he must convince
Natalia to finally let go of her past in order to embrace the love that awaits
them just on the horizon of the future.
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CHAPTER ONE
“Your name?”

The woman’s eyes remained riveted on the paper in front of her
face, forcing Natalia to stare at the crown of her blonde head. Yet, despite
the cloud of hair that obscured her face, Natalia easily recognized the

unmistakable delicate features of the woman — Rebecca Laitin.

Natalia blew out a long shaky breath, trying to decide if she should
just bolt right then. No one had seen her yet and she was sure she could
escape undetected if she got out of there right now, but before she could
make a move, the woman lifted her head and she found herself staring

into the fathomless green eyes of the seemingly ageless woman.

Natalia instantly glimpsed the awareness on her beautiful face. At
first there was a flash of shock, followed by a brief moment of wariness,

until finally a serene politeness settled in her gaze.

She forced out a tight smile, thinking that it could have been worse.

Rebecca could have blurted out her shock that the town whore had
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decided to show her face as she’d done all those years ago in high school.

Ahhh, but don’t rule it out Natalia. The night is still young.
“N—Natalia.” She cleared her throat. “Natalia Cruz.”

“Hi, Natalia. Welcome to the Bayside High Class of 93’ Fifteen Year
Reunion,” Rebecca said warmly as she stuck out a small rectangular object

with her name emblazoned on it in bold black letters.

With shaky hands, she grasped the plastic nametag and pinned in

on her chest.

“Thank you, Rebecca,” she said softly, acknowledging the woman
by name. No sense in pretending they didn’t know each other. If she’d

intended to do that then she could have just stayed at home.

No sooner had the greeting escaped her lips, she was surprised to

see a wide smile of genuine warmth spread across Rebecca’s face.
“You're welcome, Natalia. I'm really glad you came this year.”

She nodded stiffly, as her eyes roamed over the lovely blonde’s face,

searching for any hint of carefully veiled scorn, but there appeared to be
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none. Of all people, she’d expected Rebecca to harbor the most
resentment toward her. Hell, she would have resented her too. She’d
slept with probably every single last one of Rebecca’s boyfriends while
they were in high school. But strangely enough, Rebecca seemed
genuinely pleased that she’d decided to come. And that shocked her. She
hadn’t expected anyone to be kind to her, so she was taken aback by the
woman'’s friendly greeting. Not knowing what else to say, she said
nothing. Instead she dipped her head in a polite nod and turned away
from her to walk toward the large gymnasium, a brittle smile plastered

across her face.

Again, she considered tucking her tail and running like the yellow
belly coward she was. This was a huge mistake. She should never have
listened to her best friend Kasey. So what, Kasey was a world renowned
behavioral psychologist, she clearly didn’t know what the hell she was
talking about. Natalia was sure she didn’t need to return to her high
school to put her past to rest. She’d sworn to her friend that she’d dealt

with her demons when her mother died, but Kasey had been adamant.
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“You missed your last two reunions. You have to go to this one.”

“Why?” Natalia had protested as she frowned down into her
friend’s pretty, cocoa hued face. “I have no desire to be reminded of my

high school years—"

“But that’s exactly what you need. You need to face the fact that
you aren’t that wounded young girl anymore,” she argued. “Once you do
that then you will finally be able to move forward and have healthy

relationships with men.”

She wrinkled her nose. “I have healthy relationships with men.”

Kasey snorted as she flung her long braids over her shoulder. “If
you mean boring, practically sexless relationships that are little more than

platonic friendships —”
“Sex complicates things —”

“But it doesn’t have to. Your relationships with boys in high school
have prevented you from having fulfilling relationships with men as an
adult.”
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Natalia let out a weary sigh. “So, you think if I face all the boys I
slept with in high school, that I'll what? Be able to put that part of my life

into context?”

“I don’t just think. I know. Once you face the fact that those guys
and your experiences in high school do not define the person that you are
today then I hope you will be able to realize that sex isn’t something to be

ashamed of in a relationship,” she said quietly.

Natalia had not missed the sympathetic look in Kasey’s brown eyes
or the sadness in her voice. She felt sorry for her. Hell, she felt sorry for
herself too. Despite years of therapy, she was still screwed up. Okay,
maybe that wasn't entirely true, but at the very least she knew she still
had issues concerning sex, men and relationships. A lot of it was due to
her mother, but a lot of it also stemmed from her interactions with the
opposite sex while in high school, and unfortunately, her experiences as a

teen had left a lasting impression on her.

In a nutshell, she had once been the town tramp, and she hadn’t

quite been able to shake the label in her head, even after all these years.
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The painful memories instantly flooded her causing her to falter as
the heel of her shoe snagged a rung in the carpet and she stumbled a few
steps before catching herself. She dragged in a deep breath and steadied

herself. You are not that person anymore.

“You are a successful composer and mezzo soprano who has
performed on stages across the world. You are sophisticated, beautiful,
and brilliant. This is not high school and you are not that girl anymore,”
she said in a low voice, over and over again. She chanted the same thing

in her head with each step she took.

Running her hands down her stylish, but demure black cashmere
dress, she took one last deep fortifying breath before she stepped inside
the bustling gymnasium where the school colors of blue and gold hung
from the ceiling as streamers, while balloons bounced back and forth
against the strings where they were tied on all the chairs. The party was
in full swing and music blared loudly from the speakers, but as soon as

she stepped inside, an almost palatable silence descended on the room.
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Her heart plummeted and she froze like a deer caught in the
headlights as all eyes swung in her direction. It was too late to run now.

Everyone had seen her and she knew what they all had to be thinking.

The town slut was back.
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CHAPTER TWO

The hair on the back of Bradley Wellington’s neck stood to attention
as an arc of lightening shot down his spine. He stiffened at the same time
shocked gasps and a cacophony of low murmurs erupted like a wildfire in
the huge gymnasium. He turned his attention away from Jessica
Hartman, one of the cheerleaders he’d known while he was the
quarterback of Bayside’s football team, and scanned the room, searching
for the source of all the commotion, although something in his gut told
him what, or rather who was now at the center of everyone’s attention.
He’d always gotten a familiar tingling down his spine when she was

near —only when she was near.

He stepped closer toward the entrance of the gym at the same time
his eyes landed on her. He willed her to look at him and as if she’d heard
his thoughts, she turned her gaze toward him. A heavy knot tightened in

his belly as soon as her beautiful cat like hazel eyes met his.

He’d seen her performances on television and her picture in dozens

of newspapers and magazines, but they still did not prepare him for the
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onslaught of emotions that flooded him at the first glimpse of the
stunning brunette that had haunted almost all of his high school fantasies,

and many of his adult ones.

As if in a trance, he took a step toward her, but quickly came to his
senses and stopped, wondering what the hell he was doing. She looked
nervous and scared, and he wanted to go to her rescue and protect her as
he’d done all those years ago, but he had no clue how she would receive
him. A wry smile lifted the corners of his lips. Probably in the same
manner she’d received him the last time he’d tried to save her —with great
disdain. Back then, Natalia hadn’t been very trusting of people —him

included, and he wondered if that had changed.

But as he stared at her, he knew instinctively that he was willing to
risk her censure. She just looked so afraid. Batting aside his reservations, he
made his way toward her, but stopped again when Marlon Forrester, the

class DJ, stepped up to the microphone.

“If it isn’t our very own, world famous celebrity opera singer,

Natalia Cruz. Here’s a shout out to Natalia. I would play one of your
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CDs, but it’s kinda hard to groove to if you know what I mean,” he joked

as he winked at her.

The entire room burst into laughter, while many applauded, and a

few “Way to go, Natalia’ cheers rang out over the music.

Brad’s eyes never left her face. He could see that she was shocked,
but he didn’t miss the look of relief that flashed in her gaze. He visibly
relaxed when most of the people turned their attention away from her and

the tension in the air quickly began to dissipate.

A few of her former classmates now crowded around her, under the
pretense of congratulating her. He snorted. More like just plain old
sucking up. Fifteen years ago, none of them would have come within ten
feet of her, that is, unless you were a horny guy, and even then, when

daylight came, none of them would have been caught dead with her.

He clenched his hands into fists as he struggled to temper the fury
that always arose inside him every time he thought of how Natalia had
suffered in high school. He’d hated how his entire class had treated her.

Not realizing that beneath the suggestive come ons, was a wounded and
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insecure girl, the guys had used her, and the girls who’d all been jealous
of her obvious beauty and sensual allure, had hurled hurtful insults at her

every chance they got.

Brad chuckled dryly to himself as he watched the phony spectacle
unfold right there before his eyes as more and more people clamored
around her in order to get her autograph. Served them all right to now
have to grovel at her feet. She had always been truly gifted and talented,
but no one had taken the time to look deeper —except you, a tiny voice
shouted in his head, but he shook it away. Yeah, but it didn’t mean a damn
thing. He thought bitterly. In the end she still hadn’t cared that he saw
beneath the facade she showed the world. In the end she’d put him in the

same category as all the other guys—and he’d let her.
+H++++
Fifteen Years Ago

Brad had been raised in a home full of Rachmaninoff, Chopin, and

Schubert so he knew Beethoven's famous Moonlight Sonata when he heard
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it, but the haunting lilt of the ethereal voice that accompanied it sent chills

down his spine.

Football practice had just ended, so he’d been on his way to his
locker to pick up his history book, before he headed home. But at the
sound of the riveting music, he stopped in his tracks and walked in the

opposite direction, down the hallway toward the music room.

He furrowed his brow into a frown as he drew closer to the room. It
was almost six o’clock, much too late for a young woman to be alone in
the deserted school. He rounded the corner and leaned against the open
doorway, expecting to find a naive freshman sitting at the piano. Who
else would sneak into the school with no regard for her safety? But as
soon as his gaze settled on the figure behind the piano, he quickly realized
that he was completely and utterly wrong. He nearly collapsed to his feet

when he saw who it was.

Natalia?

He shook his head and refocused his gaze. He’d always suspected

that behind her haunted eyes, lurked a troubled young woman, who
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possessed great emotional depth, despite the shallow front she presented.
But still, he’d had no idea that the same troubled girl was so amazingly
talented. He stared in awe, listening to her sultry voice as it climbed to
the soprano range and hovered there. She had a beautiful voice and it

lulled him into a trance, wrapping around him like a warm blanket.

He stood there gazing at her in silence, appreciating the rare treat of
seeing her stripped bare in her true element. The young woman before
him was the real Natalia, the one who poured her heart into a timeless

song, and he was humbled by this intimate glimpse inside her soul.

He let his gaze slide over her, drinking in her exquisite features, as
she played the final notes to the song. Her inky black hair hung to her
waist in soft waves completely unbound, framing her lovely face like a
halo. He sat behind her in biology class and many times he’d ached to

reach out and slide his fingers through her silky mane.

He continued his leisurely exploration of her figure. And though he
couldn’t see much of her with the piano obstructing his view, he knew

from memory that she was blessed with generous curves along her lithe
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frame. In every way, she was a natural beauty, so beautiful, that in his
mind, she didn’t have to sleep around to get any man’s attention. She
already had it. From the moment she walked into a room, she had

everyone’s attention —including his, especially his.

The music stopped and without thinking he lifted his hands and
clapped. She gasped softly, her eyes growing wide as saucers as her

creamy cheeks turned pink with embarrassment.

He stepped inside the room, folded his arms across his chest and

propped one hip against the piano.
“That was beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said softly as she dipped her gaze toward the
piano keys, the blush growing darker by the moment. He grinned,

thinking that she looked adorable when she was embarrassed.
“Who taught you how to play, to sing?”

She shrugged as she stood up from the bench. “No one. Ijust
listened to cassettes of Mozart, Beethoven, Jessye Norman, and a whole
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bunch of other folks that I got from the library...” her voice trailed off and

she shrugged again. “And then I just mimicked what I heard.”

He stared at her openmouthed. Her talent could rival some of the
best opera singers in all of Europe, and she’d taught herselfl He was

speechless.

“I can’t believe you learned how to play from just listening to the
music. Even your voice sounds as if you've had training. Natalia, that’s
amazing.” He knew he was gushing, but he couldn’t help it. He was in

awe.

She ducked her head and stepped around him. “Whatever,” she
said flippantly, brushing off the compliment. She stooped down to grab
her book bag. But when she stood back up, all traces of the shy and
embarrassed girl were gone and in her place was the sultry vixen he was
used to seeing. She stepped closer, her ample breasts brushing against his
chest, forcing him to bite back a low groan as he swallowed hard, but he

didn’t move.
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“You don’t have to lie to me, Brad, to get what you really want,” she
whispered seductively, her lips just inches from his ear, as her warm
breath feathered across his sensitive skin. In spite of his best effort not to,

he could not stop the tremor of desire that raced through him.

Yet, despite the fog of lust that had suddenly wrapped around him,
those simple words were like a bucket of ice being thrown over his head.

He grasped her by the shoulders and held her away from him.
“Why do you do that?”

She stared at him in shock. She probably was in shock. Probably
the first time a man had ever turned down the invitation she’d so

obviously extended to him.

“You're beautiful and talented. So beautiful that you don’t have to
do the things you do to get a man to like you and too talented not to

realize that there is more to you than just your beauty.”

She rolled her eyes and turned her head to stare out the window,

her jaw set in defiance.
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He released one shoulder and cupped her chin in his hand, tilting
her head toward him to force her gaze back to his face. The tears that
shimmered in her eyes tore at his heart, but he was happy to see them.
They proved that Natalia wasn’t as unaffected as she pretended to be. He
knew there was more to her than the femme fatale act she liked to put on;
but for some reason she hid that person, preferring instead to live in the

shadow of the vixen she presented to the world.

He held her gaze, wanting to say more to convince her that he
wasn't just feeding her lines of bullshit, but he made the mistake of letting
his gaze drift to her full, pouty lips. He groaned aloud. Many times he’d
stared at her lips wondering if they tasted as ripe as they looked. He
ached to kiss her as his eyes remained transfixed on her tempting mouth.
Her lips were just so lush and succulent as if begging for his kiss, and
before he realized what was happening, he found himself lowering his

head slowly, to capture her mouth with his.

Her eyes drifted shut and she tilted her head further back to press

her lips fully against his. He closed his own eyes and just let himself feel.
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Running his tongue back and forth against her lips, he teased her luscious
flesh until she opened her mouth and let him in. She moaned into his
mouth as he swept inside the moist cavern and tasted her. She reminded
him of sweet fruit, sweet honeyed nectar. He snaked his arms around her
waist and dragged her flush against his hard body. He didn’t even try to
hide the evidence of his arousal as he rocked his hard erection against her

belly.

She lifted her arms to twine them behind his neck, and her full
breasts flattened against his muscular torso, her large nipples stabbing

him through the rough fabric of their clothing.

He held her tightly against him, savoring her sweet warmth as he
plundered her lush mouth for several long minutes, drawing throaty
moans from her until he could feel her body beginning to quiver. But
when she slid a single hand down to cup his hardening length, he

instantly froze. This was headed exactly where he didn’t want it to go.

With great reluctance, he pulled away from her, disentangling his

body from her arms.
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She stared up at him, her face flushed red, and her eyes wide.

“Why did you stop?” The words came out as a husky protest, and
he struggled not to let them affect him, even as his cock tightened against
the zipper of his jeans, begging him to release it from its confines to settle
inside the wet warmth of the woman who was responsible for his current
state. But he didn’t take her back into his arms. He refused to finish what

he’d started.

“Because I want you to know that there is at least one guy at
Bayside who wants more from you than what you offer.” That wasn’t

entirely true. He wanted what she offered too, but he also wanted more.

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Don’t act like you're so chivalrous,

Brad. In the end men all want the same thing — one thing.”

“I won’t lie to you and say that I don’t want that too. You're

beautiful and you know it, and yes, I want you, but that’s not all I want.”

She cocked her head to the side, her eyes flashing with suspicion.

“Then what is it that you do want?”
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He bent down to scoop her backpack in his hand, which she’d
dropped during their kiss, and slung it over his shoulder. “I want to get

to know the real you, the real Natalia.”

“Why?” She said with narrowed eyes.

Why? Because he’d had a crush on her ever since freshman year;
but never acted on it because the thought of becoming another notch on
her bedpost didn’t sit well with him. That’s what he thought, but of

course he didn’t tell her any of that.

Instead, he shrugged and said, “Because I think I would like the real
Natalia better than the one I know now.” He turned from her and strolled
toward the door, leaving her standing there, as he ignored her still
skeptical expression. He couldn’t fault her for being mistrustful of his
intentions. There were probably few guys who wanted to take the time to

get to know the real Natalia. But he was one of them.

“Come on. I'll drive you home.”
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“I don’t need you to drive me home. Besides, practice just ended

and someone may see you with me.”

His hand tightened around the strap of her book bag as he stared
down at her, recognizing the insult for what it was, even if she didn’t

realize she’d just insulted him.

Because of her reputation, most guys shunned Natalia, that is when
they weren’t trying to sleep with her. Cruel as it seemed, she was
probably used to it, came to expect it even, but he was insulted that she
thought he was that big of an asshole. He’d been raised better than that.

It was late and dark and he wasn’t going to allow her to walk home alone.

“I don’t care who sees us. Now come on. I'm taking you home.”
He spun away from her and stomped out of the room then, not even
bothering to look back to make sure she followed. He was too angry to
look back anyway. As his grandmother always said, only fools and
cowards succumbed under the weight of gossip and rumors and he

would like to think he was neither. He didn’t give a damn who saw them.
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CHAPTER THREE

Natalia tipped her head back and downed her third glass of punch
in a single gulp, wishing she had something stronger. She was trying to
work up the nerve to march over to Brad and say hello, but she was
finding it harder than she’d imagined it would be. She’d been following
him with her eyes pretty much since she walked into the room, but he was

never alone, and what she had to tell him was for his ears only.

Kasey may have thought she needed to come back to her reunion to
lay her past to rest, but Natalia knew the real reason she was there. She’d
been in school and couldn’t afford to take the trip for her fifth year
reunion, and then she’d been in Europe on tour for the tenth, but the
current tour she was on was in the United States so she saw her fifteenth
year reunion as the perfect opportunity —the perfect opportunity to see

Brad and thank him.

“Stop lying to yourself, girl. You want to do more than just thank
him,” she muttered under her breath. Okay, she could admit it; she still

harbored a pretty heavy crush on the handsome, unattainable star
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quarterback of the football team. Even before he’d shown any genuine
interest in her, she, like all the other girls in school, had salivated over the
blonde hunk. In high school she’d tried a couple of times to flirt with
him, but he always seemed disinterested, bored even. Back then his
actions had really stung her pride. There wasn’t a boy at Bayside that she
couldn’t bed, except Bradley Wellington. Brad was the only one who
turned her down more times than she could count. Even after they’d
become sort of friends, things had never gone very far. At the time it had
been frustrating. His cold shoulder toward her had nagged at her and
with her self-esteem as low as it had been back then, she’d internalized his
rejection. Back then she convinced herself that Brad didn’t want her
because he thought he was too good for her. And she couldn’t blame him.
In her mind, he was. But it wasn’t until she became an adult that she
realized Brad had been a man who lived up to his word. He’'d been trying
to show her that her true worth didn’t come from lying on her back, and

he’d been serious about keeping his hands off of her to prove it.

Brad’s actions toward her had helped her realize her sense of self

worth and eventually led to a turning point in her life. She knew she
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owed a great deal of her success to him and his belief in her. And now

she wanted him to know that.

She gulped down another glass of punch, knowing she was going to
have to pee really soon if she kept this up. She chucked the empty plastic
cup in the waste basket nearby as she dragged in a deep breath and
gathered up her courage. She was just about to go in search of Brad when

a deep familiar voice washed over her like a gentle breeze.

“I can tell you that if you're looking to get drunk, you should

probably try something far stronger than Hawaiian Punch.”

She spun around, her eyes wide in surprise. Her eyes grew bigger
when she realized Brad only stood about two feet away from her, much

closer than she’d expected.

“B—DBrad. Hi,” she squeaked. Her stomach flip flopped and she
wanted to hang her head and wait for the earth to just open up and
swallow her. She was so embarrassed. She sounded like Minnie Mouse

on speed.
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He stepped closer to her, edging into her personal space, causing
her heart to beat faster. She felt trapped and claustrophobic, all at the
same time, but she didn’t move. She simply lifted her chin to meet his

gaze, holding her ground.

“Were you ever planning to come say hello or were you just going

to stare at me all night?”

She blinked furiously as heat rushed to her cheeks. “I—1.” She
cleared her throat trying to stop her silly babbling. “You were never

alone. I wanted to talk to you alone.”

He smiled that heart stopping smile where his dimples in both
cheeks popped out and his eyes twinkled. She resisted the urge to fan

herself, but damn it was getting hot in there.

“That’s funny. Because I wanted to talk to you alone too. Do you

have time to have dinner with me?”

She gawked. “Tonight?”
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He shrugged. “I'll be here for the week visiting my parents, so it
doesn’t have to be tonight. But the night is young and this finger food has

only served to piss me off so I was hoping you would join me.”

She smiled at his words, because she knew he was telling the truth.
Chicken tenders and a veggie plate would piss her off too if she were 6’6
and 270 pounds of solid muscle. She was surprised he hadn’t already

passed out from hunger pangs.

“Well, I'm still on tour right now and I'll only be here for two more

days so I guess it will have to be dinner tonight or not at all.”

His face lit up at her words and he held out his elbow. “Great.

Then shall we go?”

She nodded as she tucked her arm in his and allowed him to usher
her out of the school, all the while pretending she didn’t see the shocked

expressions of her classmates as they walked by.

Inwardly, she rolled her eyes knowing without a doubt that the

gossip line in the small town of Bayside Florida would be on fire all night

121



long regaling the tale of the wicked prodigal daughter’s return to Bayside

to ensnare the town’s most upstanding son.

Ahhh, but some things never changed.
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CHAPTER FOUR

Natalia pulled her rented Ford Focus into the parking space beside
Brad’s car and cut the engine. Grabbing her purse, she took his
outstretched hand as he helped her out of her car, and with their hands

still clasped together, they walked toward the front door.

The drive there had been pretty much a blur, so she got her first
glimpse of the restaurant as she neared the entrance, and as soon as she
did, her steps faltered. She thought she’d recovered rather quickly, but
her hesitation must have shown on her face, because Brad turned to her

and asked, “Is there something wrong?”

She flashed him a small smile. “I guess I was expecting someplace a
little more....casual,” she said as she glanced up at the sign for Alain
Ducasse, the ultra chic, upscale French restaurant just outside Bayside in

the small, but trendy town of Summerlin.

Brad’s eyes twinkled as he smiled. “You're an international

superstar. I couldn’t just take you to Mercy’s Burger Palace.”
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She grinned at the teasing gleam in his eyes. “Yes you could have

and I would have been just fine.”

“But I wouldn't have,” she said, scrunching his face into a frown.
“I think I overdosed on Mercy’s as a kid. The thought of another Triple M

Deluxe Burger makes me want to puke.”

She chuckled at the sour expression on his face. “Alright, then

French it is,” she said as she let him escort her inside.

In moments they were seated at a secluded table tucked away in a
corner that allowed them a great deal of privacy. Natalia was grateful.
Her face wasn’t so noticeable that she got stalked like a Halle Berry or
Angelina Jolie, but she was still known by many and sometimes she
found private moments could quickly turn into awkward public
spectacles, which was the last thing she wanted to happen tonight. She
just wanted to enjoy a quiet dinner with an old friend in peace and

complete anonymity.

“I was surprised that you came back this year. When I saw your

name on the list I thought someone had made a mistake.”
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A tiny grin tugged at her lips as she shifted her gaze from unfolding
her linen napkin in her lap to Brad’s face. “I think everyone was

surprised, including me.”

He cocked his head to the side and studied her with curious eyes,
causing her to fidget in her chair under the weight of his scrutiny. “Why’d

you come back?”

The question was innocent enough, but there was a wealth of

meaning behind it and they both knew it.

“For many reasons.” Heat crept into her cheeks and she looked
away feeling slightly embarrassed. “The main one being that I needed to

prove to myself that I was over my past—"

“And are you?”

She dragged her eyes back to his face, and just drowned in the
crystal clear blue depths of his eyes. “I'm as over it as I'll ever be,” she

said truthfully, knowing that one could never truly escape their past, but
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they could at the least come to terms with it, which is what she had done

by coming back.

“And the other reason? For coming back,” He added when she shot

him a puzzled look.

She smiled up at him. “To see you.”

”Me?”

“Yes, you. I wanted to say thank you.”

““Thank you’ for what?”

She held his gaze. “For changing my life. I know it sounds silly and
a little cliché but I never forgot how you treated me the last semester of
our senior year. The things you said to me stayed with me and I owe a lot

of my belief in myself at that time to you.”

//Me?ﬂ

She chuckled softly at the comical look of shock plastered across his

face.
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She reached across the table and gripped his hand with her own.
“Yes, you, Brad. I wanted to thank you in person,” she said softly and
released his hand abruptly when shocks of warmth skated from her

fingertips all the way up her arm.

“I don’t know what to say. I mean, I don’t remember saying much.

I really can’t take credit for the person you've become —”

“And I'm not giving you credit for the person I've become,” she
joked, her eyes sparkling with laughter. “But I am giving you credit for

helping me realize that I wanted to be more than what I was.”

He smiled. “And here I thought I was going to get a finder’s cut or

something.”

“I'm sorry to disappoint you there,” she said, shaking her head as

she chuckled as his words.

He let out a longsuffering sigh and she found herself laughing
harder. “Well then I guess I'll just have to settle for that heartfelt thank

you.” Laughter shimmered in his eyes for a few more moments, before
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his expression turned serious. “I still don’t think I deserve any thanks but
you're welcome, Natalia. I'm proud of you and I was happy to hear of

your successes through the years. You deserve it.”

She averted her gaze under the weight of his stare, feeling just a
little embarrassed by the look of pride in his eyes. She would never admit
it, but it warmed her inside to know that he was proud of the person
she’d become. She wasn't still the same girl who desperately sought the

approval of others, but she was happy to know that she had Brad’s

“Ohmigod, I'm so stuffed. I forgot how rich French food is.”

Brad wagged his eyebrows at her from over the menu. “So, you're

sure you don’t want dessert.”

“Oh, don’t tempt me. I would love to but I'm going to bust out of

this dress if I eat another bite.”

He grinned. “Alright then, but don’t complain later that you wish
you’d ordered the Créme Brule when I'm digging in.”
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“Oh you're so evil,” she said with a surly pout.

She scowled at him for a few seconds before they both burst into fits

of laughter at her antics.

As their laughter died down, they settled into a comfortable silence
until their waiter returned. Despite his teasing, he declined dessert and

quickly settled the bill.

“Thank you for dinner. It was great seeing you again and [ had a

wonderful time.”

Brad struggled to school his features into a pleasant mask as he tried
to hide his disappointment. He didn’t want the night to end, but he

couldn’t think of an excuse to extend it.

He opened his mouth to ask her out to lunch tomorrow but never
got the chance when obnoxious cackles of laughter floated across the
partition. He would have ignored it had he not recognized the familiar

voices coming from just a few feet away.

129



“Did you see her? “Ohmigod. I can’t believe she had the nerve to
show up and then she comes back expecting everyone to fawn all over her

like she is some big time celebrity.”

“Why do you think she came back after all this time?”

“I don’t know. Probably to add Brad to her list of conquests. Did
you see the way she was draped all over him? What a whore. Still the

same old Natalia.”

Brad stiffened when Jessica and Steve, his old football buddy from
school, broke out into another round of laughter. His eyes snapped to
Natalia’s face. She sat there stiff as a board, but if the words had had any

effect on her, she didn’t show it.

He immediately jumped to his feet, already headed toward the table
on the other side of the wall where he was prepared to ruin Steve and
Jessica’s dinner just as they’d just ruined his, but he was forced to stop
when Natalia stood and blocked his way. He grasped her arms and tried

to physically put her back down into her seat, but she wouldn’t budge.
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He could have overpowered her, but he didn’t when she silently mouthed

the words. “Let’s just go.”

He shook his head vehemently, but eventually relented when he

glimpsed the pleading look in her eyes.

He nodded reluctantly, his jaw set in a tight frown as he clasped her
hand in his and stalked angrily out of the restaurant, trying to be mindful
not to drag her behind him in his haste to get out of there before he

ignored her request and stomped back inside to do what he longed to do.

He stormed outside to the parking lot, and with his free hand
pressed the button on his key chain. The car alarm beeped and as soon as
the locks popped up, he reached for the handle to open the passenger

door.

“Brad, I drove my car—"

“I'would like to go somewhere so that we can talk in private. I'll

drive you back here—"
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“No, Brad. Thank you for dinner, but I'm tired and I'm going back

to the hotel.”

He glimpsed the resolve in her eyes and before he could stop her,
she wrenched her hand from his, hopped into her car and pealed out of

the parking lot.

“Natalia! Natalia!” He slammed his palm against the hood of his

car. “Damnit.”

Not stopping to think about what he was doing, he jumped into his

car, turned on the ignition and tore out of the parking lot after her
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CHAPTER FIVE

“Shit! Shit! Shit!” Natalia cursed as she angrily swiped at the tears
that slipped down her cheeks. She had fought hard to keep them from
spilling in front of Brad, so she was proud that she managed to hold it

together long enough for her to make it into the safety of her car.

It had been so long since she’d let the hurtful names get to her.

“You're becoming soft,” she chuckled bitterly. Back in school she’d
been prepared for them so she’d forged a wall of steel and kept her
emotions locked up tight behind it. But now —now she wasn’t quite as
prepared as she used to be. Still the words hurt just as bad now as they

did then.

“What did you expect, you idiot. You knew what people were
thinking,” she argued with herself. Yes, it was bad enough knowing what

people were thinking, but worse to hear it from their lips.

She glanced into her rearview mirror and swore again. Brad was

still following her. What the hell was he doing? She didn’t want to talk to
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him. Not right now. She was too humiliated. It always seemed as if he

was constantly present to witness some of her lowest moments.

“ Apparently, it's becoming a habit.” She swiped the last bit of
moisture from her cheeks and pressed down on the accelerator, hoping he

would take the hint and leave her alone.

She sped all the way back to the center of town until she pulled into
the parking lot of the Bayside Marriot. Jumping out of her car, she stalked
angrily toward the silver BMW that pulled up beside her. He barely had a

chance to cut the ignition before she was flinging open his door.

“What the hell is wrong with you?”

Much to her annoyance, he didn’t miss a beat as he unfolded his

large frame from his car and towered over her, his face twisted with fury.

“I could say the same thing to you. You broke every speed limit all

the way back here—"

“Because you were following me. It should have been obvious that
I was trying to get away from you,” she shouted, before she realized that
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the parking lot wasn’t as empty as she’d thought it was, when she saw

curious onlookers stopping to stare at them.

“Come on before we cause a scene,” she snapped under breath as
she twisted around on her heels and stomped inside to the lobby, not once
glancing back to see if he followed. She stabbed impatiently at the
elevator button and waited until the metal doors finally parted. Stepping
inside, she pressed the button for her floor and leaned against the wall,

silently fuming as she folded her arms across her chest.

She could feel the anger radiating from Brad as he stood closer to
her than she would have liked, but she ignored him. He had no right to
be angry. He wasn’t the one who'd been stalked all the way back to his

hotel and forced into an embarrassing public confrontation.

When the elevator came to a stop on her floor, she pulled out her
key card and walked in the direction of her room. Swiping the card into

the lock, she twisted the handle and stepped inside.

As soon as the door slammed shut she rounded on Brad, prepared

to lay into him, but he beat her to it.
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“Why didn’t you stand up for yourself back there?”

“What?”

He took a step toward her, his face red with anger. “In high school
you used to just let people insult you while you stood by and said nothing

and tonight you did the same thing. You just took it—"

“Brad, when you're used to being insulted on a regular basis you

learn how to deal with it the best way you can—"

“Which is by rolling over and just taking it. By letting people get

away with hurting you and not standing up for yourself.”

Every muscle in Natalia’s body tensed at the disappointment she
heard in his voice. He had no right to make her feel as if she lacked a
backbone just because she chose to rise above the name calling. She
narrowed her eyes as she clenched her hands into tight fists. If Brad
thought she was a push over then he was sadly mistaken. Just because

she chose her battles wisely didn’t mean she was some kind of coward.
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“You are still the same self-righteous S.O.B that you always were.
Don’t talk to me about standing up for myself. I may not choose to fight
with ignorant and stupid people who insult me out of jealousy, but at
least I had the guts to fulfill my dreams and not the dreams everyone else
had for me. When it came to mapping out my future at least I had the

courage to stand up for myself, unlike you.”

The color drained from his face and she knew she’d hit her mark
when his lips tightened at the corners. She took a step forward, closing

the distance between them.

“All your words were just a bunch of bullshit. In the end you let
your parents dictate your life and you became a surgeon just like your
father and your brother. I guess fixing noses and doing tummy tucks

could be considered a form of architecture —"

“I suggest you stop while you're ahead since you don’t know what

the hell you're talking about—"

“Oh, I know what I'm talking about. I know you still feel pressure

to live up to your brother and your parents’” expectations. I—,” Her next
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words lodged in her throat when he suddenly seized her by the arms with
both hands, his blue eyes darkening as storm clouds of anger swirled in
their depths. She opened her mouth to tell him to release her, but before
she could even get that out, he lowered his head and crushed his lips
against hers. She was so shocked by the unexpected action that for
several seconds she just stood there, stiff as a board, but when his tongue
swept against the seam of her mouth, coaxing her to open for him, she

melted against him.

He plundered her mouth with his hot, searing kiss as anger poured
off his body like hot lava. Liquid heat pooled at her core and she had to
clamp her thighs together to keep the sticky wetness from dampening her
thighs. Sensing her capitulation, he shoved his hand into her hair, forcing
her head back, as he deepened the kiss, his mouth hungrily devouring

hers from the inside out.

Everything about him was hard and demanding as he ravished her
with his lips until she completely yielded to him, her body disintegrating

into a boneless, quivering mess against the strength of his muscled frame.

138



Her nipples pebbled against his chest, and she moaned into his

mouth at the feel of his cock hardening against her belly.

As if his own arousal triggered something inside him, he wrenched

his mouth from hers, his chest heaving as he stared down into her face.

Still gripping her hair with his fist, he lowered his forehead to rest

against hers and closed his eyes, a weary sigh escaping him.

“Why do I always do this with you? After all these years, you

would think I'd learn to control myself around you.”

Lifting his head, he opened his eyes, although he still kept his hand
tangled in her hair. “I've always believed in you. Always thought the

best of you, but you can never do the same for me.”

His words tore at her like a sharp knife, and the mixture of regret

and pain that flashed across his face, caused the knife to sink in deeper.

She opened her mouth to apologize, but never got the chance when
he abruptly shoved her away from him and twisted on his heels to march
across the room.
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“Good night, Natalia,” he said quietly and then he closed the door
behind him with a soft click, effectively shutting her out of his life for

good.

+H++++

A gasp tore past her lips when a hand clamped around her upper

arm. She spun around, her heart slamming against her chest.

“Brad? Good grief. You scared the shit outta me—"

“Don’t go in there, Natalia.”

She glanced at the door and then back at him. “Why not?”

“Kevin lied to you. It's not just him in there.”

She wrinkled her brow, her lips dipping into a frown. “What are

you talking about?”
“Come with me and I'll show you.”
“But Kevin is expecting me —"

Impatience flashed across his face. “Natalia, just trust me, alright?”
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She rolled her eyes and sucked her teeth but finally nodded. “Fine.”
She walked beside him until she realized they were headed to his car. She
started to protest again, but snapped her mouth shut at the exasperated
look on his face. With a heavy sigh, she let him help her into the
passenger seat and waited for him to show her whatever it was that he

was so determined to show her.

They drove for about ten seconds until they pulled up to the side of
Kevin’s first story apartment. She’d known Kevin throughout high
school, but she’d never given him the time of day. He was handsome
enough but he’d always seemed a little weird to her, as if something was
off about him. But then he graduated, and somehow he seemed cooler,
more sophisticated now that he was a freshman at Bayside Community
College. So when she ran into him at a party a couple of nights ago she’d
let him have her number this time. She hadn’t been surprised when he’d
called her last night to invite her over to watch a movie. He'd expressed
his interest in her many times before. But what had surprised her was

running into Brad right outside Kevin's apartment.
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She twisted her head around to glare at Brad. “Alright, what is it

that you have to show me?”

“Just look through the window.”

She turned her head in the direction he pointed and focused her
gaze on the window that allowed her to see into Kevin's apartment. The

curtains were pulled back so she was able to get a clear glimpse inside.

“What do you see?” Brad whispered close to her ear.

She gasped, and her bottom lip began to tremble when her eyes
settled on the chilling scene before her. She swallowed hard as she tried
to keep the tears from slipping down her cheeks. About half of the
football team, plus several guys she didn’t know all crowded inside the
tiny apartment. The guys stood around with bottles and cans of beer
cupped in their hands, while music blared loudly all the way outside. It

looked like a party, except there were no girls.

She whipped her head around to stare at Brad.

“How did you know about this?”
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A wary look crossed his face. “I was invited. I waited outside in my
car until I saw you walk up. I—I knew what he had planned and I just
couldn’t....” He let out a weary sigh and turned away from her to start

the car. “I'll take you home.”

She reached out a hand to grip his forearm. “I don’t want to go
home right now. Can you take me back to school? Music helps me sort

things out.” She added when he shot her a puzzled look.

He simply nodded and they drove to school in silence. Her mind
was a jumble of conflicting thoughts as she sat beside him. She knew
Kevin hadn’t invited her over for just a movie, but the thought that he’d
planned something so despicable was beyond her comprehension. She
gulped deeply trying to fight back the panic as she imagined what could
have happened had Brad not intervened. Anger and helplessness raged
inside her. Kevin thought with her reputation that she could be treated in

such a manner and while it enraged her, she almost couldn’t blame him.

Nobody would have believed her and even if they did they would

have all argued that she deserved it. Every last guy in that room would
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have gotten away with it and more labels would have been attached to
her reputation. She knew who she was and what she was, but that didn’t

mean she deserved what he had planned —nobody did.

Her mind was so far away from the present that it took her several
seconds to realize that Brad had parked the car and was already hopping
out. She cast a furtive glance up at him when he opened the passenger
door and helped her out. She thought he would just drop her off but
instead he followed her inside and sat in one of the chairs, waiting in
patient silence as she teased her fingers over the keys until she finally
settled on Rachmaninoff’s Isle of the Dead. As her fingers skimmed over
the ivory keys she lost herself in the moment and completely forgot he
was there as she let her voice join in the melody of the haunting music.
She played for what seemed like hours, although it couldn’t have been

more than fifteen minutes.

When she finally stopped she felt as if she was coming out of a
trance. It was always like that when she played. She would lose herself

to the music, leaving everything else behind.
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“I've never seen someone so passionate about something the way

you are about your music.”

A small smile lifted the corners of her lips as she stood from the
bench and crossed the room to where Brad now stood staring out the

window.

“That can’t be true. Everyone is passionate about something and

I'm sure you've seen it in others besides me.”

He shrugged. “I guess, but I've never seen someone pursue their

passion the way you do.”

She snorted. “Don’t give me too much credit. The only reason why
I even applied to Barnard and the Peabody Conservatory is because you

told Mrs. Owens and she pulled some strings to get me an audition—"

“But you did it. You didn’t hesitate. You sent in your application

and went to the auditions. I admire that.”

A tiny thrill of pleasure settled in her belly at the admiration she
heard in his voice. But she quickly pushed it aside, not wanting to read
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more into it than there was. Instead, she focused her attention solely on
him. There was something about what he said and how he said it that
gave her pause. He sounded almost wistful, envious even. She stepped

toward him, studying him closer.

“What's your passion, Brad?”

He stared at her in shock, as if she’d read his mind. She would have
laughed if she’d thought he wouldn’t take offense. Anyone with two eyes

and half a brain could guess what was on his mind.

He stood up straight, his eyes boring into her. “Promise me you

won’t laugh?”
“Why would I laugh?”
“And swear to me you won't tell anyone.”

She wanted to remind him that she had no friends to tell, but

instead she said, “I swear.”

“ Alright, follow me.”
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She stared after him, her expression curious, before she took off

behind him.

They navigated the deserted corridors of the school until they got to
his locker. He fumbled with the code until it unlocked and he pulled the
door open. She peaked inside and saw a couple of AC/DC bumper
stickers and some books, but not much else. He stooped down on his
haunches and rummaged through the books until he pulled out a large

pad.

She glanced down at the pad in his hands, and then up at his face,
which was now tinged with red. She narrowed her eyes. He was

nervous? But why?

“Can I take a look?” She finally asked when he just stood there in

silence clutching the tablet.

He nodded and slowly handed it over.

She flipped open the cover. She stood there in stunned silence as

she carefully drummed through each page. Most of the images were of
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landscapes and buildings, but there were a few sketches and drawings of
people. Her eyes grew wide when her gaze landed on a picture of her

own face.

“I—1I can explain that—"

“Ohmigod. Brad, this is brilliant.” She flipped through the rest of
the pages until she came to the end. “You're an artist. An amazing one.

Why doesn’t anyone know about this?”

He shrugged, his expression sheepish. “You know.”

She scowled up at him. “You know what I mean. In the yearbook it
says you're going to school for pre-med but it's obvious you need to be
somewhere studying art and architecture.” She stared at him in awe.

“Brad, this is your passion. Why are you not pursuing it?”

He twisted his lips into a frown and looked away from her. “My
father’s a surgeon. My brother just got accepted to med school.” He let
out a long sigh and turned his head back around to face her. The look in

his eyes made her heart sink. Before he even spoke she knew what he was
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going to say, and it saddened her. “I will disappoint everyone if I don’t

become a surgeon too.”

“You convinced me to go to school for music and here you are
bending to the will of your family. Don’t you think that’s awfully

hypocritical of you?”

She instantly regretted her words when his expression hardened
and he reached out to snatch the pad from her hands and tossed it back

inside his locker, slamming the door shut with a loud bang.

He glared at her. “You don’t know what it’s like to have the weight

of your family’s expectations on your shoulders.”

“You're right. I don’t. But I know talent when I see it and I can tell

you it would be a waste not to do anything with it.”

She could tell he was furious when the muscle in his jaw twitched as

he clenched his teeth together.

“It's getting late. I better take you home,” he gritted out as he
brushed past her.
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“Yeah, whatever,” she snapped back as she trailed after him, her

eyes burning angry holes into his back.
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CHAPTER SIX

For the second time in as many days Natalia asked herself “What

the hell am I doing here?”

It wasn’t too late to run away this time. Nobody knew she was
driving a blue Focus and if she could make it to her car before anyone
answered the door she could spare herself from making a dreadful

mistake.

She turned around, all set to do an all out sprint to the car when she

heard the lock turn.

“Damnit,” she cursed and spun around just as the door swung open
to reveal a beautiful middle aged woman with warm eyes the same

ethereal blue as Brad's.
She cracked her lips into a tentative smile. “H—hi. Um, my name
is—
“Oh my. Oh my. Please come in. Oh my. This is quite a surprise,”

the woman babbled as she seized Natalia’s arm and practically dragged
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her inside. The woman fanned herself as if she was having a hot flash. “I
cannot believe the Natalia Cruz is in my home. Martha is going to have a

fit when I tell her. Come in, dear. Do you want anything, tea, coffee,

food.”

Natalia’s mouth fell open as she allowed herself to be dragged along
behind Brad’s mother into the kitchen. She hadn’t really thought of the
reception she would receive, but she certainly hadn’t been expecting this.
Natalia found herself being plopped down into a chair as the woman
fussed for about thirty seconds on what to serve her. When she finally

paused to take a breath, Natalia cut in.

“Mrs. Wellington, that is very kind of you. But I don’t want

anything to eat or drink. I'm just here to speak to Brad.”

The woman smiled warmly as she smacked the heel of her hand
against her forehead. “Oh yes, of course. The reunion. I forgot you and
Brad were in the same class.” She sucked her teeth and pouted and
Natalia fought hard not to laugh. “And here I thought Oprah was

granting me a wish or something.”
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This time Natalia did laugh as she instantly relaxed in the presence
of the endearing woman. She shook her head then. “I'm sorry to
disappoint you, Mrs. Wellington. But, nope, no Oprah, just me,” she

smiled as she lifted her shoulders.

The woman chuckled, waving her hand in the air. “Please, call me
Barbara. And are you sure I can’t get you anything? The boys went off
to play a round of golf with their father this morning. They should be

home any minute. You are welcome to stay and have lunch with us.”

Barbara seemed earnest enough, but she shook her head. Brad
would not appreciate being forced to share a meal with her, especially
after last night. “Again, thank you, but I can’t stay. Ijust wanted to speak
with Brad before I left.” She stood to her feet. “Can you please tell him I

said good-bye?”

“You can tell me yourself.”

Natalia twisted around at the sound of the deep, husky voice that
sent chills down her spine. Her stomach plummeted to her feet when her

eyes clashed with his. There was a wealth of emotion in his gaze. Most of
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it was anger, but there was also something else there too. Goosebumps
broke out all across her skin as she tried to put her finger on the other

emotion that lingered in his haunting blue eyes.

She cleared her throat as she gave her head a subtle shake, trying to
focus her now jumbled thoughts. “B—brad. Hi. I was just telling your

mother —"

He stepped inside and crossed the room to open the refrigerator.

“That you were leaving. I thought you would be here for another day.”

“I will, but I didn’t think I would see you before I left so I asked her

if she could tell you good-bye.”

He poured himself a glass of orange juice, not bothering to meet her
gaze. “I heard that already. Is that all you came here to tell me?” He
lifted the glass to his lips at the same time he fixed his penetrating stare on

her.
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Damn, why did he have to make this hard for her? He knew she
owed him an apology and he was determined to drag it out of her —she

glanced at Barbara —in front of an audience no less.
“No, I also came to a—"

“Hey, mom —whoaaaa, we have company,” Brian Wellington said
as he barreled into the kitchen. With the exception of his dark hair, which
she knew he got from his father, Brad’s older brother looked pretty much
just like him with his classic good looks, adorable dimples, and piercing

blue eyes.

He stood rooted in his spot, peering down at her, so she smiled

warmly and stuck out her hand. “Hi, I'm Natalia Cruz—"

“Oh, shit—"

“Brian!”

He ducked his head. “Sorry, mom, but she’s that famous singer —

the girl Brad used to like.”

‘Brian!”
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Brad’s older brother shrugged, a mischievous grin lighting up his
handsome face, when both Brad and his mother called his name
simultaneously. “It’s true. Did my brother tell you he used to talk non-
stop about how talented you were back in school? Couldn’t shut up. And

now —"

“Natalia and I need to talk —alone. Excuse us.” Brad blurted out as
he seized her wrist. And before she could utter a protest she found
herself being tugged outside through the kitchen entrance that led to a

huge tennis court.

Brad seemed determined to put as much distance between them and
his brother as he walked to the other end of the court. He didn’t stop
until they were well hidden behind the large palm tree that blocked the

view from the house.

“Sorry about my brother. He can be a little obnoxious.”

“He wasn’t obnoxious at all.” She grinned playfully. “I didn’t know
you used to rave about me —“ She giggled before lifting her hands in

mock surrender at the withering look in his eyes. “Okay, okay. I was just
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joking.” She sobered then when she remembered why she was there in the
first place. “Besides, I didn’t come here to tease you. I came here to

apologize.”

“Go on,” he said as he folded his arms across his broad chest and

waited for her to finish.

She blew out a long breath as she went over the apology she’d
rehearsed in her bathroom mirror earlier. “I consider you a friend, Brad,
and at one point you were my friend when no one else was. You have
never once been unkind to me, so I hope you can forgive me for what I
said last night. I had no right to criticize the decisions you made. From

what I hear you're a damn good surgeon and —”

“A damn good architect, but you didn’t know that did you?”

Her brows knitted together as she frowned. “What are you talking

about?”
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A smug smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. “If you come
back inside I'll show you. Oh, and you might as well stay for lunch. It's

going to take you that long to finish eating your humble pie.”

“Ugh, I'm an idiot,” Natalia groaned as she closed her eyes.

“You said it not me. Would you like for me to show you another

award? If you give me a second I can autograph one of my designs.”
She glowered at him. “Are you done gloating?”
“Almost.” He smirked.

She rolled her eyes before she returned her gaze to one of Brad’s
bedroom walls that was entirely dedicated to his accomplishments as an
architect. Again, she berated herself for having diarrhea of the mouth.
Brad had managed to not only live up to his parents” expectations but had
also pursued his own passion of creating beautiful works of art. He'd
double majored in pre-med and architectural design in college and then
earned a Master’s in architecture while attending med school. He’d gone
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on to design several buildings. Including the building that now housed
his practice which he owned with his brother, as well as the surgical wing

at the hospital where he’d completed his residency.

Natalia felt like three times the fool. She’d been forced to sit
through lunch while Brad baited her until they finished the meal, and
then he’d shown her why indeed she would be eating humble pie for a

long time.

She turned from the wall to face him, surprised that he was only
inches away from her. When had he gotten so close? Instantly her body
became aware of him and she struggled to mask her physical response to
him. She wanted Brad to know that she had changed, that she wasn’t the
same over eager teenage girl who seemed like she was always in heat, but
if she didn’t get her body under control she knew there would be no
hiding the fact that his nearness was causing her internal thermometer to

rise.
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“I'm sorry Brad for insulting you,” she said quietly as she took a
step back, but she didn’t get very far when he snaked an arm around her

waist and brought her body flush against his.

Her lips parted and she stared up at him with wide eyes.

“You were wrong so you owe me a kiss?” His eyes twinkled with

mischief as his dimples popped out in his cheeks.

She gasped, recalling the familiar words he’d said many years

before.

“You remember the last time I said those words, Natalia?” He
whispered softly, his voice wrapping her in warm velvet. She wanted to
tell him that she would never forget what followed after he’d said those
words, but all she could do was nod. Her body was now on fire for him.
From the moment she’d locked eyes with him in the gym, her body had
come to life as if it had lain dormant for fifteen years. In truth, it had. No
matter how many men she dated, she always compared them to Brad and
always found them lacking in some way. He was never far from her

thoughts and many times she’d wondered what would have happened to
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them if they’d had more time to explore the attraction that had developed

between them all those years ago.

He traced his thumb across her full bottom lip and she shivered at

his touch.

Then he lowered his head to press his lips against hers and her
entire body instantly went up in flames. Hot sparks of fire sizzled across
her skin at the first brush of his mouth against hers. She moaned softly,
opening her mouth to his searching tongue. She stroked her tongue
against his, tangling it with his, sliding it into his mouth to taste him. She
moaned again when she tasted the heady sweetness of his mouth. She
loved the taste of him, the feel of him, hell, everything about him. She
lifted her arms to tangle her hands in his hair, holding him even closer to

her.

She deepened the kiss, ravaging his mouth with her own as she
drew his tongue further into her mouth and nipped gently. He groaned
at the same time he dipped his hands to her ass and brought her firmly

against his hard length.
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She instantly responded to his primal call as wet heat seeped from
inside her to dampen her panties as her sheath clenched and unclenched

as if begging for him to slide his engorged length between her thighs.

She clung to him, her limbs wrapping around him like a twisted

vine, pulling him deeper into her embrace.

She had no idea if they would have actually made love in his
bedroom with his parents only a few feet away had his brother not burst

in at that very moment.

But at the sound of the door being flung open, they sprung apart.

Brian glanced back and forth between them with a wide grin on his

face, his expression unapologetic.

“You're such an asshole, you know that? You really need to geta
girlfriend, or a dog, or something to divert your attention away from me,”

Brad complained as he straightened his clothing.

“Whatever, little brother. Dad and I need help outside and Mom
wants Natalia to autograph all the CDs that you bought for her.”
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“Get out, Brian.”

Brian ignored him as he turned his attention toward her, flashing
her a hundred watt smile. “You know Brad is infatuated with you. He’s

like your number one fan—"

Brian never got the chance to finish when Brad pushed him through

the doorway and slammed the door in his face.
She grinned as Brian laughed all the way down the stairs.

“We better get downstairs before my parents send him back up
here.” She giggled when Brad rolled his eyes. “My brother is an ass.
Nobody probably wants either one of us. He was probably just being

nosy.”

“Still, I better get going soon—"

“Have dinner with me again.”

She glanced up at him and the look on his face tugged at her heart.
She wanted to tell him that she had no desire to have a repeat

performance of the disaster that was the tail end of their dinner date last
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night, but instead, she found herself saying just the opposite, much to her
surprise. “Why don’t you meet me back at my hotel suite at 7pm? My

treat, alright?”

She knew dinner —at her suite —alone —was probably not a good
idea, but she could not think of one reason to change their plans when he

smiled and his tiny dimples creased his cheeks.

“Great. I'm looking forward to it,” he said in a low voice, his eyes
lingering on her lips, causing a slight tremor to race down her spine.
Before she could once again reconsider the wisdom of their dinner plans,

he ushered her out of his room and followed her downstairs.

As soon as she got to the family’s sitting room, she realized there
was some truth to Brian’s words. Barbara had indeed pulled out every
last one of her CDs and had them neatly stacked in a pile. Laughter
bubbled up inside of her when Brad’s mom held out a marker, a bright

smile on her face.

“Mommmmm,” Brad groaned behind her.
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She glanced over her shoulder and grinned at him. “It’s fine. Go
help your dad. I'll come say good-bye when I'm done. Go,” she said with

a firmer tone when he hesitated.

He let out a long sigh and shook his head, but not before he shot his

mother a warning glance, as if to say don’t pester her too much.

Natalia glared at him until finally he got the message and just left

them alone.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I couldn’t pass up this opportunity.”

She turned back around to face Barbara and smiled. “Of course I

don’t mind. I am happy to autograph whatever you have.”

She crossed the room and sat down on the couch beside the woman
and signed each and every case with a personal note. She was about
halfway through the extensive and complete collection when Barbara’s

unexpected words caused her pen to slip.
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“I'm so glad that I finally got the chance to meet you in person.
Brad is a very guarded person, so I knew you had to be a very special

woman to have had such a lasting influence on my son.”

Her eyes snapped to Barbara’s face, to meet the woman'’s probing
stare. She felt naked under her knowing gaze, forcing her to let out a
nervous chuckle. “I think you got it wrong. It was Brad who influenced

me, not the other way around.”

“He may have influenced you in the process, but it wasn’t until after
he got to know you that he found the courage to stand up to his father
about his love for art. He nearly gave Theodore a heart attack when he

told him that he was going to double major in pre-med and architecture.”

Natalia shook her head. “But I had nothing to do with that. That

was all Brad.”

Barbara lifted her lips into a patient smile. “Oh really? Then why
did your name come up at least a dozen times during that conversation.

Brad went on and on about how courageous you were, how you were
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committed to using your talent and not seeing it go to waste. How you

had very little but managed to do so much with what you had —”

“He said that?”

She chuckled. “Oh dear. Over and over. And that was just the
beginning. He’s one of your biggest fans and I know he’s followed your

career over the years.”

She stared at her in disbelief. “Are you serious?”

“Completely. You left quite an impression on Bradley —”

She snorted. “Yeah, I'm sure. Most likely the wrong one,” she said
as she rolled her eyes and resumed signing until the gentle touch of

Barbara’s hand against her arm forced her to stop.

“Natalia, Bayside is a small town and it’s not easy to keep secrets
here.” She instantly froze, recognizing the implication of the older
woman’s words. She narrowed her gaze, her eyes searching Barbara’s
face for the disgust she expected to see, so she was shocked when the
older woman smiled, her eyes full of warmth.
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“When Brad became quite taken with you, I must say I was curious.

The person that other people painted wasn’t the one that my son saw —”

“The person that others saw was just as real as the one that Brad
saw. Ijust chose to show him another side to me, a deeper side to me,”

she said quietly.

“I disagree. I think the person you presented to my son was the real
Natalia,” she said as she patted her arm and stood to her feet. The older
woman crossed the room and bent down to pull out a photo album from a
bookshelf. Brushing it off, she walked back toward the couch and once

again took a seat.

“Natalia, I try never to judge people on face value alone, because I
of all people know that there is always more to a person than what we
first see—.” She flipped open the album and ran a hand across several

pictures that took up two full pages.

Curiosity filled Natalia as her eyes roamed over the dated pictures

before her that looked to be from the sixties. It took her but a moment to
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recognize Barbara and only a half second longer to recognize the familiar

face of the woman who stood next to her in most of them.

The same dark hair, those same hazel eyes, and the same haunted
look that used to burn in the depths of her own gaze, that a picture never

failed to capture.

She gasped at the same time she lifted her eyes to Barbara’s face.

“You knew my mother?”
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CHAPTER SEVEN

“Dear, I didn’t just know your mother. At one time long ago, we

were best friends.”

“What?”

Barbara sighed and closed the album, as she seemed to slip off to
some faraway time and place that from the look on her face pained her to

return to.

“Your mother and I knew each other from the time we were seven
and we remained dear friends until the end of my freshman year in
college, which was right around the time she met that no good father of
yours. I tried to talk her out of dating him, but she wouldn’t listen and
eventually we drifted apart. Ireturned to Bayside right after college, and
by then your mother had turned into a person I didn’t even recognize,”
she said sadly, and Natalia knew she was speaking of her mother’s
addiction to drugs and alcohol that would eventually lead her into a life

of prostitution.
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She sat there in shocked silence, struggling to wrap her mind
around everything as she stared at this polished and elegant woman who
was so far from the woman she knew her mother had been. “B—but I got

the impression that my mother was kind of wild in high school.”

Barbara clucked her tongue against the roof of her mouth and
grinned. “Oh dear, she was, we both were. Luella and I used to do

everything we were told ladies weren’t supposed to do—"

“You? You and my mother? B—but you and my mother seem

so....different.”

Her eyes were gentle as she clasped Natalia’s hands within hers.
“That’s what I'm trying to tell you Natalia. When I left Bayside for college
I was a very different person from the one that returned. Some people

accepted that and some people didn't—"

“Does Brad know any of this?”

“Of course, dear. Kids can be cruel. I didn’'t want him to hear

things about me from some kid on the playground. I wanted him to be
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armed with the knowledge so that it didn’t have the power to hurt him.
Granted, I didn’t tell him everything. But he knew enough to realize that
his mom was a very different person before she became his mother, and
that that was alright, because as time passes people mature and they

evolve. Just as you have, Natalia.”

ks

Natalia was still reeling from the shock of the revelation that
Barbara, the Barbara Wellington, had been a self-proclaimed “hellion
harlot” years ago. It seemed unbelievable. But Barbara had recounted
tales about when she and her mother had been in high school that still

had her ears burning.

The sound of a sharp rap against the door drew her attention and
she glanced up from straightening a magazine on the coffee table.
Instantly, she pushed aside all thoughts of the wild women Barbara and
her mother had been all those years ago. But she definitely planned to

revisit them later, she thought, as a smile crossed her face.

172



She chanced a final glance at the room service table, which was

laden with food, and then crossed the room toward the door.

Stopping to check her reflection in the full length mirror one last
time, with nervous hands, she smoothed her palms down her soft linen
cream A-line dress with its scoop neck that gently hugged her curves.
She’d been going for sensual elegance, and was happy to see she’d
achieved it with the tasteful and flattering dress. Satisfied that everything

was in order, she finally opened the door.

She should have been prepared for the overwhelming tide of
emotions that always swamped her when Brad was near, but as usual she
wasn’t. Dressed in a dark beige suit, he was breathtakingly handsome.
Her heart fluttered in her chest as she stepped aside to let him in. She’d
been so focused on drinking in the beauty of his broad shoulders and
muscular frame that it took her a second to realize he held a bouquet of

red roses in his outstretched hand.

“For me?”
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“No, they’re for the bellman downstairs. Ijust brought them up

here to see if you thought he would like them. What do you think?”

Natalia rolled her eyes as she plucked the flowers from his hand.
“Come in, smarty pants while I put these in water.” She glanced back
over her shoulder before she disappeared into the kitchen area of the
suite. “And, thank you. They’re lovely. I think the bellman would think
so too, but I'm keeping them so you'll just have to buy him something

else.”

He chuckled and she smiled at the rich timbre of his voice as chills

slid across her skin. Damn, even his laugh was sexy.

She put the flowers in a vase and set them on a table as she entered

the living area again with a smile on her face.

“Are you ready to eat?”

He returned her smile. “Always.”
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She shivered slightly at the wolfish look he gave her when he spoke.
She got the distinct impression that at some level he wasn’t just talking

about food.

She did her best to ignore the undercurrent of attraction that pulsed
between them as his hands brushed against her shoulders when he helped
her into her seat. She wondered again if maybe she’d made a mistake by
inviting him to dinner at her hotel and not having dinner out at a public
restaurant. At the time it seemed like a good idea. She didn’t want to
chance running into more former classmates and face their judgmental
scrutiny. But now she questioned whether she should have just taken the
chance of running into them because they would have been far easier to

deal with than battling her all consuming attraction to Brad.
“What are you thinking?”

Her gaze snapped to his face as he leaned back in his chair, studying

her with piercing eyes the color of rich turquoise.
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She smiled weakly. She didn’t really want to tell him the truth, but
she knew he was relentless if he thought someone was lying to him.

“That maybe we should have gone out for dinner after all.”

He arched a single brow. “Why?”

She released a jagged breath, hoping he wouldn’t be too put off by
her honesty. “Because it’s hard to ignore this — this thing between us when

it's just us.”

He quirked his lips into a lopsided grin. “This thing? That's what

you're calling it?”

“What else should I call it?”

“How about attraction, longing, lust,” he said quietly as he stood to

his feet.

Natlalia’s heart plunged to her stomach as she followed him with
her eyes. She thought he would cross the length of the table toward her,
but instead he walked to the window of her room and stood before it,
looking out over Bayside.

176



“When I discovered that you were coming back I wondered what I
would say to you—,” he spun around then to pin her with his gaze. “I
wondered if the attraction we felt toward each other all those years ago

was still there and if it was then what would it mean.”

She stood to her feet and on shaky legs slowly crossed the room
toward him, dinner long forgotten. It scared her to realize just how in
sync she and Brad truly were, even after all these years. His words
echoed the thoughts that had raced through her head when she made the
decision to attend the reunion. What she felt for him all those years ago
had not been imagined, but was it still there, and if it was then she too

wondered what it meant.

She reached out one hand to press her palm flat against his hard
chest, the steady thump of his heart pumping beneath her fingers. “And

what do you think it means?” She asked softly.

“Since it’s obvious that we’re still attracted to each other?” He

settled his hands against her shoulders and pulled her closer. Her next
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breath caught in her chest as she waited for him to speak. “I think you

know what it means, the question now is what do we do about it?”

She tilted her head back to meet his gaze and knew that the

conflicting emotions that crossed his face were mirrored on her own.

“T want this, Brad.”

“I"'m not just talking about making love, Natalia. I want that too,

but—"

She silenced him with a single finger to his lips. “I can’t make any

promises, my life is so complicated right now —"

“You said that before and what did I tell you then?” He frowned
down at her and tried to set her away from him, his eyes full of
disappointment, but she balled her fists, gripping his shirt beneath her

clenched hands.

“I'm not going to let you walk away from me again. This time I'm
prepared to give you all of me, but you have to know that what you're
asking for is very difficult for me.”
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“I know it is, but I'm not asking anything of you that 'm not

prepared to give myself. I never was,” he said quietly.

The truth of his words was written right there across his face, and
she didn’t hesitate another moment as she lifted on her tiptoes, at the
same time she reached up to grip the back of his head, pressing her lips

against his.

The second their lips touched, her body ignited. She teased her
tongue along his full lips until he parted them, allowing her access inside
his mouth. Their tongues dueled as they kissed each other with a fiery
hunger and she poured all of her pent up longing for Brad in the heated

kiss.

Without breaking the kiss, she slid her hands along his chest up to
his shoulders and pushed his suit jacket down his arms until it fell from
his body. Tugging at his tie she quickly discarded it before turning her
questing fingers to his dress shirt. One by one she undid the buttons of

his shirt until it hung open.
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She dragged her lips from his to drink in the sight of his hard
muscled chest. Then with trembling hands she slowly pushed the dress
shirt from his torso and just let it tumble to the floor. She moved to reach

for his belt buckle but stopped when Brad seized her hands in his.

“Now it’s your turn.” He flashed her a wicked grin as his hands
reached behind her to grasp the zipper at the back of her neck. He held
her gaze as he inched it down until the flaps hung open at the back. Then
with achingly slow movements, he pushed the dress off her shoulders and

down the length of her body until it pooled at her feet.

His eyes slid over her and she shivered under his heated stare. Her
cheeks flushed with heat as she stood there while he drank his fill of her
until finally his eyes returned to her face. Then before she could take
another breath, he hoisted her into his arms and carried her into the

bedroom area of the suite.

With gentle hands, he laid her down onto the bed and she watched

as he hurriedly undid his belt buckle and shrugged out of his pants. She
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gulped down a deep breath when he moved to join her on the bed, his

hard erection tenting against his dark boxers.

She reached for him, and he settled his large frame against her as
she held him within her embrace. When he dipped his head to capture
her lips in a kiss, she just sighed as pleasure unfurled in her belly and

stroked its way from the top of her head to the tips of her toes.

Her hands roamed eagerly across his broad back as she slid her legs
against his, enjoying the feel of his coarse hair as it tickled the sensitive

skin along her thighs and calves.

He tore his lips from her mouth to trace a wet trail of kisses against
the column of her throat, along her collar bone until he reached the upper

swells of her breasts that spilled over the tops of her demi cup bra.

“Brad,” she gasped softly, her back arching off the bed when he
cupped one breast in his hand and lowered his head to pull her erect
nipple within the moist confines of his mouth. He stroked her nipple with

his tongue through the thin fabric of the white satin bra, and she tangled
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her hands into his hair, holding him tightly as he gently sucked and

nibbled on her tender flesh.

He lifted his head slowly and stared down into her flushed face for
just a heartbeat before he returned his attention to her breasts. Looping
his fingers under the skinny straps, he pulled her bra down her arms until

her full breasts spilled forth.

A low groan erupted from his lips as his eyes fixated on the coral
tips of her breasts before he once again dove back in to feast on them.
This time he worshipped her other breast as he nipped at her stiffened

peak.

She closed her eyes and clung to him tighter as wet heat pooled at
the center of her core, until she was writhing in pleasure against the bed,

her juices seeping from her slit, to dampen her panties.

He continued to suckle at her breasts while he gently kneaded the

yielding flesh until finally she thought she would go insane.

“Brad,” she rasped out, her voice pleading with him
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“Tell me what you want, Natalia. What you need.”

“Ineed you.”

He chuckled softly and then released her breasts to place butterfly
kisses against her belly. He moved his way down the length of her body
to dip his tongue into her navel before settling between her now parted

thighs.

She lifted her head a fraction off the bed to meet his gaze.

“Tell me what you need, Natalia,” he asked again.

”You.”

He grinned. “I know that, but tell me what you need me to do. Tell

me what will please you.”

Her breath came out on a soft whoosh as the force of his words hit
her square in the chest and despite all her efforts not to cry, she felt hot
tears collect in her eyes. For so many years she’d given to men and they’d
taken, but with Brad it had always been different. He only took what he

gave in return.
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“Baby, what is it?”

She smiled as a single tear slid down her cheek. “It’s just that I've
never known a man like you,” she whispered. “You’ve always been so

giving to me, wanting to please me, just so completely unselfish.”

He smiled warmly, although his expression was serious, and his
blue eyes sparkled with an emotion that was so overwhelming she had to

draw upon everything inside her to keep from sobbing.

“That’s how it’s supposed to be, Natalia. That’s how it should have
always been for you,” he said quietly and she felt another tear trickle
down her cheek at the thought that she really didn’t know what she’d
done to deserve Brad’s affection, but she was eternally grateful that she

had it.

He held her gaze for just a second longer as another intimate look
passed between them, but then all thought once again flew from her head
when he hooked his fingers beneath the thin elastic straps of her lacy

white thong, and tugged it down her legs until she kicked it off her
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ankles. He once again settled between her thighs, his eyes burning with

desire as he stared at her mound, which now glistened with her juices.

At the first touch of his lips against her wet folds she cried out

sharply, as shocks of heat sizzled across her skin.

“Oh, God. Oh God. Braddddd,” she moaned out, her thighs falling
apart and she gripped the back of his head as he devoured her cunt with

his mouth.

He parted her inner lips with his fingers and stroked two digits
inside her, brushing against her G-spot as he sucked and nipped her erect

bud, drawing the flesh deeper into his mouth.

Hoarse sobs sprung from her lips as she thrashed about wildly on
the bed, but he didn’t let up. He tugged mercilessly at her sensitive flesh,

rotating the tiny nub between his lips until her legs began to quiver.

He shoved his fingers inside her over and over again, increasing the
pace as he pumped inside her tight flesh with deep stabbing strokes. She

clenched her eyes shut, her hands grasping wildly at his hair as her pussy
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began to spasm. At the first wave of her climax, she arched fully off the
bed, her toes circling against the sheets as she pumped her hips upwards,

eagerly meeting the thrusting of his powerful fingers.

“Brad! Yes! Yesssss!” She screamed out her orgasm at the same time
sticky juices gushed from her spasming sheath to flood his mouth. She
held his head firmly as she jerked her hips up to grind his mouth against

her pussy as waves of pleasure coursed through her body.

Her body convulsed around him for several long moments before

the volcano inside her began to quiet.

“Ahhh,” she sighed when the tremors from her orgasm slowly
subsided and her limbs grew limp as she gradually relaxed back against

the bed.

Brad slid up her body, stopping only to first shuck off his boxers
and then to unclasp her bra from behind her, flinging them both to the

floor in a haphazard mess where the rest of their clothes lay strewn about.
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She sucked in a sharp breath when he finally settled on top of her,
his hard erection pressing firmly against her wet hole. Hooking his arms
behind her knees, he nestled his hips between her thighs but then held

himself still.

She lifted her hands to his shoulders and stroked her palms up and
down his arms loving the feel of his hard, bulging muscles beneath her
fingertips. She licked her lips as she worshipped his impressive form
with her eyes before reluctantly dragging them to his face when he called

her name.

“Natalia, I need to ask you something and you have to tell me the

truth, okay?”

She wanted to scream at him ‘right now” but just nodded her head

in response.

“Has it been a long time since your last lover?”
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She froze as she stared up at him suddenly feeling trapped. She
didn’t want to tell him the truth. Not now. Not when she was spread

wide before him, naked, and already vulnerable.

“I need you to tell me the truth, Natalia. I need to know that I'm not

alone in this.”
“You're not alone, Brad.”
“Then when was the last time you took a lover?”

Her heart beat furiously in her chest as what seemed like endless
minutes ticked by before she finally told him the truth. “It’s been two
years,” she whispered, letting her gaze slide away from him. “You were
right all those years ago—what you said. After my last boyfriend I didn’t
even bother dating anymore because none of them compared to you—

none of them were you.”

+++++

“You know your friends — they all think you're crazy.”
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Brad lifted his head from his hands to peer over at Natalia, a

lopsided grin on his face.

“Yeah, I know.”

She shook her head. “And you don't care?”

Brad rested his head back on his hands as he lay stretched out flat
on his back beside Natalia, while they both stared up at the sky. They
were enjoying a quiet afternoon out at Bayside Lake to celebrate their high

school graduation just days ago.

“Why should I? Their opinion doesn’t matter to me.”

“Yeah, well you know everyone thinks we're sleeping together.”

A wicked gleam lit up his eyes and he rolled over to cover her with

his body.

“Well, we both know that isn’t true and why it isn’t true so that’s all

that matters.”

She twisted her lips into a surly pout and he knew his nonchalant

attitude was frustrating to her, but he simply laughed at the look on her
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face. Of late, he found himself laughing quite often, and he had Natalia to
thank for that. When she was with him, she let down her guard, and he’d
discovered beyond music, she had a passion for literature, loved to play

little pranks, and enjoyed teasing him.

He didn’t know what was going on between them, but he knew that
whenever he was around her he felt something that he’d never felt
around any other person before. He couldn’t identify it, or describe it, but

he knew he liked the feeling and that was all that mattered.

“Besides, I know you're just trying to distract me by changing the

subject, but it won’t work. You know you still owe me a kiss—"
“What! That’s not fair. You cheated.”
“How did I cheat? You were wrong so you owe me a kiss.”

She frowned up at him. “You knew when we made that bet that you

were already the class Salutatorian—"

He grinned. “I told you my GPA was up there, but you didn’t think
a dumb, blonde jock could possibly be on the honor roll. Am I right?”
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She gasped. “That’s not true and you know it. Besides, don’t act as
if you didn’t have your own preconceived notions. I saw your face when
they called my name as a member of the National Honor Society. Just
because I didn’t show up for any of those boring meetings didn’t mean

that I wasn'tin it.”

He ducked his head, as an embarrassed flush stole across his face.
She was right. He’d been shocked when they called her name. But
discovering that she was not only talented, but a gifted student as well,
just further convinced him that he’d been right all along — there were
many layers to Natalia and he had a feeling he’d only just scratched the
surface. And now he was more determined than ever to reveal each and

every last one of them until he got to her core.

“You can protest all you want, but you still owe me a kiss—"

“You know your GPA was only slightly higher than mine—"

“Doesn’t matter. Istill won,” he murmured as he dipped his head
to brush his mouth against hers. He’d only intended for the kiss to be a

gentle peck, but it quickly turned into something more when she clasped
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her arms behind his neck and parted her lips. He eagerly swept his
tongue between her lips to taste her sweet nectar. He could feel himself

hardening as he rocked against her, pressing his erection into her belly.

He tore his lips from her lush mouth to bury his face into the hollow
of her neck, while he skimmed his hands down the length of her body.
She wore a light summer dress and he teased his hand along the edges,
until he finally pushed it up to her waist, revealing her light colored

panties.

He stroked his tongue against her neck as his fingers pushed the

scrap of fabric aside to probe the moist center of her pussy.

With one smooth stroke, he slid his middle finger inside her. She
gasped softly and he groaned into her neck as her wet heat surrounded
him. He stroked in and out of her, her cunt growing sticky with her juices

as she twisted back and forth beneath him.

He raised his head for just a second to watch her. She was panting
and writhing against the ground, with her eyes clenched shut, and her

mouth slightly parted as she let out low moans of pleasure. He stared
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transfixed by the sight of her in full arousal thinking she was the most

beautiful sight he’d ever seen.

He added a second finger and pumped inside of her, driving her

closer and closer to climax.

He curved his fingers upwards, to stroke against her inner walls and

brush her G-spot causing her to arch seductively off the ground.

“Brad, please,” she begged softly.

“Please what, Natalia?” He whispered against her neck, delighting
in the slight shiver that raced through her body when his warm breath

feathered across the heated skin of her neck.

“Please make love to me.”

He clenched his eyes tight as lust exploded in his belly. His cock
pressed harder against the zipper of his jeans at her husky words. Damn,

he wanted her, but he held back.

“I will, when you give me what I want.”

“Brad, please.”
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Despite the haze of desire that fuddled his brain, he could feel his

anger toward her rising.

He jerked up from her so that he could stare down into her face and
her eyes snapped open as if sensing the change in him. He held her gaze
in silence as he tunneled his fingers inside her with brutal thrusts. She
gasped and moaned out her pleasure, but she didn’t tear her gaze away

from his face.

“Give me what I want, Natalia.” His words were choppy as he

quickened his already frenzied pace.

She shook her head, tears gathering in her hazel eyes.

He slammed his fingers into her harder, his anger mixing with his

burning need to bring her to orgasm.

“Why can’t you give me what I need, Natalia? Why can’t you show

me that I mean something to you—"

Her breathed hitched in her throat and she struggled to speak. “B—
brad, but you do—"
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“Then give me what you've given no other man. Give me your—,”

“I—1—Braddddd!” She screamed his name as she bucked wildly
beneath him, her hips jerking off the ground to meet the pounding length
of his fingers. Sticky cum gushed from inside her to coat his long digits as
her body convulsed wildly. He didn’t stop the rhythmic thrusting of his
hand until the final vibrations rocked her body. Slowly he withdrew his
fingers and while she lay completely spent beneath him with her eyes
closed, he sucked her juices from them until he was sure her essence

would always linger on his lips.

He stared down into her beautiful face, trying to memorize every
single feature because sadly he knew this would probably be the last time
he saw her in person. When he was sure he’d committed her image to

memory he rolled over, and collapsed beside her.

“I could make love to you, Natalia, but tell me, what would make

me different from other men? What would make me special?”
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When she didn’t speak, he glanced over at her, to see that she
simply stared up at the sky, her face blank. He released a long, weary

sigh as he stood to his feet.

“It's easy for you to give your body to men, but not your heart—
never your heart. Yet, the one and only thing that I want from you, you

refuse to give, and that’s not fair to me.”

She sat up instantly. “What are you saying?”

He shoved a hand through his hair. “I can’t keep doing this,

Natalia—"

Her eyes widened as she opened her mouth to protest, but

apparently glimpsing the serious glint in his eyes, she snapped it shut.

“The more time we spend together the closer we come to making
love. Each time we go farther and farther and I'm afraid one day I won’t
be able to keep the promise I made to you and myself. I am only human,
Natalia, and I can tell you it has been nearly impossible to stop when I've

wanted to keep going.”
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“So, this is it, then. You're ending things.”

His gaze roamed over her face, but there was nothing there, nothing
but the stony mask she showed to the world to protect her from being
hurt. The only indication that she was upset was the chilly tone of her

voice.

“I don’t want to, and you know this doesn’t have to be over, but you

have to give me something, Natalia.”

She twisted her face away from him, to stare out over the serene
lake, and he thought it ironic that the lake should appear so calm when its
visitors were going through such turmoil. “I have given you more than

I've given any other man before. Why can’t that be enough?”

“Because if I accept what you've given me emotionally and then
take our relationship to the next level, I know I will never discover the
real Natalia. You refuse to commit because you're not ready, but I'm not
sure I'm strong enough to keep this from getting physical until you
are....,” He let his voice trail off when she continued to stare out across

the water. She was so frustrating! She was taking this as a rejection, but
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he wasn’t rejecting her. Why couldn’t she see that he was trying to do the

right thing?

“Natalia, I care for you and I don’t want to hurt you, but I am trying

to show you that I'm not just like every other guy —”

She whipped her head around to face him, her hazel eyes hard as
stone. “Just because you don’t want just sex doesn’t make you different.
You still want something. So in the end that makes you just like every
other guy, if not worse, because unlike the rest of them, you want

something that I'm not prepared to give.”

He reared back in shock, not quite believing that she’d just said

what she did.

Anger instantly exploded inside him and he reached for her to drag

her to her feet, his eyes blazing with fury.

“Don’t you dare put me in the same category with the rest of those
assholes. One day you will realize that what we share between us is

special, because there are feelings here, and because we care about each
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other. But you will have to deal with the fact that you threw it all away
because you were too afraid of getting hurt.” He dragged her flush
against his body, his expression cold as he modulated his voice just above
a whisper. “But just know this, Natalia, you're sadly mistaken if you
think you can walk away from this completely unscathed and return to
your old ways. Because the next time you're with a man you're going to
feel different, empty even because it’s hard to go back to meaningless sex
once you've allowed yourself to care for someone. And believe me, that’s

exactly what it will be —meaningless.”
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CHAPTER EIGHT

“What!”

The shock of her words had him reeling. He knew the reason why
they were even there now was because she still cared about him, but he
had no idea how much. To realize that she’d been unable to have lasting
relationships with other men because of her feelings for him left him
humbled. It also raised his need to claim her as his even more. The
primitive man inside him just couldn’t resist the desire to shout that she

was his, always had been, and always would be.

She stared over at the wall as a red tinge swept up from her neck to

darken her cheeks.

“I know what you must be thinking. Two years? Believe me I tried
to make things work with other men. But eventually I just gave up when
I realized I always found something wrong with them simply because
they didn’t have your smile or your laugh or they weren’t as chivalrous as
you. You were right all along. It felt so different just being in the arms of

another man, that I just couldn’t keep faking it. Everything about those
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experiences was meaningless because there was always something
missing.” She shrugged. “Two years ago I just got tired of being in

pointless relationships.”

He stared at her in astonishment. “So, you're saying you haven't

had—-?"

She shook her head, her cheeks turning bright scarlet. “Nope. Butl
thought you knew that. I thought that's why you asked me how long it

had been—"

“Baby, I wanted to know if you had a boyfriend. I asked you that in
order to make sure you weren’t taken or spoken for in some way before I
went any further. Now, I did suspect it had been awhile, but certainly not

as long as you....... wow.

“Ohmigod. I'm so embarrassed,” she wailed as she covered her face

with her hands.

Gently prying her hands from her face, he leaned down to place a

quick peck against her lips. “Don’t be embarrassed. Besides, while I
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didn’t know it had been that long I could tell it had been some time since

you'd had a lover—"
“How?”

A wry smile crossed his face. “I haven't forgotten one single thing
about you, Natalia. Not the taste of you on my lips. Not your unique
scent. And certainly not the tight feel of your pussy wrapped around my

fingers.”

A dark flush spread across her face as she puckered her lips into a
tiny “oh” but then he pushed the tip of dick inside her and her expression

took on an entirely different meaning altogether.

He was done with talking. They would talk later. Right now he
was more interested in claiming her and doing what he’d longed to do

fifteen years ago.

He held her legs wide as he pressed forward slowly. She was still
wet from her climax, but it had been so long for her that her muscles were

unyielding as he pushed inside the tight walls of her cunt.
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“Baby, you have to relax. I don’t want to hurt you.”

She blew out a sharp breath as she struggled to open her passage to
him by relaxing. It helped somewhat as he plowed the steel length of his
hard cock inside her. He pressed forward until he was completely buried

inside her, and the heavy weight of his balls rested against her soft flesh.

He pumped his hips slowly, as he gently worked his dick inside her
until she began to stretch to accommodate him. Yet even after she began
to relax around him, he still had to squeeze his eyes shut tight and
concentrate hard on not embarrassing himself because she still gripped
him like a tight fist. Although, he knew instinctively that no matter how
many times he stroked his length inside her she would always fit snugly

around him because she had been made for him —and only him.

He picked up his pace and drove into her harder and faster,
tunneling his engorged flesh deeper inside her. His balls slapped
furiously against her skin as the sound of sweat slick skin smacking

together echoed off the walls.
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“That’s it Brad, fuck me,” she cried out beneath him as her hips
matched the rhythm of his strokes, sending his cock thrusting deeper

inside her until he swore he brushed against the back of her sheath.

More juice poured from her, drenching his dick it its wet warmth.
He groaned as it seemed to seep through his skin causing his entire body
to shiver with pleasure. He shifted higher up her body, pressing her
knees closer to the mattress as he slammed into her tight, wet sheath with

wild, frenzied strokes.

His powerful thrusts drove the headboard of the bed against the
wall with each thrust and for a fleeting moment he wondered if her
neighbors would call the front desk and complain, but then her inner
walls closed in on him and he lost all thought as he fought back the urge
to spurt inside her. She was so tight, so unbelievably wet and tight and he

was close to losing it.

“Oh, shit, Natalia. You have to stop before I come—"

“Ican’t. Oh, God. Oh, Brad. I'm coming. I'm comiiinnnggg!” She

dug her nails into his shoulders and threw her hips at him as she slowly
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came undone around him. Violent shudders racked her body as her

orgasm hit her and she bucked wildly beneath him.

He pounded his steel length inside her pussy, riding her hard
through the endless throes of her climax. He was relentless in his driving
need to brand her as his. He draped her legs over his shoulders and
cupped her ass with his hands, pummeling her cunt with his cock until
the last tremors of her orgasm caused her cunt to clench around him like a
steel vise. It happened so suddenly that he was unprepared for it and
before he realized what was happening he felt hot tingles of pleasure

shoot from the tip of his dick straight to his balls and then he was coming,.

He drove into her on one last powerful thrust, burying his cock
inside her, balls deep. Seconds later, he roared out her name as jet after jet
of milky white semen erupted from his dick to drench her tight walls with

his seed.

“Natalia! Fuck! Fuck!” He grunted loudly as he coated her sheath

with his sperm until he felt as if he’d emptied his balls inside her.
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He trembled above her as wave after wave of his climax crested and
then broke inside him until finally he could not hold himself up and was
forced to collapse on the bed beside her. Sweat beaded on his chest as he
struggled to drag in normal breaths of air. When he finally was able to

draw in an even breath he turned his head to face her.

She met his gaze with a tentative smile.

He turned over to tangle his hand in her hair and placed a single
kiss against her sweat slick forehead. He’d never thought this day would
ever come. Of course he’d fantasized, but he never believed he would
ever make love to Natalia, the real Natalia. The one who was open and
vulnerable to him. The one who was able to emotionally connect with
him. He’d always wanted to hold this Natalia in his arms and love her the

way he’d always imagined, but he never thought it would ever happen.

His eyes snapped to her face at the soft touch of her hand against his
cheek, but then every muscle in his body tensed when he glimpsed the

look on her face.

“Baby, what's wrong?”
206



She smiled shyly, as an embarrassed flush pinked her cheeks.
“Uh, I think we forgot something.”
He creased his brow into a frown. “What?”

“Um, well, I don’t know how to say this...but, 'm not on birth

control and we kind of forgot protection.”

He smiled as he rolled over to cover her body with his.

“I didn’t forget it” he whispered.

Her eyes widened and he had to force himself not to chuckle at the

laughable expression on her face.

“What!” She narrowed her eyes to study him closer. “Brad, this is

not a joke—"

“I'm not laughing. Didn’t you just tell me you weren’t going to let
me walk away again? You had to know that we were talking about

something more permanent between us,” he said quietly.
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Her eyes grew wider, and in the next moment he was letting out a
loud oompf as she pushed him off of her and sat up, clutching the sheet to

her chest.

1

“I thought you meant dating, not having a baby together

Sitting up, he placed a gentle kiss against her bare shoulder in an
effort to soothe her. “I did mean dating and whatever else comes after

that. We'll take it slow and get to know each other again—"
She snorted. “That is if I'm not already pregnant.”

“And if you are, we'll deal with that when the time comes.” Sensing
the storm of doubts brewing inside her, he wrapped his arms around her

and held her tight in his embrace.

“Don’t over think this, Natalia. We’ve found each other again after
all this time and I don’t want to ruin this moment with doubts and

worries.”

He didn’t miss the uncertainty in her gaze as she stared back at him,
anxiously tugging on her bottom lip with her teeth. He cupped her cheek
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with his hand trying to reassure her not with words but with what he felt

for her inside as he bared his soul in his naked gaze.

She hesitated for just a heartbeat longer before she tilted her lips
into a tiny smile. The look that passed between them said so much more
than what words could ever convey and he had to restrain himself from

shouting out loud at the depth of emotion he glimpsed in her eyes.

“You're right, it took us a long time to get here —” she whispered as
she reached out a hand to cup the back of his head. “—and I don’t want
to ruin our time together either, so we’ll save the worries for later,” she
said with a smile and tugged him toward her to press her lips firmly

against his.

He groaned against her mouth as he pulled her up against him.
Lying back down, he dragged her above him so that she could straddle
his hips. Another ragged groan escaped his lips when the sheet fell away

from her body, revealing the lush beauty of her figure.

He ran his hands along her hips, across her waist, to settle at her

breasts where he cupped their heavy weight in his hand.
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He stared, mesmerized by the beautiful jewels of her hardened

nipples before he sat up to draw the stiff flesh between his lips.

“Brad,” she rasped out as she gripped his head tightly. He feasted
on her rosy tips as he moved between her ample breasts, lavishing them

each with his undivided attention.

He could hear her breath coming in choppy pants and he finally
lifted his head from her breasts to stare up at her. Their eyes met and his
heart nearly stopped at the combination of love and lust that blazed in the

depths of her eyes.

His hands shook as he once again settled them against her hips to

shift her up his body.

“Get on him,” he growled out in a hoarse whisper.

She took his hardened flesh in her small hand and pumped gently.
He sucked in a breath and closed his eyes as she worked her hand up and
down his cock, stroking her thumb in the slit at the tip, to spread the

droplets of precum that gathered there across the head.
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He groaned low in his throat as she stroked his dick, harder and
faster, tugging at the sensitive flesh. When she squeezed him tightly he

nearly shot off the bed.

“Natalia, ride me, now. I don’t think I'm going to last much longer,”

he croaked out.

She didn’t hesitate. Moments later he thought he was going to die a
slow death when she slid down on him, taking him inside her firm walls
so slowly that he thought he would come before he could get all the way

inside her.

“Oh, God, Brad,” she moaned out when she took the last inch of

him inside her.

His chest heaved and his breathing became labored as he struggled
to hold back his climax, when she began to bounce up and down on his

cock, taking him inside her with rough strokes.
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He held her hips as she slammed her cunt down on his hard length,
the hot wet heat of her surrounding him like a warm, welcoming, tight

cave, made just for him.

He groaned out her name when she quickened her pace. And he
could tell she was close to coming as her thrusts down on his dick became

wild and frantic.

He glanced up at her to see her head thrown back and her mouth

open as she rode him at a frenzied pace.

He slid one hand behind her to cup her lush ass, while the other

shot out between her legs to stroke her hardened clit.

“Brad!” She screamed as she took him inside her with violent
strokes. Her pussy began to pulse and vibrate around him and he
fingered the tiny nub, harder and faster until hot, sticky wetness gushed

out around his cock.

She cried out his name again as her orgasm roared through her.

And when her pussy clamped around him like a balled fist, he was
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powerless to stop his own climax. On a loud grunt, he drove up into her
with hard pounding thrusts, before he exploded deep inside her wet, tight
warmth. Pushing past her clenching muscles, he shuddered

uncontrollably as he emptied his seed inside her spasming cunt.

Tremors continued to rack them both as she milked his cock with
her warm pussy and jets of cum spurted deep inside her until they both
had nothing left to give and she collapsed against his chest while he

struggled to drag in a full breath of air.

He stroked her sweat soaked back for a long time until the sound of

her even breathing reached his ears.

He glanced down into her face to see that she was now fast asleep.
Then with them still locked tightly together, he too succumbed to a
blissful sleep, for the first time feeling truly content and at peace in

Natalia’s arms.
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EPILOGUE

17

“Mommy, mommy, mommy

Natalia smiled down at the raven haired, blue eyed girl that burst
through the crowd in baggage claim to come barreling toward her.
Despite her expanding waist, she managed to stoop down and scoop her

four year old daughter into her arms.

“Hi, sweetheart. Have you been a good girl for grandma and

grandpa?”

Bria shook her head, and Natalia frowned as she let out an inward
sigh, wondering what her precocious daughter had done this time to poor
Barbara and Ted. “I haven’t been to grandma and grandpa’s yet. Daddy

said I could come with him to pick you up before the renooonin.”

Natalia laughed as she placed a kiss against Bria’s forehead, her
heart swelling with love for the daughter she’d conceived almost five

years ago to the day. She hugged Bria tighter in her arms as she glanced

214



over her head, her searching gaze skimming over the crowd that bustled

along inside Bayside’s tiny airport.

Her lips curled into a wide smile when she spotted him just a few

feet away strolling toward her.

Good Lord, even after five years of marriage he still takes my breath away.

“Hello, gorgeous,” Brad murmured as he pulled her into his arms
and kissed her with such a heated urgency that she feared she would

catch fire right where she stood.

They would have stayed locked in each other’s arms had Bria not

begun to squirm.

“Daddy, I can’t bweathe.”

He reluctantly tore his lips from hers, although his eyes promised he
would finish what he’d started later, before he turned his gaze to his

daughter and plucked her from Natalia's arms.
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“I'm sorry pumpkin. I was just really happy to see mommy,” he
said as he grinned at his daughter before he once again turned his

attention back to her, his probing eyes searching her face.

“How are you feeling?”

She knew what he was asking and she smiled at the concern in his

voice. “A little tired, but I'm fine and the baby has been quiet all night.”

He wrinkled his brow as he shook his head. “I knew I should have

put up more of a fight about you going to Rome —"

She placed a single finger against his lips, before he could launch
into a tirade. “It was only for a week and this is my last trip so stop

worrying, alright?”

He still wore a deep scowl, but she was grateful that he didn’t

protest further and simply nodded his head.

Even though she’d cut back significantly on touring, she knew he

still worried that she traveled too much with her now being four months
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pregnant, but she’d tried to reassure him that she would never do

anything that was beyond her limits or hurtful to their child.

She reached out a hand to stroke her palm against his cheek until his

frown lines disappeared. “Are you ready to go?”

A knowing look twinkled in his eyes and he smiled. “Desperately.
The sooner we can get to the reunion, the sooner we can leave, which
means the sooner I can have you all to myself,” he whispered close to her
ear, causing a tiny shiver to slide down her spine at the thought of what

awaited her later that night.

She returned his smile, clasping his free hand with hers. “Then let’s
g0,” she said as she walked with him and their daughter toward the

parking lot. She couldn’t wait either.

Natalia straightened her dress from inside the stall for what felt like
the hundredth time. She’d had to pee more times than she could count

with the growing baby pressing down on her bladder.
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Satisfied that her appearance was once again in order, she reached
for the handle all set to twist the lock to the door and step out of her stall,
but stopped when she heard her name. An icy chill of fury settled over
her when she recognized the voices that came from the other side of the

door.

“I cannot believe he married that tramp. And now he’s knocked her

up again. Good God, men can be so dumb sometimes.”
“How is Brad dumb? It’s obvious that he loves her —”

“Oh, give me a break, Rebecca. Really, I don’t know what he could

possibly see in her. He’s probably after her money or something.”

“Jessica, that’s ridiculous. Brad is wealthy in his own right. Besides,
Natalia is a beautiful woman inside and out. Can’t you see that she
makes him happy? Even back in school she changed him for the better

after he started hanging out with her—"
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Jessica snorted and she opened her mouth to say more, but Natalia
had heard enough as she barreled out of the stall, pinning the spiteful

woman with a hard glare.

Jessica’s eyes widened and she stared at her in shock as she backed

away from Natalia until she bumped up against the sink.

She struggled to hide her smile as she stepped around the trembling
woman to wash her hands. She took her time, letting the charged silence
stretch between them for several tense moments. She finally turned her

attention to Jessica as she was drying her hands with a paper towel.

She slid her disdainful gaze up and down the length of the woman,

before she spoke.

“Jessica, as you can see I'm pregnant so I'm not going to risk the
health of my baby by getting upset with you because you're just not
worth my anger. ButI will say this,” she said in a chilly voice as she
stepped closer to the woman to stand within inches of her. “You can
either keep my name from your lips or hope the next time you're insulting

me and my family that I'm pregnant again, because if I'm not then I swear
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to God you're going to see the old Natalia, and I can promise you that that
Natalia will take great pleasure in kicking your ass just as much as she did

back in high school.”

She stepped away from Jessica to toss her paper towel in the waste
basket, before leaning over the sink to check her lipstick in the mirror.
“Are we clear, Jessica?” She said icily, not even bothering to spare the

woman another glance.

A small grin lifted the corners of her lips when the door banged
shut behind the sniveling coward she knew Jessica to be, with Rebecca at
her heels, mouthing a silent apology. She spent a few more seconds
touching up her make up before she too left the bathroom. But as soon as
she stepped outside she drew up short when she nearly collided with

Brad.

“Are you alright?”

She smiled up into Brad’s worried face. “Of course  am. Why

wouldn’t I be?”
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“I'just ran into Rebecca and she told me you had a confrontation

with Jessica—"

“And as you can see I'm just fine.” She smiled sweetly at the
skeptical look on his face, and then gently patted his cheek, before she

locked his hand with hers.

“And Jessica. Is she alright?” He said slowly.

She chuckled at the look on his face. “I'm pregnant, sweetheart.

What could I possibly do to her?”

He narrowed his eyes as he studied her closely. “Natalia, what did

you do?”

“Why would you think I did anything? We're not in high school

anymore.” She grinned, her eyes dancing with mischief.

He pulled her closer as he shook his head. “Yeah, but in high school
we had a principal, rules and detention. There’s nothing stopping you

now,” he muttered.

“You're right, but lucky for her I'm pregnant.”
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“Natalia!”

She shrugged as a wicked grin curled her lips. “Hey. That’s what
reunions are for —rehashing old grudges, reconnecting with old friends —
” She lifted up on her tiptoes then to brush her lips against his before she
said softly, for his ears only, “ —and rekindling an old love that never

died.”

THE END
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WHAT HAPPENS IN VEGAS

By
NADIA AIDAN

The Creative Director of a high end fashion label, Yolanda Hamilton
is a combination of brains and brass, who is an expert at spotting the latest
trends, despite her own lack of style.

But another good thing she’s good at spotting is players, so when
her boss hires Lucas Gordon as the VP of Acquisitions she is less than
thrilled. Although she begrudgingly accepts that he knows his stuff and
is good at his job, he is nothing but a cavalier playboy who wields his
good looks and charm like a weapon. But on a short business trip to
Vegas, Yolanda comes to realize that maybe she was wrong about Lucas
when he shows her that sometimes what happens in Vegas doesn’t
always stay there.
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CHAPTER ONE

This was turning out to be the absolute worst day of Yolanda
Hamilton's life. No. Take that back. The absolute worst day of her life
was when Lucas Gordon was hired as the Senior Vice President of
Acquisitions for the elite fashion designer label, the House of Dafina. The
only thing Lucas was good at acquiring were a string of model girlfriends,
each successive one, more beautiful than the last.

“Signora Giordono, I really don’t see why it’s necessary for Mr.
Gordon to accompany me,” she said patiently, doing her best to her hide
her irritation as she stared at Dafina Giordono, the elegant and beautiful
older woman who'd built the House of Dafina from the ground up almost
tifty years ago.

She’d worked for Dafina for nearly fifteen years, and she knew the
woman didn’t particularly like being second guessed, especially when
she’d made up her mind about something, but she also knew Dafina was
very reasonable. And she just happened to adore Yolanda, which in this

case, was a check in her favor.

224



“Yolanda,” she said, clucking her tongue as she gave her a sharp
look. She knew then Dafina had seen right through her. Hell, it was no
secret that she could barely stand Lucas Gordon’s guts. “I know you
don’t care for him, but he has a good eye for up and coming designers,”
she said with a slight shrug. “Besides, he also has experience with
swimsuit lines.”

Well then send him, but without me! She wanted to shout, but since as
far as she could tell she wasn't crazy, and she also didn’t particularly
relish the thought of standing in an unemployment line, she held her
tongue and said instead, “I agree he is more experienced with these
things, so he can just go without me—"

“Yolanda!” She heard the warning in Dafina’s voice and she let out
an inward sigh as she resigned herself to her fate, steeling herself for the
lecture she heard coming. “You're my Creative Director. Nothing comes
in or goes out of my label without your approval. You're the only person
I trust who shares my same vision.” She smiled then as a wicked gleam lit
up her hazel eyes. “You know I would go myself if I didn’t need to get

ready for Fashion Week in a month. You may not like him, but you can’t
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deny that Mr. Gordon is very easy on the eyes. Who wouldn’t want to
spend three days in Vegas with such a handsome young man?”

Me! Yolanda silently screamed as she gritted her teeth. She stared at
Dafina who wore an almost dreamy expression and shook her head,
barely managing to keep her eyes from rolling to the back of her head.
What was with every woman that came within a mile of the man? Did he
give off some lethal pheromones or was his cock just made of gold? Yes.
Lucas was extremely good looking, but he was conceited, cocky, and far
too arrogant for his own good. Why didn’t other women see this?

Almost as if on cue, the man at the center of her thoughts strolled
into Dafina’s office with all the confidence and swagger of a man who
knew he was practically irresistible to women.

Dressed in a custom tailored charcoal gray suit that molded perfectly to
his chiseled frame, he could easily have been a model with his sandy
brown curly locks, fathomless sea green eyes, and sun-bronzed skin. He
was just so classically handsome that it was almost nauseating.

This time she didn’t bother restraining herself as she crossed her

arms over her breasts and rolled her eyes. She pursed her lips into a tight
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frown when she felt her pebbled nipples poke through the thin cotton of
her dress shirt to stab her folded arms.

She swore he sensed his effect on her when he dropped his gaze to
her crossed arms, before letting it leisurely slide back to her face.
Annoyance simmered in her belly when he flashed her a wolfish grin, and
she rolled her eyes again before she snapped her gaze to a tiny spot on the
wall just above Dafina’s head.

“Yolanda. Signora Giordono,” he greeted as he lowered his 6’5
frame into one of Dafina’s chairs.

“Hmpf.” Was the only response she gave as her boss preened before
him, soaking up his attention like a sponge.

She sat there in silence while Dafina went over the details of their
trip to Las Vegas to scope out a few up and coming designers for a new
swimsuit line. Already knowing the rest of the spiel, she shot to her feet,
desperately needing to get out of the room now. There was just
something about Lucas that she swore whenever he was near the air in
the room always changed, and her internal temperature seemed to kick

up a notch.
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“I have work to do, so I'll let you finish telling him what you told
me,” she said to Dafina, who wore a slight frown, but when the woman
didn’t argue she took that as a sign that Dafina would let her off the hook
this time.

Lucas instantly stood to his feet, and for some reason she resented
his good manners and chivalrous ways. Why couldn’t he just be an all
around asshole? That would certainly make hating him easier.

“Yolanda,” he said with a slight nod. “I guess I'll see you at the
airport tomorrow. I must say I'm looking forward to working with you in
Vegas.”

There was something about the way he looked at her as he spoke
that gave her pause and she narrowed her eyes, searching for the veiled
come on that hovered just beneath the surface. That’s one of the reasons
why she hated him so much. He always did little things to tease her, and
ruffle her feathers.

She stared at him for just a second longer, but if he’d meant

anything more by his words he didn’t let it show.
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She nodded toward Dafina, before she returned her gaze to Lucas.
“See you tomorrow,” she said tightly before she twisted on her heels and
stomped out of the room, desperately hoping her day didn’t get any

worse.

“Ijust prayed that my day didn’t get any worse, but then here you
come.”

Lucas furled his lips into a grin as he ambled into Yolanda’s office,
closing the door behind him. He couldn’t help but grin, although he
knew it probably pissed her off even more. His lovely Amazon reminded
him of an angry scorpion always ready to strike. He’d seen her cow many
men who just couldn’t handle her acid tongue and brusque manner, but
as he drew closer to her, he knew instinctively that Yolanda was nothing
but a little kitten under all that brass. She just needed the right man to
coax that kitten out of her.

“What do you want, Lucas?” She snapped as she leaned back in her

chair with her arms folded across her full breasts.
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He didn’t even miss a beat as he let her terse words roll off his back.
“Just came by to give you the itinerary,” he said, rattling a single piece of
paper in his hand. “You left before Dafina had a chance to give it to you.”

He set the paper down before her as he planted both hands atop her
desk and leaned forward. “You raced out of there so fast, you had me
worried that you were about to miss your hot date.”

She rolled her eyes. “You're the only one who has hot dates at ten
in the morning.” “They’re just dates, sweetheart; they’re not hot to me at
all.” He leaned closer to her then, his eyes drinking in her soft pouty lips,
and almond shaped eyes. “I'm really just biding my time until I can
convince a certain /ot Creative Director to go out with me.”

“Yes, well I'm sure your last Russian model girlfriend —ahhh, what
was her name?” She cocked her head to the side as she stared up at the
ceiling. “That’s right,” she said snapping her fingers. “Nadenka. Yes,
well, I don’t think Nadenka would appreciate hearing that you don’t
consider her hot, especially after that blow job she gave you in your office

last week,” she mocked as she glared at him.
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Irritation simmered in his gaze, as he glowered at her, struggling
not to lose his temper. “I already told you that she was on the floor
looking for her contact. I was just about to get down there and look too
when you walked —”

“Look, Lucas. Your sex life is none of my business. But just so you
know, most women don’t usually want to go out with men who change
girlfriends as regularly as he changes his socks.” She dropped her gaze to
her desk as she reached for the paper he’d brought to her. “Thank you for
the itinerary, but unless there is something else, I really need to get back
to work.”

And just like that he was dismissed. He stood there staring at the
crown of her head, as fury whipped through his veins. She was barely
civil toward him, but she’d never been outright rude. For a year and a
half he’d been on the receiving end of her cold shoulder, and while he
could definitely take everything she dished out, that didn’t mean he
actually had to.

Before he stopped to think about what he was doing, he moved to

the other side of her desk, and dragged her by her arms to her feet.
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She stared at him openmouthed, her eyes wide. He knew the
moment she regained her composure because her brown eyes darkened to
tiny black chips, but before she could lash out at him, he beat her to it
with his own cutting words.

“You're a real pain in my ass, you know that?” He ignored her gasp
of shock as he plowed ahead, knowing she wasn’t used to people talking
to her in such a manner. “You’ve been nothing but a bitch to me from the
day I walked into your office. Don’t you think it’s time for you to stop?”

“I don't like you. And I refuse to pretend that I do,” she spat out. ”

He narrowed his gaze as he studied her pretty brown face, with her
high cheekbones and full sensual lips, which was now marred by her
angry expression. She wasn’t a model beauty, but she was definitely
lovely in her own way. Still you would never know it with her severe
bun, and librarian glasses. Not to mention her conservative, drab, power
suits, which she wore like battle armor that hid what he knew was a killer
body from the rare glimpses he’d caught of her in her tight spandex at the
company gym. At one time he’d wondered how she became the Creative

Director of a couture fashion line given her own lack of feminine style, but
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after the one time he’d seen her in action, he’d never wondered again.
She had a discerning eye, a calculating brain, and she could easily spot
what would sell and what wouldn't.

With her superior intellect, she was one of those women who valued
brains over beauty and brawn and hated anyone who used the latter two
to their advantage. He had to admit that he wasn’t afraid to turn on the
charm to close a deal or coax a diva supermodel into doing a show, but he
wasn’t the male whore she thought him to be, and he was getting damned
tired of having to always explain himself to her. Especially, when he
knew the real reason why she lashed out at him, was not because she
hated who he was and what he represented, but rather because she hated
herself for being attracted to him, given who he was and what he
represented.

“You say you don’t like me. But I think it’s the opposite.”

“You're so arrogant that you would believe that but you're wrong —

“Am I?” Later he would question what came over him, but the

challenge in her words had him seeing red and he easily backed her up
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against her office wall, trapping her between it and the length of his hard
body.

Settling his face in the crook of her neck, he stroked his tongue
across her smooth skin that peeked out from just above her collar. He
didn’t mistake the gasp of pleasure that rippled past her lips, even as she
made a half-hearted attempt to push against his chest.

He chuckled softly in triumph, eliciting a slight shiver from her
body as goose bumps dotted the skin at her neck. “You say you don’t like
me, but I wonder if I stick my fingers beneath this skirt of yours will they
find nothing but wet warmth.”

“Lucas!” She gasped in warning, when his hands began to tease
along the hem of her skirt.

He groaned against her neck, as heat whipped across his skin and
his cock hardened behind the zipper of his pants. The sound of his name
on her lips was probably the sweetest thing he’d ever heard. The teacher
had set out to teach the student a lesson, but here he was getting schooled.

He knew then that if he didn’t pull away from her now, she would

wind up pinned down on top of her desk, with his cock buried balls deep
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inside her warm pussy. He knew instinctively that the sensual woman
inside her would wind up giving him the best ride of his entire life, but he
refused to give into the temptation of fucking her. She wasn’t ready, and
because of this she would end up resenting him for seducing her, even
though it was him who was being seduced by her sensual allure.

Pulling away from her, he held her gaze, as a myriad of conflicting
emotions flashed across her face. This was probably the first time she’d
ever been forced to admit the truth of her attraction to him, and he was
sure that inside she was running scared.

“You know I'm not the male gigolo you make me out to be, just as
you know you want me, even though I'm sure you wish you didn’t,” he
said with a wry smile, as he reached out to stroke his thumb across her
full bottom lip. “You also know that I've wanted you for a long, long
time,” he said in a low whisper. She started to shake her head, and while
she hadn’t parted her lips to protest, he still silenced the shake of her head
with a single finger against her lips. “There’s no point in denying it. We
both know the truth,” he said firmly. “And do you want to know what

else  know?” He grinned when she shook her head again, but he ignored
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it. She probably didn’t want to know at all, but he was still going to tell
her.

“I know that when I take you for the first time, it's not going to be a
hasty fuck on your desk. I've waited a long time to get between your
thighs, so believe me when I finally do, it will be in a soft bed, with soft
sheets, someplace where we will not be disturbed because once I'm inside
you, I don’t plan to go anywhere for a very long time.”

Her eyes widened in shock as she stared up at him, her mouth
agape. He ached to kiss the sexy bow of her soft, succulent mouth, but
forced himself not to as he dropped his hand from her lips and stalked out
of her office, before he could conveniently forget all about those satin

sheets and long lazy nights in favor of that hard, square desk.
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CHAPTER TWO

“How is it possible to have two back to back worst days of your
life,” Yolanda moaned as she stared in horror at the clothes in her
suitcase. She was going to kill her best friend, Jasmine Michaels. She
wanted to cry as she held up a crimson red top that dipped to an

obscenely low V in both the back and the front.

She had half a nerve to pick up the phone and curse Jasmine out for
swapping out her conservative attire, for this trashy crap that her best
friend called clothing. Jasmine was lucky that she was exhausted from
the long flight and too tired for a squabble with her or else she would
have picked up her cell phone and woken her ass up at one o’clock in the
morning back in New York. She should have known Jasmine would pull
something like this when her best friend spent far too much time
complaining about her casual outfits as she sat on her bed while she

packed.
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It all made sense now. She’d naively believed Jasmine had dropped
by to comfort her after the run in she’d had with Lucas Gordon. But
apparently not. Apparently, the suitcase Jasmine had brought to ‘spend
the night” with was all part of her friend’s grand plan to get her to “spice

it up and cut loose while she was in Vegas.”

“I'm going to kill you, Jazz,” she vowed as she frantically searched
through her suitcase only to discover more halter tops, ripped jeans,
skimpy dresses, and stiletto heels. Luckily for her, she’d brought a dress
bag to carry her suits in to keep them from getting wrinkled, so she didn’t
have to worry about walking into her nine o’clock meeting tomorrow

morning looking like some tacky tramp.

But tonight’s dinner with Lucas was another story. If she hadn’t
agreed to meet with him tonight to go over tomorrow’s agenda she would
have just ordered room service. Tomorrow evening she would head out
to one of the malls on The Strip and buy some appropriate clothing, but
since she couldn’t wear what she’d worn on the five hour plane ride out

there, for now she was stuck with the slut gear.

238



Rummaging through her suitcase, she tried to find the least
revealing outfit possible. It took her several minutes, but finally she
settled on a pair of skin tight holey jeans, a cream blouse, that was indeed
see through but at least it had a built in tank top beneath it. She then
pulled out a pair of cream and copper stiletto sandals with sequins across

the toes to complete the outfit.

Dragging a hand across her face, she flopped down on the bed as

she stared at the outfit she’d laid out. “This is a nightmare.”

After the incident in her office yesterday, the last thing she wanted
was for Lucas Gordon to see her dressed like a seductress. With his
ginormous ego, he would automatically assume her transformation was all
for the purpose of enticing him, which couldn’t be further from the truth.
Despite his words, and her body’s traitorous reaction to him and his
damned heated words, she wasn’t looking to become the next notch on
Lucas’ belt. Men like him were a heartbreak waiting to happen, and she
considered herself far too intelligent to be swayed by a hot body and a

pretty face.
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Standing to her feet, she resigned herself to her fate as she reached
for the clothes on the bed. It was just one dinner, for no more than a
couple of hours. She could handle that, but just in case she was wrong,
she’d hit the bar before she headed into the restaurant and purchase

herself some courage in a bottle.

Lucas passed by Yolanda’s hotel room, as he sauntered down the
hall of the Bellagio Hotel toward the elevators. When he got out of the
shower, he’d gotten her message that she wanted to play the slots for a
few minutes and that she would meet him for dinner at their scheduled
time. He’d never figured Yolanda for much of a gambler, but hell, Vegas

was the place to indulge all of your vices and fantasies if you wanted to.

At the thought of her, a slow grin spread across his face as he
stepped onto the elevator. His normally acid tongue viper had been eerily
silent on the plane ride over as she huddled in her seat, keeping their

bodies as far apart as she could without flying through the window.
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She was so transparent that it had been a struggle not to burst out
laughing every time he glanced her way. The events that transpired in
her office yesterday had left her rattled and he figured the only way she
knew how to handle everything was to just keep her distance. But her

little ploys wouldn’t work.

He’d spoken the truth yesterday; he wasn’t some male slut chasing
after one thing. Yes, he dated, but that was it. He hadn’t taken a woman
to his bed in over a year. Not that there weren’t plenty that were eager to
trip and fall on his dick. Surrounded by models and fashion icons on a
daily basis, he got his share of offers. But at thirty-eight, he was far too
old to be bed hopping from one meaningless, faceless partner to the next.
Never mind, that had never been his thing even when he was younger.
Yes, he was a charmer. Maybe that was the Italian blood in him from his
maternal grandfather. He enjoyed complimenting women just to see
them smile, but there was a line between charming compliments and
obvious flirting, and he didn’t cross it. If Yolanda would just open her

eyes she would see that he flirted with her, and no one else, because he
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wanted only her. But after yesterday, he was sure there were no more

doubts about that.

Still, even with his cards on the table, he knew she was going to be a

tough nut to crack. But he was up to the challenge.

As the doors to the elevator slid open and he stepped out, he kept
that thought firmly fixed in his head, giving him just an extra pep in his
step, as he strolled through the lobby on his way to Café Bellagio in search

of the lovely Yolanda.

He passed by the casino area, the multicolored lights of the slot
machines flashing before his eyes as the peal of endless ringing echoed all
around him. He could easily see how someone could come to Vegas and
lose it all. The energy all around him was infectious and addictive, and if
you weren't careful you could quickly wind up bewitched by the magic of

the city.

He maneuvered his way through the throng of people, the
twinkling glow of the machines blurring his vision. He was almost past

the casino area when he glanced over at the bar nestled in the corner. He
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quickly scanned the chic upscale décor of the Yellow-Tail. A rueful smiled
curled his lips then. Named after an Australian wine, the bar’s name took
on a whole other meaning if one just stopped to look at its patrons. From
the scantily clad women, to the undoubtedly married and taken men with
their tongues hanging out and nothing but lust in their eyes, it apparently

was the place to be if you were looking to get some “tail” for the night.

He wouldn’t have given the place a second glance, had his gaze not
zeroed in on a mocha hued woman with shoulder length caramel brown
hair who was showing more skin than he’d ever seen her show in the

entire time he’d known her.

He stood there rooted in his spot as he slid his gaze over her. She
was almost completely unrecognizable, dressed in a pair of fitted jeans,
with tears in strategic places, and a sheer ivory top that she might as well
have been naked under, for all the good her low cut, mid drift baring tank
top did to cover her lush, full breasts. She sat at the bar, her fingers
curled around the stem of an empty wine glass as she leaned into a good

looking middle aged man, dressed in what Lucas knew to be a tailor
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made Armani suit. Jealousy whipped through him when she threw her
head back and laughed at something the man said, her unbound hair
brushing against her back. He had never once seen her laugh with such
abandon, but here this stranger, whose eyes had not once made it to her
face, was being treated to the sweet sound of her hushed giggle. When
the man’s hand settled on her leg and began to stroke far too close to that

secret place between her thighs, he lost it.

With angry strides, he brushed past any and every person in his
way until he reached the couple. With all the finesse of a bull in a china
shop, he sidled up to them and inserted his body in between them. He

didn’t even spare the man a glance as he glared down at Yolanda.

“Lu—cas! Wh—at are you do—ing?” She hiccupped.

He narrowed his gaze, taking in her flushed cheeks and dilated

pupils. “You're drunk,” he said flatly.

She flashed him a wobbly smile as she shook her head far too
vigorously for her to be sober. “Not drunk. Ti—psy. And you're be—ing

rude to my frrrriend.” He frowned when she slurred that last word.
244



“Come on. I'm taking you back upstairs. We'll get some dinner
from room service and see if we can sober you up.” He reached for her
then, but before her could grasp her arm the man who’d she been flirting
with chose that moment to jump off his stool and position himself to his
side, so that he had no choice but to go through him if he planned to get

her out of there.

“Hey, the lady and I were having a conversation—"

“Well it's over. She’s with me and I'm taking her back upstairs.”

The man stepped closer toward him, forcing Lucas to size him up since it
appeared he was going to have to fight his way out of there. Just a couple
of inches shorter than himself, the man was well built, and he knew that
he may be a bit outmatched if it came down to brute strength, but if this
old Casanova thought he would beat him because of his stocky build, well
then he was sadly mistaken. He wasn’t leaving that bar without Yolanda,
and he would take on ten more bodybuilder wannabes just like him if that

was what he had to do to get her out of there.

“Yolanda never mentioned you. She said she was single —"
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“Well she’s not.” He glanced down at the man’s left hand, before
pinning him with a hard glare. “And neither are you. So, unless you
want to explain to your wife how you wound up with a broken nose

while on business in Vegas, then I suggest you move.”

The man couldn’t disappear fast enough, apparently realizing that a
one night stand wasn’t worth the probing questions he’d have to answer

later.
“That was rude. You're such a bully.”

He spun around to face Yolanda, noticing that her hiccups had
stopped. She looked like she was starting to sober up just a little, but she

still had a long way to go.

Grasping her arm, he dragged her to her feet but let out a string of
curses when she teetered tottered on her four inch heels, forcing him to

wrap his arm around her waist to keep her from falling.

“Why the hell are you wearing stilettos when you almost never

wear heels?”
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“They were the only ones that went with this outfit,” she

complained.

He rolled his eyes as he gave a quick shake of his head. “Yeah, we'll
talk about that outfit later,” he grumbled as he hauled her against him
and ushered her toward the elevator. Keeping his arm secured around
her waist, he didn’t release her until they were safely ensconced in his
hotel room and he’d lowered her onto his king sized bed. She’d barely

touched the bed before she flopped down onto her side.

“I think I'm going to be sick,” she groaned.

“Serves you right,” he muttered under his breath as he reached for
the phone to order room service. When he was done he placed the phone
back in its cradle and sat down on the bed where Yolanda was stretched
out. She’d flipped over onto her back, and had propped herself up

against some pillows.

Although her hair was wildly disheveled, he could see the light
returning to her eyes and knew that after she got some food in her she

would be good as new.
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Without a word, he stood to his feet again and marched into his
bathroom where he filled one of the hotel glasses with tap water.

Walking back into the room, he held it out to her.

“Thank you,” she said weakly as she clutched the glass and downed
the water. Three more times he did this until he was sure she was no

longer dehydrated.

Once again, taking a seat on the bed, he nailed her with a hard look.
“What were you thinking going down there dressed like that and getting

drunk? Were you trying to get taken advantage of?”

She shrugged, her expression defiant. “It's Vegas. I'm allowed to

have a little fun.”

He arched a single eyebrow. “Fun? That’s what you call picking up

strange men in bars?”

“I'm an adult, Lucas,” she snapped. “If I want to get drunk and

have a one night stand, that's my business.”
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“That’s what you were doing down there? Carousing for a one night
stand when you knew I was on my way down there to meet you for

dinner? Were you trying to make me jealous?”

From her shocked expression, he knew the thought had never even
entered her mind, which infuriated him even more. She had been down
there on the prowl for men, but not to make him jealous at all. She’d
been down there looking for a quickie affair, while he on the other hand
had been up in his room thinking of how he wanted to spend these next

few days doing nothing else but making love to her.

In one fluid motion, he shot out his hand and dragged her across his
lap. She was so startled by the action that she didn’t even struggle and he

easily clamped his arms around her, imprisoning her in his embrace.

Still holding her trapped against his body, he lifted one hand to
tangle in her hair, tipping her head forward, so that their lips were only
inches apart. As if realizing his intent, her eyes widened and she tried to

pull away.

“Lucas, let go of ="
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“If you wanted a male whore for a one night stand, why didn’t you
just call me? After all that is how you see me,” he said angrily before he
crushed his lips against hers. He was so furious with her that it spilled
forth in his kiss as he plundered her mouth with his lips. He didn’t coax,
he didn’t tease, there was nothing gentle about the rough thrusting of his

tongue as he claimed her as his.

Despite the anger that radiated from the kiss, she instantly
responded, openly yielding to him as she arched into him, and allowed

him complete access to the moist heat of her mouth.

With deft movements, he settled her on the bed and covered her
with his body. As some of his anger flowed out of him, his actions
became gentler. He leisurely probed inside her mouth with his tongue as

he tasted the sweet honey of her lips.

Twining her arms behind his neck, she groaned into his mouth, as
she parted her thighs and rocked her hips upwards, to grind her pussy

against his lengthening cock.
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He dragged his mouth from hers and stared into her lust drunk face
for just a second before he lowered his head to the crook of her neck.
Sweeping his tongue in the hollow space, he tasted her silky skin,
dragging throaty moans from her lips as he pressed his bulging erection

against her core.

He devoured her with his lips as he placed a trail of wet kisses along
her throat. Grasping the hem of her shirt, he pushed it up her body and

over her breasts, until he got it off of her and flung it aside.

The succulent mounds of her full breasts spilled forth and he
eagerly dipped his head to capture one stiffened peak between his lips as

he massaged the other round globe.

“Lucas,” she gasped, her back arching off the bed as she tangled her

hands in his hair.

Swirling his tongue around one nipple, he tugged at it gently before
nipping it with his teeth. Then he did it again until she was a writhing,
screaming mass beneath him. But even after that he continued his sweet

torture, lavishing her other nipple with the same undivided attention.
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“Lucas, please,” she begged from beneath him as she tugged at his

hair, forcing him to lift his head to meet her gaze.

“I—Ineed you inside me,” she said on a breathy moan. His cock,
which was already hard, crushed against his zipper, straining to get out at
her heated words. He ignored the demands of his body as he stared up at

her face.

He didn’t answer her, as he lowered his head to rain tiny kisses
along her belly, at the same time he unzipped her jeans and tugged them,

along with her black thong, off her body.

Tonight he would give her the release she craved and prove to her
what her body already knew. That she was his. But he wouldn’t take her.
Not tonight. The alcohol mixed with her desire had left her horny. And
as much as he hated to admit it, any man could have been between her

thighs right now and she would have begged him to fuck her.

Lucas needed her to want him, not because she needed an itch
scratched, but because her body hungered for him and only him. And he

knew the only way she was going to get to that point, was if she opened
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her mind to the attraction that pulsed between them, which was
something she hadn’t done yet, because she was still in denial that it

existed as she fought tooth and nail against it.

But after tonight, there would be no way for her to deny it any
longer. And he comforted himself with that knowledge as he lowered his

head to stroke his tongue through the wet folds of her sex.

At the first touch of his tongue, she arched her back off the bed, as
she fisted her hands in the bed sheets. “Lucas,” she moaned, as husky

pants tumbled from her lips.

He worked his tongue through the seam of her pussy, to encircle the
tiny, hardened nub. Sucking her clit between his lips, he dragged her to
the brink of ecstasy over and over again as he tugged on it hard enough to

bring her pleasure, but not enough to allow her to climax.

“Lucas, please,” she panted softly, her voice catching when he
stroked his tongue deep inside of her. Groaning against her soft mound,

he inhaled the musky scent of her as he tasted her cream that gushed out
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from her hot center. As her thighs began to tremble around him, he felt

his own body’s response as he began to quiver.

Running his hands along her bare thighs, he devoured her with his
mouth, drinking from her core as the evidence of her arousal poured from
inside her. She writhed against the bed, and he glanced up to see her eyes

shut and her face twisted in agony.

He resumed his sweet torture, as he gave her just enough to keep

her hovering on the edge, but not enough to tumble over.

“Lucas, p—please. I need to come.” The sound of her begging him
for her release was almost his undoing. He had to draw in a deep breath
of air to restrain himself from sliding up her body, freeing his aching cock,
and giving her the orgasm she craved with the hard thrust of his length

inside her.

She cried out his name again as she grinded her sex against his

mouth, desperate for the climax he held just out of her reach.
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A soft low chuckle rumbled in his chest as her movements became
more frantic more frenzied. Sliding his hands along the soft skin of her
spread thighs, the soothing action seemed to quiet her restlessness as he

finally gave in to her body’s demands.

Closing his mouth around her clit, he tugged at the sensitive flesh,

working it gently inside his mouth until he felt her shudder around him.

“Lucas!” She screamed as she tangled her hands in his hair and
clamped her legs around his head. He held on as she rode his face, her

hips pumping off the bed as her orgasm rocketed through her.

Her sweet, tangy juices poured from her sex and he eagerly lapped
them up until she had nothing left and she collapsed in a boneless heap

against the bed.

He gave her cunt one final swipe of his tongue before he slid up the
length of her body. Lowering his head, he captured her lips with his, and
she moaned into his mouth, undoubtedly tasting herself on his lips. He
kissed her deeply, hungrily, his tongue probing inside her in much the

same way he’d probed inside her sex.
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He had no idea if he would have broken his promise not to make
love to her that night, had room service not picked that moment to knock

on his door.

Twin groans of protest erupted from their lips as he slid off of her
and stood to his feet. He then covered her naked body with the comforter
before padding across the room to accept the tray from the server. After
giving the man a tip, he closed the door and turned once again toward the
bed expecting to find Yolanda twisted in his sheets looking like the sultry,
sensual sex kitten he’d left only moments ago, but instead, he found her
already half dressed and looking to tear out of there like the devil was at

her heels.

“What are you doing?” He asked with a frown, as he set the room

service tray down on the table beside the bed.

Yolanda could barely look at Lucas as she hurriedly dragged on the
rest of her clothes, struggling not to topple over in the stupid heels she’d

worn.
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Her brain may have been just a bit fogged from the five glasses of
wine she’d had, but she wasn’t drunk, which left her no excuse for what
had just happened. She was so humiliated that she’d succumbed to the
legendary charm of Lucas Gordon that she couldn’t get out of there fast

enough.

When she was fully clothed, she finally found the courage to meet
Lucas’ searching gaze, who now stood towering just above her. When

had he gotten so close?

“Thanks for dinner, but we have a long day tomorrow and I really

should be going to bed.”

He stared at her, his eyes sharp, as he held her gaze. “So that’s it?

You're just going to run out of here as if nothing happened?”

“Yes, because as far as I'm concerned nothing happened,” she said,
moving to step around him but was forced to stop when he blocked her
path. She glared up at him, to see his eyes flashing with fury as he stared
down at her. She sighed. “Look, Lucas. I'm sure you're used to women

falling at your feet, but I'm not one of them, nor do I want to be. I was
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tipsy and a little out of it. Let’s just chalk tonight up as one of those

drunken moments and forget about it, alright?”

She could tell by the way his face hardened that he wasn’t happy
with her words, but there really wasn’t anything else she could say. She
wasn’t trying to be mean, just honest. He enjoyed the chase, the need to
conquer. This was nothing to him, except another conquest. More proof
of his expert skill as a lover. She on the other hand took the notion of
intimacy more seriously and it was a blow to her pride to find herself

being added to his long list of conquests.

Lucas didn’t say a word as he stalked over to the table, grabbed the

dinner tray, his back rigid as a board.

“Where are you going?”

“I'm walking you back to your room.”

Yolanda nodded as she followed after him, the tension between
them thick and heavy as a midmorning fog, that she swore she would

choke if she inhaled too deeply.

258



Neither of them said a word as they walked next door. Swiping the
keycard, she unlocked the door and stepped inside, allowing Lucas to
walk in behind her to set the tray down. She felt she should say
something to ease the tension between them as she glimpsed the tight set

of his jaw and the cool, hard look in his emerald eyes.
“Lucas, I-"

“There is no need to explain yourself now. You were perfectly clear
just moments ago.” He dipped his head in a courteous nod as if they
were strangers —as if his face hadn’t been buried in her pussy just minutes
ago. “Good night, Yolanda,” he clipped out. And then he was gone as he

stalked out of her room, slamming the door shut behind him.
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CHAPTER THREE

“Evita, can you take one last walk for us so that I can get a better
look at the material?”

Yolanda glared at Lucas who stared transfixed by the tanned and
gorgeous Brazilian model who'd already taken three runway passes in
front of Lucas wearing nothing but a skimpy black bikini.

“Evita, we're done with you. Thank you,” she snapped, a little
shocked by the venom she heard in her voice. Apparently she wasn’t the
only one as she glanced around the room to see designer Leonora Vatrelli
wearing a stunned expression, along with Evita. The only person who
didn’t look surprised was Lucas. He sat there wearing a self-satisfied
smirk which she ached to slap off his face.

They were now on their third and final designer for the day, the
third and final time she’d had to sit through a collection showing where
he openly flirted with the stunning models while he basically ignored her.

She was jealous. Plain and simple. Just last night she’d told Lucas

to get lost, so she shouldn’t have been upset by his distance, but she was.
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And she was furious with herself for the envy she felt, and more
importantly, for letting it show.

“I seem to be feeling unwell so I think I will go.” She said, shooting
to her feet. “Leonora I will let Lucas finish up on my behalf.” She had
never done this. She had never been so unprofessional in her entire life.
As if remembering who she was, she flashed the designer a small smile.
“We are delighted to have you joining the team of designers at Dafina.
You really are an amazing designer and your work is stunning,” she said
graciously before turning her attention to Lucas who stood beside her, his
eyes full of concern.

“I'll meet you back at the hotel,” she said quickly as she hastily
tripped out of the small boutique with all of the grace of a one year old
learning how to walk for the first time. She heard Lucas call her name,
but she didn’t stop, she didn’t even turn around as she rushed outside to
Las Vegas Boulevard. Within seconds she was hopping into a cab and
tearing out of there to the Bellagio where she could nurse her wounded

ego and bury her humiliation in the comfort of her private room.
*
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He felt like an asshole as he stood on the other side of Yolanda’s
door. He’d openly flirted with a few of the models today, hoping it
would piss her off. Although, extremely childish, his actions had been
harmless, his only goal being to prove to Yolanda that what they’d shared
hadn’t been just nothing. And certainly not something to chalk up to a
wild, drunken Vegas night and just forget.

He’d expected to get a rise out of her, maybe incite her temper.
What he never expected was to see the wounded look in her eyes before
she sprinted out of there as fast as her legs could carry her. He’d felt as if
a knife was being twisted into his gut. In that moment he’d made a final
decision about what would happen next between them. Enough of the
games. They were too old to be playing them anyway.

Blowing out a long ragged breath, he steeled himself for the
onslaught of her anger as he raised his fist and knocked on her door. He
deserved her fury. If she’d deliberately flirted with another man to make

him jealous, he’d be pissed too.
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He heard the door click as she unlocked it and he opened his mouth,
wanting his first words to be those of an apology, but his words instantly
stuck in his throat when the door swung open.

She stood there wrapped in a white velour towel with crystal
droplets of water clinging to her satiny skin and her honey brown hair,
hanging in loose wet waves to her bare shoulders.

“Lucas. What are you doing here?”

He crinkled his brow as he frowned. “You didn’t even know it was
me at the door. Is this how you open the door for strangers?” He said, as
he raked his gaze over her.

“I thought you were housekeeping,” she snapped, her eyes
narrowing to tiny slits.

“Yeah, well, 'm not.” He couldn’t believe she would open the door
in nothing but a towel and dripping wet even if it was housekeeping. In
the back of his mind, he realized his reaction was a little irrational, but
Yolanda had a way of raising his protective urges. “May I come in?” She
seemed to hesitate so he added. “Ineed to go over tomorrow’s schedule

with you,” he lied. He had no idea what was on the tomorrow’s agenda,
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and he didn’t care. All he cared about was getting inside Yolanda’s room
so that he could figure out what was going on inside her head.

“Sure, just give me a second to put something on.” She stepped
aside to allow him entrance before she turned toward the bathroom.

Lust churned in his belly as he let his gaze trace the outline of her
round ass and her long, silky legs as she walked away from him. Letting
out a low groan, he dropped down into a nearby chair and tried to erase
the vision of Yolanda’s long smooth legs wrapped around his neck, as he
gripped her ass and road her voluptuous body all the way to paradise.

As if on cue, the object of his lustful fantasies chose that moment to
saunter out of the bathroom, wearing a white terry cloth robe. He wanted
to tell her that was only slightly more acceptable than the towel as his
eyes drank in the sight of her creamy brown flesh peeking out from the V
in the robe.

“About tomorrow. There are only two designers on the list so [—"

“Before we get to tomorrow, I want to talk about today.” He

interrupted.

264



Although she tried to hide it, he saw a tiny spark of awareness leap
in her gaze, before she quickly masked it.

“T was tired, that’s all.”

Standing to his feet, he crossed the room and stopped in front her.
“So you weren't jealous?”

“Jealous? For what?” She said quickly, too quickly for him to
believe she hadn’t been jealous.

“I thought maybe you rushed out of there because you were upset
with me for flirting with some of the models.”

She shrugged as she waved her hand in dismissal. “That’s
ridiculous,” she scoffed. “Of course I wasn’t jealous.”

“And you expect me to believe that?” He asked in a hushed voice as
he stepped closer.

“Look Lucas, you can believe what you want but—"

Her next words died in her throat when he reached out and dragged
her against him. With one arm around her waist, he ran his free hand

across her face, as his fingers gently stroked her luscious mouth.
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“I apologize for trying to make you jealous. Idid it to prove a point
after what you said last night, but that’s still no excuse. My actions were
childish and stupid, and I'm sorry,” he said softly.

She stood there her eyes wide with surprise and he wondered if it
was his words of apology or the intimate way that he now touched her
that had her in such a state of shock.

Tugging her closer, he held her body firmly against him as he
dipped his voice to a low whisper. “Ijust wanted to clear the air. I don’t
want you to have any doubt that it's you I want.”

He knew she wanted to say something, probably even protest, but
he never gave her the chance when he lowered his head to press his lips

against hers.

She knew he was going to kiss her, and she had plenty of time to
pull away before he did, but she didn’t. Instead, she parted her lips,
allowing him access inside her mouth as she hungrily tasted him.

This was a mistake —kissing him, being alone with him in her room,

but she couldn’t find the will to push him away. His admission had taken
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her by surprise. She’d never expected him to acknowledge his behavior,
let alone apologize for it. She’d also never expected him to accuse her of
being jealous, but there was no point in denying it because they both
knew the truth. She’d been jealous. And the only reason why she was
even jealous was because she did indeed want him. Had for a long time,
and apparently she was just too tired to fight it any longer.

She’d expended so much of her energy pushing him away for so
long that it was almost a relief to give in. In the back of her mind, she
heard the protest that she didn’t wanted to be added to this playboy’s list
of playthings, but she ignored her conscience. Jasmine and Dafina were
right. This was Vegas and she was with a handsome man who wanted to
fuck her. Who the hell cared if he chased after everything in a skirt? She
deserved to have a little fun and if Lucas was providing it then who was
she to complain.

Twining her arms behind his neck, she held him closer, their lips
and bodies fusing together as he backed her to the bed and pressed her
deep into the soft mattress. His hands roamed all over her, caressing and

teasing as he stoked a small fire inside her.

267



She let out a soft gasp when he pulled away to stand to his feet. He
smiled down at her. “I'm not going anywhere. Just getting a bit more
comfortable.”

His words didn’t register in her brain until he began to unbutton his
dress shirt. Her next breath hitched in her chest when he undid the last
button and let his shirt fall to the floor. Hard planes of muscle bunched
beneath bronzed skin as he stood before her like a living Adonis. She
could have died a happy woman with just that glimpse of perfection but
then he unbuckled his pants, and pushed them down his thick strong
thighs, revealing the most beautiful cock she’d ever seen.

She stared mesmerized by his stiff member, thick and long, as it
jutted out from its nest of curly dark hair to point directly at her. She
shuffled off the bed and lowered herself to her knees before him. He
seemed to want to protest, but she never gave him the chance when she
took his hard length in her hand and guided it into her mouth.

“Yolanda,” he rasped as he slid his hand into her hair, to cup the
back of her head. She closed her eyes, savoring the salty taste of his

precum as it beaded on her tongue. He was so large that it was
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impossible to take him all the way inside her mouth, but she easily set a
rhythm, as she ran her tongue along the crown of his cock, while she
gently massaged the heavy sacks between his legs.

She delighted in the sound of his harsh breathing as she took him
deeper and deeper down her throat, her tongue drawing lazy circles up
and down his length as she sucked gently.

He called her name again, his hand clutching her head tighter.
There was something about the ragged moans that escaped his lips as he
desperately said her name that sent heat pooling at her center.

When deep shudders began to jolt his body, she knew that he was
close to coming, close to losing control and she worked her mouth faster,
sucking vigorously as she did her best to take more of his large size
deeper into her mouth.

“I'm about to come,” he groaned as his hands gripped her head.
She felt him tugging at her hair, but she didn’t relinquish her hold on him.

She would have eagerly finished what she’d started had he not

pushed at her shoulders at the same time he drew back his hips.
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“Not like this,” he said in answer to the question in her wide eyes.
“I want to come inside you this first time,” he said in a husky whisper as
he dragged her to her feet.

Enclosing her in his arms, he once again claimed her lips in a
probing searing kiss. Her body, which was already aflame, raged like an
inferno as the heat of their passion consumed her.

She was lost so deep in the intensity of the moment, that she didn’t
realize he’d untied the belt around her waist until she felt the robe pool at
her feet.

“Beautiful,” he whispered reverently and she lifted her gaze,
expecting to see his eyes sweeping her body, but instead she found herself
staring into his gorgeous sea green eyes. There was something in them,
an emotion that gave her pause and for just a second she hesitated.

“Lucas—"

That’s as far as she got when he swept her up into his arms, and
gently lowered her onto the bed. Covering her with his powerful body,

he settled between her parted thighs.
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He held her gaze, his eyes conveying the intimacy of the moment,
but he didn’t acknowledge it, at least not with words. Instead he used his
body as he pressed forward, the tip of his hard cock slipping inside her
wet center.

“Look at me,” he growled out when she closed her eyes. “Look at
me as | enter you.” She snapped her gaze to his face as she locked her
legs behind his back and stared into his eyes as he pressed his thick length
deep inside her, until he couldn’t go any further.

“Oh, Lucas,” she moaned, fighting to keep her eyes trained on him
as her sticky warmth gushed out of her to coat his dick, easing his journey
inside her tight passage.

Gripping his broad shoulders, she held on as he rocked gently,
letting her slowly adjust to the size of him. But as she gradually stretched
to accommodate him, he moved faster, sending his hard length tunneling
deeper inside her.

Unable to hold his intense gaze any longer, she let her head fall back
as she rocked her hips up off the bed, eagerly meeting his hard thrusts.

Hot shocks of pleasure whipped across her skin, with each stroke and she
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dug her nails deeper into his shoulders as the heat of her orgasm steadily
built inside her.

It was as if he knew exactly what her body needed, as he surged
harder into her, his pounding strokes faster and deeper. The sound of
their sweat drenched bodies slapping together echoed in the room, as the
musky scent of sweat and sex permeated the air.

The harder pace, caused him to drive deeper inside her and she felt
lust clawing at her belly as she approached the zenith of completion

“That’s it baby. Come for me. Coat my cock with those sweet juices
from your pussy.” He slammed into her with brutal thrusts, the head of
the bed banging violently against the wall with the force of their
lovemaking.

Tears gathered in her eyes as he pummeled harder inside her, her
channel tightening around him as the first tremor of her climax soared
through her.

“Lucas!” She cried out as she jerked her hips off the bed, and finally

did give in to the full onslaught of her orgasm as it erupted inside her.
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As the muscles of her sex clenched around him, she felt Lucas’
control snap as he plowed inside her on a final thrust, and then joined her
in the euphoria of her climax as he exploded inside her. The warmth of
his seed flooded her insides at the same time he called out her name on a
tortured roar of completion.

More wet heat poured from her sheath, mingling with the evidence
of his climax, as they both collapsed against the bed, their breathing
labored.

Ignoring the crushing weight of his body, she kept her legs wrapped
around him, as she gently stroked his sweat slick body until his harsh
pants quieted.

“You have to let me go, if you don’t want me to suffocate you.” He
chuckled.

“It's okay,” she whispered, but she released him anyway, letting
him tug her over to rest atop his muscled frame. Bracing her against his
body with one arm, he pulled the comforter over them, as they laid there;
the distant hum of the crush of people and cars along The Strip was the

only sound that floated into the room from the open window.
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With her head resting against his chest, she closed her eyes and let
herself be lulled to sleep by the steady rhythm of his heartbeat, as she
pushed aside all the worries and doubts that she knew she would have to
deal with—but she would deal with them later. For now she would just
enjoy being in the arms of a gorgeous man who’d given her one of the
most powerful orgasms she’d ever experienced in her entire life. As she
drifted off to sleep, she finally understood why women were obsessed
with Lucas. If she hadn’t experienced it herself, she would have never
believed it, but yes, it was true. Lucas Gordon did indeed have a cock

made of gold.
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CHAPTER FOUR

“Where are you going?”

Yolanda glanced up from packing her clothes as Lucas ambled into
her room dripping wet from his shower with a towel slung low on his
hips. She released an inward groan as she stared at his chiseled body.
She wanted to scream at her pussy —down girl. They’d spent all last night
and most of the early morning burning up the sheets, not to mention the
two times they’d played the horizontal tango as soon as they got back to
the hotel after their meetings.

“That’s what I was trying to tell you last night, this morning, and as
soon as we got back here, but you always have a way of distracting me,”
she said with a smile, before she turned her attention back to packing.
“Since we only had two designers today I was planning to take an early
flight back.”

Crossing the room to stand beside her, his brows knitted together as
he frowned. “Why?”

She pushed down on the suitcase until it clicked shut before she

turned her full attention to him. “Because I have company coming into
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town tomorrow and I wanted to get a head start on cleaning up my
place.”

“I was hoping we could spend the rest of this evening enjoying
Vegas.” She heard the disappointment in his voice and it tugged at her
heart more than she wanted it to. This is just a meaningless affair, she
chanted to herself. This is just about sex, and nothing else, she forced herself
to repeat over and over in her head, hoping it would stick —hoping that
she didn’t carry around this weight in her heart when she watched Lucas
move on to his next conquest. She knew what she’d gotten herself into,
she just had to remind herself that she was a big girl having a grown up
affair. Hopefully one day soon, she’d believe that.

“I wish I could stay,” she said with a small smile. “I've really
enjoyed our time together, but now it’s time to get back to the real world.”

She swore he winced at her last words, but if he did, he didn’t let it
show for long.

“So how long is your friend staying? Maybe we could get together

this weekend if you're not too busy.”

276



Later she would realize that she was a fool, but she just wasn’t used
to having affairs, so admittedly she wasn’t the best when it came to rules
about what to say and what not to say. And she definitely ended up
breaking the rule on what not to say.

“I imagine I will be a little busy, I'm afraid. Chris is planning to stay
the entire weekend. He said his conference doesn’t end until Sunday.”

He arched a single brow. “Chris? Asina man?”

She may not have known the rules of having a fling, but she knew
from the tightness around his eyes that she’d messed up. Letting out a
long sigh, she decided to just be honest.

“Yes, Chris is a man. He’s my ex and he asked if he could stay with
me while he’s attending some mechanical engineering conference he’s in
town for.”

“I'see.” Several charged seconds ticked by as a tense silence hung
between them before he finally spoke again. “You know when people
come into town if they’re there for the conference they usually stay at the
conference hotel.” His gaze bored into her. “I hope you know this Chris

of yours isn’t in town for the conference. He’s in town to see you.”
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“I'd considered that,” she said truthfully. And she had, which was
why she’d made a point to tell him he could stay with her but all he was
getting was a free bed, a couple of meals, and a very platonic friendship.

“Isee.” Was all Lucas said again as he moved away from her. A
storm of conflicting emotions swirled inside her at the hard look on his
face. She wanted to explain to him that Chris meant nothing to her, but
then that would mean she’d have to admit that ke did and she knew Lucas
wasn't that type of man. He enjoyed having flings, but that was it. The
only reason why he was even upset was because his ego couldn’t handle
the thought of her jumping from his bed to Chris’. But she knew that’s
exactly what he planned to do himself and she said as much.

“Look, I understand how this works, Lucas.” No she didn’t. “We're
both adults, we had an affair and that’s that. I know when we get back to
work it will be business as usual.”

She was proud of the speech she gave, it made her sound
sophisticated and worldly. As if she did this on a regular basis.

“I'see.” Was all he said again as he completely closed himself off

from her, his face as empty as a blank canvas, devoid of any expression.
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“I wish you would say something besides I see —

“What else is there to say? You seem to have this all figured out.”

She heard the hard edge in his voice, but it only confused her more.
She didn’t have time to figure out what was going on in Lucas” head. She
had a plane to catch. “I don’t know what your problem is. I would think
you’d be grateful I wasn’t trying to read more into this then there is. Ijust
wanted you to know that I won’'t make things uncomfortable or weird for
you back at work, that’s all.”

“How nice of you,” he said tightly as he grabbed his clothes and
stalked toward the door.

She didn’t know what was bugging him, but she hated that he was
leaving angry, especially after what they’d shared. If he’d been any other
man, maybe she could have let her guard down, but Lucas was far too
suave and sophisticated to open herself up to without winding up hurt.
“Lucas,” she said quietly as his hand closed around the door. She
watched him hesitate as if he wanted to pretend he hadn’t heard her and
just walk out, but at the last second he turned around. She didn’t even

recognize him as he stood there, his expression cold.
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“Ijust wanted to let you know, I really did have a wonderful time,”
she said softly.

Something flashed in his gaze, but it was so fleeting that she didn’t
even have a chance to identify it.

In response to her words he simply nodded his head and said with a
tight smile. “Me too.” And then he turned away from her and
disappeared out of her room without another word or a look back.

*

She arrived yesterday evening to her apartment on ninety-fourth
and third in the Upper East Side of Manhattan thinking maybe she’d
misjudged Lucas. There was just something about his entire countenance
as he left her hotel room earlier that day that made her question if she’d
missed something very important.

It wasn’t until the next morning that she realized she’d miss a lot,
when a courier arrived and she opened the package to discover the
custom sea green box and classic white bow that identified the gift as one

from Tiffany & Co.
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A sense of dread gathered in her belly as she slowly undid the bow.
She didn’t yet know what was inside, but she had a pretty good idea who
it was from. Chris had never been particularly thoughtful when it came
to gifts, or much anything else for that matter, which was one of the
reasons why it hadn’t been hard to let him go. He was now a good friend,
but that’s all he’d ever be. He was just far too selfish to be the man in her
life.

As she tugged the top off the box and stared down at the beautiful
bracelet, which sparkled beneath the rays of sunlight streaming through
her window, she felt her heart skip a beat. She appreciated the beauty of
the signature Atlas bangle, but it was the card, and the inscription
engraved on the inside of the bracelet that caused her next breath to catch
in her throat.

How had she been so wrong about a man she’d seen every day for
the last year and a half? How did she work side by side with the man and
not get a glimpse of his true character? Because you didn’t want to see him as
anything other than a wild playboy, a voice screamed in her head. She knew

that voice was right and she felt ten times worse because of it.
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Lucas had tried to be as open and honest with her as possible, but
she’d refused to allow him to just be himself. She’d refused to accept him
for the man that he truly was. She was thirty-five years old and yet she’d
never felt more foolish in her entire life.

Slumping down on her couch, she wallowed in self pity for just a
few moments before she realized that if she felt this bad, she could only
imagine what Lucas was going through.

Reaching for her cordless, she dialed his cell, but wasn’t surprised
when it went straight to voicemail.

Instead of leaving a message, she hung up and dialed another
number. The phone rang three times before a soft, familiar voice chimed
out a perky greeting. “Hey girl. How was Vegas?”

Yolanda shook her head as a wry grin crossed her face. “I should
shoot you for putting those clothes in my suitcase,” she said, as she
imagined Jasmine on the other end, twisting a shoulder length brown lock
through her fingers, something she only did when she was guilty as hell.

“But did they work? You better not tell me you didn’t get laid?”

282



She hesitated as she thought of Jazz’s question, a wistful smile
tugging at the corners of her lips. Yes, she’d definitely gotten thoroughly
and completely laid, no doubt about that.

“Oh shit! You did get laid! I knew it. I knew the clothes—"

“Yes, I did hook up with someone while I was there—"

“Who was it? Spill it.”

She shook her head as she bit back a small chuckle. “It was Lucas,”
she said softly.

“Ohmigod! You didn’t! You go girl. That man is fine, and I mean
fine—"

“But Jazz, I think I messed up,” she mumbled softly, cutting her
friend off before she could steer the conversation in another direction.

“How could you have possibly messed up? It's sex. Don't tell me
that hot man was bad in bed because it would be a damn shame.”

“No. The sex was fine, better than fine,” she said with a rueful smile.
“But that’s not where I messed up.” She told Jasmine the entire story,
from the time their plane touched down up to now. When she was done

there was a hushed silence on the other end before her friend exploded.
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“Girl, are you crazy? You call Chris right now and tell his ass to
stay at a damn hotel, and then you march up to LaGuardia and wait until
Lucas’” plane arrives.”

“But I don’t think he wants to see me right now.” She hated the
sadness she heard in her voice, but she couldn’t help that her feelings
were starting to really show. She cared about Lucas, a lot more than she’d
wanted to admit, but her feelings for him were impossible to ignore with
this gaping hole in her heart.

“Oh, trust me. He wants to see you. But he’s going to want an
apology too. He went out on a limb for you and you left him hanging.
You're going to have to grovel a bit for his forgiveness, but he’ll come
around as soon as he sees that you're willing to let your guard down with
him.”

She gently tugged on her bottom lip with her teeth, as unease stole
over her. Jazz had far more experience with men than she did, but she
still wasn’t sure her friend was right about this.

“How can you be so sure he still wants me? What if I show up there

and he blows me off?”
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A derisive snort came across the line. “Honey, let me tell you a man
does not buy a two thousand dollar bracelet for a woman he doesn’t want
and then have it engraved to boot. Girl, get your ass up and get it in gear.
There is a sexy man coming home in a few hours and you want to be the
first face he sees when he arrives.”

She listened as Jazz gave her more little tidbits of advice, before her
friend had to end the call to get back to work.

“Thank you, Jazz.”

“No problem, sweetie. Good luck.”

She disconnected the call and sat on her couch feeling a million
times better after the pep talk Jasmine had just given her.

As she sat there, it took her a few minutes to figure out what she
had to do, but as soon as she did, she didn’t hesitate. Shooting to her feet,
she called Lucas again and this time she left a message. He’d put himself

out there for her, and now it was her turn to do the same.
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Lucas was exhausted by the time he got up to his office at eight
o’clock that night. His flight had been delayed twice and the nasty
turbulence had made it almost impossible for him to sleep.

As he let himself in, he trudged past the deserted cubicles toward
Yolanda'’s office. All he really wanted to do was curl up in his bed and
treat himself to a restful night of sleep. The last thing he wanted to do
was go over one of the designer’s portfolios on a Thursday night, with the
last person he wanted to see. But he had to. Dafina was expecting their
report on her desk Friday morning before she left for a weekend trip to
Paris that afternoon. She couldn’t leave without that report if she was
going to make a decision between the final two designers in time to start
making preparations for the Spring line. In fashion, preparations for lines
started months, sometimes years in advance, and they were already a
month behind on the swimsuit component of the line. They just didn’t
have time to spare, which was why as soon as he’d gotten Yolanda’s
message, he’d headed straight to the office without even dropping off his

luggage at his home.
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Seeing the light spilling over from under Yolanda’s door, he
knocked once before stepping inside. He knew something was up as soon
as he walked in when he saw that she sat in her high backed leather chair,
with her back facing him.

“Lock the door please.”

He twisted the lock in place, as he strode across the room.

“Yolanda, what is—,”

His next words died in his throat when she spun around in her chair
to face him. Although the desk obscured the lower half of her body, he
could easily see that she was nude as her lovely breasts winked at him,
with their cherry topped nipples. Despite his anger toward her, his body
leapt to life. He wanted to scream at his lengthening cock that he was a
traitor. He was still furious with Yolanda, but apparently his body didn’t
give a damn.

“What are you doing?’ He croaked out, slightly appalled that his
voice cracked, making him sound more like a nervous teenage boy than

the grown man that he was.
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“I'm trying to apologize and seduce you all at once,” she said with a
naughty smile, although he could tell she was nervous by the wary look
in her eyes. That’s when he noticed the diamond and white gold bracelet
that twinkled on her wrist.

“I see you got it,” he said flatly as he frowned.

She nodded slowly. “I did. Thank you. It's lovely,” she said with a
small smile.

“I ordered it before you left.” He added, as he tried to justify why
he’d gone to such lengths to impress a woman who apparently still saw
what she wanted to see and not what was actually in front of her face.

“Ifigured that. You had to have put in the order by the second day
of our trip so the New York location could have it engraved and delivered
by today.”

He nodded, not knowing what else she wanted him to say. They
both worked in fashion so they knew how the process worked. She was
right; he’d ordered it the second day they were there. He’d actually
placed the call right before he’d headed to her room to apologize, after

their spectacle at Leonora Vatrelli's boutique, and if she thought more
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about it, it was also the night they’d first made love. He’d called a friend
at the New York location to get the gift rushed to her. In his mind he’d
had it all planned out perfectly. After they finished up on Wednesday,
they’d have dinner, maybe go sightseeing or enjoy a show, before
returning back to the hotel where he’d planned to spend the rest of the
night making love to her. And then when she arrived home the next day,
she’d find the gift waiting for her on her doorstep. His plan had never
involved her flying home early so that she could spend the weekend with
her ex.

“So you got the bracelet, realized you were wrong and now you're
here to apologize.” He shrugged. “Alright, apology accepted. Now if
you don’t mind, I'd like to go home and get some rest, since apparently
this was just a pathetic ploy to get me to come down here.”

He ignored the dejected expression on her face as he spun on his
heels and stomped toward the door. At this point he was too angry to
care. Why had it taken that stupid gift for her to realize what he’d been

trying to tell her, show her, all along?
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“Lucas, wait,” she said, as she lunged out of the chair, and raced
around her desk to clutch at his arm before he could walk out.

He stopped to stare down into her face, valiantly struggling not to
let his gaze drift lower, because he knew if he did, it would all be over,
and whatever she had to say would become secondary to his body’s need
for her. And right now he wanted to hear what she had to say.

“I'm sorry, Lucas,” she said softly. “I didn’t know how you felt—"

“I've been trying to tell you all along.” He thought of all the small
overtures he’d made over the last year expressing his interest, only to be
rebuffed. From the moment he met her, he knew that she would need a
little coaxing, but he hadn’t given up. When the Vegas opportunity rolled
around, he’d practically begged Dafina to send Yolanda on the trip with
him, even though they all knew the job could have been accomplished
with just one person.

“I realize that now, but at the time I just thought you were a
notorious flirt and a gig—"

“I know what you thought,” he said dryly. “But those were your

own issues, your own insecurities getting in the way. I never once
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behaved in a manner to suggest that I wasn’t interest in you and only
you,” he said quietly as he lifted his hand to stroke her cheek.

“When it comes to men, I don't trust easily.” He wanted to say he
knew that better than most, but he kept his mouth shut as he just listened.
“Especially when it comes to men who are as handsome and confident as
you.” She lowered her gaze to the floor. “Ijust didn’t believe a man like
you would seriously be interested in a woman like me,” she whispered, as
she kept her eyes glued to their feet.

He swore softly as he dragged her into arms. He’d caught glimpses
of this before — the insecurities that she carried around. He wanted to
pummel whoever had convinced her she wasn’t beautiful because she
now seemed to believe it. She was tall and curvaceous, and he often
thought of her as an Amazon, toned and taut in some areas, and lush and
full in others. She also boasted the most perfect features, with her pretty
heart shaped faced, full sensual mouth, and alluring almond shaped eyes.
He'd been captivated the day he’d met her, and it had taken him awhile to
realize she didn’t see herself the way he did.

Sticking out a single finger, he lifted her chin until she met his gaze.
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“Yolanda, you're beautiful. I've told you this many times before, as
well as shown you with my actions.”

She smiled. “I know. These are my own hang ups and I'm working
on them.” She reached up a hand to stroke his stubbled jaw. “I'm sorry it
took me so long to see you for the man you really are and not the man I
painted you out to be. Please just give me the chance to show you that I
see you for who you truly are,” she said in a hushed whisper. “I know I
don’t deserve it. You've already done so much to show me how you feel
and—"

He placed a single finger against her lips to keep her from babbling,
something she only did when she was extremely nervous. He read the
uncertainty in her gaze, as she searched his face. He understood her
anxious expression, but if she truly knew just how long he’d been half in
love with her, she wouldn’t have been the slightest bit worried about his
answer. Yes, he’d been angry with the way things had turned out in
Vegas, but he’d spent far too much time and energy pursuing her to be
discouraged by a small bump in the road. He’d planned to return home,

lick his wounds and start fresh on Monday with her. He knew when he’d
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started down this path that going after her wouldn’t be easy, but then
nothing truly worth having was ever easy to come by.

“Would it be corny if I told you that you had me at hello?” He said as
he grinned down at her.

“Yes,” she said with a small giggle.

“What if I told you, that you had me as soon as you turned around
in that chair wearing nothing but a smile and my bracelet?”

“Still a little corny, but much better,” she murmured as she twisted
her arms behind his neck.

“You're a tough audience, you know that?”

Her eyes twinkled as red splotches bloomed in her cheeks. “Yes,
but you love that about me,” she purred softly as he backed her toward
the desk and she coiled one leg around his calf.

“ Among many, many other things,” he whispered before he dipped
his head to capture her lips in a long sensual kiss. The urgency in his
body belied the slow languorous kiss as he leisurely explored her mouth.

Sliding his tongue between her lips, he sipped from the sweet nectar of
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her mouth as his tongue stroked against hers and he gave himself over to
the pleasure of melding his mouth to hers.

He tried to take things slow, but apparently sitting naked in a
leather chair for however long she’d sat there had made her impatient as
she tore at his clothes. She managed to rip his shirt apart, before he once
again seized control.

Flipping her onto her stomach, he bent her over her desk. Leaning
his body over her, he whispered against her ear. “If you wanted me that
badly all you had to do was say so. There are far quicker ways to get
what you want.”

He pressed the bulge of his erection against her ass and he delighted
in the shudder that coursed through her body.

With deft fingers, he unzipped his pants and eased his aching cock
into his hand. Holding the turgid length in his palm, he pumped lightly
as he slid the fingers of his other hand through the moist folds of her
glistening sex. Without warning he shoved his middle finger inside her

and stroked it back and forth, eliciting a sharp gasp from her lips.
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He slowly eased his digit from her creamy center, his finger coming
away stained with her juices. He wasted no time in replacing the length
of his finger, with something far larger and more solid. Gripping her full
hips in his hand, he nudged at the dripping wet slit of her sex, stretching
her slowly as he plowed inside her.

She moaned beneath him as she tried to rock her hips backwards, to
take her deeper.

“You want this?” He whispered hotly as he held himself still.

“Yes, please, please. Give it to me, Lucas,” she begged as she
twisted around to meet his lust filled gaze. Neither of them broke eye
contact, when he surged forward, feeding her all of his length on one
single hard thrust.

Simultaneous groans rumbled from inside both of them, as their
bodies fit together perfectly. Already he could feel his balls tightening as
the muscles in her cunt squeezed around him. He knew neither one of

them was going to last long as he stroked inside her on deep, hard thrusts.
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He kept that pace for just a few seconds, before she reached out
across the desk to grasp the other end. When she lifted onto her toes,
sending him tunneling just that extra inch deeper, he lost it.

Palming her ass, he slammed his hard length into her at the same
time he jerked her body back against him. His rhythm was frenzied as he
fucked her with wild, primal thrusts.

“That’s it. Fuck me Lucas,” Yolanda shouted as her knuckles turned
red from her death grip on the desk. There was nothing gentle about the
pulsing rhythm of their bodies as they gave in to the demands of their
desire.

He knew the moment her orgasm hit her, because he thought he
would die when her cunt clamped around him so tightly that it was a
struggle just to move an inch within her wet center. Then hot, searing
cream gushed out to coat his dick, and trickle down to his balls.
Somewhere in the distance he heard her scream a number of expletives
mixed in with his name, but as the blood pounded violently in his ear, he

was basically deaf as his own climax ripped through him.
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He slammed into her over and over again, his pace frantic as the
slapping of his balls against her skin echoed in the room. It felt as if he
thrust inside her a hundred times, but he knew it was just four strokes,
before pleasure roared through him and he exploded deep into her
waiting cunt, his warm, milky seed spurting forth to drench her inner
walls with his semen.

He came for a long time as he dug his nails into the soft flesh of her
hips, while their combined juices slowly trickled down her inner thighs.

With achingly slow movements, he pulled his softening length from
inside her as he rested his back against her desk, struggling to drag in an
even breath.

“What's so funny?” She asked when he chuckled softly beside her.

He turned to grin at her. “Ijust remembered the other day when I
was in here. I fantasized about fucking you in your office, but I just knew
I didn’t want our first time to be on your desk.”

“Well, you got your wish,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes as she
moved to stand before him, pressing her body within the wide stance of

his legs as she twined her arms behind his neck.
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“Yes, that was my wish, but not quite the position I'd imagined.” He
grinned as he placed a quick peck against her nose, wrapping his arms
around her waist as he pulled her closer.

“Oh really? And what position did you imagine?”

In one fluid motion, he flipped her around and propped her up on
the desk. “I kind of envisioned spreading your legs wide, pinning you
down and fucking you hard atop your desk,” he said hotly as he followed
every description with the identical action, until she was laying spread
eagle atop her desk, with his hands pressed in the crook of her knees.

“Well, I think we can fulfill that fantasy too, as well as many others,”
she said with a wicked grin as she held up her left wrist where the
bracelet he’d given her shimmered under the muted light. “After all, I
remember reading somewhere that Vegas was only the beginning,” she said
softly, reciting the words he’d had engraved on her bracelet, along with
her name, as a dedication to her.

He smiled down at her. “The beginning of a lifetime,” he said, adding
another declaration, one he planned to make happen in the very near

future.
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He then lowered his head to press a gentle kiss against her soft lips
as he gave himself over to the power of their passion, cherishing the

thought that this was indeed the beginning of their lifetime together.

THE END
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