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CHAPTER 1 
Wil Clark held the tiny vial of translucent blue liquid up to the light. It looked harmless enough. But one could never be certain without running tests. 

“I’d like to do a chemical analysis first.” 

Theo and Lori Grady rolled their eyes toward the ceiling, each heaving large sighs to go with their frustration. Wil swore the two were closer than conjoined twins. They personified the phrase “meant to be.” 

“For crying out loud, it’s sugar water.” Lori batted his arm. “We’ve known Madame Rue for over three years.” 

He glanced at the couple from under his eyebrows. “Yes, I believe her love potion was responsible for the two of you finally getting together.” 

“That was just—“ 

“And, as I recall, your parents gifted you with Madame Rue’s fertility potion at your wedding.” 

“Well ... yes, but—“ 

“And didn’t you find yourselves pregnant the second you got back from your honeymoon? And ... what’s that?” He pointed to Lori’s round belly, evidence of child number two on the way. 

Theo snickered. “Coincidence. It’s sugar water. Its effect is psychological, not physical.” 

Wil wanted to believe that. He glanced at the white card that came with the vial. 

Dazzle, Allure, Bewitch 

(Need that extra boost for social occasions? 

Want to sweep a certain someone off their feet? 

Then a little D.A.B. is all you need. 

For external use only. Do not ingest. 

For entertainment purposes.) 

Apparently harmless, but... 

He tucked the glass bottle back into its nest of faux blue velvet and snapped the hinged lid closed. “Look ... you two had to have me on this reunion committee. I agreed, although, for the life of me, I don’t know why since I’ve done little more than nod with each suggestion. So, do me a favor and indulge me on this one. A chemical analysis should only take a couple of hours at the most. That’s hardly a blip in the whirlwind of your plans. Madame Rue should still have time to ‘produce’”—he made quotation marks in the air with his fingers—“enough bottles for the reunion next Saturday. No analysis, no placement at the reunion. The liability—“ 

Theo’s hand snapped up. “Enough. You win. Do your tests. It’s just a fun little thing to put out on the tables.” 

“An ice breaker,” Lori added. “Something to help any awkwardness. It’s cheaper than liquor, without any of those ramifications. We want people mingling, not hanging around the cash bar getting drunk.” 

Wil understood and appreciated that, but better safe than sorry. Not that he expected anything not above-board with Madame Rue’s. Ruby Sterling had a reputation that went with her last name—sterling. She was the caterer everyone had to have for their functions. They were lucky she’d been able to work them into her hectic schedule. He was sure her 

friendship with Theo and Lori had a lot to do with that. In 

fact, she was throwing in D.A.B. for nothing. Still... 

“Thanks. I’ll get this done right away.” 

“Just give us a call on the cell,” Lori said. 

She and Theo turned toward the door in perfect synchronicity with each other. Wil didn’t know if it was cute how well matched they were, or stick-your-finger-down-your​throat sickening. Yeah ... I’m jealous, he admitted with a secret smile. 

He opened the little box as they stepped out and plucked out the glass bottle. He’d do the test himself. No sense bothering any of his people. They had enough real work to do. 

The door swung back open and Lori poked her head in the room. “Oh ... by the way ... We finally got our last R.S.V.P. Looks like Mattie Baker is coming.” 

Wil’s jaw dropped. The vial slipped from his fingers, shattering on the tile floor. He stared at the pale blue splattered everywhere, but couldn’t get his body to move to clean it up. Lori’s frustrated sigh pulled him from his stupor. 

“Here ... take another one.” She yanked a second sample from the backpack that served as her purse. “And be careful. That’s the last one I have.” 

He nodded dumbly as they walked away. Lori’s giggle and Theo’s snicker filtered back through the doorway, then faded with their footsteps. 

“Smart asses.” 

He squatted down to pick up the mess. They knew how he felt about Mattie Baker aka Matilda Baker aka Tilda Baker, 

actress extraordinaire. She was the crush he’d never gotten over ... and the biggest mistake he’d ever made. He’d had one chance to be her hero, and he’d wound up adding to her nightmare. It was the one thing he could never forgive himself for. He couldn’t very well expect Mattie to. And now she was coming to the reunion. Most probably to rub it in all their faces that she was a star and they were ... not. 

Wil blotted the liquid up with a wad of paper towels. The Mattie he knew would never have been like that. But the poor thing went through a lot that disastrous prom night. They all deserved whatever it was she could dish out. Maybe she’d bring a retinue of staff with her. Reporters would follow like bees to honey. The light of a thousand camera flashes would dim the stars. 

He laughed at himself. No, not the Mattie he knew. And, from what he’d heard of her life, not Tilda Baker either. She was the up-and-coming actress directors and producers clamored for—capable of assuming any role with chameleon​like swiftness. She was rarely recognized in public because of all the disguises she’d donned, and she kept her personal life private. 

Not too many people knew Mattie and Tilda were one and the same. Some didn’t believe it when they were told. But Wil knew. He’d quietly followed her progress since that awful night, looking for a chance to make things right, and never finding the opportunity or courage to do so. He even shopped at the bookstore she’d bought her parents, hoping one day fate would bring them together. Looked like fate had finally stepped in ... and he was never more frightened. 

“I knew getting roped into this reunion committee was a bad idea.” And there was absolutely no way he could back out now. 

He tossed the wet paper towels into the wastebasket against the wall, then retrieved a dustpan and foxtail brush from under the cabinet. If he’d met the Gradys in his office and not the lab, he wouldn’t be cleaning up broken glass right now. The vial would have harmlessly fallen to his carpeted floor. The shock would have still been the same, though. Now, if only his hands would stop shaking—make that his whole body. Just the thought of seeing her again... 

Wil shook his head. A raging hard-on tented his slacks. Yep, that’s how it always was when he thought of her. And he knew how to lose it, too. He opened the door his mind tried to keep shut and let loose the image of her tear-stained face, her torn dress, her drooping hair from that long-ago night. The erection faded. And he’d be doing well to keep that horrible image to the forefront. He needed to apologize, not walk up to her with his dick poking out ten inches in front of him. 

He dumped the glass into the wastebasket. Working on the analysis of D.A.B. would help refocus his thoughts and help get him back in line. Wil shoved the pan and brush back to their place under the lab’s counter. Work never failed to absorb him. Might this time be the exception? How could he lose himself in the wonders of chemistry when she would be here within the week? 

Wil ran the test by rote. It wasn’t until the results were spitting out on the printer that he realized he was done. He 

stared at the analysis—colored sugar water with vanilla 

extract for scent. 

“Too bad.” 

He could have used a little extra boost of courage. Looked like he was definitely on his own. 

CHAPTER 2 
Mattie Baker gripped the wheel of her cream-colored Lexus. She couldn’t believe her hands were shaking, or maybe she could. She was about to face her worst memory, an event that had haunted her for fifteen years. All she had to do was leave her car and cross the threshold of the high school gym. 

She stared at the building. It loomed before her at the apex of the parking lot. Light blazed from within as if the fires of hell were stoked behind those towering walls. This was the last place she wanted to be ... and the one place her soul needed to be. She’d been tormented enough. It was time to purge those memories forever. Mattie knew she wouldn’t be able to grow until she did so. 

Funny how things worked out. Here she was—rich, beautiful, successful, and sought after. Who would have thought? Yet deep inside she was still that shy, awkward teenager, all elbows and knees with a head full of dark curls that refused to do anything. 

She’d taken the events of that life-altering night and used them as the springboard for something more. How many rape victims could say that? College gave her a fresh start. Once there, she threw herself into her two loves—academia and drama. Acceptance to Julliard helped secure her dreams. Now ... here she was. 

Mattie was truly proud of herself for what she’d accomplished. She had the best of both worlds—the notoriety 

of being an actress and privacy for her personal life, more or less. They called her “The Chameleon” for her ability to disguise herself in every role she took. She truly became the character she played. Mattie loved the costumes, the makeup, the persona she donned. Consequently, not too many people recognized her out of the limelight. A factor her agent and publicist were pushing her to change. Public exposure equaled higher box office receipts. 

Mattie knew she was losing the battle and would have to take that step soon. Even now the clock was ticking on the latest showdown. She had until Monday to decide if she wanted to link herself with Guy Wolf in a five-year contract. The gay actor needed a woman to help maintain his façade of normal. Mattie had been shoved forward as the latest sacrifice. She’d come out of it more successful than ever, but at a price Mattie wasn’t willing to pay—her self-respect. 

For now her casual anonymity remained. A true blessing, and one of the reasons she could attend her fifteen-year high school reunion unnoticed. 

She tried to tell herself this was just another role she played—of victim coming to heal. The ruse didn’t work. This wasn’t make-believe. 

One by one she forced her fingers from the steering wheel. Everyone from their class would be there tonight. Lori and Theo Grady said they’d gotten one hundred percent attendance. Other than seeing the Gradys, there was really only one person she wanted to see tonight. Mattie could have had that chance three years ago when Lori and Theo got married. Instead, she’d chickened out, citing a location 

shooting schedule she knew she could have worked around. She’d sent a gift instead, wondering all the while as she sat in her dressing room, what would have happened if she’d found the courage to face Wil Clark. 

She’d quietly kept track of him over the years, marveling at his success in his family’s pharmaceutical business. They’d branched out into hair care products and cosmetics, and Mattie found it ironic she now used those in her work and her life, products Wil most probably had developed himself. It was a not-so-subtle tap on her shoulder from the Universe reminding her of unfinished business. 

Wil had grown into himself physically as well. A search on the internet pulled up recent photos of him—at work, volunteering in the community. His body had filled into his six-foot-two frame. No one could call him a bean-pole now. He wore his brown hair a little long. It looked so much better than the buzz-cut he’d had in high school. Those dark eyes of his still looked like pools of chocolate. And that dazzling smile still managed to warm her blood even across cyberspace. 

He looked like he worked out. The clothes he’d worn in all the pictures she’d found couldn’t hide the fact he was fit and built. Any woman would be proud to have him, and yet none did. 

Mattie wondered if she’d done that to him. More memories, more guilt piled on her plate. Wil had been her hero that night, saving her from Chip Morrison’s clutches. She’d thanked him by putting him in a no-win situation. She hadn’t forgiven herself since. She owed Wil an apology. And that was the sole reason she was here tonight. Mattie was ashamed it 

had taken her fifteen years to dredge up the courage to do so. 

She had the Gradys to thank for helping her see the light, for offering her support while she tackled her demons. They’d kept in touch over the years—the only ones she had kept in touch with, save her family. They’d been there that night when Chip had raped her. Theo backed up Wil, while he beat the living daylights out of Chip. Lori held her while Mattie sobbed. And they all, reluctantly, helped Mattie keep her secret, hide her shame. In retrospect, going to the police would have been a better option. Back then they were all eighteen years old and knew little of the world. 

Mattie would be facing Chip tonight as well. And that little bitch, Tiffany Knowling. No surprise the two had married, or that they had five kids. The real treat was discovering that life hadn’t exactly been kind to them. Chip’s football scholarship never happened. Tiffany was three months pregnant at their high school graduation. From what she could learn in her internet snooping, neither had amounted to much. They lived a hand-to-mouth existence. 

She allowed herself a smile. There was justice in the world after all. 

A tap at her window yanked Mattie from her thoughts. She glanced up to find Lori Grady standing there. Mattie matched her broad smile and whirred the window down. 

“Look at you! Six months pregnant and you still look like you could run a marathon!” 

Lori did look great. Everything about her glowed, from her shiny brunette bob down to her lightly tanned skin. 

“Are you going to get out of that car so I can hug you?” 

“Sorry ... gathering wool ... and some courage.” 

She stuffed her keys into her tiny white purse, then stepped out and into Lori’s tight hug. 

“Talk about looking good!” Lori held her at arm’s length. “I have to say the camera doesn’t do you justice. You look beautiful on film, but you’re a knock-out in person. I’d give anything to have your hair.” She dusted her hand down the waterfall of chestnut curls. 

Mattie laughed. “You wouldn’t say that if you had to tame the beast.” 

“Probably not.” She laughed. “How in the world do you manage to shove it all under a wig cap?” 

She lowered her voice to that of a conspirator. “They’re glued extensions. Without them my hair would be shorter than yours. Shh...” 

Lori cackled with true glee, reminding Mattie of how much fun she’d always had with her. They really needed to see each other more often. 

“So, tell me all about that darling little boy of yours,” Mattie said as they started toward the gym. 

“Hmm ... quit hedging. With all the emails that flash between us, there isn’t much you don’t know. Why don’t you ask what you really want to know?” 

Mattie sighed. “All right ... is he here?” 

“Yes, and as nervous as a whore in church.” 

Her step faltered. “This is a mistake.” 

Lori looped her arm through Mattie’s and tugged her forward. “You two desperately need to talk. There’s a 

mistake, yes, but nothing a little communication won’t clear 

up. Wil has it bad for you. He always has.” 

Mattie jerked to a stop. “But—“ 

“No buts. Move it.” 

She grudgingly obeyed. How could she begin to tell Lori the horrible mistake she’d made? She’d taken Wil’s adoration of her and used it for her own gain, a choice that had backfired horribly. It was her fault, all of it. No wonder Wil was nervous about seeing her. He probably hated the very mention of her name. For all she knew, her actions that night could have swung him the other way. Maybe that’s why he didn’t have a woman in his life—being with her had made him prefer men. 

Mattie tottered on three-inch heels that pushed her up to five-eight. She was suddenly self-conscious of the clingy Carolina Herrera dress she wore. The shimmering ivory satin swept her curves, enhancing rather than showcasing them. The hem rippled against her knees with every step. The slightly scooped neck hinted at Mattie’s deep cleavage, while the sleeveless design displayed her sleek arms. It did little to help her courage. 

They were nearly there. The drone of voices filtered their way as the door opened, mingling with the chorus of crickets outside. Sounded like the party had already started. Mattie dusted a nonexistent chill from her arms and walked in a half step behind Lori. Instantly, she was swept into Theo’s arms in a hug that equaled his wife’s. But while Mattie returned the affection, her gaze zeroed in on Wil. 

He stood next to the cash bar, a glass of red wine halfway to his full lips. Rich, brown eyes locked onto hers. Mattie’s breath caught. Her body thrummed with want, heated to a quick boil, then felt like it melted ... into her crotch. Talk about pictures not doing someone justice. Mattie knew actors who would kill to look like Wil Clark. He wore dark gray Haggars that accentuated the perfect curve of his ass. They matched his blue-gray dress shirt, unbuttoned to reveal a hint of chest hair. 

She imagined his body pressed hotly against her, those strong arms holding her tight. His lips kneading hers, while they delved into delicious pursuits of hot sex. And imagining was all Mattie could do. Wil sure as hell wouldn’t want her again. 

“Come on.” Theo gently cupped her elbow, while Lori guided her toward Wil. 

Mattie was vaguely aware of nodding dumbly. It was all she could do to keep her feet moving. Wil’s gaze never left her, and he didn’t budge to meet her halfway. He was going to make her work at this apology. Not that she blamed him. She deserved his disdain. 

* * * * 

Wil couldn’t breathe, much less move, as he watched Mattie walk his way. His body was one rigid hard-on. One touch from her, one smile, and he’d be coming all over himself ... again. That’s just what he needed—another embarrassment, a fresh reminder, of that humiliating night. That would sure impress the hell out of her. He’d had an 

excuse then—it was his first time. There’d be no excuse this time. He was a man who’d had his share of women since then. And he’d fucked every one of them until they’d both collapsed from exhaustion. Given them orgasm after orgasm and never once left them wanting. But Mattie wasn’t just another woman—she was the love of his life. 

The phrase caught him unaware. He’d always had a crush on Mattie. They’d been good and constant friends, best friends, though, nothing more. Wil had been too self​conscious to ask her out. It seemed they bonded better over books and learning. At the time he’d thought it best to keep it that way. But he’d wanted her something awful back then. Apparently he wanted her something awful right now, too. He’d beat-off in the shower thinking about Mattie and how great it would be to kiss her. He’d gone to bed at night dreaming of sucking her tits, and wake up with his pillow shoved into his crotch as he mindlessly humped it. So when he had the chance to have her, no matter how wrong it felt it was, Wil took it. He’d regretted it ever since. 

They were the perfect patsies for the cruel game the popular crowd had planned for them. Too bad he didn’t realize it at the time. He’d wanted to ask Mattie to the prom so badly, yet chickened out every time. Chip Morrison beat him to it. Mattie was sky-high over a date with the captain of the football team. Reportedly outraged over the snub, Tiffany Knowling asked Wil to take her. Talk about being stupefied. And so the stage was set. Wil realized the trap too late. They were the geek dates. He’d overheard it in the men’s room 

halfway through the prom. He’d also heard hints of what Chip had planned for Mattie. It wasn’t pretty. 

Still, Wil didn’t have the heart to tell her. He couldn’t hurt her. Instead, he corralled Theo and Lori. Together the three of them tried to keep watch over Mattie. Sadly, they weren’t careful enough. By the time they’d realized Chip had slipped out the side door with Mattie, it was too late. 

Wil had never run so fast in his life, not before, not after. He hit the football field like he’d been shot from a rifle. Chip had her pinned at the fifty-yard line. Mattie was fighting as hard as she could, despite Chip’s hundred-pound advantage. Wil remembered fabric ripping in Chip’s tux when he yanked the linebacker off Mattie. And it was the last thing he remembered until Theo pulled him off the man. Wil’s knuckles were a bloody mess. Chip was in worse condition. Spitting blood, he’d threatened to call the cops. Lori countered with a threat of her own. And that was the end of that. No cops. Definitely not their best choice. 

And poor Mattie. The pink chiffon dress she’d borrowed from Lori was in shreds. All she wanted was to leave. Wil tucked his tuxedo jacket around her to lead her away, back to Lori’s house. Chip’s parting shots followed them to Theo’s car. Cruel barbs like, “The only thing I got out of this fuck was one hundred bucks,” and “The stupid bitch doesn’t even know how to lay.” And Wil, in his stupidly desperate attempt to make things right, only wound up making things worse. 

Later that night when they were alone, she’d asked him to make the bad go away. Begged him to make love to her, to chase away the stench of Chip with his own body. The whole 

thing lasted all of five minutes. They hadn’t spoken since, but her tears had haunted him every night. 

The last thing she needed to see tonight was his cock greeting her. Not there was much he could do about it this time. Wil could dredge up all the painful memories he wanted, but Mattie was here, more beautiful than he’d imagined, more desirable than ever. She looked like an angel walking his way. Her smile was hesitant, her eyes bright. Waves of chestnut hair framed her heart-shaped face. Her ivory dress rippled with every step, hinting of the true beauty beneath. 

All Wil wanted to do was fall to his knees and beg her forgiveness. To tell her he’d been a kid then and didn’t know what he was doing. To swear he was a man now and plead for one more chance to show her just how well he could love a woman. 

And then she was standing before him. 

Waves of peach-scented warmth wafted to him. Wil clutched his wine glass so hard he risked breaking it. He felt her very essence wrap around him, subconsciously beckoning him to pull her nearer. Her lips were slightly parted, as if anticipating his. Wil would have given anything... 

“Hi, Wil.” A quiver laced her words. 

He dared a step closer and smiled down at her. “Hi, Mattie. You look great.” 

She tried a smile. “So do you.” 

He held up his glass. “Would you like a drink?” 

“Yes, please ... merlot.” 

“I’ll get it,” Theo and Lori said together, and were off. 

Awkwardness fell over them like a wool blanket in August. Mattie looked everywhere but at him. 

“The gym looks great.” She waved her hand at the décor. 

“Thanks.” The committee had done their best to disguise the gym ... and protect the floor. A dance floor was placed in front of the dais where a DJ was just finishing his set-up. White sheeting protected the rest of the floor. Different sizes of tables fanned out with cloths of red and white—school colors—that matched the balloons and crepe paper draping all around. Against the far wall, Madame Rue held court over her buffet of food. Bottles of D.A.B. were at every table. Some people had already opened them up and used the contents liberally. That and the cash bar gave them the excuse to cut loose. 

“I’ve seen every one of your movies.” The words blurted out before Wil could stop them. He felt like a star struck fan. Still, it brought her gaze back to him, along with a genuine smile. 

“You have?” 

“You bet. I think you’re amazing.” 

She fanned her fingers at the base of her throat, laughing as she did so. “No one is more shocked than me. Who’d have thought shy Mattie Baker—“ 

“I did,” he quickly said. “I knew you were special, even then. I knew you were destined for great things.” 

She glanced at the floor as her cheeks pinkened from the praise. Tilda Baker might be the star, but shy, humble Mattie still remained. Knowing that only endeared her more to him. 

“You’ve done well yourself. I understand your family’s company has grown by leaps and bounds since you started there.” 

Mattie had kept tabs on him? 

“Not only do I use your makeup and hair care products on set, but they’re also must-haves in my personal life,” she said, focusing on his eyes once more. 

The smile that used to set off tremors in his blood basked him in its glow, its affect on him in the past nothing compared to what it did to him now. Her dazzling green eyes locked with his, boring deep into his soul, unwavering in their intensity. It was the shot of courage Wil needed. 

“Let’s find a quiet table.” He dared a hand against her arm, to lead her to a small, round table set off in the corner. 

Mattie’s soft fingers curled over his bicep. “That would be nice. We ... we need to talk.” 

“Yes, most definitely.” 

Tell that to the telephone pole in his pants. Fire raced through his body from where her hand had touched him. His head buzzed. Conversation around them became muffled. Wil was barely aware of Theo handing Mattie her requested glass of merlot before he steered her to their private corner. All he wanted to do was swing her into his arms and hold her close. To drown himself in her kisses. To lose himself in the wonder of her body. To seat his cock hard in her heat. He was eighteen again, with his hormones demanding control of his body. 

Thankfully, he had years of experience fighting that battle. Wil wasn’t about to make the same mistake twice. Fate—and 

Theo and Lori—had placed him and Mattie together again. It was time to make things right, not yank up her dress, shove her against the nearest wall and fuck her senseless. Just the thought sent a shudder of need down his spine. By the time they reached their table, he was one walking hard-on. 

“Here we go.” He pulled out the folding chair for her. 

Mattie’s smile wasn’t so bright now. She looked as nervous as he felt. Wil scooted the only other chair there closer, until it was canted toward her. She set her glass down and picked up the bottle of D.A.B. 

“Cute,” she said, after she’d read the card. “Maybe I should order a couple of cases of the stuff to bathe in before my next public appearance.” 

“You hardly need it,” he said. “Besides ... it’s just colored sugar water.” 

Mattie glanced back at the main gathering with a curve of her eyebrow. “You sure about that?” 

Wil eased his chair out as he glanced in that direction. Things were starting to get a little crazy, with a lot of touching, a lot of giggling and posturing in the crowd. “A chemical analysis revealed nothing. Now? Maybe I’d better try a little ‘dab.’” He twisted off the top, shook a drop into his palms, rubbed them together, then patted his cheeks. 

Mattie giggled. “You and me both.” She unscrewed the cap and dotted a little on each wrist, then behind her ears before she tucked the vial into her tiny purse. 

Innocent though it was, Wil blessed the phony potion for easing the tension, if only temporarily. As he sat, he was tempted to drag the edge of the white tablecloth over his lap 

to hide his erection. Instead, he placed his wine glass on the table as she had, then slipped her slender hand into both of his. 

“Mattie ... that night has haunted me since it happened. There aren’t enough words in the world to tell you how sorry—“ 

She cupped her free hand over his. “I’m the one who should apologize. I put you in a horrible, no-win situation. It was my fault for insisting, for begging, for taking advantage of—“ 

He squeezed her fingers tight and edged closer until her knees were braced between his. “I took advantage. You were traumatized and rightly so. I knew it was wrong and still—“ 

“We were teenagers. Barely aware of the world. I turned my trauma into yours. I did the unforgivable. I expected you, my best friend, to fix it. And in the process...” 

Wil still wanted to crawl in a hole each time he thought about it. Not because he’d come within seconds of entering her, but because he’d allowed himself to have sex with her in the first place. No matter what Mattie had claimed she wanted at the time, he knew she needed comforting arms around her, not another dick in her. 

“I’ve missed you, Wil. All these years. I’ve been so ashamed and too big a coward to apologize.” She was leaning toward him now, her thumbs dusting over his hands in maddening circles. 

He turned his palms up, cradling her hands in his. “Me, too.” He laughed softly. “It’s funny in a way—both of us 

thinking we should apologize to the other, both afraid to do so because of rejection.” 

Her smile brightened as relief sagged her shoulders. “Yes, that was exactly why. I couldn’t bear the thought...” Mattie laughed. “All water under the bridge now, I suppose.” She slid to the edge of her chair, wedging her knees further between his. “Oh, Wil, when I think of the wasted years...” 

He dropped his hands to her thighs, reveling in the quiver he felt there from his touch. “No more backtracking. We’ve beaten ourselves up enough over it. All that matters is from this point on.” 

She draped her fingers over his forearms. “I guess we have Theo and Lori’s persistence to thank for this.” 

Wil feigned a wince. “Let’s keep that tidbit to ourselves. We can’t have them holding that over our heads for the rest of our lives.” 

Mattie’s laughter melded into the music just starting from the DJ’s dais. Wil stood, beckoning her to her feet with a light tug to her fingers. 

“Dance with me, Mattie.” 

She slipped into his arms. “My pleasure. I can think of no better way to start catching up.” 

Wil could, but this was a good start. He’d take it slow while they rebuilt their once-close relationship. With luck and time, he might just win the lady. No mistakes this time. 

But there was nothing he could do to control his body. As they glided onto the parquet dance floor and into each other’s arms, there was no disguising how he felt, and absolutely nothing he could do to hide it. He braced himself for Mattie’s 

reaction, expecting her to put some measure of distance between them while they danced. Instead, she snugged up good and tight, leaving him with no doubt they were definitely on the same wave length. 

Planting his splayed hand just above the curve to her butt, Wil’s broad smile matched hers. It was all he could do not to cup her ass. Gazes locked, he swept her into the slow dance ... and bumped into an immovable hulk. 

Keeping his arm around Mattie, Wil stepped away from Tiffany Morrison and the fog of cigarette smoke that perpetually surrounded her. Birthing five children for Chip Morrison had done nothing to help the former cheerleader. It wasn’t so much the weight gain from each pregnancy that did her in—that had actually enhanced her figure—it was the fact she’d let her looks go. Her blond hair was stringy from one too many bleach jobs. Her voice was gravelly from chain smoking. And Wil didn’t even want to hazard a guess at what might be lurking under her dirty fingernails. But the thing that had deteriorated the most over the last fifteen years was her demeanor—she’d clearly earned the title “First Class Bitch.” 

“Well, ain’t this the cutest thing ever,” she said in her sandpaper voice. “Wilbur Clark and Matilda Baker. Geeks ‘R Us.” She snickered. 

The crowd on the dance floor eased back. Wil caught sight of Theo and Lori weaving around couples to reach them. Chip Morrison sat on the sidelines, beer belly hanging over his crotch as he watched the action through drunken eyes. 

Tiffany’s lip curled as she gave Wil and Mattie a scathing once-over. “Just goes to show ... you can take the geek out of 

high school, but...” She guffawed over her little joke and didn’t seem to notice no one joined her. 

“I saw you over there.” She took a step toward them, holding up the little bottle of D.A.B. between her thumb and forefinger. “It’s going to take a hell of a lot more than that to make either of you attractive. Here ... let me help.” 

Wil realized her intent too late. A jerk of her wrist sent the contents flying over them. Mattie gasped as the liquid hit her ivory dress. A pale blue blotch spread over her chest and midriff. Fury backlit Mattie’s eyes, setting fire to their green depths. 

There was a collective gasp around them. Theo and Lori jerked to a stop just free of the crowd. 

“Oh my God! That’s Tilda Baker!” someone shouted. “The actress! Our Mattie is Tilda Baker!” 

CHAPTER 3 
Our Mattie. That took some nerve. Mattie wondered how long it would take for someone to call the local news. She had to get a call to her publicist before that happened. It’d be wise to notify her parents, too. When word got out, they’d be inundated. 

Mattie supposed it was inevitable. Her people had been pressuring her to become more public. As her career and fame grew, the demand became greater. Still, it would have been better to have it more controlled and on her terms, not on the whims of press hounds. 

“Let’s get you cleaned up.” Lori motioned her toward the locker rooms, where Lori had her office. 

She was barely aware of Lori herding in her in that direction, or of Wil snagging a bottle of club soda from the cash bar before following. All effort was concentrated on keeping quiet and not exploding at Tiffany. The last thing Mattie needed was adverse PR blasted over the networks and tabloids. And bad news traveled fast. More publicity was one thing; bad publicity was quite another. Filmmakers and studios wanted the darling new sweetheart of America, Tilda Baker, not a shrew. She had a reputation for being a lady that had to be upheld, no matter how badly she wanted to bust the woman’s chops. 

Lori’s keys rattled as she opened the door to the locker room. “I guess there’s some benefit to being the high school gym teacher.” 

Mattie forced a small laugh. “I don’t know who you’re kidding. You and Theo would’ve taken jobs digging ditches if it meant you could be together. I don’t know what took so long for you two to realize you were meant for each other.” 

The other woman shot her a glance as she shoved open the door. “You’d be surprised what it takes to open one’s eyes.” 

She darted on to her office before Mattie could come back with a response. 

“There’s a fresh batch of towels in the bin, Wil. Grab what you need.” She pointed to a laundry bin they passed along the way. Wil snagged a couple without breaking stride. 

“I’ve got a blow dryer in my locker,” she called over her shoulder as she unlocked the office door. “Hopefully, we’ll have you set to rights in no time.” 

Wil caught Lori by the shoulders and steered her back the way she came. “We’ve got it. You get back out there before Theo pummels someone.” 

She didn’t argue. 

“Sit on the desk and we’ll get you cleaned up.” The small bottle of club soda made a slight fizz as Wil twisted off the cap. 

Mattie slid onto Lori’s gray metal desk. Her muscles shook from the effort to keep herself in check. She plucked the wet dress away from her skin and dared to look down. Even her bra was damp. She could see the outline of her nipples through the sheer fabric. 

Wil poured the soda onto the towel and started to blot at the stain. “I swear she’s freaking insane. I guess staying at home all day with six kids will do that to a person.” 

“I thought they only had five.” Mattie could barely get the words out. Each press of his hand against her sent tiny shock waves zinging throughout her body. He was so near her nipples, they poked their little noses out, as if begging for his attention. The material tugging over them only exacerbated her condition. Her panties were becoming as damp as her dress. 

“I was counting her lazy-assed husband.” He freshened the towel with more soda. “I think this is working.” He blotted her breast. 

Mattie sucked in a sharp breath through her nose. Wil pulled away, mesmerized by the nipple staring back at him. Time screeched to a halt. Each exhale of his warmth breath danced over her, its shaky rhythm matching her own. He wanted her. She’d known that the instant their bodies touched as they danced. The knowledge made her spirits soar and set her heart thumping in quick time. It seemed he wanted her as much as she wanted him. And yet they were frozen there, neither able to move. 

She longed to take his hand and press it to her breast. Knowing that’s how everything got so messed up all those years ago, Mattie forced herself to be still. She insisted before—no, begged. This time it had to be Wil who made those first overtures. 

Her conscience tapped her on the shoulder. Like a hard cock pressed against your belly isn’t clue enough? Mattie warred with herself. Desire won. 

“I’m ... I’m not a kid anymore, Wil. I promise I know how to have sex. I won’t be a disappointment this time.” Her body quivered with every word. She prayed her voice had sounded more steady. 

He slid his gaze up to hers. “You blame yourself?” 

Somehow she managed to nod. “Chip ... Chip said I was pathetic, that he was surprised I even knew how to lay there.” 

His jaw tightened. Anger flared behind those deep brown eyes. “Chip was, and still is, an ass. He forced you, Mattie. Raped you.” 

“I know, but—“ 

“But, hell. If ... Never mind. I don’t want to talk about Chip any more.” He cupped her cheek, tilting her face up to his as he stepped close to her. “What happened between you and me was...” He smiled and shook his head. “It was my first time, Mattie. I’d never been with anyone else. I wasn’t prepared. I wanted you as badly then as I do now. 

“No.” He shook his head again. “I want you more now. I’m not a kid anymore either, sweetheart. I’m a man who definitely knows how to love a woman. And if you’ll let me, I’ll show you exactly what I mean.” He brushed his thumb over her cheek. “Will you let me, Mattie?” 

“Please,” she said on a rush of breath. She felt alive, her body all a-tingle. 

Mattie closed her eyes and parted her lips in anticipation of his kiss. When their mouths touched, she sagged into his arms with a little mew of pleasure. He worked his way inside with mind-dazzling slowness, nipping first one lip, then the other over and over again. She’d never been kissed with such precision, such intensity ... not in real life or in the parts she played. Each time he touched and released, Wil left her wanting more and more. And when he breached that final portal and slipped his tongue over hers, Mattie wanted to melt in a puddle at his feet. 

She scuffed her hands up his arms as he deepened the caress, then planted them against the nape of his neck to dawdle in his hair line. He tugged her close, until her nipples threatened to carve divots into his sculpted chest. Mattie cursed the clothing that kept her from feeling his molten skin. 

Next time. And, God help her, there was definitely going to be a next time. 

Heat flamed between them, welding them together. She never wanted to let go. It felt like steam swirled around them, wrapping them in vanilla bliss. 

Mattie curled her legs around his thighs as she pressed her burning crotch against the ridge in his pants. Wil’s deep​throated grunt was her reward. He dug his long fingers into her butt cheeks, holding her captive as he ground into her. And still the kiss went on. 

She rasped herself against each thrust, getting the friction just where she so desperately needed it—against her throbbing clit. Orgasm hovered on the horizon just beyond her reach. She moved faster, frantic for the release. Never in 

her life had she been built up so quickly. The climax promised... 

A tinkle of metal distracted Mattie from her goal. She peeled her lips from Wil’s with a sigh and realized he was fumbling with belt and zipper. Hot kisses rained down the column of her throat. She arched her neck for more. Hot velvet steel—a good ten inches of it—brushed against her thigh. Mattie scooted forward at the same instant Wil tugged her butt to the very edge of the desk. She splayed her knees wide, tucking her heels into his ass. He nudged forward. As if it had a mind of its own, his cock worked aside the crotch of her panties and found home. 

Mattie pressed her lips together in a vain attempt to keep from crying out as Wil took her ... inch by glorious inch. Her cunt muscles crawled over him, trying to pull him in faster, while her heels against his ass tried to do the same thing. Finally, blessedly, they were as close as two people could get. She could feel his pubic hairs tickling her through her panties, and his hard balls tucked up tight to her ass. Her clit beat in time to the pulse of his cock. 

His mouth seized hers once more. And as his tongue pulled hers back into the oral dance, he began a slow pivot. Mattie dug her nails into his shoulders, holding on for dear life as he’d slide that heavenly cock almost all the way out, only to seat it back in deep and hard. Her clit was trapped in a sling of satin. Each thrust raked it just the way she needed. The build-up before was child’s play compared to now. She felt the contractions deep inside. They rippled outward in waves so intense she might have screamed if his mouth wasn’t 

sealed to hers. Orgasm exploded with an intensity she’d only read about in books. 

Wil dragged out her release, fucking her hard and fast. Mattie couldn’t catch her breath, couldn’t believe an orgasm could last this long. He got harder ... and harder. She peaked again, letting the feeling wash over her. One last powerful slam seated him deep. His body quaked under onslaught of his climax. Mattie could feel his muscles rippling under her fingers. 

By slow degrees their bodies relaxed—melted into each other’s would be more correct. Only then did Wil end their kiss, finishing as he’d begun—pulling first one of her lips, then the other between his in gentle nips. 

“Oh ... wow,” she somehow managed to say. “That was—“ 

“Spectacular?” 

“At least. I’m definitely going to want to do that again.” And again and again. 

Wil chuckled and brushed his thumb over her cheek. “Most definitely.” 

Mattie hugged him tight. “I’ve missed you so much. When I think of all the years—“ 

“Shh...” He dropped a kiss just below her ear. “Let’s not dwell on what’s lost, only on what we have to look forward to. I’ve missed you, too. And I’ll be damned if I’m letting you out of my life this time.” 

Her heart soared. How could she begin to tell him how great it felt to hear that? 

He kissed her neck again. “You smell so good.” 

Mattie giggled. “Must be the D.A.B.” 

“There is a hint of vanilla there, but it’s something else, too.” 

“My own concoction,” she said. “I’ve never found a perfume I really like, so I mix scents—apple, vanilla, pear, peach. Stuff like that.” 

He pulled back with a frown. “Hmmm.” 

“Uh-oh ... chemist’s mind at work.” 

Wil laughed and patted her butt. “I confess. And speaking of D.A.B ... we’d better get you cleaned up and out there before they start wondering what we’re really up to. Although cleaning up is what led to this in the first place.” 

Mattie cupped his face between her hands. “No ... I wanted this. The D.A.B. just made it possible. Well, not the product, but the accident.” 

“Hardly an accident, but I know what you mean. If your dress is permanently stained—“ 

“It would be a shame, but hardly worth a lawsuit.” And as much as she hated Chip and Tiffany, Mattie couldn’t take what little money they had and cause their children harm. Those two would get theirs one day and she wouldn’t have to lift a finger. Looked like Fate had already dealt them a rough hand. 

“As long as it got you into my arms, I guess I won’t fault Tiffany too much.” Wil kissed her quickly. “Now, back to that clean up. Then maybe I can convince you to blow—“ 

“You?” 

Wil tossed back a laugh. “This joint. But I do like your thinking.” After a pat to her bottom, he disconnected them. 

His gaze fell to her dress as he adjusted himself. The puzzled frown made Mattie look down. Eyes wide, she fluffed the material to make sure they weren’t seeing things. 

“It’s dry.” But that wasn’t what caused that little touch of awe in her voice. 

“And I don’t see a trace of stain anywhere.” Wil cocked his head to the side as if doing so would give him a better look. “Maybe I’d better analyze that stuff a little better.” 

Mattie slipped to her feet and tucked her arm through his. “Maybe it’s magic after all.” Did she really beam a smile up at him? It felt like it. She truly was on top of the world right now. 

Wil laughed. “Maybe so. Come on. I know a nice, quiet place just made for us.” “I can’t wait.” * * * * 

It had to be a sin to be this happy. The woman of his dreams by his side, in his heart ... and that’s where Wil had always wanted Mattie. He’d worry about how he could keep her there later. Right now he just wanted to bask in the joy of the moment and make more moments. And that sure as hell wasn’t going to happen here. He wanted to put as much distance between them and the Morrisons as possible. Sadly, that also meant not spending time with Theo and Lori. But they could always do that another time. Considering Tiffany’s attack, Wil was sure the Gradys would understand his desire to get Mattie out of here. 

Of course there was always the possibility the Morrisons had been asked to leave and would be gone, taking Wil’s excuse to depart with them. Then what? 

Whatever Mattie wants. He prayed it was him, even if it meant waiting until the evening ended. He’d waited fifteen years; waiting a few more hours wouldn’t kill him. 

Wil had just swung open the locker room door for Mattie, one hand poised against the small of her back, when Theo and Lori rushed up. 

“Someone called the local media hounds,” Theo said, pushing them back to the sanctuary inside. “We’ve got both newspapers, a couple of radio stations, and the entertainment reporter from the TV station all waiting for you.” 

Lori snickered. “Not to mention everyone at the reunion now hanging to hear your every word.” 

Mattie laughed. “And most of them wouldn’t give me so much as the time of day back then.” 

Wil had gotten used to that long ago. In high school, all he and Mattie had been good for was fodder for jokes, or that last-minute help with an assignment. With college and his success at his father’s company had come respect and admiration, exorcising the demons from high school. 

Theo jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “I moved our car around back. If we leave now, we can get you away before anyone realizes you’ve gone.” 

Mattie stilled him with a touch to his arm. “Thank you, but no. This is my hometown. I can’t afford bad press, not when my parents still live here. Plus, if I leave, they’ll just bother 

me all the more. It’s best to get it over with. And, who knows, it might bring more business to my parents’ bookstore.” 

How could a man not love a woman who put her parents first? It was all Wil could do to keep his feelings to himself. 

“But I need to warn all of you.” She glanced around to each of them before continuing. “I need to tuck Mattie away for a while and bring Tilda to the forefront. Tilda’s ... different. Please don’t be put off by it. It’s my job.” 

Without another word, she brushed past them and out the door, leaving them all with no choice but to follow. 

The instant she stepped into the gym, light bulbs flashed, microphones were thrust her way, and the crowd surged. Mattie paused there and, in the blink of an eye, Wil watched her morph into a different woman. The Tilda Baker who took over was stunningly magnificent ... and completely out of Wil’s league. She ... glowed. His spirits plummeted as he watched in awestruck wonder as she worked the crowd. 

“Tilda,” a female reporter shouted, “what brings you here?” 

She gave them an indulgent smile. “My high school reunion, of course. I’d hope to reconnect with a few old and dear friends.” 

“And maybe an old high school sweetheart?” Another woman shoved the microphone closer to Mattie’s mouth. “We understand you and the captain of the high school football team used to be quite an item.” 

Wil watched Mattie’s back stiffen, but her smile remained fixed. “Hardly. We dated once for the senior prom and it was disastrous to say the least.” 

Wil noticed, with sickening reality, that she didn’t say a word about him. 

“How does everyone feel about having a big star in their midst?” a man asked. 

Mattie’s laughter tinkled over the gathering. “I suppose you’d have to ask them.” The fact she didn’t dispute the “big star” status was more proof she and Wil were worlds apart. 

“I’ve heard a bunch of them say they’re dying to get your autograph,” another reporter said. 

Her smile downshifted. “Funny, isn’t it? I was more or less a geek in high school. I can tell you my autograph was the last one they ever wanted in their yearbooks.” She shrugged. “Ah, well ... things change, don’t they?” 

“So ... you’ll be giving autographs?” the first woman asked, then laughed. “Or will you make them bring those yearbooks?” 

Mattie laughed. “There’s a thought.” 

“So ... how long do you plan to stay, Tilda?” 

“Just for the weekend. I understand the reunion committee has a picnic planned tomorrow for the families. I’ll go to that. Then next week I start work on my latest project.” 

“How excited are you about your first singing part?” 

“Very. I love the story of Camelot and am thrilled I was selected to be Guinevere in this remake. We have a wonderful cast and crew, all very strong in their fields.” 

“And thrilled I’m sure to be working with Guy Wolf.” 

Mattie nodded. “He’s a talented actor and I love his voice.” 

“Don’t be shy, Tilda,” someone shouted from the back. “Rumor has it you two have been quite an item for months. I hear marriage is in the wind.” 

And that’s when Wil turned around and walked out. 

CHAPTER 4 
Mattie was going to strangle Sid Caldwell when she got her hands on him. There’d been talk about linking the two of them for publicity purposes, but nothing was supposed to be done without her approval—and Mattie damned sure hadn’t given it. 

Shrugging, she turned up her palms. “Sorry to disappoint you, but there’s no truth to any of that. Now, if you’ll all excuse me, I think I’m going to call it a night.” 

She flashed another smile for the cameras, lifted her hand in a wave, then ducked back into the locker room. 

“What about autographs?” one of her former classmates shouted out. 

Mattie paused at the door to listen to Theo’s response. 

“I rather like the idea of you all showing up with your yearbooks at tomorrow’s picnic.” 

She allowed herself a tiny smile. Ten to one most of them wouldn’t be able to find their yearbooks. The bad part was it obligated her to go to the picnic. That meant facing the hypocrites again. She supposed it was the best option, though. If she didn’t go, people might think she’d used the reunion just for publicity, forgetting they were the ones who’d dimed her out. 

Mattie hugged herself and leaned against the wall just inside the locker room. She’d known the instant Wil left—his absence left a void in the atmosphere—and knew what had caused his hasty departure. God only knew what was going 

through his mind right now. One thing she did know ... she wasn’t going to let another fifteen years grow between them because of a misunderstanding. She was going to set things straight right now. All she needed was his address. 

While she waited for Theo or Lori to join her, Mattie called her parents to warn them to be on the lookout for reporters. Sid could wait until later. She was too angry to deal with him now. 

She’d just stuffed her cell phone back into her purse when she heard the door sigh open. Mattie jerked her head up. The demand for Wil’s address remained lodged in her throat. He was standing right in front of her. 

“You’re here.” A stupidly obvious statement, but it was the only thing coherent Mattie could manage. She didn’t realize how much Wil meant to her until that very moment. Just the thought of having lost him to yet another misunderstanding had weighed her down more than she could admit, even to herself. 

Wil shut the door behind him. “I wasn’t going to be. I was halfway to my car when I realized I deserved an explanation. If you’ve used me—“ 

“I haven’t.” Mattie rushed up to him, stopping just short of throwing her arms around him. “I haven’t even met Guy Wolf, much less dated him.” 

“Then why—“ 

“He needs a beard, Wil.” 

His face screwed up in a puzzled frown. Mattie ran down the list of possible ramifications. It wasn’t like she was telling him something the world didn’t already suspect. She hadn’t 

signed any contract or any nondisclosure statements. “He’s gay. It’s one of the worst kept secrets in Hollywood. Still, there’s the box office to consider. I’m just the latest in a list of ladies who’ve been approached. I was promised a rocket ship ride to stardom if I agreed to a contract tying me with him for the next five years. I told my publicist no. 

“When the day is done, I still have to look at myself in the mirror. I won’t lie. I’ll get to the stars on my own merits or not at all. Sid didn’t want to hear no and gave me until Monday to think about it. Obviously, he thought he knew better and, believe me, he’s going to hear about it from me the first chance I get. The fact he’s gone against my wishes, behind my back...” Mattie clamped her lips shut before her voice got any louder. 

Wil’s puzzlement had faded, replaced with a sadness that frightened Mattie. She clutched her fists between her breasts in an effort to quell her thudding heartbeat. 

“You warned us fair and square,” he said, focusing on a spot somewhere beyond her shoulder. “But seeing you in action...” Wil shook his head. “You were magnificent. A shooting star in your own right. What in the world would you want with someone like me?” 

Tears threatened to choke her. Mattie blinked them away. Two could play this game. “You are, beyond a doubt, the smartest man I know. Devilishly handsome as well, with a body leading men would kill to have. Most men in your position would’ve been content to rest on their father’s laurels. But you graduated with honors and went on to not only continue to add to the company’s coffers, but to create 

laurels for yourself. You could have any woman you wanted, any time you want. 

“Other than my parents’ house, I really don’t have anyplace that feels like home because I’m always on location. What in the world would you want with someone like me?” 

His gaze shifted onto hers, making her knees buckle with the intensity there. “Because I love you, Mattie. I always have.” 

She wished he would follow up the declaration by grabbing her and kissing her senseless. Instead, his gaze just held her in place. 

“Tilda Baker I’m not so crazy about,” he said. “In fact, she scares the hell out of me. Makes me feel like an inept teenager again. Like she’s the wicked city woman and I’m the poor country boy just off the farm.” 

“It’s my job, Wil. It’s what I do. I’d be willing to bet Work Wil is a formidable force to deal with. He’d probably intimidate the hell out of me, too. I’d feel like I was being sent to the principal’s office each time I had to face him. But they’re a part of who we are—personas we created to excel in this world. And I’d say we’ve both done exceptionally well.” And yet, here she was, feeling like she’d be nothing without Wil in her life. 

Finally, he gave a humorless snort. His shoulders sagged as if defeated. “I’m beginning to wonder if there isn’t more magic in the D.A.B. than I gave it credit for. I did a chemical analysis, but I never tested the properties after they’d bonded with a person.” 

“If you’re saying the D.A.B. brought us together, I say bullshit. We did it, not some sugar water. I came here to see you, make amends...” 

“And to fuck me in the locker room?” 

Well, he did have a point. She’d wanted him like crazy before she got here, but she normally had better sense than to have sex in a semi-public location. “I normally don’t behave without caution.” 

“Nor do I.” 

So ... where did that leave them? Mattie was afraid to ask. She couldn’t bear the thought of never seeing him again, never being with him again. She was crazy about the guy, and had been for as long as she could remember. That’s what had made these last fifteen years so excruciating. And she’d been too afraid of discovering he really hated her guts to bridge the gap. Now all that was behind them, yet new things had crept up. There seemed only one solution. 

“As I see it, there’s only one solution,” he said. 

Mattie stared, dumbfounded that he’d said what she was thinking. “And what’s that?” 

“Come home with me. Let me make love to you D.A.B.​free. By the time Monday arrives, we ought to have enough data on which to make an informed decision.” 

Smiling, she draped her arms around his neck. He cupped her buttocks, anchoring her to him and the hard cock waiting for her. “I like your thinking.” 

“Then let’s get out of here before we wind up fucking in the locker room again.” He looped his fingers through hers and led her toward the exit. 

Mattie tugged him to a stop. “My car’s out front. Give me your address. I need to stop by my parents’ house and get some clothes and toiletries.” 

“Won’t you be followed?” 

“No more so than if I leave with you. It’s bad enough they’ll be able to find and pester my parents in less time than it takes to think about it. They’ll be after you soon enough. I’d like to protect you as long as I can.” 

That puzzled look was back. “Is that why you didn’t say anything to them about me when they asked about a high school sweetheart?” 

“Of course. Why else...” Oh ... no! “Did you think it was because I was ashamed to be seen with you?” 

“Well...” 

“Oh, Wil ... never,” she breathlessly replied, and tossed herself around him. 

His lips found hers a second later—rough, brutal, needy ... and just as much a turn-on as when he’d taken his time. Wil clutched her to him, one hand on her lower back, the other deep in her hair. He swung her around until she was pressed against the concrete wall. The chill caught her by surprise. Mattie gasped, breaking their kiss. 

He dragged his mouth down the column of her neck straight to her cleavage, where he nudged aside the satin material and her bra to reach the treat within. He captured her nipple in a deep suck that had Mattie crawling up the wall. Wil held her there, pulling one leg around his waist, while he nailed his erection into her crotch. 

“Uhm ... guys?” 

Theo’s voice yanked them back to earth. Wil tugged her dress back down in place and gently set her feet on the floor. 

“Sorry ... carried away by the moment.” 

“Uh ... yeah ... you might want to get a room.” 

“That’s just what we plan to do.” Wil tossed his arm around her and swept Mattie to the door. 

“But ... the reporters will—“ 

“Screw them, sweetheart. We do this together from the start. It’s the only way we’ll ever know for sure if this is right.” 

God love him, he was right ... and Mattie loved him all the more for his commitment. She sensed now was not the right time to share that sentiment with him—he might not believe her. Once they were D.A.B.-free... 

* * * * 

Wil couldn’t get home fast enough. He didn’t realize how many stop signs there were between the high school and his house across town. And was the speed limit through residential areas always twenty-five miles per hour? Somehow he forced himself to keep the accelerator steady. All he could think about was Mattie and being with her again. 

Her scent engulfed him driving those long ten miles, just as it had when they’d fucked back in the locker room. Nothing smelled as great as Mattie. Whatever perfumes she’d mixed, combined with the vanilla extract in the potion, would be forever engrained in his mind as hers. Each time he thought of it, Wil imagined a wisp of smoke beckoning him forward with a finger-shaped tendril until Mattie was in his arms. Then 

the mist would thin out into clinging vines that wrapped them together for all eternity. 

He chided himself for calling such a soul-binding act like they’d just shared by the basest of terms. But while it was the most complete feeling he’d ever had in his life, it was also raw and untamed, as if he would die if he didn’t have her. And that’s what scared him. Since that awful night fifteen years ago, Wil had been the study of patience. Not once had he’d lost control ... until tonight. 

There was a time and place for everything, and having sex in the high school locker room wasn’t it. 

It had to be Madame Rue’s D.A.B. That was the only logical solution he could come up with, and that was far from logical. But he had nothing else to blame. He’d never been this unrestrained, this lackadaisical. Hell, he hadn’t even used a condom. 

Shit. 

“In my haste earlier, I seem to have been negligent,” he said as pulled to yet another stop. “Please tell me you’re on the pill.” 

Even from the corner of his eye, Wil noticed her jaw drop. 

“Yes ... although the thought of protection didn’t even cross my mind until you just mentioned it,” she finally said. “Please know that I have never, ever—“ 

“Me, either. D.A.B. it all.” 

He smiled when she laughed at his pun. 

“If it helps, I don’t have anything,” she said, curling her fingers over his thigh. 

“Me, either. Just a terrible case of the hots for you.” He grabbed her wrist and shoved her hand to the erection banging for escape from behind his zipper. 

“I’m sure it hurts like hell for you, but it feels like heaven to me.” She eased the zipper down and slipped her hand inside. 

Wil’s eyes glazed over as his thought processes shut down. “Honey, I—“ 

“Just drive ... slowly.” 

He eased through the stop sign as Mattie unclicked her seat belt. Her hot breath brushed over his cock as she eased it out. She rained tiny kisses and slow licks on the underside. Wil clutched the steering wheel in a white-knuckled grip, torn between asking her to stop and begging her to continue. Then she reached the head. She danced her tongue around and around the edge, yanking soft groans from deep within his chest. Any second now she’d suck it deep, but that second lasted forever. 

“Good God, suck it!” He cupped her head to hold her in place when her torturous tongue wandered back down the length. His reward was a sharp pinch to his inner thigh. “Ow!” 

“Just be a good boy and drive. I’m the boss of your cock right now.” 

A pinch to the other thigh closer to his balls sent a rush to his penis. He dutifully released her head. “I will get even.” 

Mattie giggled. “I know.” Grabbing his dick at the base, she deep-throated him, sucking with the force of a vacuum. 

Stars spiraled before his eyes, while lightning scorched his veins. Totally at her mercy, all Wil could do was enjoy ... and 

try to keep driving. He didn’t even have the luxury of thrusting—there wasn’t enough room. His driveway loomed up ahead. It might as well have been forty miles away at the speed he was going. There was no way he’d last that long. She stroked with her fist, flicked that tongue a thousand different ways while she sucked. 

Almost there ... In more ways than one. 

“Home,” he croaked out. 

Mattie grunted out a response. He made that final turn and braked hard as the orgasm jetted from him. His body shuddered with the release, shaking the car like a 6.0 earthquake. Mattie didn’t let go until he’d sagged against the seat. Then she tucked him back in his pants and zipped him back up. 

“You could’ve got us arrested.” He pushed the shift into park and cut the engine. 

“I don’t recall hearing any complaints at the time. Just a lot of moaning and groaning.” 

“You had me by the balls ... literally. What else could I do? You were very, very”—Wil smiled—“naughty.” 

“Oooh, yes!” She crawled to her knees and leaned into him. “Very. I should be spanked.” 

So ... she liked to play. His smiled widened, if that was possible. “Yes ... you should be ... and you’re going to be.” 

He opened the door, grabbed her hand, and tugged her out with him. He walked fast enough she had to trot to keep up with him. He seated his key to the front door of his house in a single, hard thrust, much like he was going to do to her later. Once inside, he slammed the door closed and strode to 

the sectional sofa tucked against the wall in his living room. The faux brown suede sighed as he plopped down, then hauled Mattie face down over his lap. 

Curling her fingers into the edge of the cushion, Mattie lifted her ass. He flipped up her dress, rubbed her butt cheeks through her panties, until she wiggled with tiny moans at each pass of his flesh over hers. The scent of her arousal wiggled beneath his skin, awakening his penis once more. Wil hooked his finger into the waistband of her panties and peeled them down to her knees. Mattie gasped and parted her thighs as far as she could. Dampness glistened in her pussy hair. He wanted to dive in face first and lick her until she screamed to come. 

Instead, he kneaded his fingers into her ass, readying her for the loving punishment to come, while his cock pulsed against her hip. Just a shade of difference showed what her bikini covered. 

“Mattie ... do you sunbathe in the nude?” 

“Well ... I—“ 

“You are naughty.” 

Smack! Smack! A sharp pop to each cheek brought her head up on a low groan. God, she was hot! 

“No one’s ever done—“ 

He cut off her words with a small volley of smacks that sent her writhing over his lap. Her panties drifted down to her ankles and Mattie kicked her feet free. A few more pops and she wiggled until her crotch was against his knee. 

Grinning, Wil popped her hard. “Back where you belong. You don’t get to come until I decide, young lady.” 

“Oh, Wil,” she gasped out, and lifted her ass for more. 

He wedged his other hand under her, curling it against her cunt. With each spank, he now flicked his fingers over her clit. Mattie twitched against him, back arched, ass up, pussy wedged against his fingers. 

“Oh, God, I’m coming!” She tensed with the orgasm, eyes tight against the explosion, then sagged into his arms. 

Wil gave her little time to recover. He yanked his pants and shorts down, then hauled her onto his cock. Wadding her dress in his fists, he pulled it over her head, taking her bra with it. His lips suckled a nipple deep, arching her into him with a gasp. Digging his fingers into her hips, he thrust inside her like a wild man. Mattie gave as good as she got. Her cunt muscles clutched him as her second orgasm built. He held her until it overcame her, letting the momentum carry him off as well. They collapsed in each other’s arms, panting for breath. 

“I could really use that shower now. That was amazing,” she mumbled against his neck, then followed with a kiss. 

“I agree ... on both counts.” Wil grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head. “Hold on tight.” 

She locked her arms around his neck, then her legs around his waist when he grabbed her hips and stood. Sealed together, he walked them into his bathroom, right into the shower. Only then did he release her. 

Wil slid the glass door closed and twisted on the shower. Mattie’s sigh of pleasure under the warm spray echoed his own. They took their time soaping each other—every curve, angle, and divot—while they shared kisses and caresses and built each other up once more. 

This was what making love was all about.
* * * *


Mattie felt like a treasured princess in Wil’s arms. Who knew sex could be this great? Even as she thought that she realized this was beyond sex—it was making love. Volumes were written on the subject, but until one experienced it there was just no describing it. It was a combination of the wild fucking earlier and the tender regard now. That two people could be so open, so unrestrained. Yes, this was making love. Her heart, her soul had never felt more free. 

Cradled in Wil’s arms as they sat on the bottom of the shower stall, Mattie purred as he washed her long air. He massaged her scalp with as much care as he’d lavished on the rest of her body. His hard cock was nestled against her back, yet he took his time making any obvious moves, as she did. They let gentle touches telegraph their desires. Yes, this was love in all its wondrous connotations. 

Sighing, she turned and nuzzled against his shoulder. “I love you, too, Wil. It’s a shame it took so long to realize it.” 

“But it’s only important that we did.” He kissed her forehead. 

With arms around each other, they stood. Wil twisted off the water, then wrapped a big, thick towel around them. Each taking an end, they patted the other dry—or used their tongues to lick the water drops away. 

“Sorry I don’t have a blow dryer for your hair.” He dotted kisses to her nipples. 

Mattie cradled his head. “I’ll make do.” 

 “Mmm...” He traced his tongue down the valley of her breasts to her navel. After a little dance there, he wandered lower. 

Mattie braced herself against the shower stall and opened herself to him. Alternate nips and gentle sucks pulled her clitoris to full attention. He probed her slick opening with two thick fingers, nudging her G-spot while he mapped each centimeter. Mattie gave herself over to the wonder. A third finger caressed her anus, using her juices as lubricant. Gently he passed that barrier. Mattie’s breath caught at the sensation. Slow thrusts in both places pulled her higher. She squeezed his fingers in response. He replied with a low groan that sent shivers through her body. Hand braced against her ass, Wil sucked her clitoris between his teeth. 

She cried out, clutching his head to her as she came. The waves subsided slowly. Her head buzzed as she came back to earth. Mattie was barely conscious of hearing him wash his hands. Then she was cradled in his arms, carried to his room and bed, where he laid her in the center. His lips found hers as he pressed down and deep into her. He thrust his cock slowly, just as he had with his fingers. Mattie joined, letting him set the pace, while she indulged her need to mold her fingers against his back and ass, his chest and arms, everywhere she could touch. The end was longer in coming this time, but no less supreme. That they came together seemed to verify what her heart already knew—this was forever. 

The shared kisses and caresses of after-love were interrupted by the sound of her cell phone blasting out Beethoven’s “Ode To Joy.” 

Wil chuckled. “How appropriate is that song right now.” 

Mattie laughed and hugged him tight. “Very ... but a bit of an intrusion at the moment.” 

He dusted his fingers down her ribs. “Not going to answer it?” 

“Nope.” 

The ringing stopped, only to start again. Stop, start. Stop, start. 

“Persistent. I’ll get your purse. It could be your mom and dad.” He kissed her nose and went to retrieve it, while Mattie propped herself against the headboard. 

She was finger-combing the tangles from her hair when Wil returned. She plucked her cell from her purse and glanced at the display. “Sid ... my publicist. Another warning, you might not like longshoreman/truck driver Mattie very much either.” She punched the talk key. “Sid, have you lost your fucking mind?” 

Wil smiled and flopped down beside her. 

* * * * 

Wil tried not to laugh out loud. Truck driver Mattie could stay. So could intimidating-as-hell Tilda Baker. They were all part of the woman he loved. Besides, the man deserved to be railed at if he really went behind Mattie’s back as she suspected. 

“If you do, you’ll regret it. I said no and I meant it, Sid. I’m very upset with you and nothing you can say or do will make up for it. I understand the man needs a cover, but find someone else besides me. Better yet ... you do it. After all, Guy is much more your type than mine. Maybe it’s time you both came out of the closet.” She terminated the call and shoved the phone back into her purse. 

“I’m guessing Sid’s gay?” He pulled her into his arms. 

“Yeah ... he’s been seeing someone for quite a while and is very secretive about who it is.” She twirled her fingers through his chest hairs. “He said he was going to bring Guy to the reunion picnic tomorrow. Can you believe it?” 

“Hence the threat about regretting it. What if he does?” 

Mattie flicked her finger absentmindedly over his nipple while she thought about that ... and nearly drove him nuts while she did so. “He’s a great publicist. I’d hate to have to fire him. But ... I swear if he shows up there tomorrow with Guy, I’ll ... I’ll...” 

“You’ll ... what?” 

“D.A.B. ‘em both.” 

EPILOGUE 
One Year Later 
“Actress Tilda Baker wed her high school sweetheart, Wil Clark, heir to Clark Industries—yes! that Clark—in a private ceremony today. The couple became reacquainted with each other at their high school reunion last year. They spent their courtship raking up some serious frequent flyer miles to and from London while Tilda filmed Camelot. 

“The bride wore her mother’s wedding dress in a tradition she says she hopes she can pass down to her own daughter one day. Although the couple had made an agreement to not exchange gifts, the groom gifted our beautiful Tilda with a brand-new perfume designed for her. Tentatively called D.A.B., because Clark says our Tilda dazzles, allures, and bewitches him, Clark Industries expects to have the scent available to the public later this year. We wish the couple many happy returns and look forward to having a little D.A.B. of our own. 

“In a move that surprised few, Guy Wolf confirmed all speculation today. Yes, he’s gay. The actor says he made the announcement for several reasons. He hoped the present climate was more tolerant of his lifestyle and that it wouldn’t deter people from watching his films. He’s been in a committed relationship with publicist Sid Caldwell for five years and just didn’t want to hide it anymore. 

“Tilda Baker and Guy Wolf are starring in the remake of Camelot, to be released next month. Preliminary reviews on this one are: ‘Love was definitely in the air when this film was made’; ‘If you see one movie this year, this is the one’; ‘Not to miss!’ This reporter will be first in line—for the movie and the perfume.” 

