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Angela West is a romance author whose muse has flown the
coop since her ex-husband left her for a younger woman. She forgot about sex
and lust, until a new man started delivering her mail.


Bastien, a mocha-skinned god with a Cajun accent, is the new
mail carrier, and his smoldering looks promise more than politeness--much, much
more.


Deciding to throw caution to the wind and not live
vicariously through her characters, Angela seduces Bastien, but instead of a
one-night fling she finds something more in his arms. Yet, Angela has been
burned before and doesn’t know if she can let her heart be hurt again.
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Chapter One


 


When the clock chimed ten in the morning my heart beat a
little bit faster. I ran to the front window and peeked through the drapes,
from the open window I could hear my neighbor’s mailbox squeaking. I could also
hear the sound of his iPod blasting out a steady beat of hip-hop music, which
kept him moving as he walked his route. Usually I wasn’t this excited about the
prospect of getting mail—that was until about four months ago, when the mail
started coming later.


I was very pleased to find out why when I met the new
mailman Bastien.


Letting the curtain I was clutching drop back into place I
ran to the entranceway and stood in front of the mirror above the cherry wood
table where I usually dumped my keys. I straightened my tight, white halter top
and ran a hand over my already-smooth hair.


I can’t believe I’m going to do this.


It was something I had been fantasizing about for months,
ever since Bastien had started delivering the mail in my neighborhood. I had
been living a somewhat cloistered life since my divorce. I settled into a
routine, and the days began to blur into one another. It was the day I went out
at eight to get my mail and it wasn’t there. It freaked me out. It was part of
my routine, it broke up my day.


So I waited in my sweats, clutching a cup of coffee watching
for Hank the mailman. Instead I learned that morning Hank had retired and was
replaced by a thirty-something, muscle-honed, ebony Adonis.


The Adonis handed me my mail, tipped his hat and said
“Ma’am” in a honeyed southern drawl that made my toes curl in my Crocs. His
chocolate eyes seemed to take me, and I couldn’t help but picture all the
naughty things we could do together. Yet, in my shocked state of mind, all I
could do was push my glasses back up the bridge of my nose, take the mail and
then run inside to hide my crazy, bag lady-type appearance from him.


Bastien delivered the mail around ten in the morning. He
always had a bright smile and a suggestive look in his eyes. I began to
fantasize about him when I pleasured myself at night—it was his face, his body
I pictured thrusting into me.


The mailman of all people!


Bastien was not the typical hero I wrote about. I was a
romance writer, I wrote to people’s fantasies. I wrote about cowboys,
swashbucklers, leather-clad bad boys. Never in my wildest dreams would I have
ever thought about writing an erotic romance about a mailman—a sweet, smiling
and very courteous postal worker.


Still, Bastien wasn’t what you would call the typical
mailman. At least not the type I was used to seeing. Bastien was
broad-shouldered and had rippling muscles and a smile like Denzel Washington.
His smile brightened my day, made me feel like a giddy schoolgirl with her
first crush. I hadn’t felt this alive in a long time. My divorce has certainly
sucked the life out of me—in fact I had been dwelling in a writer’s block for
some time. When Bastien showed up and gave me a glimpse of his sweet southern
charm, my muse became fired, among other things.


I found reasons to be waiting by the door for my mail.
Suddenly my neglected garden was getting much-needed attention—digging in the
dirt, weeding was the perfect excuse. Also pretending to just be going out as
he walked up was another of my favorites.


We always had a nice chat before he carried on his way. I
was the last house on his delivery route. Of course I never got past the
initial pleasantries. What I wanted to do was throw myself in his arms and beg
him to take me. I knew I was a few years older than he and really, what would a
young stud like him want with me?


I decided to take a leaf out of one of my own books. I was
going seduce Bastien and pray it didn’t blow up in my face and he didn’t laugh
at me. I thought he wanted me though, I saw the way his eyes raked over my body
the other day. There was lust there, and I didn’t want a relationship. I just
wanted no-strings-attached sex.


I wanted to be fucked.


And dammit I was going to take the chance for once. I was
tired of living vicariously through my characters.


Steady girl. I smoothed my hair once again as the
sound of his iPod blasting muffled music floated through the open window. I
could hear his footsteps coming up my gravel walkway, and I knew today he would
have to ring the doorbell. Today he was delivering a package from a certain
adult shop, one I would have to pay C.O.D. for. And the money for this package
was in the bottom drawer of the dresser in my bedroom.


The doorbell rang and I sucked in a deep breath. Go for
it, don’t chicken out now. I flung open the door the butterflies in my
stomach seemed to be on some sort of roller-coaster ride as I met Bastien’s
lazy smile. My fingernails were digging into the wood of the doorframe as I
tried to quell the quaking in my body. This was a bold move for hermit like me.


“Good morning, Miss West.” His southern accent poured over
me like warm liquid honey. “I have a large package her for you, a C.O.D.” I
watched as he flipped open his almost-empty mail bag and pulled out the
innocuous brown-paper package.


“How much?” I stared at the package, feigning interest in
its contents, even though I knew exactly what was lying under the wrapping
paper.


“Twelve fifty exactly,” he smiled up at me again, those
chocolate eyes raking my body. My nipples hardened under his appreciative gave,
my blood firing and my body humming with anticipation. He was looking at my
outfit. My tennis outfit that consisted of a short, pleated, white skirt and
halter top. “Going to hit a few balls?” he asked innocently.


I tried not to choke on his remark. I smiled brightly up at
him and took the package from him. My fingers brushing his hand, his skin hot
and soft. I cleared my throat and tucked the box under my arm.


“You could say that. Actually, you better come inside—my
money is up in my dresser.”


Bastien cocked an eyebrow and I panicked for a second.
Relief swept through me as he nodded. “Sure, I could do with some AC before I
start the long hike back to my truck.” I stepped aside as Bastien entered my
house and shut the door behind me. He was standing in the entranceway, staring
up at the cathedral ceiling.


“I’m sorry if I’m keeping you from your work.”


“Nah, I have the afternoon off. Once I deliver your package
I am as free as a bird.”


Yes my body seemed to scream in excitement. I cleared
my throat and steadied my resolve once more. “Well, I’ll get that money for
you. Just follow me.” I brushed past him, but if he had any qualms about
following me he didn’t let on. He dropped his now-empty mail bag by the door
and slipped off his sneakers.


Walking up the stairs ahead of him, I was glad I decided
against wearing panties under my skirt when I heard him suck in a deep breath.
He was getting a good view of my bare ass. I paused on the landing and raised
one leg up on the next step.


“Sorry, just an itch.” I put the package down and leaned
over to scratch the nonexistent itch on my ankle. Bastien murmured something
under his breath as he got an unfettered view of my shaved pussy. “There,
that’s better.” I flashed him a winsome smile as I picked up the box and
continued my way up the rest of the stairs, wondering if his cock was growing
hard under that uniform of his.


I wandered into my bedroom and tossed the parcel on my
king-sized bed. When I turned around I saw Bastien was lingering in the
doorway, standing there uncertain.


“Come on in.”


Bastien took a step inside and I bent over to retrieve the
money from the bottom drawer of my dresser.


“Jesus,” he whispered, his voice hitching in his throat.


“Pardon?” I asked, turning around.


“Nothing.” He rubbed the back of his neck and looked up my
ceiling again. I could see a fine sheen of sweat breaking across his brow in my
air-conditioned house.


“Oh.” I batted my eyelashes, my stomach doing flip-flops, my
whole body alive and yelling at me to throw myself in his arms. Instead I held
out the money to him, my hand shaking slightly. “Here you go.”


Bastien reached out and took the money from me, his fingers
brushing my skin, searing me with his heat. I closed my eyes and let out a
sigh, biting my lip as I pictured his hands kneading my breasts. When I looked
at him he was still standing there, staring at me, his brown eyes now dark with
raging lust a promising sign he might stay. He had his money for the C.O.D.,
yet he remained frozen on the spot.


“Thanks,” he murmured as he looked in confusion at the money
in his hand. Like he had forgotten why he had come up here. He shifted back and
forth on his feet and then nervously rubbed the back his neck again.


“Well, I suppose you have a girlfriend or someone special to
get back to this afternoon?”


It was actually something I had overlooked and just occurred
to me that a man this fine would probably be attached.


“No, I have no one. I was planning to watch some TV, maybe
have a beer.” He looked up at me. His eyes were like two dark pools of obsidian
and twinkling. “Was the package something you’ve been waiting on for a long time?”


“Oh this?” I walked over and picked up the parcel peeling
off the brown wrapping paper. I was usually private about my sex toys. Not even
my ex-husband saw them, not that he would have approved. He wasn’t secure in
his own sexuality, it was a man’s job to pleasure a woman by thrusting in and
out of her, and that was all there was to it. I opened the box and smiled in
appreciation at what was inside. “No, I haven’t been waiting a long time, but
it’s very much needed. In fact this is going to be a definite life saver.”


“Really?”


“Yes, this came at the perfect time I think.” I pulled out a
thick, long ebony dildo. It was a lifelike dildo down to every last detail. My
blood heated with the thought of showcasing it in front of the man I had been
lusting after for so long. Looking up at him, I could see it was having the
effect on him I wanted.


Bastien wasn’t disgusted, or shocked. In fact I could see
the firm bulge in the tight uniform shorts he wore. He was aroused by it.


“It’s an impressive package don’t you think?” I tried not to
cringe at my own blatant sexual innuendo.


A charming dimpled smile broke across Bastien’s face. “I’ve
seen better.”


“Have you?”


“Indeed I have, Miss West.” He took a step forward, closing
the gap between us. My hand was still clenched around the dildo, my eyes locked
with his. He wrapped his large hand around the one still holding the sexual
aid. “You say this is a life saver and what I don’t understand is why does a
beautiful woman like you need this?”


“It’s obvious. I haven’t had any sex since my now ex-husband
left me for a younger woman.”


Bastien looked visibly shocked. “Is he a fool?”


“I think so. Frankly I’m glad he’s gone, but I do have
urges…needs.” I moved in closer so my breasts brushed against his chest.


He leaned over, his breath hot on my neck. “I have needs
too. I’m new to this area and I haven’t had the luxury of woman’s company for a
long, long time.” He pulled the dildo from my hand and dropped it back in the
box. “If it’s need you want fulfilled I would be more than happy to oblige you,
Angela.”


I could feel the moisture pooling between my thighs, my
nipples hard, begging to be sucked and touched by him.


“So you think you can give me what I need better than what’s
in my package?”


“Oh I know I can.” He chuckled in a confident tone, a smile
tugging at the corner of his lips.


“Well, we shall see…”









Chapter Two


 


“Is that a challenge? For if it is, I cannot, as a southern
gentleman, back down from a challenge.”


I chuckled as he laid on the charm a little too thick,
playing the old southern genteel man. “It’s definitely a challenge. I don’t
know if you have what it takes to pleasure me as well as I know the dildo can.”
A lie, but I liked teasing him.


My teasing seemed to do the trick and a dangerous smile
spread across his face. Before I knew what was happening he scooped me up in
his strong arms and set me down on the bed. Bastien leaned over me, his eyes
dark, feral and full of desire.


“I can show you how a good southern boy is able to please a
lady better than any silicone device ever made.”


My heart beat triple time in my chest, my body fully aware I
was beneath him and totally at his mercy. I couldn’t remember the last time I
had desired a man like this, enough to let my inhibitions go. Only in my
fantasies and through the characters I created was I able to experience
something similar, but now I knew it wasn’t the same thing. Not really. This
was so much more. I was going to live it.


“Are you up for this, Angela?” His teeth brushed against my
earlobe, so close to biting me, like he was claiming me for his own.


“Yes.”


“Good.” Bastien pressed his body against mine, his hands
enclosing my wrists pinning me down on the mattress so I was utterly at his
mercy. My body thrummed with the thrill of it all. With the searing heat of his
body on mine, my pussy grew wet with need and anticipation. His breath was hot
against my neck.


“What are you doing to me?” My voice hitch as all the
possibilities flickered through my mind. Secret desires, needs, which I had
never shared with anyone.


“You’ll have to wait and see, but first I think I’m going to
taste every single, last inch of you.” He let go of my wrists and then whipped
my halter top off, freeing my breasts.


His mouth captured one of my nipples, sending a jolt of pure
pleasure, like an electric shock, through my body. A moan escaped my lips as
his tongue swirled around it.


“You like that, angel?”


I murmured in approval, both from what he was doing and his
little pet name for me. Arching my body so I could press closer to him, so I
could feel all of him, I wanted Bastien as close to me as physically possible.


“Patience, angel, I won’t continue unless you remain still.”


I froze. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted him to continue
so badly.


“Good girl.” He chuckled. His lips found my breasts again,
his tongue swirling around my coral nipples. I could feel his teeth brushing
against my sensitive skin, nipping me lightly. His other hand trailed lower
down over my skirt to my thigh, leaving a trail of gooseflesh in its wake.
Instinctively I opened my legs and felt Bastien’s strong hand slide up under my
skirt.


He groaned as his fingers touched my slick, wet folds.
Eagerly arching my hips against his hand, I wordlessly begged for Bastien to
rub my clit and finger me.


“Jesus, angel,” he moaned into my neck, but he obliged by
rubbing my pussy. “You’re so damn wet.”


Bastien stood up and undid the buttons of the side of my
tennis skirt and pulled it away. His eyes were feral as his gaze drifted over
my clean-shaven pussy.


“You know it’s not really fair that I’m totally naked and
you’re still in your uniform. You wouldn’t want to get it dirty now would you?”
Standing up, I grabbed him by his collar and then slowly unbuttoned his crisp
cotton shirt. Usually uniforms did it for a girl. Well, not me. It was all
Bastien, and right now I wanted to see all of him. I wanted to run my hands
over his dark, hot skin.


I made quick work of his shirt, belt and shorts. No sooner
than I had unbuttoned them he was kicking them across the bedroom. I ran my
hands over his bare chest, raking my fingers over his pectorals and washboard
abs. I could feel his erection pressing against my stomach. It was hard and
thick. I let my hands trail lower, sliding his boxer briefs down before
stepping back to admire his cock.


Bastien was right—I was not disappointed.


Just as good as the little toy I had bought, only this one
was much better. It was attached to a very handsome man. The man of my
daydreams, which were just about to come true.


Bastien’s hot hands trailed down my back, cupping my ass and
pulling me close to him. Reaching down, I touched his cock, encircling my hand
around the base of his shaft. He sucked in a deep breath and closed his eyes.


Crouching down, I wanted to take him in my mouth, to taste
him, but he stopped me and pulled me up.


“No, angel, I’m a true gentleman.” He pushed me down on the
bed into the supine position. Parting my thighs, he knelt between them flashing
a devilish smile. “And a true gentleman always lets ladies go first.”


When his hot, wet tongue ran up my slit I nearly lost it.
“Oh God, Bastien, that feels so good.” I cupped my breasts and began to rub my
hard nipples.


“I want you to do something for me, angel.” He stopped his
ministrations.


“Anything.” And I meant it. I was willing to try almost
anything with him, as long as he kept up what he was doing.


“Anything?” he asked, intrigue evident in his voice.


“Yes, anything, Bastien. Anything.”


“I want you to touch yourself, angel. I want to watch you
pleasure yourself.”


Even though I wanted him between my legs, or thrusting in
and out of me, I obliged him. I had promised him anything. Letting my hand
trail slowly down over my belly to my pussy, I let my fingers move slowly up
and down my slit, him watching me touch myself in a way I had only done in
private. Having his eyes fixed on me as I masturbated gave me an erotic and
naughty thrill.


“How does it feel?” His eyes darkened, filling with lust.
“Tell me how you feel.”


Opening the folds of my labia, I began to rub my clit,
circling it with my fingertips. “It feels so good.”


“You’re making me harder, just watching you touch yourself.”


“I want you inside me.” And it was the truth. I was so wet
and ready for him. All I wanted was for him to take me. Yet he just stood
there, watching me, his cock erect, a bead of pre-cum glistening on the head. A
wave of pleasure washed through me, heating my blood. “Bastien, please. I want
you so bad.”


I arched my back, begging him to fuck me. Instead he moved
my hand away from my cunt. He parted my labia and I felt his tongue on my clit.


“You taste so good.” Bastien murmured as his tongue began to
flick my clit.


My body seemed to awaken from a deep slumber at the
sensation of his tongue against my clitoris, lapping it. It felt as if my whole
body was on fire knowing he was there, between my thighs, tasting me. His hand
slipped around to cup my ass, kneading the cheeks, bringing me harder against
his mouth.


In my ears I heard the loud moan escape pass my lips as I
circled my hips against his mouth. A ball of tension, of absolute pleasure,
built up deep within my belly. I was close and Bastien knew it. His tongue
swirled around my clit as two fingers slid into my pussy. He began to pump them
in and out. I tried to hold out. I wanted to come with his big black cock
buried deep inside me, but I couldn’t stand it any longer. I came, shattering
like fragile glass.


As I tried to catch my breath I heard him open a condom.
Before I had a chance to assist him, Bastien slid over me, his thick cock
sinking into my tight sheath still contracting from my mind-blowing orgasm.


“Jesus, angel, you’re so tight.”


Wrapping my legs around his slim waist, I hooked my ankles
together and pulled him tight against me as he moved slowly in and out of me.
God, I wanted him to take me faster. I wanted to feel him coming inside me. As
I watched him moving above me I felt goose bumps break across my skin. His big
strong hands were on my hips, controlling the rhythm and pace of our intimate
dance.


It wasn’t very long before Bastien began to quicken his
tempo. I arched my hips so every time he thrust forward his thick cock rubbed
my already-swollen clit.


I let go of my death grip on the sheets and cupped my
breasts. Our eyes locked in that moment, his dark and full of lust. My skin
fired and flushed under his intense gaze. Bastien was by far the most handsome
and sexiest man I had ever seen. Just watching him now as he fucked me was even
more arousing. I loved the way his muscles rippled under his smooth ebony skin
with every movement.


Acting on pure animal instinct, I ground my hips in an
answering rhythm to his thrusts. Bastien moaned, pulling me even tighter
against him.


That tense feeling began to build again like a flame in the
pit of my stomach, unfurling with every sure stroke. I was going to come again.
Another orgasm began to wash through my body, my pussy clenching his shaft as I
screamed in ecstasy. I had never come twice before, with a man that is.


“Ah fuck,” he cursed, his body taut. Bastien held himself
still as he came deep inside me. His body gradually relaxed and collapsed
beside me, his breath hot on my neck. “Angel, that was amazing.”






Chapter Three


 


I could feel my legs begin to shake as the aftermath of the
orgasms sent a welcome rush of endorphins through my body. I had never
experienced sex like that before, such a heady experience. Raw, almost
animalistic. His scent permeated my skin as he lay beside me. Leaning on an
elbow, he rested his head on his hand, a pleased look plastered across his
face. He lazily trailed his fingers up and down my arm.


“What are you so happy about?” I tried not to giggle, but I
felt so giddy.


“I think you know, angel.”


“Oh?”


Bastien chuckled softly. “Well, there’s that, but I think I
won the challenge, wouldn’t you agree?”


Leaning over, I kissed him, hard and urgent on his full lips
as an answer to his question. His hot tongue slipped past my lips, but only for
a moment before he broke it off.


“Do you mind if I have a shower before I claim my reward?”


“No, go ahead. There’s one through the walk-in closet.”


Bastien kissed me again. “Don’t you go anywhere, angel. I
mean to collect my winnings…all night long if need be.”


A shiver of anticipation coursed through me as I watched his
taut ass as he got off the bed and walked toward the bathroom. I couldn’t help
but think about how I would love to grab that tight butt as he pumped into me.
Just the thought of it made my nipples harden and I could feel the dampness
gathering between my thighs again.


The shower started, the familiar sound of water splashing
against the tile made me picture Bastien, water rivulets running down his body,
making his skin glisten. Sliding off the bed, I tiptoed to the bathroom. The
door was slightly open and I could hear the whirr of the ceiling fan. Peeking
inside, I could see his obscured reflection in the steamed-up mirror. He had
one arm braced against the wall, while the other hand moved in a rapid
up-and-down motion.


My heart skipped a beat, he was masturbating. He was
touching that magnificent cock, pleasuring himself, which would not do. I
wanted to be the one to do that for him.


Slipping into the bathroom, I crept into the walk-in shower.
Bastien was startled, his hand still wrapped around his shaft as he looked up
at me in surprise. Then he looked embarrassed.


“Sorry, angel. I started thinking about you and, I just
couldn’t help myself.”


“That’s why I came in here. I wanted you again.” I pushed
him roughly against the wall as the water poured down his back. Squatting in
front of him, because frankly the tiles would dig into my knees, I scraped my fingernails
down his thighs.


“Angel, what are you doing?” he asked, his voice hitching
his throat. Though I had no doubt in my mind he knew what I was about to do,
what I had wanted to do earlier.


Moving his hand away, I ran my hands up to his belly, and then
down slowly, lightly brushing his cock. Bastien took a quick intake of breath.


“What are you doing to me?” He sighed.


“I think you know.”


By his murmur of pleasure he knew exactly what I was going
to do to him. His wet hands slipped into my hair as I dragged my tongue down
his shaft, then back up again. Luxuriating in the taste of his skin under my
lips. Bastien took another quick intake of breath, it hissed through his teeth
as I repeated my motion one more agonizingly slow time before quickly taking him
into my mouth.


He cried out and bucked his hips forward gently. I gripped
the base of his cock and slid my mouth up and off. Bastien growled in protest,
but only for a brief moment. I circled my tongue around the head of his cock,
applying pressure to the sensitive underside.


“Soc au’ lait!” he cried out. I really hoped it meant
something good in Cajun. I assumed so by the way he began to thrust his hips at
me, fucking my mouth, that it did indeed mean something satisfactory. By the
way he held my head, and his inaudible moans, I knew Bastien was ready to come.


“You have to stop now, angel.”


Bastien pulled out and helped me to stand. Then he let out a
frustrated growl as he pressed me against the warm, wet tile. His eyes were
sparkling with arousal and frustration.


“What?” My body thrumming, waiting for him to fuck me
against the wall.


“No condom.”


I laughed. “The little ornate box on the counter by the
sink.” I had planned for every situation.


With a rough kiss he left the shower, but soon was back with
a condom sheathing his cock. He pressed his body against me and captured my
lips with a passionate kiss. I slipped my legs around his waist and he plunged
into me hard and fast.


My fingers dug into his shoulder blades as he pounded into
me. I reveled in the feel of his thick, stiff cock pumping in and out of me.
Bastien braced his body with one arm against the wall as he slipped his other
hand down between us and rubbed my clit.


“Oh God,” I heard myself moan.


His thrusts became more urgent, faster, and shallow. He was
going to come soon. Bastien’s fingers rubbed my clit faster. He wanted me to
come with him. Soon the heady warmth began to tug at my belly and my muscles
clamped down as I came with him.


I unhooked my legs slightly, enough for him to slip out his
cock. Bastien set me down, the water washing away any evidence of our fast
coupling. My legs were shaking, they felt like jelly. Bastien turned off the
faucet and stepped out of the shower. He came back with a soft, terry towel for
me. One was already wrapped around his waist. Bastien gently wrapped the soft,
dry towel around my body.


With a devil-may-care smile, he swept me off my feet,
literally, and carried me back to the bed. Laying me down, he climbed beside
me, resting on his elbow once more.


“I think, angel, that was the best shower I ever had.”


“I gathered.” I laughed. “What was that you shouted?
Something about a sock?”


Bastien chuckled to himself. “You mean soc au’ lait?”


“Yes.”


“It simply means, wow, angel.”


“Well, it’s quite the compliment. I don’t think I have one
to compare.”


“Angel, after what just happened, soc au’ lait
doesn’t seem to cut it either. I doubt anything could.”






Chapter Four


 


“I think it’s time for my reward.”


His remark caught me off guard. I had been dozing when I
felt the featherlike touch of his fingers brushing my arm.


“I think you’ve got more than your just desserts my friend,”
I said dreamily, not opening my eyes. I heard him chuckle.


“Oh, but, ma chere, you promised you would do
whatever I wanted.”


“And what is it that you want, Bastien?”


A devious smile crept across his face. “Give me an hour.
I’ll be back, and you better be dressed to go for a ride.”


I cocked an eyebrow as I watched him leap out of bed and
start to pull on his crumpled uniform. He dressed quickly and grabbed his
discarded mailbag. He came over to the side of the bed and kissed me swiftly,
fiercely. His kiss holding a promise to come—and I was so looking forward to my
surprise.


“I’ll be back, one hour. Be ready.” He left the bedroom and
I listened to the sounds of his footfalls on the stairs and the door closing
echoing up from the foyer. What did he have in store for us?


A ride could mean so many things, but I had to be patient
and just…wait.


I hated being patient.


I was ready and waiting out on the front porch an hour later
dressed in some khaki pants and simple cotton blouse. I honestly had no idea
what kind of “ride” to expect and where it would lead us. This whole day, so
far, had been planned, but full of surprises.


What a contradiction.


The deep growl of a motorcycle engine roared up the street.
I looked up to see a big Harley with a leather-clad man sitting astride it. The
bike stopped in front of my house and as the engine shut off, butterflies began
to flutter in the pit of my stomach. Bastien revealed himself to be the hot,
bad boy on the Hog. He tucked his helmet under his arm and a mischievous smile
spread across his face.


I got to my feet. “That’s some ride.”


“I thought you might like it.”


I sauntered over to the Harley, running my finger along the
chrome, tracing the name as I walked the length of his impressive ride. A
shiver or anticipation ran down my spine at the delicious fantasy unfurled in
my mind, one I had harbored for many years. I wanted to be fucked on the back
of a Harley.


Bastien held out a helmet for me.


“You ready, angel?”


“Very.” Putting on the helmet, I slid on the seat behind
him, slipping my arms around his waist.


He revved the bike to life and I clenched him just a little
bit tighter. Sure it had been a fantasy, but I had never actually ridden on the
back of a Hog before.


“Don’t worry, angel. You’re safe with me.”


I nodded, but didn’t release my death grip on him. He took
off down the street. Slowly at first, easing me into the feel of the bike under
me—when we hit the road out of town Bastien gunned the engine and we were
racing across the tarmac. The bit of my hair, which hung out in a braid from
under my helmet, blew in the warm wind.


The vibrations from the bike’s engine between my thighs felt
so wild and powerful. It felt exhilarating—I felt so free.


We drove for about an hour until we came to a gravel road
that led down to some wooded cottages that dotted the sunset coast of Ontario.
Bastien eased up on the speed and took the gravel easily and I understood why.
As soon as we turned onto the gravel road tiny pebbles were kicked up from the
tires and began to pelt my legs. This is why bikers wore denim and leather. The
pebbles stung like a son of a bitch.


We passed several secluded drives that led off to the
cottages buried deep in wooded lots. I had no idea where he was taking me as we
reached the end of the main gravel road. A small, dirt footpath seemed to
disappear into the dense forest of pine and beech. The sign on the dirt trail
into the woods said Delarue.


Bastien turned down the path and navigated the bumpy dirt
footpath slowly, taking us into a secluded clearing by a white sand beach.


He stopped the bike and placed it on its kickstand. I let go
of his waist and took off my helmet. He had done the same and was staring up at
the canopy of leaves. The afternoon sun twinkled through the green and all
around us was the gentle whisper of the trees and the waves of Lake Huron
lapping at the sandy shore. We were utterly alone in a dream like Secret
Garden.


“What do you think?”


“It’s beautiful here.”


Bastien nodded. “And it’s mine. I aim to build a log home
here, near the water. I’m going to build it myself, with my bare hands.”


As I scanned the lot I then noticed some felled trees and a
foundation of a home worked into the ground.


“Wow that is some endeavor you’re undertaking.”


Bastien nodded succinctly. The pride was evident on his face
as he looked all around.


I turned on the seat and watched him in this place. A
southern boy in a Canadian forest, building a log cabin—he intrigued me in more
ways than one.


“So…why did you bring me here?”


Bastien turned around, peeling off his leather jacket. “For
my reward.”


I cocked an eyebrow, a thrill washing over me. Perhaps he
had the same fantasy as me after all.


“Your reward?”


He hung his jacket on the handlebar of the Harley, moving
closer to me like a predator about to make its kill. “You promised me you would
do anything I wanted.”


My nipples hardened under my cotton blouse. “Indeed I did.”


Bastien stood in front of me, his hands planted on the
leather seat on either side of me, looming over me. His eyes were dark with
passion, the sounds of the forest dissipated as I became totally focused on
him.


The heat from his body enveloping me, I spread my legs
slightly, inviting him to move closer.


“What do you have in mind?” I asked, hearing my voice
hitching in my throat.


Bastien didn’t answer me. Instead he began to undo the
buttons to my blouse. His hands were hot through the thin cotton. He pushed my
shirt down over my shoulders. At this moment I was very glad I decided against
wearing a bra. He cupped my breasts with his hands, kneading them as he leaned
over and captured my lips with his mouth. I ran my hands over his stomach and
down to his belt, slowly undoing it. I pulled it from the loops and tossed it
on the ground. With his belt out of the way I slipped my fingers between his
jeans and body, brushing the tip of his erect cock.


He quickly removed my hands. “Hold on to the seat, angel.”


I gripped the seat of the Harley as he took off my shoes and
then undid my pants. Hooking his fingers in the waist of my khaki pants, he
pulled down my trousers and underwear at the same so I was now totally naked,
on the back of his bike in the middle of the woods.


The wetness was pooling between my thighs. My excitement
getting the better of me as I watched him take off the rest of his clothes so
we were both naked. He held out a condom and I tore open the package and rolled
the rubber over his hard cock.


“Can’t litter,” he whispered as he laid a featherlight kiss
on my lips and tucked the wrapper in one of the Harley’s saddlebags on the back
of the bike.


“Now, where were we?” he asked lazily as he stepped between
my legs and began to stroke my pussy.


“You’re so wet,” he whispered in my ear, arousal thick in
his voice. He parted my labia and with two fingers he began to circle my clit.
“I think you know what I want, don’t you, angel?”


I nodded as warmth filled my belly. I wanted to thrust my
hips up against his fingers, but in this position, sitting on the back of the
bike, I was limited in my movements. The only thing holding up the Harley now
was a kickstand, and I was afraid of knocking it over onto its side.


“Tell me,” he demanded, his voice rough and raw with need.
“Tell me what I want to do to you.”


“You want to fuck me on the back of your bike.”


Bastien moaned. “That’s right, ma chere, I do. Turn
around.”


I slid off the seat and turned my back to him. I held on to
the Harley, resting my arms against the warm leather as I felt Bastien’s hands
on my hips. Thrusting back up at him, I waited for him to take me. I was wet
and ready for him.


“What should I do next, angel?”


“Take me, Bastien. Do me.”


Bastien moaned again and my plea was answered as his cock
entered me swiftly, stretching me, filling me so completely. My nails dug into
the seat as he began to thrust in and out of me.


Fucking me hard, fiercely.


He held my hips, guiding them back as he pumped into me. My
breasts bounced against the seat, my nipples grazing the warm leather. I bit my
lip to keep from screaming out, but it was no use. Soon I felt the contractions
begin as my orgasm built deep inside me.


Bastien sensed it, he pulled my hips tight against his cock
as his thrusts became more shallow, faster. I felt the muscles inside my pussy
clench and heard his guttural cry as he came with me.


It was hard and intense, and I held the seat of the bike
tightly, resting my face against the leather. My body spinning, legs shaking
from the aftermath of the orgasm.


Bastien helped me stand, my back pressed against his chest.
He was still breathing heavily as his strong arms wrapped around me. We didn’t
say anything to each other. We just stood there in a strange sort of pantomime.
I watched the waves crash against the sandy beach as Bastien’s free hand stroked
the skin on my shoulder.


The world around us seemed to pause, and I found myself
wanting to stay in this moment with him forever. Something, he probably didn’t
want.


Doubt overtook my senses then and I broke out of his embrace
and began to pick up my clothes.


“What are you doing?” Bastien asked.


“Getting dressed…or are we going for a naked hike?” I
teased.


Bastien chuckled. “Well, how about a swim. The other three
lots beside me are vacant, and most of the cottagers aren’t up during the week.
We would have this little stretch of the beach to ourselves.”


“Are you serious?” I asked in disbelief. “Someone could be
around. Someone might see us.”


Bastien shrugged and that mischievous smile crept across his
face, his eyes sparkling. “Come on, live a little. I dare you.”


I laughed and looked back at the beach. “Okay, last one in
is the rotten egg.” I dropped my trousers and ran toward the lake.


We never made it to the water.






Chapter Five


 


Eventually, after our romp in the woods, we made it back to
my place where we luxuriated in a long bath, and then another session of slow,
sensual lovemaking where I drifted off snuggled against his chest. I woke when
I felt someone staring at me.


Opening one eye, I saw Bastien was watching me again. It
wasn’t so much the fact he was staring at me—it was the way he was looking at
me. I couldn’t put my finger on it all I knew was I suddenly felt
self-conscious. Even though I shouldn’t, I just couldn’t bat away the nagging
self-doubt. This day, this seduction of Bastien was totally out of character
for me. I had acted like a wanton and in the afterglow I felt embarrassed. What
if he only thought of me now as an easy fuck? I sat up slowly pulling the
sheets over my breasts.


“Tsk, tsk.”


“What, did I commit some kind of faux pas?”


“What you just did. Shame.”


I looked around. “What did I just do?”


Bastien smiled deviously, a devilish glint to his eye—like
he was enjoying his torment of me.


“Oh come on, tell me. What did I do?”


“You covered that gorgeous body of yours.” He pushed me back
down against the pillows and peeled away the sheet, his dark eyes raking over
my body, stirring the not-so-cool embers of my blood. “There, that’s better.”


I felt a blush rise to the surface of my skin. Bastien made
me feel desirable, whereas my ex had never made me feel this way. With my ex it
had always been lights out, legs open.


“You’re beautiful, angel. I don’t understand how you can’t
see it.”


“Well, let’s just say my ex-husband never made me feel the
way you make me feel.”


“Then he was a blind fool,” Bastien said with a surprising
amount of ferocity. He loomed over me and parted my thighs with his knee. “He
didn’t know what he had.” He sat back on his heels and split my legs open
wider, trapping me there, making me vulnerable, and I could feel my pussy become
wet with want and desire. I wanted him to touch me, taste me, fuck me.


His eyes traveled over my body like a starved man. “How can
any sane man leave this?” he whispered, his hands lightly brushing a trail down
my body.


“Very easily,” I said, closing my eyes. “There was a younger
woman who had better tits and was at his beck and call.”


Bastien made the tsking sound under his breath again.
“Then he’s a bioque.”


“A what?”


“An idiot, angel.”


“I love the Cajun dialect, everything is so colorful.”


Bastien smiled lazily as he continued to trail his fingers
over my body. “Well, New Orleans is a very colorful, vibrant, city.”


“I bet. I’ve always wanted to go there.”


“It’s the best place in the world.”


“Then what made you leave the Big Easy for…for here? Not that
there’s anything wrong with here, but it’s not as exciting as New Orleans and
certainly not warmer.”


Bastien chuckled. “No, it’s certainly different. I like
Canada, it’s why I became a citizen. I’ve been up here for seven years, but
only in your town for a year.”


“So why leave New Orleans?”


His smile disappeared when I asked the question. His whole
demeanor changed and I regretted prying into his personal life, but it only
lasted for a moment. He shook his head and his boyish smile returned. “I needed
a change. Besides, London is c’est magnifique, great.”


“You’ll have to teach me some more. They’re quite colorful.”


“There’s a lot I can teach you, angel.”


“I need some more curse words for my ex.” After my
disastrous marriage I often wondered why I had married him, we didn’t fit
together. Bastien’s began to stroke my leg with the back of his knuckles and my
mind was soon wandering to other things, more pleasant thoughts like being on
top of him, pinning him to the mattress and riding his cock slowly. His fingers
trailed down to massage the inside of my thigh and I soon abandoned all
thoughts of my ex-husband. Now was not the time to be thinking about him.


“What would you like, angel?” Bastien asked dreamily.


“I think…I think I would like to go for a ride if you don’t
mind.”


He flashed a brilliant smile and I knew he wasn’t bothered
by my request at all. He moved away and lay on his back, preening. Bastien had
every right to be smug. I reached over to the nightstand and grabbed a condom,
opening the package and unrolling the condom down his hard, ebony cock. My
pussy grew wetter as I anticipated the thought of burying his hard shaft deep
inside me. Leaning over him, I straddled his hips. Bracing my weight with one
hand, I reached down and grabbed the base of his cock guiding it to the
entrance of my cunt. Bastien inhaled sharply as I rubbed the head of his cock
against my labia.


“Cherie, you’re killing me.”


I smiled. I had been waiting for him to use that particular
endearment. I had always found his Cajun accent sexy, in particular that word.


“Please, ma cherie,” Bastien begged.


It was all the encouragement I needed. I lowered myself onto
his cock. All the way down until he was buried deep inside me. He let out a
moan and some more Cajun words that I would ask him about later.


I moved my hips slowly, sliding up and down his cock.
Bastien’s hands grasped my hips as I rode him. His hand slipped down and found
my clit, he began to rub it in time to my movement, and soon I began to quicken
the pace.


“Angel,” he moaned as I moved faster. I could feel my orgasm
building deep in the pit of my stomach. Bastien began to thrust upward, holding
my hips with one hand. His fingers digging into my flesh, holding me tight
against him as I fucked him, his other hand circling my clit as I came. My cunt
clenched his cock and Bastien’s body tensed as he came soon after.


I collapsed against his chest, listening to the beating of
his heart as a pesky thought crept into the back of mind, scaring me, thrilling
me.


I could really fall for a guy like Bastien.






Chapter Six


 


Bastien was sleeping, lying on his stomach with arms tucked
under his head, only a thin sheet covering his taut butt. He stayed the night—I
hadn’t meant for it to happen. This was just supposed to be a quickie, and now,
watching him sleeping, my mind began to entertain the idea of seeking something
more.


After he made to love to me, we had been spooning, but I
slipped away. I had to separate myself from him. When my husband had left me, I
had guarded my heart against ever falling into the relationship trap again. I
didn’t want to set myself up for disappointment and heartache—and I had wanted
no strings attached.


I left and had a shower and changed, but this time into
something “more me”. The clothes I lived in every day, comfy jeans and a
T-shirt. My hair was still damp and in a ponytail, and not a bit of makeup on
my face. My usual attire, the way I felt the most comfortable. I think my
non-glam appearance was one of the reasons my husband left me.


“You’re an embarrassment. Why can’t you dress up the way
other wives do?”


Shaking my head, I dispelled him from my mind. Frankly, it
had been relief when he left me. I often chastised myself for not pulling the
plug on our relationship sooner, but I had been afraid of being alone back
then. After a year of marriage to my ex the scales fell of both of our eyes and
we realized we didn’t see eye to eye on a lot of things. When he left, it
lifted a huge burden off my shoulders. I welcomed the solitude of my quiet
home, but now, after sharing a day and a night with Bastien, I never realized
how empty my house actually was.


And it frightened me.


Watching Bastien, I wondered if that was the image he
preferred as well. Someone who wore designer clothes, the elegant and
feminine-looking woman who would meet him at the door with his slippers and his
pipe, waiting for him to come home, just like my ex had expected me to do.


I didn’t expect any relationship from Bastien when I offered
him sex. I barely knew him really. He was just my mailman.


A fling.


Now I wanted to know more. I wanted him for more than just a
fleeting moment of ecstasy. The real question was if a thirty-two-year-old man
would want to a divorcée hurtling toward forty.


“Hey,” he said a bit dreamily as he rolled over to his side
and looked at me through sleepy eyes. “What time is it?”


“It’s nine a.m., do you have to be somewhere?”


“No, angel, I don’t. I just didn’t want to sleep the day
away and not be able to sleep tonight.” He sent her a querulous look. “What are
you doing way over there?”


“I didn’t want to sleep the day away either.” I stood up.
Afraid of taking the chance, the doubt overtaking my common sense. “I have
deadlines to meet, so I thought if you were resting I would get some work
done.”


“Oh,” he said quietly. “Well…yeah I should grab a shower and
head out. My roommates are probably wondering if I’m dead or something.”


I smiled, trying not to betray the disappointment.


What did you expect? You gave him the brush-off.


Bastien strode over to me, cupping my face in his strong,
rough hands. He was staring down at me with an odd look on his face.


“What?” I suddenly felt very self-conscious about the way he
was looking at me.


“Nothing, angel.” He leaned down and kissed me gently on the
lips. The kiss was tender, like a butterfly kiss. It was as if he was saying
goodbye, maybe thank you. It tasted bittersweet. He smiled at me again, his
thumb brushing over my cheek, and then he walked away from me, heading to the
bathroom for a shower.


Even though he hadn’t left my house, I felt empty—like he
was already gone. As I looked around the room I saw the package, the thing that
had started it all. It had fallen to the floor. I walked over to it and gave it
a swift kick so it slid under my bed. Out of sight and unused. I couldn’t look at
it.


Bastien had been right—he was exactly what I had needed and
I was terrified.


* * * * *


I couldn’t bear an awkward goodbye. So, like the coward I
was, I left a note. Even though I knew I was being an idiot, which was the
biggest pet peeve in my business. Yet, I had done it. I had left a note making
an excuse about having a meeting, and thanking him for a wonderful time. For it
was what I set out to do. No-strings-attached sex. I decided to be brave for
once in my life and break out of my shell.


Now, as I sat behind the wheel of my Jetta, [bookmark: stopped]parked
in the mall parking lot and listening to boring talk radio, I regretted the
path of stupidity that I had just ventured down.


I’m like a too-stupid-to-live heroine.


“If I were a character from one of my books, by all rights I
should be dead.” Groaning, I gripped the steering wheel and proceeded to bang
my head against it. I knew if I had written a character like this, it wouldn’t
have been the leading lady. It would have been a secondary nuisance whom I
would’ve killed off by now.


Why am I doing this?


I should be at my house, facing the fear of rejection and
telling Bastien that I wouldn’t mind seeing him again—seeing if it could lead
anywhere. Turning the key in the ignition, I drove home, hoping I wasn’t too
late.


As soon as I pulled into the driveway, my stomach was in
knots. I opened the door and hurried inside, but he was already gone. His
sneakers were no longer by the door and the note had disappeared from the
entrance table.


What did you expect? Still, my heart sank. Such was
the fate of the too-stupid-to-live heroine. They made idiotic mistakes that
cost them dearly and made readers want to punch them out before they threw the
book at their wall.


Right now, the way I felt, I deserved that punch in the
head. I dropped my keys on the table and made sure the front door was locked. I
climbed the stairs slowly, like I was on some sort of forced march. The silence
of my bedroom was overwhelming.


The emptiness had never bothered me before, even when I had
been married. I relished the evenings when my ex worked late. I loved the
solitude.


But after a day and a night in Bastien’s arms, I resented
the empty bedroom. It felt too quiet. The bed was too large and seemed cold. It
was then I saw the package was on my bed. Bastien had retrieved it from
underneath. I couldn’t help but think it was a message from him.


Finality to the ecstasy we shared?


I didn’t know, and it didn’t matter. I had blown any chance
I might have had with Bastien—and my mistake was a bitter pill to swallow
indeed.


* * * * *


The weekend was hard. I couldn’t concentrate on anything. I
sat in front of my blinking computer screen, angry with myself, and reliving
the pleasure Bastien had given me over and over again. The connection we had.
The fates were taunting me.


The more I mulled it over the more I came to the realization
he was the type of guy I could really fall in love with—if I had been smart of
enough to give it a chance to develop more and hadn’t been dumb enough to blow
it.


When the doorbell rang it stirred me out of my morose
thoughts, making my heart skip a beat. I hoped it was him, the two days we had
been apart were hard. In a way I had dreaded Monday coming, I was afraid to
face him, but I knew it had to be done.


As I opened the door I was expecting him to be standing
there, like he always did with that incorrigible smile and the mail in his
hand, yet no one was there. But something had been left on the steps. A single
red rose, and as I bent down to pick it up I saw him at the end of my driveway,
leaning against his Harley.


My knees began to shake at the sight of him in leather and
denim, with big shit-kickers.


“Hi there,” he said pleasantly enough, but he didn’t smile
and I couldn’t see his eyes through the dark sunglasses.


“Hey, yourself, don’t you have work?”


“I took the day off…I needed to figure some things out.”


“Things?”


Bastien didn’t answer. He reached behind him and held out a
helmet. “Want to go for a ride?”


“Sure. Let me just grab my purse.”


I ran back into my house, grabbed my purse and keys and
locked up. Bastien was already sitting astride the bike, his strong legs
holding the machine up. The helmet I was to wear was sitting on the seat. He
didn’t look back as I fastened the helmet, jammed my purse in the saddlebag and
slipped behind him. I got the feeling his was pissed off, and rightly so. I was
still beating myself up over my cowardice. I wrapped my arms around his waist.
He turned the key and the bike shook with the rumble of the motor. Without a
word to me he gunned the throttle and took off down the road.


Even though I had already ridden on his bike, I still wasn’t
used to it. I clung to Bastien for dear life, resting my head against his back
and closing my eyes, praying for a second chance as he drove us somewhere.


Bastien drove for at least any hour before finally pulling
into a small wooded park on the beach. Lake Huron’s blue water sparkled under a
high noon sun. The beach was deserted since it was September and the kids were
back in school. I was thankful for the solitude.


“Why are we here?”


“I like the water,” Bastien said quickly. “I grew up in New
Orleans. I have to be near water every once and a while. It clears my mind.
Helps me think.” He put the kickstand down and took off his helmet. “Come on,
let’s go for a walk.”


I set my helmet down beside his. He stood there waiting for
me, his arm extended. I took his hand and we walked toward the beach, still
within sight of his motorcycle.


Bastien said nothing. I could feel the tension between us. I
wanted to say something, but I knew it would only make it worse. I was the
villain here after all. We stopped and Bastien looked out over the water. The
only sound was a few gulls circling and the water lapping against the sand.


“I don’t think I really told you the reason I left New Orleans
and came to London, did I?”


“Only that you wanted a change.”


A small half smile curled his lips, but he still didn’t look
at her. “I needed a change all right.”


“Why? What caused the need for change?”


“A woman.” He looked at me then. “She broke my heart.”


A wave of remorse washed over me. “Bastien I—”


He silenced me by raising his hand. “I’m not looking for an
answer, angel. I know you’ve been hurt too. I just wanted you to know that you
were the first woman I’ve been with since my heart was broken five years ago. I
followed her here. We were happy for a while. Then she broke my heart and
returned to Louisiana. I stayed here, and I haven’t been with anyone since.”


“Five years? You haven’t been with anyone?”


“Nope. Trust issues. I needed time to heal, and I was
angry.”


“Weren’t you lonely?”


“Weren’t you when you got divorced?” he asked pointedly.


“Maybe…yeah I guess I was. Though I didn’t want to admit it
to myself.”


“Me too,” he said quietly. “Honestly, I didn’t know if I
could trust another woman, let alone think about going into another
relationship. My heart was shaken to its core, and then I started delivering
mail to your house. I saw you and I felt alive again.”


“The first time you delivered to my house I was a wreck.” I
laughed uneasily. “I had been up all night, my hair was frazzled. I think I was
wearing different-colored socks even.”


“It didn’t matter to me. Besides you’re gorgeous and I saw
something more in you then, angel. I looked forward to working, thinking I
might catch a glimpse of you.” Bastien laughed and turned to face her. “The
days you didn’t get mail…well let’s just say I didn’t enjoy those days.”


I felt a blush creep up my neck. “Honestly, I liked getting
bills after you came along.”


He brushed my cheek with his thumb. “I just need to know,
was it just about the sex? Was that all you were interested in?”


As I looked deep into his eyes I could see he was hoping my
answer was no. He had been used before, and it was apparent to me he didn’t
want to be burned again. Neither did I.


“Honestly, at first I was.”


His expression saddened and he lowered his head. I cupped
his face in my hands so he was looking at me again. “At first I was. I wanted
to do something so unlike me, to force myself out of the slump I had been in. I
needed to do something bold and daring, like the women I write about, but after
being with you, I knew that it wasn’t just the sex. When I walked away from you
I was scared and stupid. I wanted more than just a fuck and it frightened me,
because I never wanted to feel this way again. Vulnerable.”


“You want more?”


“I want to get to know you, Bastien, before I decide whether
or not to walk away from you. Or vice versa. You could decide to walk away from
me.”


Bastien smiled then, drawing me up in his arms. I wrapped my
arms around his waist as he ran his hands through my hair.


“Angel, I don’t think I could ever tire of you.” He leaned
in close and pulled me into a passionate kiss that made me melt.


When the kiss ended I laid my head on his chest as he held
me. I felt so safe in his strong arms, like I belonged here.


“I’m sorry if I hurt you, Bastien. It was never my
intention.”


“It’s all right, angel. It’s why I came back. I had to find
out for sure, it didn’t seem like you. I knew you wouldn’t have just run away.
Something spooked you.”


I looked up at him. “Well, I would still like to make it up
to you.”


A devious smile spread across his face. “Oh you’ll make it
up to me, angel, of that I have no doubt.”


A shiver of anticipation ran down my spine at the predatory
look in his eyes. I had no doubt he would make me pay for my foolish mistake,
and I was looking forward to every moment of it.
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We appreciate hearing reader opinions about our books. You
can email us at Comments@EllorasCave.com.
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Desire


Rain God


 


Print books by Amy Ruttan


 


Finely
Aged anthology


Fox’s
Bride


Sweet
anthology


Tantalizing
Treats anthology


Tempting
Turquoise anthology


 









 


Discover for yourself why readers can’t get enough of the
multiple award-winning publisher Ellora’s Cave. Whether you prefer e-books or
paperbacks, be sure to visit EC on the web at www.ellorascave.com for an erotic
reading experience that will leave you breathless.
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