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Maggie’s just decided she’s been stood up when she bumps
into hard-bodied guitarist Calvin—literally. Once the shock of their abrupt
meeting wears off, Calvin asks Maggie out for a drink and she figures, why not?
She’s all dressed up for a date…just not this one.


She enjoys his company, even if he’s only twenty-seven and
she’s forty…something. And while witty conversation’s all good, they’re just as
compatible in bed. One drink turns into multiple romps between the sheets. He’s
old enough to know how to make love to a woman and young enough to look damn
fine doing it…and doing it. He even manages to convince Maggie she’s still
pretty hot herself.


Now if he would just stop serenading her with that infernal
Rod Stewart song.
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Chapter One


 


The sound of a gently strummed guitar roused Maggie from
sleep. Eyelids flickering open, she saw Calvin sitting in the tufted chair next
to the bed, his acoustic guitar on his lap. A lazy smile tugged at her lips.


“What are you doing?” she asked.


“Good morning, babe.” He shifted his grip on the fretboard
to strike a chord and then slid his fingers back to another. “I’m serenading
you…obviously.”


“Is it after ten?” Maggie sat up, stretched.


“Of course. And there’s coffee on your nightstand.”


With delight, she picked up the steaming mug and
inhaled—Viennese roast, her favorite. The first sip slid down her throat,
smooth as velvet.


He turned his attention to the guitar again and started
singing under his breath.


She rolled her eyes. “You know I hate that song.”


Calvin chuckled, a boyish gleam in his hazel eyes. “But I’m
sure Rod Stewart wrote it for you.”


“Contrary to popular belief, I am not that old.”


Continuing to strum the melody, he shook his head. “That’s
not what I meant.”


As Maggie’s gaze roamed over the young man’s taut, muscular
body, she noticed he was sitting there stark naked, the guitar covering some of
his most admirable attributes.


Her eye grew wide. “What have I done to deserve a morning
serenade with you au naturel?”


“You don’t remember?” he asked, plucking individual notes.


A gust of wind outside the bedroom window drew her
attention. The great oak out back danced, shaking loose a few vermillion
leaves.


“Of course I remember,” she murmured, setting down her cup
and rising from the bed. Smoothing her silk nightie over her ample curves, she
padded across the shag carpet and kissed his soft cheek. “Happy anniversary,
baby.”


He stopped playing and set aside the guitar, revealing a red
ribbon around his cock. “Are you ready for your present?”


Clapping a hand over her mouth, Maggie let out a yelp of
amusement. “You’re certifiable, you know that?”


She caught a glimpse of herself in the dresser mirror. Messy
blonde curls cascaded down to her shoulders and her eyes looked a little puffy
from sleep. Skin not quite as fresh and tight as his—maybe the morning sun
really did show her age, as the song stated. Still, not bad for a women of
forty-something.


Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her onto his lap.
She twined her fingers through his longish bronze hair. A hungry smirk on his
face, he brushed his lips over hers. She felt his cock twitch against her
thigh.


“We should unwrap you before you cut off your circulation,”
she said, pulling one end of the ribbon.


He sank to the floor, holding her body against his and
tucking her beneath him.


Pressing her lips to his, she wrapped her arms around his
broad shoulders. The scent of his woodsy cologne filled her nostrils. He tasted
like peppermint mouthwash.


Holding his full weight off her with one arm, he slid his
other hand slowly up her thigh, pushed up her nightgown and worked her panties
down her legs. She wiggled them the rest of the way off and kicked them aside.
He trailed tiny kisses from her mouth down to her abdomen, nuzzling and kissing
each of her stretch marks.


“Stop.” She chuckled and ruffled his hair. “It makes me
self-conscious when you do that.”


“Shh.” Another flurry of kisses along her hips and thighs
and then he kissed her sole ticklish spot—the crease between her thigh and
pubic area. Giggling, Maggie tried to squirm away from him but he held her
fast.


“You’re not going anywhere.” He licked at her clit and she
held her breath, lest he touch anything other than the tight nub. Slowly she
relaxed, enjoying the heat building with each swipe of his tongue. A little at
a time, he pressed his mouth to her pussy, but as expected, fits of laughter
overwhelmed her and she begged him to stop.


Wiping her eyes, she said, “I told you you’ll never be able
to give me head. I’m too ticklish.”


He nuzzled up to her neck, planted kisses there, then
glanced at his watch. “Hey, seven minutes this time—we’re getting better. We’ll
get there.”


Undeterred, he slipped a hand between her legs and ran a
finger from her clit down the length of her moist lips.


“No giggles now, huh?” A satisfied grin lit up his face.


“Mmm…no.” Maggie sighed, melting into the rug.


He continued the slow stimulation, punctuating each upstroke
by brushing his thumb over her clit. Goose bumps dotted her arms and thighs and
her nipples drew into tight buds. With careful pressure, he eased two fingers
into her and covered her mouth with his as if to drink in her sighs. He plunged
his fingers deeper, flicking and twisting, toying with the different ways he
could make her gasp and moan. The more he played the more impatient she became.


“Cal…” she moaned, but he didn’t change his tactics.
It was his little game that he played—she belonged to him and he knew it.
Panting and moaning, she writhed against the floor. His gaze roamed over her
and he bit his lip. Just like when he played guitar.


Her eyes watering, her pussy throbbing, she slid a hand over
his rippled abdomen and gripped his hard cock but he caught her wrist and
pinned her arm to the floor.


“Tsk, tsk. Always in a hurry,” he teased.


Hooking a leg around his hips, she flipped him onto his back
and straddled him. The strap from her nightgown slid down her shoulder, baring
most of one breast. Without hesitation, he sat up and engulfed it with his
mouth. Maggie lowered herself onto his shaft. A nipple still between his teeth,
he sucked air in sharply.


“No fair,” he mumbled.


Riding him slowly, she let her head loll back and moved her
hands down the landscape of his back. Long ago she’d memorized each peak and
valley, but she never tired of exploring his body. She pulled her breast free
and, tilting forward, ran her mouth from his ear over his sculpted neck, coming
to rest at the base of his throat. He moaned, caressing her cheek with the back
of his hand before skimming the side of her breasts, running his palms along
her rib cage. Arching back, she pressed her torso flush against him.


He held on to her waist and thrust upward. A burst of
pleasure spread through her.


“Ohhh, like that.” She spread her legs wider.


Her praise seemed to spur him on and he picked up speed and
force. Delicious tension drew her abdomen taut and she clung to him, taking all
of him inside her.


The tip of his nose grazed past her ear, his lips hovering
there. “You’re beautiful.”


The emotion in his voice tugged at her heart. Flames licked
at her pussy, fire coursed through her veins. She was already awash with
arousal when a fresh wave of ecstasy broke over her. Trembling atop him, her
thighs burned and she struggled to keep up with the pace he’d set. Calvin
rolled them over, cradling her as he laid her back onto the floor. She wrapped
both legs around him and threaded her fingers in his hair. His breath shallow
and rapid, he moved in for a kiss, searching out her tongue with his.


His scent and his taste enveloped her. Unable to tell any
longer where she ended and he began, she yielded control of her body to him. He
was her Apollo and she his lyre.


Every thrust took her higher; guttural moans passed between
them. She could hardly catch her breath, but each inhalation pushed her closer
to coming. His rhythm faltered.


“Don’t stop,” she murmured.


“I’m close.”


She moved her hands to his hips and set the pace again,
moving upward to meet his downward thrusts. Her orgasm began as little tremors
that shook her legs and then tore through her, shaking her whole body. He too,
quaked, his cock twitching, hot spurts mixing with her own juices. She clung to
him until her trembling slowed and eventually subsided. Still buried inside
her, he came to rest on top of her. He brushed the locks of her hair from her
eyes.


“Hey, you.” He dotted her nose and forehead with gentle
kisses.


“Hey,” she said, her tongue thick.


After withdrawing, he slumped to one side and rolled onto
his back, his chest pulsing up and down as he tried to catch his breath.


“God, I love you.” She let out a long exhalation.


He cast a smile up toward the ceiling. “You hated me when we
first met.”


“I didn’t hate you. I was upset.”


“I know.” He gave her a playful pinch.


She settled her head on his chest and listened to the
pounding of his heart. “Can you believe it’s been a year?”


“Yes and no. It’s like time flies when I’m with you, but I
feel like I’ve known you forever too.”


“Do you think we have another year in us?” She traced his
nipples and moved her fingertips down his torso to the soft patch of hair below
his bellybutton.


“Don’t overthink this, Maggie. We’re doing fine. More than
fine.” He stroked her hair and kissed her forehead. “Come on. I’ll make you
some eggs.”


He shifted his weight to get up but she caught his hand. “I
do love you, Cal.”


“I love you too.” Rubbing her jawline with one thumb, he
tilted her chin and pressed his mouth to hers. The kiss ended with a sigh.
“Breakfast?”


She nuzzled his cheek. “Breakfast.”









Chapter Two


One year earlier…


 


With parquet wood floors, rich leather seating and a young
man playing flamenco guitar, the cozy little restaurant suited Maggie just
fine. She slid onto a barstool and ordered a top-shelf martini—up with a twist,
no olives, please. The handsome bartender quickly obliged. Handing him a
twenty, she told him to keep the change. He flashed a well-practiced smile and
thanked her.


A scan of the room revealed her date hadn’t yet arrived. At
least no one appeared to be wearing a red carnation. She patted the flower
pinned in her hair and tamped down the feeling that she’d lost her mind.
Nervousness twisting her stomach into knots, she fiddled with the hem of her
champagne-colored dress. In two minutes’ time, she’d downed her first drink
with too much gusto.


“Another of these, please,” she told the bartender and
fished another twenty out of her purse. Who was she kidding? Instead she
handed the bartender her credit card. “I’ll start a tab, please.”


Checking her cell phone, she noted it was eight o’clock on
the dot. He’d arrive any minute. When the bartender returned with her drink,
Maggie took a sip and turned around to watch the guitarist.


The young man plucked the strings with obvious skill. Clear,
sharp notes rang out in quick succession. Despite the intensity with which he
played, there was something fresh and boyish about his looks. He probably
wasn’t much older than a boy, so of course he looked fresh. Still, there was
something unmistakably masculine about the way he handled that guitar. She
watched his fingers glide over the fretboard. Such dexterity. Something about
the way they moved excited her and she wondered what it would be like to be
touched by those fingers. Blushing at the inappropriate thought, she turned away
and focused on her reflection in the mirror behind the bar.


Her phone rang and she answered.


“Is Mr. Wonderful there yet?” her oldest friend, Barb,
asked.


“No.” Maggie blew out a breath of disappointment. She’d
thought it might be Frank, calling to say he’d be late.


“D—Wa—Mm—Oo?”


“Barb, you’re breaking up. Hold on.”


Sliding off her stool, she took her drink and purse with her
as she walked around the restaurant to find better reception. She followed a
sign that led to the patio. As soon as she went out the door, a gust of wind
rustled the skirt of her dress. She pulled her coat around her.


“What were you saying, Barb?” she asked.


“I asked if you wanted me to come wait with you.”


“No, no. It’s fine. I’m sure he’ll get here soon. Speaking
of which, I better go inside so I don’t miss him.”


“Okay. Call me when he gets there.”


“How about I call you when our date’s over?”


“Fine.” Barb sighed.


Maggie ended the call and made her way inside. Someone had
taken her seat at the bar. Fabulous. Undeterred, she approached the
hostess.


“I’m waiting for a friend. Could you set me up at a table
facing the door?” asked Maggie.


“Yes ma’am. Please, follow me.” The young woman grabbed two
menus and led her to a booth. “May I get you started with a drink?”


“Oh. I have a tab at the bar.”


“I’ll close that out for you and bring your card. Your
name?”


“Margaret Randolph-Mae. And I’ll take a glass of cabernet
sauvignon.”


“Very good.” The hostess flitted away.


Several minutes passed before a waiter appeared with the
requested drink. “Would you like an appetizer?”


“Not just yet. When my friend arrives.”


“Yes ma’am. I’ll check back with you later.”


He spun on his heel and disappeared. Maggie scanned the
patrons again to see if she’d missed Frank. No one resembled his picture and no
one wore a red carnation. With a sigh, she picked up her wineglass. He’d be
here soon.


At eight-fifteen, she decided to scan the menu. The omelet
with caviar and artichoke sounded delicious. Hopefully Frank liked caviar.
Somehow during their online chats, she’d failed to ask him the all-important
do-you-like-fish-eggs question. Ooh, the restaurant served roasted quail too.
Maggie knew what she was going to order.


Eight twenty-five. She opened her phone and snapped it shut.
Then, as if she’d developed a nervous tic, she repeated the action several
times until the waiter appeared again.


“Pan con tomate… On the house, while you wait, ma’am.”
Though his smile seemed perfectly neutral, Maggie sensed an undercurrent of
pity.


She cleared her throat. “Thank you.”


When he left, she pushed the sympathy appetizer across the
table, distancing herself from it.


Eight thirty-five. Should she call him? Would that seem too
pushy? People ran late and she didn’t want to make him feel bad about it. Of
course it would be nice of him to call her and tell her he was going to be
late.


Eight-forty. The pan con tomate was staring at her.
The gin and wine swirling around her stomach had whetted her appetite. It would
be rude to start eating without her companion, but…one teensy slice? If she stuffed
it in her face fast enough, Frank would never know it’d been there. She pounced
on a piece of bread and devoured it, washing it down with a gulp of wine.
There. Now she could wait for Frank without gnawing on her own fist.


Eight forty-five. The guitarist announced he was going to
take a break. How much longer was Frank going to make her wait? Especially
without calling. Then again, maybe he had called. She had lousy reception in
here. Scooping up her glass of wine and her purse, Maggie dashed out to the
patio again.


She checked her voicemail—no messages. Pushy or not, she
found his name in her contacts and hit send. Two rings and her call rolled over
to voice mail. In a last, desperate attempt to contact him, she logged on to
Facebook. There was a green dot next to his name. She instant messaged him—Frank,
where are you? I’m at the restaurant. The dot next to his name promptly
turned gray.


“I know you did not just…” she mumbled under her breath. But
he had. He’d logged off or at least changed his status so that he’d appear to
be offline. Her heart fell down to her shoes. Meeting tonight hadn’t even been
her idea. Her throat tightened and her eyes watered. Of all the rude,
insensitive… What a prick.


Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath of the cool autumn
air. She ran a hand across her forehead, her fingers brushing over the
carnation pinned over her left ear. Stupid fucking red carnation. She tore the
flower from her hair, chucked it onto the ground and stomped on it. A few
people witnessed this outburst and shot her wary glances. Maggie didn’t care.
She smoothed the bodice of her dress and opened the patio door. The sooner she
got back to her table, the sooner she could pay and leave.


Thoughts far away, she noticed the guitarist coming down the
narrow hall in the opposite direction too late to avoid a collision.


Wham! She smacked into his guitar case, spilling wine
down the front of her dress.


Looking at the stain, she groaned. “Look what you did.”


“What I did?” He furrowed his brow. “I’m sorry, but you ran
into me.”


“This will never come out. This dress is silk. Silk.”


The young man nodded. “I’m sorry.”


“Christ, just perfect.”


“Really, I’m sorry,” he pleaded.


“Why don’t you watch where you’re going?” she snapped.


Annoyance flashed across his face. “I could tell you the
same thing, lady. I said I was sorry.”


“Kiss my ass. It’s not your dress doused with red wine is
it?”


“Yeah, well bend over and bare it.”


His response caught Maggie off guard, and though she didn’t
want to, she let out a chuckle and then an out-and-out full-bellied laugh.
“What did you say?”


The young man stared at the ground, a half-grin tugging at
his lips. “You told me to kiss your ass so I said, ‘Bend over and bare it.’”


Wiping her eyes, she shook her head and sighed. “You know,
I’m not usually so rude. I’m having a bad night.” She motioned to her dress.
“This is the last thing I needed.”


“Join the club.” He exhaled.


“I was stood up. What happened to you?” She grabbed a cloth
napkin from the wait station.


“I just got fired.”


“Oh.” She grimaced. “You win.”


He raked his fingers through his hair and met her gaze. His
locks fell in feathery layers around his angular face. “Well, it’s not a
contest. Fucked up is fucked up, right?”


“Agreed.”


He shoved a hand in his pocket. “I can pay you for the
dress.”


“Not necessary. I wasn’t watching where I was going.”


“Neither was I. Sorry.”


She nodded. “Stop apologizing. It’s fine.”


“I hope your night gets better.” He picked up his guitar
case as if he were going to leave, but stayed rooted to the spot. “This might
sound crazy, but how about I buy you another drink, to replace the one I
spilled?


“You don’t have to do that either.”


He licked his lips and pressed them together. “I want to.”


“Are you even old enough to drink?”


A shy grin on his face, he said, “I’m twenty-seven.”


Maggie stopped patting at her dress and looked at him. His
hazel eyes sparkled the same way they had on stage. “Well, I’m forty…something,
and old enough to know better than to have a drink with a stranger.”


“What’s your name?”


“Maggie.”


“I’m Calvin. There. We aren’t strangers anymore.”


She sucked in her cheeks and squinted at him. “You think
you’re cute?”


“Come on, Maggie. One drink. Maybe we can cheer each other
up.”


“Hmph. You should be so lucky,” she groused, but her resolve
had already softened. He was cute. Adorable, in fact. “All right. Let me settle
up and I’ll meet you outside.”


Walking to her table, she fished a couple twenties from her
wallet and placed them under the saltshaker. She grabbed a piece of pan con
tomate and scarfed it down—no good going for a drink on an empty stomach.
One last swig of wine and she was ready to do something even crazier and more
ill-advised than going on a date with a guy she met online.


“One drink, Mags,” she told herself as she exited the bar.


Calvin waited for her on the sidewalk. “I was afraid you’d
duck out on me.”


She buttoned her coat to hide the stain on her dress. “After
what I’ve been through tonight, I wouldn’t do that to you.”


“Right. I forgot.” He looked around and held up his guitar
case. “Could I stow this in your car?”


“I walked here.”


“I took the Metro.”


Taking a deep breath, she looked up the street in the
direction of her townhouse in Dupont Circle. “Well, if you promise you’re not a
psychopath, I’ll let you stash it at my place. That way I can change clothes.”


He crossed his heart and held up two fingers. “Scout’s
honor.”


She gave him a sidelong look as they started to walk. “Fine.
But just know I will cut you if you try anything funny.”


“Wow. I’m so turned-on right now.”


Arching an eyebrow facetiously, she patted her purse.


“So, what do you do, Ms. Armed and Dangerous?” he asked.


“Whatever I want.”


“Must be nice. You really don’t have to work?”


“Oh, I’ve worked. As a wife and mother, I worked plenty the
twenty-six years I was Mrs. Nathaniel Randolph-Mae, but when he started
screwing his personal trainer, then I worked out a big, fat divorce
settlement.”


“I gotta get me one of those.”


She nudged him. “Play your cards right and maybe you can be
the next ex-Mr. Maggie Randolph-Mae.”


He laughed. “Wait…your name is Maggie May, like the song?”


“Oh Christ. No. Not you too. And it’s Maggie Randolph-Mae
with an ‘e’, not a ‘y’.” She stopped in front of her Victorian brownstone. “I
thought you’d be too young to make that association.”


“Musician, remember?” He jiggled the guitar case at her. “I
love that song.”


“Well, I hate it.” She hurried up the steps and dug her key
out of her purse. Fiddling with the sticky lock, she said, “You don’t know what
it’s like, people bursting into song when they meet you.”


But it was too late. He’d already liberated his guitar and
started to play the opening notes.


She rolled her eyes and walked inside without him, closing
the door behind her. Out of habit, she dropped her keys in a bowl on the foyer
table, switched on a lamp and hung her purse on a hook by the door.


Calvin peeked inside. “Can I come in?”


“Only if you leave that song outside.”


“Fine. But if you hate the name so much, why don’t you
change it?”


Hands on hips, she said, “I have my reasons.”


After he put his guitar back in its case, he wiped his feet
on the mat and came in. He cast his gaze around the entryway and adjoining
living room. “Nice digs.”


“Thanks. I bought it after the divorce. It’s cozy.”


He craned his neck and pointed to the staircase. “How many
floors?”


“Three. Four, if you count the attic I converted into loft
space.”


“Yeah. Cozy. And I thought that term applied to my
efficiency apartment.”


She patted his cheek and grinned. “No, dear. That’s just
small.”


He scowled at her, but he clearly knew she was joking.






Chapter Three


 


“Would you like a drink?” She hung his overcoat. As she led
him through the doorway into the living room, she noticed his hand in the small
of her back. The intimate gesture unleashed a smattering of butterflies in her
stomach. Hesitant to break contact, she had to force herself to switch on the
lights.


“A beer, thanks.” His gaze meandered down her body and then,
as if he caught himself, it flicked up to meets hers.


“I have raspberry lambic.”


He shrugged, rubbing his hands on his thighs. “Sounds fine.”


Studying the stain on her dress, Maggie knew she had to
change before they left for a drink. Not crazy about leaving a stranger alone
in her home, she chewed at the inside of her cheek.


Well, if he wigs out, there’s always Mr. Shock-Shock,
she thought of the stun gun in her nightstand.


Once she’d retrieved his drink from the kitchen, she handed
it to him with a glass. “I’ll be back in a jiff. You need another, they’re in
the bottom drawer of the fridge.”


“Thanks.” He stood immobile, a tight grip on the glass and
bottle.


“Relax. Have a seat. I promise, the furniture doesn’t bite.”


“Right.” He walked over to the leather sofa and sat. Well,
more perched than sat.


Maggie ran upstairs and ducked into the master bedroom.
Stripping off the dress and her ruined bra, she looked through her closet. What
in the world should she change into? This wasn’t really a date and she had no
idea where it might lead. Should she put on another dress? Would that seem as
though she thought of their “one drink” as a date? Lord almighty, she had to
shut out the little voice in her head that overthought everything.


As she changed into a fresh bra, she inspected her wardrobe.
She selected a black pencil skirt and an emerald-colored turtleneck…and just in
case, she’d leave on her naughty-girl undies. A pair of black calf-high boots
completed the ensemble.


A quick inspection of her hair and makeup revealed
everything still in place. She freshened her red lipstick and blotted her lips.
Throwing herself a wink in the mirror, she turned to join her guest downstairs.


She found Calvin still seated on the edge of the sofa. He’d
poured the lambic but hadn’t drunk much of it. Aw, and he’d put coasters under
the bottle and glass. His momma brought him up right.


“You don’t like it? I know fruit and beer isn’t everyone’s
cup of tea.” She furrowed her brow at the analogy. “Well, whatever. You know
what I mean.”


“I like it. It’s good.” He took a sip. “Damn… You look
great.”


“Thank you.” Her hand strayed to the barrette holding her
hair back. “Really, you don’t have to drink that if you don’t like it.”


“I like it.” Judging from the flash of heat in his eyes, he
wasn’t talking about the lambic.


“Good. Then I’ll get one for myself.”


“Sit. I’ll get it.” He jumped up. “Bottom drawer, you said?”


“Uh huh. Thanks. And I don’t need a glass.”


Maggie settled into the other corner of the sofa, crossing
her legs.


When he returned, he’d undone his tie and the top two
buttons of his shirt. He sat down and handed her the drink. From what she could
see, his chest was smooth. His heartbeat vibrated the soft spot at the base of
his neck. A small burst of electricity coursed through her. She looked away and
opened her bottle, chucking the cap onto the coffee table. Sneaking another
glance at him, she noticed he didn’t seem to know where to settle his gaze
either.


He cleared his throat. “Where would you like to go?”


“Doesn’t matter to me. There are a lot of places. We could
just walk up the block and duck into the first place that looks good.”


“Okay. Or…nah, never mind.”


“What?”


“I was just going to say we could stay here, but that sounds
wrong. I don’t want you to think…you know.” He combed his bangs out of his
eyes.


“It’s up to you. I’m perfectly comfy here, but if you’d like
to go out, that’s fine too.”


“I’m comfortable here too.” He took a sip from his glass.
“And we have this tasty raspberry beer, so why leave, right?”


She chuckled. “You hate the lambic, don’t you?”


He nodded enthusiastically. “I hate the lambic. I’m so
sorry. I tried to drink it.”


Taking it from him, she said, “I told you, you didn’t have
to.”


“I didn’t want to be rude.”


“You’re sweet.” She shook her head and got up to dispose of
the offending beer.


“I have wine or vodka. Gin? Whiskey?” she called from the
kitchen.


“Nah. I’m fine.”


She snagged a bottle of water and headed into the living
room again. Settling onto the couch, she set the bottle in front of him. “In
case you get thirsty.”


“Thanks.” He picked up the water, scooted deeper into the
sofa and looked a little more at ease. Twisting open the cap, he said, “Here’s
to a better night.”


“Cheers.” She tipped her drink toward him then took a swig.


Their gazes locked, Maggie noticed the rapid rise and fall
of his chest, his fingers gently cradling the bottle, his exquisite bone structure.
She longed to inch closer to him. Should she? What would he do? Only one way to
find out…


She edged closer. “So, if I may ask, why’d you get fired?”


He didn’t move away, in fact, he leaned closer and raised
one shoulder, an unconvincing half-shrug. “Dunno.”


“You don’t want to talk about it. I get it.”


“It’s kind of embarrassing.”


“Gotcha. Well, if it makes you feel any better, I was stood
up by a guy I met online. That’s embarrassing.”


“Aw, that’s nothing. Nowadays, who hasn’t been stood up by
someone they met online?” He grazed his hand over hers.


The tiny touch sent a jolt of excitement through her, her
heartbeat picking up speed. She struggled to keep her voice even. “I suppose.
I’m new to this Facebook thing. I got an account after the divorce.”


“Well, just so you know, what’s-his-name’s an idiot.”


This close to him, she could smell his spicy cologne mingled
with his natural scent. Breathing him in, her mouth ran dry. The dim lamplight
seemed to grow brighter.


“Yeah,” she replied, “that’s what I keep telling myself.
Frank’s an idiot.”


“Frank?” He lolled his head backward and pretended to gag.
“You don’t want to date a guy named Frank anyway. What’s that short
for—Francis?”


She laughed. “I think so.”


“And what if it had worked out? Francis and Maggie. Sounds
like a lesbian couple.”


“I hadn’t thought of that. God, I dodged a bullet tonight.
Not that there’s anything wrong with lesbian couples.”


“Of course not.” He nudged her gently. “I love lesbians.”


“Most guys do.”


She covered his hand with hers and gave it a squeeze.
“Thanks for making me feel better.”


The physical connection, the warmth of his skin emboldened
her. A throbbing ache built between her legs. She wanted more.


He scooted to face her, drumming his fingers beneath hers.
“It’s the least I could do after I tossed a glass of wine on you.”


“I think we’re even. I did force-feed you raspberry lambic.”


Edging closer until their shoulders touched, he said, “Now
that you mention it, I’m not sure the punishment fit the crime.”


Maggie fell quiet. She could smell the fruity beer on his
breath. What if he kissed her? What if she kissed him first? Swallowing hard,
she moved her hand away, pretending to smooth her skirt, but he caught it
again. He interlaced his fingers with hers and she stared at his hands. Those
hands that moved over his guitar as if it were his lover. She wondered what
those hands would feel like on her body. The thought incited a burst of
excitement, the pulse between her thighs pounding harder.


“When did you start playing guitar?” she asked, clearing her
throat.


“I was eight or nine, I think. My dad gave me one for
Christmas. He plays and taught me how.”


“You’re very good.”


“Thanks.”


“Was the restaurant your only gig?” She scooted closer,
pressing her shoulder against his hard chest.


“No. I have other places I play and I teach at a couple
community centers too. My dad gave me the best gift—any time I’m down or
frustrated or confused about how I feel, I pull out my guitar and I make music.
It quiets my mind and everything’s all right again. I like paying that forward,
teaching someone else.”


“That’s wonderful, very sweet.”


“Argh, no. Not sweet, anything but sweet.” He feigned hurt.


“No? What adjective would you accept then?”


“How about ’crazy sexy’?” He eased an arm around her. Heat
surged from her pussy outward, warming her thighs. Squeezing her legs together,
she noticed her panties felt sticky.


She dipped her head in concession. “Well, of course you’re
that. You’re a guitar player. Isn’t that in the job description?”


“It is. You totally get me.” A crooked grin tugged at his
lips.


She spread out his hand and compared it to hers. It was
huge. “I like your hands.”


“I like you, Maggie.” He toyed with her fingers.


Rubbing her palm against his, she said, “I like you too.”


“Can I kiss you?”


She shot him an amused look. “If you promise next time to
just do it instead of asking me.”


“Right.” He leaned nearer and tilted his head, looking from
her eyes to her mouth and then back again. She closed her eyes and touched her
nose to his.


The kiss started out soft and uncertain, still more of a
question than a kiss, as if he expected her to rebuff him. But then he snaked
an arm around her and drew her closer, parting her lips with his. His tongue
was gentle and playful; he tasted like raspberry. She nipped and sucked at his
bottom lip. As the kiss tapered off, he pulled back slowly, finishing with a
couple delicate pecks.


She laid the back of her hand against his cheek. His skin
was like whipped cream or a rose petal, all velvety smooth. She liked touching
him. As if it had a mind of its own, her hand traveled down his neck and she
found herself running a couple fingers over his thick collarbone. Still,
uncertainty seemed to plague him.


Too late to turn back, Maggie took control, unbuttoning his
shirt. He lay back on the sofa and pulled his shirttails out of his pants. The
fabric fell open and she scrambled to her knees, poised over him. She slid a
hand over his carved abdomen, muscle tensing beneath her fingers. So gorgeous.
She couldn’t help herself, she swooped down and planted little kisses on his
torso. Already hard, the tip of his cock peeked out of the waistband of his
low-cut slacks and she ran her tongue over it. He sucked in a sharp breath.
Excited by his reaction, she unfastened his pants and pulled them off along
with his underwear.


She ran her tongue over the tip of his cock again and then
down the shaft to wet it. Positioning her lips around it, she eased her mouth
to the base and then came back up. With each stroke, she ran her tongue along
the underside. He groaned and panted his approval. Then she decided to mix it
up.


Only the tip in her mouth, she ran her tongue around the
soft fleshy head several times.


He shuddered and grunted. “Easy…hold on. I’m gonna…”


But she didn’t stop. Instead, she took all of him in again,
sucking hard at the base of his shaft. An explosion of cum flooded her mouth
and she swallowed each hot spurt. Calvin bucked and shook until finally the
muscle spasms quieted.


One deep, cleansing breath and then he asked, “Why’d you finish
me off?”


She gave his cock a kiss and sat up. “We’ve got all night,
don’t we?”


“Yeah, we do.” A lascivious grin lit up his features as he
still struggled to control his breathing. Rolling onto one side, he made room
for her to lie on the sofa with him. “Come here.”


“Why don’t we go up to my bedroom?”


He snagged his boxer shorts from the floor and put them on.
“Sounds like a plan… Wait—gimme a sec.”


Making a fast trip to the foyer, he rummaged around and came
back holding several condoms. “You said we have all night, right?”


Charmed at the prospect, Maggie clasped her hands together
and laughed.






Chapter Four


 


Taking his hand, she led him upstairs. Calvin shed his
shirt, splayed himself out on her king-size bed and rolled around. “This is
what I’m talking about.”


Suddenly aware of her overdressed state, she sat on the edge
of the bed and bent to remove her boots.


“No.” He caught her hand. “Leave the boots on.”


“You like them?” she asked, holding up a foot for him to
admire.


“I do. But this,” he pointed to her sweater, “I could do
without.”


She took off the offending garment, baring her bra.
“Better?”


“Hmm.” He studied her and slipped a hand under her skirt,
hooking a finger in her panties. “One more thing.”


He worked her undies down her legs and over her boots.
Hopping onto the floor, he knelt in front of her. “Payback time.”


Pushing her skirt up, he kissed his way up her thigh. Maggie
writhed, trying to hold back a fit of giggles. “This doesn’t work for me.”


A look of disbelief on his face, he asked, “What do you mean
‘doesn’t work’?”


“I’m ticklish, I mean seriously ticklish between my thighs.
No one’s ever been able to go down on me.”


“Really? Sounds like a challenge to me.” He resumed the path
of kisses he’d begun.


Shaking with laughter, she pushed his head away. “I’m
serious. It doesn’t work.”


“You just need to be desensitized.” He nuzzled between her
thigh and her groin and she let out a yelp.


“Please. You have to stop. I can’t take it.”


But he didn’t. Changing tactics, he spread her legs wider so
only his tongue made contact with her clit. No more ticklish sensation, just
heat and…oh, pleasure. Her head lolling backward, she moaned her
approval. Pussy burning for him, she squirmed. Mistake—Calvin’s hair brushed
her thighs. She squealed, pushing him away.


“I’m sorry.” She put the back of her hand to her flaming
cheek.


“It’s okay, let’s try again.”


“Or we could just fuck.” She gave him a wry grin.


With his lips pursed, he stared at her for a moment and then
conceded. “I’m not giving up. We will come back to this issue.”


“Another day, I promise.” She pulled him onto the bed and
climbed on top of him. The moonlight filtering through the curtains highlighted
the crests of muscle beneath his taut skin. With one finger, she traced the
shadows on his face.


Wresting her skirt over her hips, she positioned herself
over his thick cock. He rolled on a condom and then filled her with one upward
thrust. She stilled. Once her body had relaxed, she began to ride him at a
slow, even pace, sliding from tip to base. He gripped her thighs, using the
leverage to tilt his hips upward to meet her downward strokes. She hung on to
his shoulders and deepened the bend of her knees, driving him farther into her.
Lost in the moment, she closed her eyes, the undulations of her body keeping
time with his.


He rolled up to a sitting position, his hand brushing her
hair from her eyes, his gaze moving over her face as gentle as a summer breeze.
It’d been so long… And even when she had a sex life with Nate, he’d never made
her feel like this. A warm glow overtook her, joy radiating from the inside
out. With small nips, he brushed his lips over hers, his tongue licking at
hers.


“Come for me, Maggie,” he whispered. She gently caught his
bottom lip with her teeth then released it. Her pussy gripped his cock.


A hand to her chest, he tilted her back just a little,
changing the angle at which he penetrated her. A tremor passed through her, a
shock wave of pleasure. She cried out, a catch in her voice.


“Oh that’s it, isn’t it?” The corner of his mouth twitched
as he pushed his cock deeper into her wet sheath.


Blood roaring in her ears, she rubbed her clit against his
pelvis with every thrust. Her lower abdomen grew tight and muscles inside her
contracted around his shaft. Beginning as searing heat, an orgasm built inside
her, turning to pulses of ecstasy. More powerful tremors shook her and she
threw back her head, panting for air. Her chest heaved against his, but once
the climax receded, her breathing gradually slowed.


Calvin ran his hands up her back and she opened her eyes to
take in his handsome face. He flexed his abdomen and drew himself up into a
seated position, then wrapped her legs around him. Cradling her with one arm,
he rolled her beneath him, trading positions. His wide shoulders cast a shadow
over her and she noted—not for the first time—what a big man he was.


He covered her mouth with his and lavished her with kisses,
driving himself into her with smooth, solid strokes. She hung on to his
buttocks, spasms of pleasure passing from his body into hers.


With a sharp inhalation, he broke away from the extended
kiss, his breath ragged. He shook and arched his back, chest and abs tight as
he came. Her gaze drank in the mass of rippling musculature. Gorgeous.
So goddamn gorgeous and a tender lover as well. If this were a dream, she
prayed she’d never wake up.


Once he exhaled and allowed his body to go slack, she pulled
him against her. He kissed the corners of her mouth, grazed his lips across the
tip of her nose and planted whispers of kisses on her cheeks.


He broke into a lazy smile. “Wow.”


“Mmm, yeah. I agree.” She wiggled her hips.


Gently he withdrew from her, disposed of the condom and
slumped onto the bed next to her. Settling his head against her shoulder, he
stroked her hair.


Neither of them spoke, the darkness filled only with ragged
breathing and the occasional sigh. She threaded her fingers through his silky
hair, now a bit damp with sweat, and shifted so her head was on his chest. With
the back of one hand, he traced a path down her arm to her thigh and back up
again. He repeated the caress over and over.


Finally Calvin said, “You never answered my question.”


“What question?”


“Why didn’t you change your name if you hate it so much?”


She breathed in the scent of his skin and pressed her face against
his firm pectoral muscle. “I don’t know. When Nate and I split a few years
ago…it was like my whole world fell apart. It was about the same time my kids
left for college. So much was changing. I didn’t want to change who I’d been
the last twenty-six years too.”


“A name isn’t who you are.”


“Says the man who will never have to assume or un-assume
someone’s name.”


“Point taken.”


He fell silent again and she wondered if she’d offended him.
Sliding a hand up the side of his torso, she noted goose bumps there and asked,
“Are you chilly? I can turn on the fireplace.”


“I slept with the restaurant owner’s daughter,” he blurted
out.


“What?”


“Earlier. You asked me why I got fired. I-I slept with the
restaurant owner’s daughter.”


“Ohhh.” She curled the hand that’d she’d been stroking him
with in toward her chest. “Why are you telling me this now?”


“I was just thinking about it and I felt bad I didn’t tell
you earlier. You’ve been open and honest with me… Oh, I don’t know.”


“You really need to work on your postcoital banter.”


“I’m sorry.”


Picturing him in a passionate embrace with another woman,
her body stiffened. “You didn’t sleep with her tonight, did you?”


“No. No. It was weeks ago. I don’t know how he found
out.”


“Was it supposed to be a secret? Please tell me she’s over
eighteen.”


“Of course. She’s twenty-four.”


Her mouth ran dry and she swallowed hard.


“Did you break the girl’s heart?” she asked as nonchalantly
as possible.


“No, she stopped calling me. Said she doesn’t date
musicians.”


“Did you knock her up or give her a social disease?”


“No.”


“Then I don’t see the problem.”


“Me neither.” He looked down at her, chagrin written on his
face. “Apparently Mr. Jiminez doesn’t agree with us.”


Maggie rolled over onto her side to face the wall. Clearly
oblivious to her feelings, he snuggled up behind her. Tears collected in the
corner of her eyes but she blinked them away.


After a couple of minutes, he asked, “Are you asleep?”


She didn’t answer. Maybe he’d think she’d drifted off.


Propped up on one elbow, he said, “I know you aren’t asleep.
I can see your eyes are open.”


“Maybe I sleep with my eyes open.”


“Maggie.”


“I’m fine, let it go.”


“Are you mad at me?”


“No.”


“You’re mad at me.”


Of all the young men she’d come across tonight, she had to
bring home the most infuriating and obtuse of the bunch. Yes, she was angry.
She yanked the pillow from under her head and whacked him with it.


“Yes—” Whack. “I’m mad.” Whack, whack.


He snatched the pillow from her. “Why are you hitting me?”


“Because I hate you.”


“What?”


She sat up, clutching the sheet around her. “We were having
a nice time. A really nice time, and then you had to go and ruin it. Now all I
can think about is Mr. Jiminez’s daughter and her perfect twenty-four-year-old
body. And—and you being all sad because Little Miss Perfect broke things off
with you so you got stuck with the old lady instead. That’s why I hate you.”


He held his hands out in front of him. “What in the world
are you talking about?”


“You’re a jerk. Just like Frank, just like my ex-husband.
You’re a jerk.” She let out a sob. “And I really liked you.”


“Maggie.” He stroked her face tentatively but she turned
away. “Maggie.”


Stewing in embarrassment—as much from her outburst as
anything else—she tried to muster the courage to ask him to leave. Truth was
she didn’t want him to leave, but he probably would anyway now that she’d gone
all crazy-cat-lady on him. Her throat tightened and her cheeks burned. Was she
even really angry with him or was he just catching the brunt of past
humiliation?


“Maybe you should go,” she murmured.


With more tenderness than she thought she deserved, he
wrapped his arms around her. “I don’t want to leave.”


She didn’t reply, but she didn’t pull away from him either.


He went on, “It makes me sad that you think of yourself as
someone I got stuck with. As someone anyone could get stuck with.” He kissed
her neck. “You know I was watching you all night.”


“Don’t—”


“Shh.” He put a gentle finger to her lips. “You had your
say, now it’s my turn.


“I was watching you all night. You walked in with your coat
buttoned up to your neck and your little purse slung over one arm. You had a
red flower in your hair and you looked…you looked nervous, but so pretty at the
same time. And right before you sat at the bar, you unbuttoned your coat. You
stole my heart in your white dress and I’m sorry I ruined it.”


She huffed a sarcastic sigh. “You’ve got it totally wrong.
My dress is champagne-colored, I’d never wear white after Labor Day.”


Jostling her, he chuckled. “Whatever. You’re beautiful and I
don’t care if you’re forty…something or sixty-something.”


She yelped. “I’m not sixty-something.”


“Just shut it.” He tilted her head up and kissed her.


Laying her back onto the mattress, he slipped a hand beneath
her and worked at her bra.


“Don’t,” she said, wiggling away, but he trapped her with
his other arm.


“I want to see you. All of you, Mags.”


“I-I don’t look like a twenty-four-year-old. I’ve had two
children and gravity takes its toll. I don’t want you to be disappointed.”


“I won’t be.”


Her gaze met his and she searched his expression. Clearly he
believed what he said. Steeling herself with a deep breath, she relaxed… Well,
as much as she could relax. She let him take off her bra and slide her skirt
down her hips.


Despite her protestations and giggles, he nuzzled her pubic
area. From there, he worked his way up her hips, stopping to kiss each stretch
mark, which took a fair amount of time. He ran his mouth over her soft abdomen
and cupped a breast in his hand, dotting each nipple with a swipe of his
tongue.


“You look beautiful naked.”


She held up a foot. “What about the boots? Shouldn’t you
take them off?”


Raising an eyebrow, he grinned. “I still like the boots.”


He eased her onto her stomach, leaving a trail of feathery
kisses on the nape of her neck and her shoulders. His mouth on her back, the
heat of his breath radiated across her bare skin. She felt his lips graze her
buttocks as he licked a trail down to the back of her knee. Shivers darted
through her. Starting at the back of her other knee, he licked his way up to
the small of her back. She shivered again.


Rolling over, she pulled him to her and kissed him hard. He
slipped a hand between her legs and pushed two fingers into her. With
alternated flutters and thrusts—and patience—he inched her closer to climaxing.
Muscles deep inside her starting to contract, she gripped his biceps. An orgasm
shook her and she cried out. He held her until her body stilled, placing light
kisses along her jaw and lips, then withdrawing his fingers.


“Guess I don’t need to go down on you to make you come.” He
ran a finger under her chin.


“Guess not,” she said, curling up against him.


“Come here.” Calvin pulled her onto all fours and positioned
her in front of the dresser mirror. Rolling a condom down his shaft, he said,
“I want you to watch yourself.”


He moved behind her and pressed against her backside. Still
wet from the recent orgasm, she pushed against his cock. He slid into her up to
the base of his shaft and gripped her hips in his strong hands. Those dexterous
hands she’d watch play guitar with so much skill.


Her gaze strayed to their reflection. His face was relaxed
with enjoyment, cast down to look at her. His abs flexed with each thrust and
she pushed back to meet his forward strokes. He plunged into her as deep as he
could.


In the mirrored image, she watched him watching her and
eased upright into a position where she almost squatted on his lap. He studied
the reflection of her bare torso, moving his hands up to her breasts. His
fingers traced the pink flush that spread from her chest to her pubic hair, a
snarl on his lips. He pushed his cock even farther into her pussy in this
position.


She leaned back and rested her head on his shoulder, kissing
his neck. Sliding a hand between her legs, he massaged her clit. A tremor
passed through her. She caressed his muscular thighs, her fingertips memorizing
the sinewy texture. So much power with every thrust. She couldn’t get enough of
him. She ran her fingers as far as she could up his abdomen—all solid muscle
and silky skin. Not like Nate who’d been too thin when they’d met and too heavy
when they’d parted. No, with Calvin it was like making love with a god. Her
personal Adonis. He made her feel just as beautiful.


A low groan building in her throat, she reached behind her
and clasped his head in her arms. He brushed his lips past her ear, hands
gliding over her hips. Palms flat against her skin, he moved them up her body,
fingers straying to her nipples. He pinched them firmly and she moaned louder.
She imagined herself as his guitar, an instrument he knew inside and out. He
plucked and strummed and brought her body into tune. Oh yes, he could play her
any time he wanted.


Angling upward a little more, he pulled her ass flush with
his pelvis. The tip of his cock hit the sweet spot. A whimper on her lips, she
ground against him, her pussy growing slicker. Her sheath gripped his shaft and
she shuddered.


“Mags—” he gasped, shaking as he started to come, but he
kept up the pace, still stroking her, spurring on her own orgasm. A cry choked
her and she finally reached another climax.


They collapsed forward onto the bed, writhing together until
the last wave of ecstasy passed. She started to laugh.


“What so funny?” he asked, kissing her neck.


“I’m a little delirious.”


“I feel ya.” He exhaled and chuckled too.


Sliding out of her, he tossed the condom in the bedside
wastebasket then snuggled against her hip, intertwining his legs with hers.


“Can I stay the night?” he murmured.


She turned to face him and brushed his bangs out of his
eyes. “You can stay as long as you like.”


And that simply, he stayed.


* * * * *


A year later, there he stood, her gorgeous, fresh, beautiful
Calvin, whipping up eggs and bacon in her kitchen. Okay, so maybe it hadn’t
been simple. Both their families balked at the relationship at first, but as it
became clear this was no dalliance, they’d come around. Her friends thought
she’d lost her mind, but applauded her at the same time. No, it hadn’t always
been easy, but Maggie and Calvin didn’t really care what others thought.


She sidled up and wrapped her arms around him from behind.
“Smells great.”


“Thanks, babe. Breakfast will be done in a sec.” He flipped
the bacon. “Look in the fridge.”


She pulled open the door to find a bottle of champagne
chilling there. Touched by the effort, she gave him a peck on the cheek.
“Perfect.”


She set out the plates, two champagne flutes and silverware.
Casting her mind back to the night they’d met, she couldn’t help but smile.


“You know, I was thinking.” She hugged his back again.


“About what?” He basted the eggs with a little butter from
the pan.


“We should send what’s-his-name a case of champagne.”


“Frank? Why?”


“Well, if he’d shown up a year ago, you wouldn’t be here
right now.”


He leaned back and kissed her. “You don’t know that. Love
always finds a way.”


Still the true believer.


Calvin served her first and then made his plate. He took a
seat next to her and pulled the champagne from the ice bucket. A quick pop of
the cork and he poured their glasses. Setting down the bottle, he raised his
flute to her.


“To my Maggie Mae—with an e, not a y—here’s hoping we have
many more wonderful years.”


With a mischievous grin on his face, he started to hum that
infernal Rod Stewart song. Maggie started to scold him but then thought better
of it. Thanks to him, maybe she didn’t hate the song as much as she used to…not
that she’d ever tell Calv[bookmark: _GoBack]in.


She tapped her glass against his. “To my Calvin, the only
person in the world who’s allowed to call me Maggie Mae.”
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