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Clay Holbrook was still recovering from his wedding-eve
threesome with the bride and groom, depressed that he might never find the
happiness Zoe and Brad had. But when bridesmaid Kristen Jayne sidles up to him
at the bar, every hormone in his body screams to get her naked as fast as he
can.


During the long hours of the night they indulge in an
endless, hot, erotic adventure, each using the wild monkey sex to cloak their
inner sadness. But with daylight comes reality. Can they take what they’ve
found past the rumpled bed sheets and into a life together?
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To all the girls/women out there forced to wear hoop skirts,
sherbet orange dresses or weird bows in strange places. You are the bridesmaid
veterans, survivors of the bridezilla wars. We bow to your sense of friendship
and humor. Keep your chin up, those flounces down and the single groomsmen in
sight.
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Chapter One


 


Clay Holbrook leaned against the bar, took a sip of his Jack
Daniel’s on the rocks and looked around. The dance floor was full, and why not.
The deejay hired for the wedding was playing a great mix of tunes and people
loved to dance at special occasions. Couples of all ages were smiling at each
other, happy in their own little worlds. Too damn bad he wasn’t one of them.


Not that he wasn’t happy for Zoe Fortunato and Brad McCoy.
He and Zoe had been coupled up for two very good years. The sex had been off
the charts. No doubt about it. But even he had to admit that the core emotional
connection hadn’t been there. He’d hoped. Wished. But last night, when Zoe and
Brad “borrowed” him so she could have a final ménage and figure out if marriage
was still what she wanted, he’d had to face a stark truth. Zoe was desperately
in love with Brad in a way she never had been with him. And Brad was totally
committed to her. When Clay had watched them exchange vows a while ago there
was no missing their look of bliss.


So now here he was, having his own little pity party.
Hanging out alone at a bash jammed with couples. He let out a snort of
laughter. He was the “something blue” at this wedding.


“Is this a private party or can anyone join?”


The throaty musical voice behind him jolted him out of his
misery. He turned to see one of the bridesmaids—Kathy? Katie? Kristen? That was
it. Kristen somebody. One of the bridesmaids. Petite, like Zoe, but with much
fuller curves. Lush, that was the word. His mouth automatically watered. Wild
red curls were barely tamed by the satin headband and fiery green eyes almost
made him forget how sorry for himself he was feeling.


His eyes dropped to the bodice of her strapless gown. And
beneath it, her generous attributes.


“Well?” she prompted.


Brad realized she’d actually asked him a question. He
dragged his gaze away from her breasts and unstuck his tongue from the roof of
his mouth.


“Right. Sure. There’s always room for one more.”


“Then how about asking this nice bartender to fix me a
drink?” She held out her hand and smiled. “Kristen Jaynes. Bridesmaid.”


“Clay Holbrook. Friend of the bride.” He closed his hand
around hers and was stunned at the jolt of electricity that zinged along his
nerves.


“Oh, yes. I know who you are.” She winked at him. “The hot
guy who moved out of state. Zoe gave me all the details.”


Clay actually felt himself blushing. “All the
details?”


Kristen’s mouth curved in a naughty smile. “Well, maybe not
every single one.”


“Thank god for that.” Time to change the subject. “What are
you drinking?”


“Actually, I’d like a beer. I know, I know,” she said when
he stared at her, brows high. “I’m supposed to be drinking a ladylike glass of
wine. But the last thing I feel right now is ladylike, so a light beer, if he’s
got it.”


The bartender had heard and was already setting her order on
the bar.


Clay handed her the cold bottle of beer. “Don’t tell me
you’re having a crappy day, too.”


She took a long pull at the liquid. Clay was mesmerized
watching the flexing of the muscles in her slender neck as she drank.
Unselfconsciously she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.


“Try crappy week. Month. Year.”


She sighed and those excellent breasts rose and fell. Clay
took a healthy swallow of his own drink as his cock rose to attention.


Down, boy.


“I can’t believe someone as hot as you would have a crappy
anything.”


She gave an unladylike snort. “Hot, huh? Well, hot doesn’t
keep you from getting downsized…right out the door. Or keep your sleazy
boyfriend from cheating on you. With your roommate. So how the hell do the two
of you keep living together?”


He couldn’t help smiling. “I’d say that definitely qualifies
as crappy. And only an idiot would cheat on you.”


She grinned. “That’s what I thought. When I threatened to
cut off his balls he couldn’t take his naked ass out of my sight fast enough.”


Clay choked on his drink. “You go right for the jugular,
don’t you?”


“You bet. Meanwhile, I’m camping out at my folks’ house in
Austin while I take a look at my options, but you can imagine how much fun that
is.”


He took her beer and put it and his empty glass on the bar.
“Maybe a dance will get your mind off things.”


He led her onto the dance floor, thankful the tune being
played was slow and mellow. Her body fit perfectly against his, her breasts
pressing into his chest, his cock nestling against her tummy through the folds
of the gown she wore. He was sure she could tell exactly how hard he was but
she didn’t pull away when he tugged her closer.


God, she smelled wonderful. And danced like a dream. Her
body was a soft bundle in his arms, her scent tickling his nose, her red curls
like coils of velvet against his chin. Suddenly his self-pity about his
solitary state began to fade and other thoughts filtered in. Here he was
dancing with a mouthwatering woman in his arms, one who smelled delightful and
made his testosterone level shoot off the charts. What right did he have to
feel sorry for himself?


He slid his arm down her back until he reached the curve of
her buttocks. When he gently squeezed the nicely rounded flesh he waited for
her to object. Shove him away. Instead, if possible, she crowded even closer
and hummed against his shirt.


“Nice ass,” he murmured in her ear.


“Too big,” she objected without looking up at him.


He tightened his hand. “Are you kidding? It’s just the right
size. I’m actually an ass man myself.”


She giggled and her body shook in his embrace. “Then I guess
you’re with the right person because I’ve got more than I need.”


He squeezed a little harder. “Feels just right to me.”


“Something else feels just right to me, too,” she laughed,
pressing harder against his swollen shaft.


All right, then!


Maybe Kristen the bridesmaid would be up to a little
post-wedding horizontal mambo. Nothing better to wipe out old memories than
making hot new ones. The song ended but another one began, just as slow as
the first. He didn’t want to lose her and he held on tightly and asked, “So
what are you planning on the job-hunting front?”


Suddenly, she pushed back a little. “Oh, look. There’s Zoe
and Brad in the middle of the floor. He’s going to toss the garter.” She took
his hand and tugged Clay so they were at the front of the crowd. “I want to get
a good look at this.”


He let Kristen lead him to the spot she wanted. Zoe was
seated in a chair now, the hem of her wedding dress lifted enough to give Brad
the access he needed. When the groom slid his hand up Zoe’s calf to reach the
garter, Clay had an instant vision of himself doing the same thing to Kristen.
He imagined her thighs as being plump and smooth and his mouth watered. God,
what he wouldn’t give to feel those thighs and then slip his hand up further to
find the wet heat of her cunt. He wondered if her pubic curls were as red as
those on her head.


Rein in that thought, buster. Maybe all she wants is a
drink and a dance.


Yeah, he’d better do just that. He was already so hard he
was sure his cock would burst through his pants and he’d embarrass himself.


“So, I had breakfast with Zoe this morning,” she said, a
hint of laughter in her voice as they watched the scene in the middle of the
dance floor.


“That’s nice.” God, he loved breathing in her scent. What
the hell was it? Roses? Nah. Too old. Carnations? Too dead. “Big day for her.”


“Heard it was an even bigger night.”


Oh, shit.


His fingers tightened on her reflexively. “Yeah? What night
is that?”


“Come on, Clay. Zoe and I have been friends since sixth
grade. We tell each other everything.”


“Everything?”


“Well,” she drawled in her soft Texas voice, “at least
almost everything.”


“Uh-huh.” What was he supposed to say to that?


“She told me you gave her and Brad a real good wedding gift
last night.”


Clay had the weird feeling he was dancing naked in the
middle of the room, his stiff cock waving in the wind. He’d never thought of
Zoe Fortunato as a kiss-and-tell woman. And for a crazy reason he couldn’t
define, he suddenly found his penchant for ménage with Zoe something he did not
care to discuss with Kristen. He’d never been a prude. Never been shy about his
ability to do a woman proud, even sharing her in bed with another man. So why
the reluctance to talk about it with this woman?


“Oh, relax,” Kristen insisted, brushing aside his sudden
modesty. “I’m the only one she dishes with. We’ve shared secrets all our
lives.” She tipped her face up to him. “She certainly had some very
complimentary things to say about you.” She moved her hips suggestively. “And I
can feel one thing she wasn’t exaggerating about at all.”


The humiliating heat of a blush crawled up his cheeks even
as his cock swelled under her attention. “I don’t… That is… Shit.” Why was it
so hard to explain last night to this woman? And why the hell did he feel the
urgent need to do so?


She must have taken pity on him because the teasing light
faded from her beautiful green eyes and she raised a small, dainty palm to
caress his cheek.


“Stop,” she ordered softly. “You don’t have to explain anything
to me. Zoe…well, she pretty much summed up her part of being an idiot. She said
you were amazing and generous enough to help get her head out of her ass.”


Did women have to talk about everything? And how the
hell was he supposed to respond to that?


“Zoe is a great woman and Brad is a lucky sonofabitch. I
wish them nothing but the best.”


“You are a good guy. I don’t know many men who have the
confidence or equipment to come out on top of a ménage.”


“Very funny,” but he couldn’t stop a small smile from
curving the edge of his lips.


Slender arms slid around his neck and they swayed to the
slow beat. His cock pressed tight against the softness of her stomach.


Instead of pushing away Kristen laughed and rubbed
sensuously against him. “I can’t believe you’re capable after last night.”


One dark brow lifted in amusement. “Why are you so focused
on last night?”


“Don’t you know it’s every woman naughtiest fantasy?” She
teased and ran her tongue in a slow sexy motion around her lips. “To have two
men so completely turned on that they’re focused on nothing but the woman’s
pleasure.”


Clay’s first response was to drop his arms from Kristen’s
waist then make some lame excuse to get the hell away from her. As sexy as she
was Clay didn’t want to be the pinch hitter at every game. He wanted a woman to
desire him alone. To think he was more than enough to pleasure her, over and
over again.


His second impulse he followed. Something about the way she
wouldn’t look him in the eye when she spoke those words not to mention the slight
stiffness in her back said more to him than her words ever could.


Gambling on his instincts, Clay prayed he wasn’t about to
make a huge mistake. But if this was what she wanted, could he give it to her?
Truth hit him then that he really did not want to give her any other man. But
he had to ask, didn’t he? “So how about I grab a buddy of mine and we take this
upstairs for our own little party of three?”


Her reaction was instant. As if her feet had frozen to the
floor, her lovely body stopped moving. Her eyes had that cornered, frantic look
of a deer trapped. “Oh well…I really can’t. I have all these duties as a
bridesmaid. Plus, I have to help gather and deliver the gifts. Make sure Zoe
has everything she needs for the honeymoon and—”


A million-pound weight lifted from his shoulders at her
instant denial. So she’d been playing the party girl, but really wasn’t
interested in the game of three. He could so live with that.


“Kristen, honey, stop.” He gently placed his finger of her
soft full lips. “There is no buddy. I mean, yes, I have friends here, but none
I’d ever offer to share you with.”


That comment had her head shooting up. “Really?”


Taking advantage of her distraction, Clay pulled her into
his arms again and swayed to the music. Didn’t matter that the beat had changed
to something fast and pumping, he kept them moving nice and slow. He was sure
she could feel the thick, hard ridge of his cock pushing against her through
the layers of their clothing. He was relieved when she didn’t try to pull away.


“Honey, last night happened, but only as a favor to Zoe. She
and I did the threesome thing every once in a while but after last night I’m
thinking the whole scene’s getting a little old and very lonely. Plus I sure
don’t share any woman unless it’s something we both want.”


“That’s great.” She beamed at him, her green eyes sparkling,
her relief at his words obvious in her tone of voice. “I mean not great that
you were bored or anything. Just that… Why don’t I shut up now and let you be
the gentlemen and change the subject?”


He chuckled low and proceeded to do just that. “What do you
do with your life when you’re not charming groomsmen and taking care of
childhood friends?”


“I used to do IT work for one of the local cable companies.
Recession hit and there went any job security I had. I got a nice severance
package, a cookie cake and a cheap bottle of wine.” She said the words easily
with no anger or resentment to color the story. She was frank. Uncomplicated.
He liked that about her. In fact, the things he liked about her were quickly
adding up.


“I always thought you computer geeks were in your own world.
Impervious to such mundane things as lay-offs and recessions.” He teased and
lightly bushed his thumbs along the dip in her spine.


“No one, I mean no one, is impervious with this economy. So
anyway,” she smiled and took a deep breath. “I’m taking my time, looking at
offers all over the place. Truthfully I’d love to move someplace with four
actual seasons instead of the two we have here in Texas. You know…summer and
spring.”


He laughed, enjoying her sense of humor and quirky view on
life. Talking with Kristen was like a very fresh breath of air in his life.


“Speaking as someone who lives with all four seasons I
highly recommend it.”


“Really and where is that?”


“Seattle, Washington. Best place to live in America…in my
opinion.” And weren’t there tech jobs in Seattle?


Whoa, he mentally slammed the brakes on his wayward
thoughts. Yeah, he liked Kristen, but liking someone generally didn’t imply
moving her across the county to live in his hometown.


“Seattle, the rain capital of the world?” She teased with a
smile that kept his cock hard and his heart thumping above normal.


He lifted his shoulders in a casual shrug. “What can I say?
We take the good with the bad. Besides all that rain is good for the trees and
plants. We’re a very green state.”


“I’ll keep that in mind for future vacation ideas.” Then
rubbed her stomach against his throbbing erection.


“Keep that up and I won’t be held responsible for my future
actions,” he almost groaned the words. Damn, this woman affected him like
kindling and fire. One small taste and he was more than ready to go up in
flames.


“Look, look,” Kristen squealed and broke into his thoughts.
“He’s finally got the garter.”


“Took him long enough,” Clay joked. “Maybe he just liked
having his hand up Zoe’s dress.”


Kristen swatted at him playfully. “I’m sure he’ll have
plenty of time for that. Come on, he’s getting ready to throw it.”


Sure enough. The deejay had walked out onto the floor with
his microphone, a cord trailing behind him. “Okay, folks. Here we go. Guys, get
ready to make the catch.”


Brad lifted the garter over his head and waved it in the
air, grinning like an idiot.


Everyone began clapping and shouting, “One, two, three.”


Brad’s arm circled to the count. On “three” he let the lacy
band fly, tossing it wide. Somehow it hit Clay square in the chest.


Damn. Damn, damn, damn.


“Hey,” Brad shouted. “Look who caught it! Good hunting,
Clay. You deserve it.”


He was not in any way a shy person or one who was easily
embarrassed but at that moment Clay Holbrook wished the floor would open up and
swallow him. He picked the garter up from the floor where it had fallen and
stuffed it into the pocket of his jacket.


“Better get busy,” Zoe laughed. “I want details when we get
back from our honeymoon.”


“Yeah, thanks.” He forced a grin. Of all the men in the room
who could have caught the garter, why did it have to be him? He wasn’t even in
a relationship.


“Come on.” He took Kristen’s arm. “I need another drink. But
not in here.”


He hustled her out of the ballroom, her heels clicking on
the hardwood floor as she tried to keep up with his long strides.


“Hey,” she huffed. “Slow down, will you?”


But he didn’t break stride until they were in the lobby bar,
sitting at a small table in one of the curved corners, and a waitress had taken
their drink orders.


“Sheesh,” she said. “I never saw a guy get so upset about a
little garter.”


He ignored her comment, taking a long swallow of his drink
the moment the waitress set it in front of him. When he put the glass back down
he let out a slow breath.


“Sorry. I’m just not good in situations like that.” Not
anymore. I’m done with Mister Suave.


“No problem.” Kristen stared at him as she rolled the bottle
of beer in her palms. “You’re not still hung up on Zoe, are you?”


Was he? No. His feelings for Zoe had never reached
boiling point. He was just jealous that she’d found what he wanted.


“No.” He smiled. “And I officially declare this pity party
over for both of us.”


“Would you feel better if I let you put the garter on my
leg?” she teased.


Heat surged through him as the image came to his mind again
of his hand beneath her dress. He needed to see if her thighs were as rounded
as he imagined. If her breasts spilled over his palms.


“Actually.” He leaned closer to her. Inhaled her scent.
Admired the sultry forest green of her eyes. “I’d like to do a whole lot more.
I’d like to see if two people who are blue can make the air red hot.” He
watched her face. “You game?”


He waited, tense, while she took another drink of her beer,
put the bottle down very carefully.


“I am if you are. I’ll find out if Zoe was exaggerating or
not.”


“And I’ll find out if you need two men or just me.”


She gasped. “Just you? You underestimate yourself.”


“Do I?” Or do I hope too much?


“Let’s find out.”


Clay couldn’t wait to get out of the bar and upstairs. He
signaled for his check, grabbed Kristen by the arm and literally ran with her
to the elevator.









Chapter Two


 


The elevator car they rose up in was packed so Kristen and
Clay were squeezed tightly against each other. Astonished at her response to
his invitation, she wondered if the heat she was feeling was from the press of
bodies, the drinks she’d had or her extreme proximity to yummy Clay Holbrook.
She’d come to the wedding prepared to wear her fake smile during the dinner the
night before and today through the ceremony and reception. She was happy for
Zoe and Brad. Truly.


But she always seemed to be the odd woman out. Why? Even
Brina had been reunited with Adair and was wrapped in a cloud of erotic bliss.
While she, Kristen, was yet a bridesmaid one more time. The single woman. Being
downsized out of her job only added insult to injury.


But here was Clay, a mouthwatering hunk of sex. Built, buff
and tan. And he wanted her. At least for a few hours she could pretend life was
good.


Each time the elevator stopped people got off but more got
on. Finally, finally, finally, they reached the floor where everyone in the
wedding was staying. Raine Fortunato had arranged it with the hotel which
certainly made things convenient for everyone. Especially right now.


Neither of them said a word as they walked down the wide
hallway to Clay’s room but he wrapped his arm around her and pulled her close
as if he’d been doing it forever. A swipe of the key card, the door opened and
they moved into the room. He flicked a switch that tuned on the bedside lamps.
The sound of the lock clicking back in place was as loud as a gunshot to her
and she jumped.


“Nervous?” Clay turned her to face him, stroking her cheek
with the backs of his fingers. “Still time to change your mind.”


She looked up into his eyes, darkened now to a slate gray
with heat dancing in them. At the very rugged, masculine face, with the shock
of midnight black hair falling onto his forehead. Felt the singe of fire where
his fingers touched her skin. And the sudden wet heat in her crotch and the
stiffening of her nipples. Change her mind? Not in this lifetime.


She pulled out her best come-hither smile, seduction never
before her strong suit. “Are you kidding? Not with all the advance notice
you’ve had.”


His face sobered. “Kristen, about that.”


“All good,” she whispered and stood on tiptoe to kiss him.


The moment her lips touched his she felt desire zing through
her like arcs of electricity. His mouth was full and sensual. And very
educated. His lips brushed teasingly against hers, back and forth, a light
pressure that focused on nothing but her mouth. Then his tongue traced the line
of her lips and the seam before pushing into her warm wetness. It touched hers
and every nerve in her body went on full alert. She clasped his wrists for
balance because her head was swimming and her legs had turned to jelly.


He took a long time with the kiss, tasting every inch of her
mouth, coaxing her tongue to dance with his. The throbbing in her cunt
intensified and her breasts felt full and achy. Clay slid one hand down the
bare skin of her back to the cheeks of her ass and pressed her body against
his. Holy cow! There was no mistaking the very hard, very thick, very long feel
of his cock, even through the fabric of the bridesmaid dress. A cock that she
couldn’t wait to feel inside her.


“Too many clothes,” she murmured against his mouth, pushing
his jacket off his shoulders.


“In a hurry, are we?” he chuckled.


“Hurry. Yes. Hurry, hurry, hurry. And don’t turn on the
lights. I love it in the dark.” So he couldn’t see her in all her naked
abundance. And be disappointed that she wasn’t slim and willowy. Like Zoe. And
probably all his other women.


He caught her hands and held them against his chest. “Uh-uh.
Nice and slow, sugar. Real slow. And definitely with the lights on.”


No, no, no. She wanted them to rip their clothes off, fall
into bed and fuck their brains out in the welcoming darkness. She could scratch
her itch, just like men did, and get on to the real problem in her life. Making
a living.


Apparently, however, Clay had other ideas.


“I want to unwrap this package slowly, Kristen, so just
stand still and let me look my fill, okay?”


Look his fill? At her D-cup breasts? Her wide hips? Her
thighs that would never grace a magazine cover? She closed her eyes, clenched
her fists and forced herself to stand still.


“Maybe I can do something about this sudden case of nerves.”


He traced a fingertip over the upper swell of her breasts in
the strapless gown, back and forth, a look almost reverent in his eyes.
Reverent?


“Turn around, sugar.” He twirled his finger.


Kristen turned slowly until her back was to him. Okay,
better. She wouldn’t have to see the look on his face the first time he saw her
in all her plentiful nudity. She felt his fingers as they drew down the zipper
and separated the fabric of the gown. One fingertip traced her spine and she
shivered under its touch.


“Your skin is like satin,” he purred. “So soft and smooth.”


Kristen stood stiffly, trying to regulate her breathing.
Soon. Soon he’d look at her and…


Then her bra was tossed to the floor at her feet, and his
hands came around to cup her breasts. His fingers squeezed her flesh, kneaded
it, and this thumbs grazed against her nipples. Back and forth, back and forth.
She wasn’t sure she could remain upright if he kept doing that.


“Wonderful,” he whispered.


He lifted her breasts and bent his head low enough so he
could kiss the tops of them, swiping his tongue in a slow, smooth glide that
sent another round of shivers skating over her. He spent so much time on them
she was nearly a mass of jelly when he moved his hand, drew the zipper down the
rest of the way and pushed the gown to the floor.


“Turn around.” His voice was husky. Thick with desire.


Slowly Kristen turned on her four inch heels, aware that she
was standing there now in only a thong, garters and stocking. Not to mention
her wide hips and heavy thighs.


“Oh my god.”


Was that approval or revulsion in his voice? She closed her
eyes, afraid to look at his face. His hands skimmed her body, over her nipples,
down her stomach, along the outside of her thighs. Then he traced the path
again.


“Open your eyes,” he commanded. “Look at me.”


Hesitantly she lifted her lids. She blinked. He was looking
at her with…lust!


“They should pass a law mandating all women to wear garter
belts,” he said, running his fingers over the fabric, then down the inside of
her thighs. “Men would have permanent hard-ons.”


She waited for him to make some comment on her body but he
simply kept looking at her as if she was a bowl of ice cream and he wanted to
dive into it. Really? She wondered if he knew how aroused she already was. In
the next instant his slid one finger between her thighs and rubbed it against
the scrap of fabric covering her pussy.


“Wet.” He smiled. “I knew it.” He ran his finger beneath his
nose, drawing in his breath. “So hot. And Jesus, Kristen, you look good enough
to eat. In fact I think I will.”


His jacket was still pushed halfway down his arms and
cramping his style. Impatiently he threw it to the side, yanked off his tie and
rolled up his sleeves. Then he dropped to his knees before her and urged her
thighs apart. Very slowly he drew the thong down her legs, helping her to lift
each foot to step out of the material.


“We’ll leave the garters on. They are beyond sexy. Hold onto
my shoulders, sugar.”


He carefully spread open her labia and with the first swipe
of his tongue she was afraid just his shoulders wouldn’t be enough to support
her. The tongue that had done such wonderful things to her mouth was making
magic with her pussy, licking her outer lips and flicking the hot bud of her
clit.


“Oohhhhhhh.”


She heard the soft, long moan and realized it came from her,
a sound of pure bliss as the pleasure rolled through her. He pulled at her clit
with his lips then trailed his tongue down to rim the opening of her vagina.
She dug her fingers into his shoulders, rocking back and forth on a slide of
total pleasure. The walls of her cunt quivered, shards of electricity firing
each tiny nerve. And still he licked and tasted, flicked and retreated.


His hands slipped around to cup her ass and his fingers
dipped lightly into the hot crevice. A shudder raced through her as pure lust
uncoiled like a ribbon from deep inside her body. Clay worked his tongue
faster, dipped his fingers in deeper, pressing her toward him.


And like that, without even being penetrated, the climax
grabbed her. She trembled and shuddered in his grasp, his tongue lapping at her
cream that spilled onto it. He held her tighter and pushed his fingers deeper
into the crease of her ass, finding that tiny puckered hole and teasing it with
the tip of one finger. Stroking it as she came and came and came.


At last she fell forward, his arms catching her, his
satisfied chuckle vibrating in her ear as he lifted her and placed her on the
bed.


“Now I think we’re ready to get down to serious business.”


“S-Serious business?”


“Uh-huh. That was just the warm-up.” He bent and slipped two
fingers from the other hand inside her hot pussy. The slick length of his
fingers filled her with writhing delight. “Oh, yeah. Warmed up. And let me just
say again, we’ll leave the garters and stockings on. Oh, yeah. They’re really
hot-looking.”


Then he stood and just looked at her, his eyes devouring
every inch of her. Automatically she tried to cover herself with her hands but
he grabbed them, his fingers manacles around her wrists.


“Why do you want to fuck in the dark? Cover yourself up? You
have a gorgeous body. You should be wanting to flaunt it.”


“Gorgeous?” she squeaked, astonished, delighted—and lighter
than air. “Me? I’m…I’m…” She couldn’t decide which word to use.


“Yes, gorgeous.” He kicked off his shoes then unbuttoned his
shirt and pulled it off. His eyes narrowed. “Don’t tell me you dated some
asshole who didn’t appreciate your mouthwatering curves.”


Asshole? Mouthwatering curves?


“Because I gotta tell you, it’s a pleasure to look at a lush
body that isn’t half starved.” As if to make his point, he stopped what he was
doing and ran his hands over her from her neck to her ankles. “Oh, yeah. Lush.”


Kristen would have made some smart remark back to him except
one look at his body and she couldn’t form two intelligent words. Broad shoulders
framed a hard, muscular chest that tapered to a narrow waist and lean hips.
When he unzipped his slacks and yanked them off with his boxers and his cock
popped out she couldn’t help the little gasp that escaped her.


Clay looked down at himself then back at her and grinned.
“Is it as advertised?”


She remembered how she’d teased him and actually blushed.
His shaft was thick and long and swollen, with a broad flat plum-colored head
rising from a thick nest of curls as black as the hair on his head. He was
beautiful and proud. Why shouldn’t he be? Why couldn’t she be as proud of her
own beauty? God knew, she wanted to be. For him. But for herself, too.


“Kristen, honey.” He moved closer to her. “It’s okay to
touch me. In fact, I’d really like it if you would.”


She reached out her hand and closed her fingers around him,
feeling the velvety soft skin over the hardness it covered. Experimentally she
stroked it once from root to tip, shivering in satisfaction at the sound of
pleasure he made. She did it again. And again. When a small bead of fluid
appeared at the slit she rubbed her finger over it then brought her finger to
her mouth and licked it deliberately, never taking her eyes from him.


The flex of his stomach muscles and the taut lines around
his mouth told her how affected he was by it. When she wrapped her fingers
around him again he thrust his hips forward, sliding his cock back and forth in
her grasp.


“Like that?” His voice had deepened and had a rough edge to
it now.


“Yes,” she breathed. “And I can tell you do, too.”


She shifted slightly to her side so she could slip her other
hand between his thighs and cup his balls, rolling them in her fingers. No man
had ever let her play like this. Her gazed was locked with his as she stroked
and teased him.


“Enough,” he told her in a gruff voice, grabbing her wrists
and rolling her to her back again. “Time for the main course.”


He opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a condom, the
foil crinkling as he tore it off and sheathed himself. Then he was kneeling between
her legs, pulling them over his shoulders to open her wider. Watching her face
as he positioned himself at her opening and with one smooth movement drove into
her.


“Oh god,” she breathed. He filled every inch of her,
stretching her, the head of his penis bumping up against the mouth of her womb.
She was glad he held perfectly still, giving her time to adjust to him, because
she was sure if he moved now she’d come at once and she wanted to make this
last as long as possible.


“You. Feel. So. Damn. Good,” he gritted, the muscles in his
jaw clenching.


Kristen locked her ankles behind his neck and pushed herself
down on him even harder. Who knew you could make love in this position? She’d
always been too embarrassed to even suggest it.


Clay ran his tongue over his lower lip, looking like the
hungry predator he was. He found her clit and began the stroke, stroke, stroke
that drove her wild. The walls of her cunt clutched at Clay’s huge shaft,
quivering as sensation after sensation bombarded her.


“Hold your breasts for me,” he ordered. “Yeah, like that,”
when she cupped them and lifted them to him. “Rub your thumbs over the
nipples.”


She pleasured herself, pinching her tender areolas and
feeling decadent. Electric. If he didn’t move pretty soon she’d go out of her
mind. Every nerve in her body was sparking. She tried to move her hips but the
position she was in didn’t allow for much movement.


Rub, rub, rub over her oh, so sensitive clit, his eyes fixed
on hers.


And then…and then…he took in a deep breath and moved his
hips, driving his cock in and out of her. Forward, back, slide, slide, thrust,
thrust. Faster now, balancing himself with one hand while the other still
tormented her clit. More, more, more, the velvet heat rising within her,
spreading outward, sweat slicking their bodies, harsh breath cutting the air.
Pound, pound, pound.


And the explosion. Ohmigod. She was launched into space,
cartwheeling, nothing there but the intense spasms rocking her and the heavy
cock flexing and spurting inside her. They shuddered together, flesh slapping
flesh, lights bursting behind her eyelids until she was sure she’d die from the
intensity of it.


And then, on a long exhalation of breath, his body went
limp. He gently lifted her ankles from behind his neck and eased her to the
bed, catching himself on his forearms as he struggled to breathe. Her heart was
beating so furiously she was sure it would burst from her chest.


A minute…or five…or whatever passed and he slid carefully
from her body, then padded to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. In the
blink of an eye, he was back, sitting down beside her, while his hand gently
caressed up and down one of her arms.


He smiled at her. “Not bad for round one.”


Her jaw dropped. “Round one? Are you kidding me?”


“I have it on good authority that a night of uninterrupted
sex is the cure for whatever ails you. Especially the blues. I’d say we took a
big step in that direction.”


Kristen struggled to pull her wits together. “But we just…
You can’t…I mean…”


His laugh was lusty as he wiggled his brows. “Oh, but I can.
In just a little while. Meanwhile there are so many other things I want to do
to your body I can hardly wait to get started.”


“O-Okay, but give me a minute?” How about a week to
recover? “Or not,” she grinned, ogled his solid pecs and wrapped her arms
around his impressive shoulders. She’d never made love with such a generous
man. Or such in inventive one, either.


“No problem,” he chuckled as he feathered his mouth over
hers, licking her lips with the edge of his tongue. “How about we raid the
minibar and see what they’ve got to revive us?”


“I’m definitely all for that.”


He pulled her arms from his throat, then kissed one of her
aching nipples. He strolled toward the bar, leaving her tingling all over and
thirsty for nothing he’d find in the damn little refrigerator. Pulling open the
tiny door, he stood enticingly naked, his back toward her as he pondered the
array inside. “It’s actually a good assortment.”


“I’d sure say so,” she mused, wiggling her brows at him when
he turned. “I’m appreciating your assortment myself. Your back, your buns are
impressive.”


His mouth shifted to one side in a laugh. “Takes one to know
one. But I—” he said and pointed to the open door, “am talking drinks. We have
everything here from wine to straight liquor to premixed cocktails. What’s your
pleasure?”


“What a question,” she murmured and fell backward to the bed
like a vamp of the silver screen.


He snorted. “Help me out here. How am I gonna get to know
you better, if you don’t tell me who you are, what you like?”


“Right you are.” She wanted to know him for certain. She
rolled up on one elbow, her breasts swaying. To her joy, lights danced in his
eyes as he focused on them. “I’d like vodka on the rocks, please. I’m done with
beer for the night and I’m not in the mood for wine. And I need ice. Can we
fill the bucket without having to walk naked down the hall?”


“No.” He winked. “But the hotel thoughtfully provides robes
for just such occasions. So give me just a second.” He padded away to the
bathroom, came back clothed in a fluffy white thing and grabbed the silver
bucket from the counter to let himself out into the hall. He was back in under
a minute. “Lucky us. The ice machine is just two doors away.”


He fixed her drink, then poured bourbon over ice for himself
and carried both glasses back to the bed. Ditching the robe and placing her
drink in her hand he settled himself on the bed next to her. She noticed that
even in his relaxed mood, his cock hung low. He certainly was easy in his skin.
He had every right to be too with a shaft that long, that blunt and oh so
yummy-looking. She took a long draw on her vodka, getting high on the mere
expectation of having him buried inside her once more, fucking her in any way
that pleased them both.


“So, tell me about the asshole who cheated on you.” He
played with her hair and tugged on her earlobe.


“Not anyone to waste time on,” she whispered, undulating
beneath Clay’s touch like a pampered cat.


He bent to nibble on her lips. “Did he at least apologize?”


She shrugged, trying to look nonchalant when the only thing
on her mind was Clay’s tender caresses. When had she had that last? Not from
Mister Unfaithful. “I didn’t give him a chance. As if it would ever have
made a difference.”


“You’re right. Apologies are worth nothing unless the words
come with actions to prove them.” The hand not holding his drink drifted over
to brush her nipples then slid down to splay his fingers across her tummy over
the fabric of the garter belt. “You have an incredible body, Kristen.”


She stiffened, wanting to believe him, needing to try.


“You do. Curves that make my mouth water. Breasts that I
could feast on all day. I’d say whoever the jerk was what he got wasn’t even
close to what you offer. So let’s just say good riddance to him.”


He touched his glass to hers and they each sipped their
drink.


Deal. “What about you? Wasn’t it hard for you to see
Zoe married to someone else? Especially after…” She stopped and blushed.


“After they borrowed me for their threesome last night?” he
grinned and shook his head ruefully. “To be honest, Zoe and I were never in
love. Not like she and Brad are. I’ll miss Zoe’s friendship and I’d be lying if
I didn’t admit the sex was damn hot. But she and I weren’t meant for the long
haul and we both knew it.”


“Still, you looked so…well, blue, downstairs. You must have
some regrets.”


He took a slow sip of his bourbon, obviously choosing his
words before he answered. “I think what I’ll miss is the idea of the
relationship. I want something real and solid like Zoe and Brad have. Someone I
admire. What about you? You weren’t looking like Little Miss Sunshine.”


She had to agree. “I’ve watched all my friends get married.
Been a bridesmaid for a lot of them. And like you, I want to find what they
did. Not some cheating louse who tells me he’d rather make love to me with the
lights off and then screws my roommate.” She swallowed a little of the vodka.
“Not to mention losing my job. That was the final kick in the ass.”


They were both silent for a long moment, then Clay laughed.
“Listen to us. Naked in bed after some spectacular sex and all we can do is
talk about how sorry we feel for ourselves.” He took her glass from her and
placed it on the nightstand with his before turning to her. “And I definitely
don’t want the lights off.” He glanced down at his cock, now semi-erect again.
“Oh, look who wants to wake up and come to the party again. I think we have to
do something about that.”


Her pussy gushed in appreciation. She trailed her tongue
over her lower lip and gathered her gumption. “I think I have to do
something about it.”


She shifted gracefully to her knees, took his cock in her
hand and bent to give one long, slow swipe with her tongue from root to tip.
Clay groaned his pleasure, his warm hand stroking her spine.


“Good. That’s good,” he breathed and opened his legs wider,
inviting her in. “You have a spectacular mouth, Kristen.”


In response she licked him again, one hand cupping his
balls, the other lightly grasping the root of his shaft. Opening her mouth she
lowered her head and took him slowly inside, her tongue dancing against the
velvety skin as she took in more and more of his big luscious length. He was so
large she had to adjust the angle of entry to take every bit but finally she
had all of him. As she slowly began drawing her lips along his length, her
fingers played with his balls and stroked the soft, lightly hairy skin of his
sac.


Kristen loved the sounds he made as she worked him, the
totally male whimpers of pleasure. His fingers rested on her nape, pressing
lightly to hold her in place. Bit by bit she increased her tempo, feeling his
shaft swell and harden against her tongue. She worked her hand up and down in
rhythm with her lips, her cunt pulsing as new streaks of arousal speared
through her.


She found herself rocking back and forth, trying to find
some position to give relief to her wet cunt and her demanding clit. She was
startled when Clay tightened his grip on her nape and pulled her head back.


“I think he’s ready,” he told her in a voice hoarse with
restrained lust. “But I want to play first.”


In seconds she was flat on her back, her legs spread wide
and Clay kneeling between them.


“I need another taste right now,” he growled, spreading wide
the lips of her pussy. He licked once, twice before spearing his stiffened
tongue into the well of her channel and fluttering it against her drenched
walls. “Mmmm.” He drew back and looked up at her, his mouth shiny with her
cream. “You taste so damn fucking good.”


He moved a thumb to her clit, rubbing it in a measured
cadence with the thrusts of his tongue. Kristen bucked her hips at him,
pressing her heels into the mattress to give her better balance. His tongue
continued to do wicked things inside her swollen core while his thumb tormented
her already sensitized clit.


As he pushed her higher and higher she closed her eyes and
reached for that peak that he held just out of reach. And then…and then… There
it was! She crashed over the edge, spinning and whirling, her body shuddering
as she poured herself onto his tongue. She rode it as long as she could,
unwilling for the intense pleasure to end. But finally, when she could stand it
no longer, he eased her back down, licking and sucking until her limbs went
slack and her breathing eased.


He rolled to the side, pulling her against him and lightly
caressing her back.


“Good, sugar?” The tender question in his eyes meant he
wasn’t looking for a response to stroke his ego, but her honest assessment of
how well he had pleasured her. That, too, made this moment—and this man
extraordinary.


“Good? It was spectacular. But what about…you know?”
Shy with her words, she wasn’t with her hand. She slipped it between their
bodies and lightly gripped his now very rigid cock. She writhed in expectation
to have him and please him as much as he had her.


“Oh, I have definite plans for him. Don’t you worry.”






Chapter Three


 


“Oh, Clay,” she moaned, her nails stroking his length as she
tore free of her inhibitions. “I’m not worried. I’m needy and empty and so…”
She put her mouth to his. “So damn hungry for you.”


“What the lady wants,” he growled as he rolled her to her
back, “the lady gets.” He reached over to grab another condom and slapped it
into her hand. “Quickly.”


She shook in her eagerness. To roll it on took only a
second, but her pussy pulsed in demanding abandon. She felt obsessed, crazy,
wanting to stroke his cock, lick him, suck him, all at once. She whimpered.


He moaned when she finally snapped the latex in place. With
two commanding hands to her inner thighs, he spread her wide as he traced a fingertip
down her seam. “Christ, you have the prettiest cunt. With folds like delicate
lace. Did you know that?”


She shook her head, her mouth dry with excitement. “No one
ever said.”


He put two thumbs to her heavy labia. “They were fools. I
know a prize when I see one. Just a glance at your pussy makes me want to eat
you and fuck you at the same time.”


“I want you to do both,” she arched up, offering him her
breasts, her every breath. “Have all of me. Every way possible.”


He carefully, slowly, sweetly sank inside her swollen pussy.
He filled her body and her mind. There was no finer, single moment of
brilliance she’d ever experienced in her life.


Her hands drifted to the point where their bodies joined.
She twined her fingers in his hair and hers. She circled the base of his cock
and thrilled at evidence of how big he was. She found her clit and found proof
of how horny she was.


“Let me see you please yourself, honey.”


Such an order might once have shocked her. But not tonight.
Not with him.


“Go ahead, baby. You have a sweet pearl there. Show me how
you like it stroked.”


Her mouth quivered with the erotic invitation. To show him
how excited she was, she squeezed his cock with her pussy.


He groaned and slumped a bit with the massage. “Damn. That
is scrumptious, babe.”


She did it once more.


He bucked. “Aw, honey. You’ll kill me here. Lemme watch you
do yourself.”


Her mouth parted, she held her pussy open with one set of
fingers while she circled the base of her clit with her index finger.


“Tell me,” he demanded hoarse with need, “what you feel.”


“Luscious strokes. Softly. Gently. Making it bigger.
Rounder. More slick.”


He rewarded her with a slow grind and a swirl of his cock in
her cunt. “What else?”


She swallowed in need. “I like to tap it.”


“Uh-huh.” He gave her a nice slow fuck. “And?”


“Scrape it with my nail.” She showed him how she shuddered
in response to her own caress.


“Yeah, Kristen, baby,” he crooned and slid inside her to the
hilt and held tight. “Then?”


“I have to pinch it.” She moaned in response, her cunt so
full of him, so thrilled with him she wanted to shout her delight. “And tap it
again.”


He pulled her finger away and with his own rubbed her bud,
circled it and pinched it.


She screamed and he rammed into her, slamming his long blunt
length inside her with such fierce slaps she knew he pushed her up the bed. But
he caught her with hands hooked on her hipbones and rode her hard. She panted,
grabbing breath, climbing to a pinnacle and rushing toward it.


Then just as she thought he’d give them both the grand
finale to a great fuck, he pulled out of her and left her curling up and
clutching her swollen cunt with both hands.


He caught her by the wrists as he swung from the bed. “You
think you’re not beautiful?”


“What? No! Yes!” She stood on shaking legs. “Clay,
fuck me!”


“No!” He dragged her into the bathroom. There, he flipped on
the bank of lights and had her blinking, turning away, one of her hands to her
slick wet empty pussy. She was going to come. She gasped. Without him!


“Look at me, baby!” He twirled her in front of him and in
the floor-length mirrors, from every angle, she saw her puckered rosy breasts,
her flushed pink skin, her wild red hair…and Clay. Clay with the melting gray
gaze, the toned heaving body, one hand cupping one of her large breasts, one
sinking between her legs and teasing her pussy. Making her moan. “That’s it.
Now watch.”


She thought he’d caress her then. Finger-fuck her. Stroke
her nipples.


“Touch your breasts.” His gaze locked on hers. “You are the
most gorgeous creature I’ve ever seen in the midst of an orgasm. But I want you
to see her. Know her.”


She gaped at him.


His sweet gaze went tender. “Do it, baby. Here, do me the
honor to get you started. Cup this breast. Oh, honey. I’m jealous of your
hand.” He laughed as he guided her fingers to her nipple. “Feel how soft you
are. How damn huge your nipples are. Notice how hard they are. Let’s pull this
nub. Twist it now, shall we?” He kissed her throat. “Aw, honey, you have got to
see how sensational you are.” He nuzzled her ear. “Do you?”


Her eyes told her a tale of a woman who shuddered in her
lover’s arms. Who felt her full, sumptuous breast and caressed her nipple
knowing that he trembled behind her. “I do.”


“Sweet baby.” He rewarded her with a hand sinking between
her legs, cupping her pussy and delving inside her slit with one deft finger.
“Juicy and mine,” he murmured and fit his cock between her buttocks. “Feel
good? I think you feel divine.” He set up a rhythm teasing her cunt with the
promise of his shaft, never quite giving it to her, but inspiring in her avid
sultry noises. “Let me see you lift a breast to your mouth.”


She paused.


He smiled so sweetly, she felt her knees buckle.


“I want to see you lick your nipple. That’s right. Long and
slow, round and round with your own rough tongue. Oh, honey. This is what lush
breasts like yours are meant for. Pleasure. Like it?”


She loved the ability to feel her own enjoyment on her skin.
The rasp of her tongue sent shock waves from her nipples to her cunt. “Mmmm.”


“Good. Suck on yourself.”


When she did, she felt her pussy walls clench. “I want you—”


“And I want you, baby. Now let me see you spread your frilly
little labia. Tip up your hips. Oh, darlin’. That is so good. See how red you
are? I do. God, you are so sexy, baby. Now pinch your clit.”


She moaned at the pressure of her own fingers.


“And send two fingers up inside your pussy.”


“Ahhhh.” She couldn’t think as she invaded the sensitive
fullness inside her own cunt.


He cupped her chin and trained her face toward the mirror.
“Look how ravishing you are.”


This woman was wild, soft, enraptured. Her head lolled on
her lover’s chest. “Oh, Clay.” She vibrated with pleasure, unsure if she spoke
loud enough for him to hear her plea. “Please make love to me.”


He whirled her around to look at him, one hand cradling her
nape and sinking his fingers into her curls, one hand to her back. “What we
both wanted from the start, honey.”


Right there, standing up, he came right up under her thighs
and, as if he and she had done this a thousand times before, he drove his cock
right up inside her swollen, drenched walls in a long smooth glide. He filled
her, locked up inside her. Her arms went around him, her head flung back, her
eyes closed at the sheer delight of being so consumed. So cared for.


He tugged on her hair to make her look to one side in the
mirror. “Watch how we do this so well together.” His mouth toyed with a
luscious smile as his own gaze went to their hips. “My cock loves your pussy.”


She clamped down on his shaft to show him her appreciation.


He sputtered. “You’re such a sweet torment.”


She grabbed a fistful of his dark silky hair. “Fuck me, damn
you.”


Teeth bared, he rode her. One swift stroke, two. “Make me.”


“Arrrghh!” She moved her hips up and down on his cock, then
bit his chin, licked his collarbone and stroked one of his nipples with a
fingernail.


“That’s it!” He pulled out of her, leaving her yelling her
objection as he sank to the floor and took her with him to a fluffy bath rug.
“Open those rounded thighs, baby doll, and let me in.”


She pressed her knees together, aching inside, her pussy so
empty she was going to pummel him if he didn’t make love to her. “Make me.”


“Ah, darlin’,” he levered himself up and over her, a
devilish smile parting his lips, “I am gonna sink between these legs that make
me feel so welcome.” He did as he promised and made the breath hiss between her
teeth. “And I’m gonna let my cock slide along these creamy satin lips.” He knew
how to deliver the delight of friction to her needy core. “My fingers are gonna
play with your huge clit, circle it and pinch it and tap it with my
fingernail.” She bucked, her own nails digging into his forearms. “And my cock
is gonna find a hot juicy welcome up inside the sweetest little cunt this man
ever knew.”


“And then, he’s going to fuck me.” A demand, a question.
Kristen never knew what she’d said.


“And then this man is gonna make love to you so completely,
you’ll remember how I feel and how I look and how I smell,” he sank deeply
inside her on a guttural moan, “for years to come.”


Kristen knew then, whatever else Clay Holbrook was, he
definitely was a man of his word. She came in the longest, strongest orgasm of
her life. And as she rolled to her side and he came up to curl her hard against
him, he told her she had just come with the loudest scream he’d ever heard.


 


Hours, minutes later, she awakened to the marvelous feeling
of his fingers playing with her nipples. She stretched and turned her face to
try to nuzzle him.


“Roll over here, honey,” he whispered to her, hoarse. “My turn
to play with these sweet babies.” He caressed her breasts, lifting them in his
palms, grunting at their size and twisting and tweaking them. With his lips, he
sucked on each one and had her bucking. With his teeth, he nipped each one and
had her mewling. With his tongue, he laved her, soothed her and awakened in her
another ravenous hunger to have him.


He rolled up and over her, pushing her hair from her cheeks.
“I need you again.”


“I hoped we weren’t through.” She grinned as he got to his
knees. “No. Where are you—?”


“Getting dressed for the party, baby,” he told her as he
strode to the living room and came back to sink down between her spread thighs.
“What a party favor,” he whispered as he bent to fasten his mouth on her pussy.
“Open this up for me?”


She grinned and spread her labia open for him.


He inhaled. “You can’t imagine how your pussy glistens with
all your cream. How you smell so musky. And my, my, how do you taste? Hmm?” He
took a long delicate sample from her with the tip of his tongue. “How big your
clit is for me.” He fingered her nub. “Lemme try to make it bigger, shall I?”


“Keep on like that and I’ll come just listening to you
sweet-talk me,” she shot back on a giggle.


But when he took her up on it, and told her in a half-dozen
small endearments how she was the best real woman he’d ever had, he had her
clutching his shoulders and screaming to put his cock inside her pussy fast or
she’d come without him.


He didn’t let her.


To their quivering, rocking, heaving delight.


As they both shuddered and shook, wrapped tightly in each
other’s arms, he kissed her forehead and her cheek. Moments later, he
whispered, “Come to bed, baby.”


She managed to get to her feet, but he caught her up in his
arms. Strong as hell to hold me, she thought. Then he gently laid her to
the bed, fit himself around her and cocooned, boneless, she had no more
thoughts.


 


When Kristin awoke the next morning she heard Clay moving
around in the bathroom. Another minute and he was back in the room, wearing a
pair of boxers. Slung low on his hips, the white underwear displayed enough of
his groin and a tempting vee to his dangling cock, that she swallowed back the
mouthwatering temptation to invite him back into bed. Fling the covers wide.
Take his beautiful shaft in her mouth and learn once more how much he desired
her. How she pleased him.


But she balked. Blinked at the open draperies and the
blazing sunlight flooding the room. The morning after was definitely too damn
bright and her old habit of cloaking her sexuality emerged like a ghoul.


“I ordered breakfast,” he told her in a voice that seemed
too impartial to encourage her to be brave. “I hope that’s okay.”


Part feigned nonchalance, part real fatigue, Kristen yawned
widely. “More than okay. I’m starved.” She forced a grin. “I worked up an
appetite.”


“Me, too.” He stepped over to the bed, bent down and pressed
a soft kiss on her lips. “If you want to shower you can use the hotel robe. I
hung it back on the hook on the door.”


“Thoughtful and considerate, too. Wow. I hit the jackpot.”


“Same goes,” he murmured, so softly she almost didn’t hear
him. His eyes lowered, he turned away.


Over breakfast they grew more and more stilted with each
other, as if the intimacy of the sex had disappeared and left them as they’d
been before. Two strangers. Clay talked about his work and Kristen told him
what kind of job she was looking for. “A new city. A new perspective would be
great.” A new man like you would be a welcome treat to explore.


To that, he smiled wistfully. But said nothing.


No encouragement. Okay. She’d come only for the
one-night stand. A party to lift her mood. His too. Result? Wow. She’d
definitely gotten more in quality than she’d ever expected. When had she
decided she wanted more?


When he showed me he valued me for who I am, not who he
wanted me to be.


Unable to say such an intimate fact in an atmosphere that
seemed too sadly clichéd, she finally gathered up her clothes, stuck her feet
into her now uncomfortable shoes and opened the door.


“Well. I guess ‘thanks’ for a great night would be sort of
inadequate.”


He winked, but the gesture had more sadness than sass. “It
was a sure cure for the pity party.”


She paused in the doorway, hoping he would say something.
Ask for her cell number. Or her folks’ address. Anything. Finally, when the
silence became uncomfortable, she forced a smile.


“So. See you sometime.”


“Yeah.” He walked over to her and gave her one last kiss,
his tongue gliding around inside her mouth. “See you.”


Kristen tried to swallow her disappointment as she walked
down the hallway to her own room. Well, what did she expect? A hot stud muffin
like him probably had so many women lined up they had to take a number. She let
herself into her room and dumped her clothes on the bed.


At least she’d have terrific memories. And a few lessons
well learned.






Chapter Four


 


Clay slammed the door of the cab and jogged through the
rainy mist to his condo building. More rain. It seemed as if it always rained
in Seattle. He tried to remember again why he’d decided to move here. Oh, yeah.
The job. The big pay hike. Money talks, bullshit walks.


Since his return from Texas and Zoe and Brad’s wedding he’d
had a hard time getting back into his regular schedule. Even getting into a
decent mood. His coworkers had begun avoiding him and his friends ragged on
him. The few dates he’d made himself go on had turned into disasters. He
chuckled mirthlessly as he recalled the most recent one last Saturday night.
There he was in bed with a smokin’ blonde, willing and waiting, a woman he’d
been with several times. But he’d looked at her and all he’d seen was Kristen.
Beautiful, buxom, sweet Kristen, shy with words, eager to be taught. And his
cock had wilted like a dead flower.


Talk about humiliation.


Damn it all, anyway. All he’d wanted after the wedding was something
to chase the blues away. He’d gotten that and more. A woman who’d imprinted
herself on him. Unconsciously wormed her way into his mind…and his dreams. Oh,
Jesus, the dreams. The first one had shocked him with its images of him fucking
her, looking down into her pleasure-heavy eyes while he stroked his cock in and
out of her wet, tight pussy. He’d woken up in a sweat and discovered he was
holding his cock as if it might run away from him.


He’d taken a long, cold shower that morning and then driven
himself like a man possessed at work. Being an engineer had its plusses. He
could bury himself in specs and measurements and other sexless things.


But then a few nights later the dream had come again. And
again. Until now he dreamed about her every single night and woke up jerking
himself off like some horny teenager. He wondered if there was a twelve-step
program for something like this.


Riding the elevator up to his condo he tried to figure out
what to do. His stomach cramped every time he remembered how he’d stupidly just
let her walk out of that hotel room. Way to go, asshole. But he was
leaving to go back to Seattle and she was…what? He didn’t even know except that
she needed a job. Well, fuck, Seattle had plenty of jobs. Why hadn’t he pursued
that with her?


Okay, so he’d been the classless shmuck of the year, but now
what? Should he call her? Ask her to come for a visit? What if she was already
hooked up with someone else? What if she’d taken what he’d helped her learn
about herself and found a man who really appreciated her? What if she regretted
that unbelievable night they’d spent together? What if she decided he was a
dork and she wanted nothing to do with him?


He should have tried harder to press her to come to Seattle.
Told her about the job market for people with her skills. Asked her to come
spend a few days looking around. He had only himself to blame for letting her
disappear after they’d had breakfast in his room.


Should he call Zoe? Oh, yeah, great. And listen to her
smother a good laugh at his expense. The great stud master so hung up on a
woman he had wet dreams about her.


He unlocked the door to his condo, dumped his keys in the
bowl on the small table against the wall, put down his briefcase and flicked
the light switch. He’d had it set up so the one switch turned on lamps in the
living room and his bedroom. Normally he loved the soft glow they cast, the
living room a welcoming sight with its comfortable furniture and its wall of
windows that overlooked the Seattle skyline.


But tonight the place just looked very empty. Uninviting.
Cold blinking lights of the Needle against the brooding storm clouds. Because
the woman he wanted wasn’t there? Was it possible to feel this way about
someone after just one twelve-hour tumble in the sheets? Oh, yeah. With this
woman it was.


So now what? He didn’t even have her cell number and she was
staying with her parents while she reorganized her life. Short of calling every
Jaynes in Austin, and asking if they had a daughter named Kristen he’d just
have to swallow his pride and humble himself to Zoe. And hope she took pity on
him.


He had just walked into his bedroom and disposed of his
jacket and tie when his doorbell rang. Who the hell could that be? He wasn’t
expecting anyone and he hoped some woman he’d fucked hadn’t decided to pay him
a surprise visit. He yanked the door open, prepared to be as rude as necessary,
but instead he just froze.


The vision of his dreams stood in front of him in killer
heels and a belted raincoat, a small suitcase next to her.


“Hi, Clay.” She wet her lips, obviously nervous. “I, um,
hope I’m not intruding, but I just—”


He never gave her a chance to finish what she was saying. He
simply grabbed her wrist and yanked her inside, almost forgetting her suitcase.
Slamming the door, he pushed her against it, took her face in his hands and
thrust his tongue deep into her mouth. He probed and licked, not sure if he’d
ever again get enough of her taste. They were both breathless when he finally
lifted his head.


“I guess this means you’re glad to see me?” She gave him a
shaky grin.


“Glad is a very weak word for what I’m feeling.” He kissed
her again, forcing himself to take a break before they both lost consciousness
from lack of oxygen. “I was about to launch an all-out search for you. Damn,
Kristen. I’ve missed you every single minute since you walked out of my room.”


“Me, too.”


Clay backed up, took her hands and led her into the living
room.


“What are you doing here? How did you get here? Are you
staying? For how long?”


Kristen laughed. “One thing at a time. I got your address
from Zoe. And didn’t she just have a giggle over that.”


Clay’s lips twisted in a wry smile. “I’ll bet.”


“I’m here because I remembered what you said about the tech
market in Seattle. I sent out resumes, had preliminary follow-up calls and I
have three job interviews scheduled.”


“Here? In Seattle?” Could he dare hope?


“Yes, you dope,” she laughed. “Starting tomorrow. I thought
you might let me crash here. Hotels are so impersonal.”


His fingers were shaking as he reached to unbutton her
raincoat. “You’re kidding, right? Can I just tell you I’ve dreamed about you
almost every night since I got back here?”


The look in her eyes softened. “Really? Me, too. I mean,
some very hot dreams.”


He tried for her buttons again but she grasped his wrists
and pulled his hands away. “Talking first.”


“Talking?”


“Uh-huh. I want to be sure I didn’t misread your signals
back in Texas.”


“Kristen, I…” He stopped, cleared his throat. “Do you
believe some people are destined to be together?”


Her eyes widened. “I do, but I didn’t think that was a guy
kind of thing.”


He laughed softly. “It is for this guy. We spent less than
twelve hours together but I knew minutes after I stupidly let you walk out of
the room that I couldn’t let you go.” He shook his head. “By the time I got my
head together and called the desk for your room number you’d already checked
out. Like an idiot I hadn’t gotten your cell number and Zoe and Brad were
already off on their honeymoon.”


She frowned. “Raine had it. Zoe’s mother.”


“Here’s your next big chuckle. I asked around and she and
Scott, Brad’s brother, took off for their own getaway.”


“You’re kidding.” He laughed again. “This was definitely
some wedding.”


“So…it’s okay that I’m here?”


“Better than okay. I want you to tell me all about your job
interviews but not before I get you naked and have my fill of your body.”


He urged her up from the couch and led her into his bedroom.
Yanking the covers back on the bed he turned to her and began again to unbutton
her raincoat.


“Let me,” she objected in a soft voice.


As she opened her coat and let it fall to the floor, his
eyes nearly popped out of his head. She was naked! Totally, stark naked. Hot as
flames, he was having trouble peeling his tongue off the roof of his mouth.


“Holy shit!”


“I did my strip act in the rest room of the little bar
downstairs. I figured if I was welcome here we wouldn’t want to waste any
time.”


He laughed as he stripped out of his own clothing. “Damn
right about that.”


Reaching in the nightstand drawer he pulled out a condom,
tore the wrapper and rolled the latex onto his already painfully throbbing
cock. He lifted Kristen onto the bed and spread her legs wide.


“We’ve got time for finesse later. Right now I have to be
inside you or I’ll explode.”


He probed her luscious pussy with two fingers, excited to
find her already dripping wet. Positioning himself at her opening he drove into
her with one deep thrust. He closed his eyes and held himself still for a long
moment, just savoring the hot creamy clasp of her cunt, the feel of it around
his erection.


“Hold your breasts for me like you did before,” he told her,
barely able to breathe.


As she cupped the mounds and toyed with her nipples he
hammered into her, intent on nothing but driving them both to a massive orgasm.
As hungry for each other as they were it took barely a minute before their
bodies exploded and crashed together, sucked into a whirlpool of pleasure. They
shuddered together, letting the force of the spasms take them until the last
aftershock finally subsided.


Clay caught his weight on his hands as he collapsed on her,
panting, heart pounding. Kristen caressed his cheeks with incredible
tenderness.


“That might have been quick but it was even better than I
remembered,” she told him.


“Me, too.” He disposed of the condom then stretched out
beside her and cradled her against his body. “I’m not through with you yet, you
know.”


“I hope not.”


“I’m mentally crossing my fingers that one of those jobs
works out because I don’t ever want you to leave.”


“So do I.” She pressed soft kisses against his face. “What
you taught me about myself, what you showed me about you, I never could have
learned any other way. Not from anyone else. I had to come see you again. Know
if you felt the same about me. I didn’t want to spend my life questioning or
regretting or—”


“Or being blue?” he teased her with a hitch to his voice, a
knot in his stomach releasing.


“Right. No more being blue for me.”


He gave her a huge smacker of a kiss and chuckled so hard
she did too. “You know it rains a lot in Seattle. Almost every weekend. Not
much chance to go anywhere.”


She giggled against him. “I guess we’ll just have to stay in
bed, then.” She smiled. “A sure cure to chase away the blues.”


“Amen to that.”


His hands began to stroke her body again and he thought to
himself that he might have been the Something Blue at Zoe’s wedding but he sure
wasn’t anymore.








About the Authors


 


Desiree
Holt: I always wonder what readers really want to know when I write one of
these things. Getting to this point in my career has been an interesting
journey. I’ve managed rock and roll bands and organized concerts. Been the only
female on the sports staff of a university newspaper. Immersed myself in Nashville
peddling a country singer. Lived in five different states. Married two very
interesting but totally different men.


I think I must have lived in Texas in another life, because
the minute I set foot on Texas soil I knew I was home. Living in Texas Hill Country
gives me inspiration for more stories than I’ll probably ever be able to tell,
what with all the sexy cowboys who surround me and the gorgeous scenery that
provides a great setting.


Each day is a new adventure for me, as my characters come to
life on the pages of my current work in progress. I’m absolutely compulsive
about it when I’m writing and thank all the gods and goddesses that I have such
a terrific husband who encourages my writing and puts up with my obsession. As
a multi-published author, I love to hear from my readers. Their input keeps my
mind fresh and always hunting for new ideas.


 


 


Cerise
DeLand: An award-winning author of more than two dozen romances and
mysteries, Cerise DeLand creates heroes readers crave. Cerise has met many men
in her worldwide travels and created the best of the best from all the
wonderful places she’s lived and visited. Today, she lives—and writes—in wild
west Texas, where a never-ending stream of cowboys, vaqueros, para-military
types and diplomats stroll into town and fuel her imagination for red hot
affairs.


 


 


Allie Standifer
has lived in various places around the world. The gift of travel enables her to
create the rhythm and feel of far-off places and feed an overactive
imagination. Her life has been one of constant adventure, including growing up
in Saudi Arabia, where her brother tried to sell her to Bedouins (for what amounts
to less than $1.50). It’s been nonstop; she loves every minute of it.


Ideas, plots, characters and conversations keep her company
inside her head and fuel her need to write. And no, they don’t tell her to
start fires.  :)  Tired of everyday stories, Allie adds paranormal
twists to her tales. They’re filled with past lives, chain-email-sending
oracles, mythical creatures, magic, sexy gods, and heroines who know exactly
what they want—and aren’t afraid to go get it.


Free time is spent spoiling two nieces and two nephews,
pumping them up on sugar and caffeine and buying very loud toys then sending
them back to their parents. The perfect revenge for all the slights of being
the youngest child. When not writing or contributing to the delinquency of
minors, or trying to outsmart her psycho cat, she spends time with her
wonderful and supportive family.


 


 


The authors welcome comments from readers. You can find
their websites and email addresses on their author bio pages at www.ellorascave.com.


 


 


 


Tell Us What You Think


We appreciate hearing reader opinions about our books. You
can email us at Comments@EllorasCave.com.









Also by Desiree Holt


 


1-800-DOM-help:
Delight Me


Cougar
Challenge: Hot to Trot


Cupid’s Shaft


Dancing
With Danger


Diamond Lady


Double Entry


Driven by
Hunger


Eagle’s Run


Ellora’s
Cavemen: Flavors of Ecstasy I anthology


Mistletoe Magic:
Elven Magic with Regina Carlysle & Cindy Spencer Pape


Mistletoe
Magic: Touch of Magic


Emerald Green


Escape the
Night


Hot Moon
Rising


Hot,
Wicked and Wild


I Dare You


Journey
to the Pearl


Just Say Yes


Kidnapping
the Groom with Allie Standifer


Letting Go


Line of Sight


Lust by
Moonlight


Lust Unleashed


Night Heat


Once Burned


Once
Upon a Wedding


Riding
Out the Storm


Rodeo Heat


Seductive
Illusion with Allie Standifer


Switched


Teaching
Molly


Trouble
in Cowboy Boots


Turn up the Heat 1:
Scorched with Allie Standifer


Turn
up the Heat 2: Scalded with Allie Standifer


Turn
up the Heat 3: Singed with Allie Standifer


Turn
up the Heat 4: Steamed with Allie Standifer


Until the
Dawn with Cerise DeLand


Wedding
Belles: Something Borrowed


Where
Danger Hides


 


Print books by Desiree Holt


 


Age and
Experience anthology


Candy
Caresses anthology


Cougar
Challenge: Tease the Cougar anthology


Demanding
Diamonds anthology


Ellora’s
Cavemen: Flavors of Ecstasy I anthology


Erotic
Emerald anthology


Mistletoe
Magic anthology


Naughty
Nuptials anthology


Rodeo Heat


Where
Danger Hides


 


Also by Cerise DeLand


 


Carried Away


Hat Trick


Her
Three-Way Merger


Laid Bare


Mia Dolce


Until the
Dawn with Desiree Holt


Wedding Belles:
Something New


Whenever We
Meet


 


Print books by Cerise DeLand


 


Irresistible
Forces


 


Also by Allie Standifer


 


After the
Music


Erotic
Escapes 1: Tease Me in Tunisia


Erotic
Escapes 2: Pleasure Me in Petra


Erotic
Escapes 3: Snared in Siberia


Kidnapping
the Groom with Desiree Holt


Turn up the Heat 1:
Scorched with Desiree Holt


Turn
up the Heat 2: Scalded with Desiree Holt


Turn
up the Heat 3: Singed with Desiree Holt


Turn
up the Heat 4: Steamed with Desiree Holt


Twenty-Four
Hours


Wedding Belles:
Something Old


 









 


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


 


www.ellorascave.com


image001.jpg





image002.jpg
ELL@AVE
> <4

Wncx e





cover.jpeg
ErLoras Cave e

o)
o 4 ’ i
Desire&
Cerise/Delland

Alligtandifer

Wedding
Belles

Somethin






