 
More Than A Stud
 
by
 
Eliza March

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales, is entirely coincidental.
 
More Than A Stud
 
COPYRIGHT Ó 2011 by Eliza March
 
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission of the author or The Wild Rose Press except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.
 
Contact Information: info@thewildrosepress.com
 
Cover Art by Angela Anderson
 
The Wild Rose Press
PO Box 708
Adams Basin, NY 14410-0708
 
Visit us at www.thewilderroses.com
 
Publishing History
First Scarlet Rose Edition, June 2011
 
Published in the United States of America

 
Dedication
 
To every woman over fifty
who isn’t afraid to still look.

PRAISE FOR AUTHOR
 
Eliza March
 
HOT HIGHLAND FLING
 
“Hot, sexual, sensual and believable. For such a short story, it sure has it all. I wasn’t ready for it to end.”
~Terri, Night Owl Reviews
 
“HOT HIGHLAND FLING delivers on those sinfully decadent fantasies many women have about Scotsmen and their kilts.”
~Chrissy Dionne, Blue Ribbon Reviews
 
“Make sure you’re sitting by a fan when you read this gem, you’re likely to melt! Hot, sexy read, great story. HOT HIGHLAND FLING is a great fantasy escape!”
~Author, Julianna Sage
 
“Steaming hot and well worth your time, Hot Highland Fling is a must read!”
~Author, Catherine Bybee
 
“The imaginative sex could breathe life back into a dead man…romance with a lot of Zing!”
~Faith V. Smith, Author and Reviewer
 

 
 
 
 
 
More Than A Stud
 
“Happy birthday to you…”
The crowd in the private banquet room at Le Chaz sang off key, but no one could claim they weren’t an enthusiastic group. Certainly not the birthday girl, CEO of International Corporate Intelligence, Carina Roth. No, she chuckled at their good intentions and tried to focus on having fun. They’d gone to great lengths planning this party at her favorite restaurant. The pleasant expression she’d plastered on her face earlier this evening was the one she was trying to maintain. She didn’t want to give away any of her misgivings—the nagging ones about turning forty-two, being unmarried, and childless—the ones ticking away her life like the second hand on a clock. Hell, it wasn’t like there weren’t prospects. It was just that, at the moment, being unattached made her tense.
Acceptable stud potential was at a premium at her age, and the fertility clinic questionnaire had her thinking maybe in vitro fertilization wasn’t for her. The good old-fashioned way of impregnation seemed simple enough, but then the relationships could get messy.
Speaking of messy relationships, she’d dodged a bullet with her last one. Daniel Mancuso smiled benevolently at her. The CFO of her company was ten years her senior, attractive, and convenient, but he fit into her unacceptable stud category.
Daniel wouldn’t ever consider making a big commitment like monogamy, let alone parenthood. Cohabitating might have been a possibility, but he’d never stick, so what would be the point. At the time when they started dating, he was generous enough not to mention her biological alarm was ready to go off any minute. He didn’t suggest that perhaps she should rethink their arrangement. Before he asked Carina on the second date, he re-enforced his position. After the disasters he’d made of his two failed marriages, and his even worse attempts at being a step-father, he’d made it perfectly clear that kids were out of the question. They both knew marriage wasn’t in the picture for them when they started their affair.
She did want children and, despite how charming and bright Daniel could be, he wasn’t what she wanted, not in a husband or a father for her child. Maybe Carina needed that time with him to make up her mind about whether she was ready to commit to anything other than her business. He’d bowed out easily enough when she admitted it was time to get on with her life, and she decided he’d been right. Maybe she shouldn’t have spent valuable time with him when she knew their goals weren’t the same. But thank goodness he recognized that her biological clock was ready to explode like a time bomb.
Once she made the decision to get pregnant, she decided on handling pregnancy like she did her business. If this was the year she was going to have a baby, there were plenty of ways to make it happen when one had the means. The fertility clinic assured her that her missed periods were from stress not change of life. She still had time.
Carina lifted her crystal glass filled to the brim with champagne and took a sip. Only the best for her, Daniel had said when he popped the cork. He was right. She took another sip while he made a toast. “To our leader, Carina Elizabeth Roth. Happy birthday.”
Everyone raised their glasses, smiling, and nodding their good wishes.
Suddenly, all Carina could see were the glitter of diamonds and gold, the artificially whitened teeth set inside plastic faces, and the spray-on tans. She’d be kind and not think about the Botox expressions or the stoplight enhanced breasts and bee-stung lips. These were nice people, her people, but not her family.
What she wanted was a family of her own. That was the wish she’d made when she blew out the candles.
She sipped her champagne. Nice. The bubbles tickled the inside of her nose, making it easier to maintain the grin frozen on her face. Her glazed eyes wandered, finally locking on the one face she looked forward to seeing every day. Evan Douglas, her field officer, her partner in uncovering corporate espionage. They worked inside corporate intel together. His mind and hers fit like two pieces of a puzzle when it came to fighting corporate crimes.
As soon as he looked her way and made eye contact, her field officer’s chiseled jaw clenched. His gaze shifted and his body physically stiffened while Daniel’s new assistant pasted herself to his side.
Carina should have told Evan she’d ended things with Daniel three months ago. He unclenched his left fist and shook out his fingers. The tension breaker was one she recognized from when they worked side by side. His loyal reaction on her behalf amused her, and Cynthia’s behavior confirmed her recent suspicions about who Daniel had taken up with.
Evan turned and met her gaze. Far from naïve, he would be revolted by disloyal behavior. No discernable emotion showed on his face, just pale blue eyes piercing hers, heating her to the depths of her soul. She brushed off the attraction. He was thirty-four, too young for her. Although, apparently, not too young to hide the interested look that suddenly entered his eyes. He’d never have shown interest while she’d been with someone else. Those strict values of his had him following codes of honor to the letter.
The one time career marine had desperately high standards, and that made him invaluable in his job and to her. Infiltrating companies and undermining corporate espionage was what she’d hired him to do. What she trusted him to do was cover her ass while she unraveled the computer evidence and he uncovered the rest.
Tonight the ice soldier’s eyes looked frigid beneath his pale, furrowed brows as he watched Daniel with Cynthia. Evan was clearly livid by Daniel’s actions. Actions he perceived as betrayal. Here she was feeling nothing but relief about the situation—no heated emotion, not jealousy or regret—only a warm glow filled her heart, knowing Evan Douglas had her back, personally and professionally. If he hadn’t looked like he wanted to kill someone, Carina would have laughed off his anger. She couldn’t let him ruin his evening believing Daniel mattered to her in any capacity other than a professional one.
“Thank you all for your lovely wishes, especially you, Daniel. Your team makes our field jobs easier.” She winked at Evan. “Knowing you’re all handling things in our best interests while I’m on the road makes us the successful team we are.”
She stared at Evan until his stance relaxed just a little. Then, she held up her glass and toasted. “To you, Daniel.”
Evan lifted his glass a little too slowly and sipped. The questioning furrow between his brows deepened. She tilted her glass to her lips and sipped at the same time, wondering if the bubbles tickled his lips as it did hers. What would his lips taste like with the cool dampness of the champagne still moist on them?
Carina folded her arms under her breasts and let her attention drift to Cynthia. Young, beautiful, slender. The woman was an asset to the company and a diversion for Daniel. He caught Carina looking at them, and his eyes shifted to the woman on his left. When he looked back at Carina, he gave her a cock-eyed smirk. She gave him a half smile and drank the champagne with the silent understanding clear between them.
Done.
No, she’d always known fidelity wasn’t for Daniel, but he was the best CFO to have at the financial helm of her business. So she was happy to have him in that capacity and relieved to know she wouldn’t have to do battle over the issue of keeping him out of her bed. While she and Evan had been gone for the last three months, Cynthia looked like she’d been keeping Daniel busy enough.
Evan worked his way to Carina’s side and bent his head to hers after the partiers’ attention drifted from her to the dance floor. His deep voice rumbled quietly in her ear, “She’s a bimbo.”
“No, she’s not. I don’t hire bimbos. She has two doctorates.”
“It’s not about her brains. It’s her attitude.” His breath felt warm against her neck.
Carina turned, brushed her lips against his stubbled cheek, and kissed air as he turned. “Thanks for the support, but don’t waste your time or concern on my account.” She didn’t mention any names. Everyone knew she and Daniel were seeing each other socially, but she thought she’d done a fairly good job of keeping the affair discreet. Not everyone knew what Evan knew, that she and Daniel had been sleeping together on and off for the last year. “We had a very loose understanding.”
“Good, then he won’t mind if I do this.” The heat from Evan’s body surrounded her. He moved up against her back, one hand at her waist.
Carina resisted the urge to sigh. He was the same age as her youngest brother. This was silly, having him pretend to be interested. Still, a large muscular man felt good wrapped around her like a shield, even if the game he played made her feel foolish. Her traitorous body reacted, despite her misgivings. She bristled with indignation. “Maybe you should ask me what I mind.”
“I would, but you just backed into my cock. I figured you’d already answered that question.” His tone quavered, as if he were holding back laughter.
“Oh!” She froze in place. Had she?
“It’s okay, Cari.” He was the only one who dared call her Cari. He soothed her with hypnotic fingers running gentle patterns over her midriff. “My cock enjoyed meeting your ass, finally, after all this time.”
The heat from her blush rose into her cheeks. They burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t move. “Sorry, must have been an involuntary response.”
“It didn’t feel involuntary. It felt interested. Tell me, Cari, are you interested?”
The question made her flinch. The thought of him teasing her about something this serious started to piss her off. But when he ran the back of his fingers down her neck, skimming her bare arms, and murmured, “I love the feel of your skin, so pale so soft,” she surrendered to the moment.
“Are you blushing?”
“Blushing? Hardly.” Thank goodness the light in the room was low. She was melting. But where was her hard exterior—the one she needed to protect her? There’d already been too many restless nights lately, when she’d tried not to think about Evan and sex. It was best not to consider him in that context now. They were the best partners, too good at working together to risk crossing that line and ruining everything between them, not to mention the difference in their ages. She couldn’t go there.
“You’re not answering. Does the silence mean you—”
“Look, Evan, we don’t play in the same sand boxes.” She tried to move away, but he held her firmly in place, one hand on her shoulder and the other firmly at her waist, pulling her tightly against his muscled body and his growing interest.
“Don’t be like that with me. It won’t work.” The words were clipped and edgy. His voice quiet, his implication explicit. “We both know I can keep up with you on any level—economically, intellectually, socially, emotionally—I’m right there with you.” The grit in his voice sounded angry, maybe a bit insulted, too.
“You know I didn’t mean it that way. I only meant I’m older than you and your friends. You hang with a younger crowd, have different interests.”
“Mmm, so?”
Damn, if anyone saw him holding her like this, they’d think she was…ugh, robbing the cradle. She squeezed the hand recklessly massaging too close to her left breast and growled at him under her breath. “Stop that. Let me go.”
“Not a chance, lady. Don’t move or we’ll both be embarrassed.” He rubbed his cock across her ass to make his point.
Evan was young, fit, hard.
Oh, God, he is so hard.
The enormous evidence of his interest was pressed to her ass. His cock had to be unmistakably tenting his pants. There was no way his jacket would cover it. And because he was right, she would be embarrassed, she held still. Only, he didn’t move away.
For the first time since she’d hired him, she seriously dared to think of Evan the way a woman should about an attractive man in his prime. She relaxed and leaned back against him, enjoying the moment and the warm, toned body behind her. There was a certain satisfaction growing inside her. Knowing she could arouse someone as attractive as Evan boosted her ego just when she needed it most.
She realized she’d been holding her breath when she inhaled and sniffed. He smelled delicious, too. Not all cologne or soap. Just clean, rich male. How come she’d never noticed his tantalizing masculine scent before?
Duh! Perhaps because she’d avoided being this close to him. Mind block. How many times had she refused to think of him that way? A million or more—that’s why. Hell, there was the time when he’d spilled red wine on his shirt and removed it. Carina had thought about poking out her eyes before being tempted by his fine looks. He was male eye-candy at its sweetest, and she shouldn’t think about him like that, not then, not now, not ever. It felt like an insult to lust after her corporate head of security that way. He was so much more than just another pretty face with a beefcake body.
He pulled a strand of her hair from behind her ear and twirled the curl between his fingers. “Your hair is the most beautiful shade of brown, like rich dark mocha, the kind that’s supposed to be good for your health.”
“I don’t know how good it is for you, but that stuff adds layers of fat on my hips.”
“I love the way your hips feel.” He rubbed his cock against her once again to prove his point. A shiver of feminine need moved down her spine, and with it rose a sliver of guilt. He wasn’t even her usual type. He was blond—very light blond with tan, golden skin. She preferred a more Mediterranean look on her men. He was young, virile—very virile she suspected. She gravitated to mature, stable men.
A long sigh escaped without her realizing it. He could hardly claim she was his usual type, either. In her opinion, she was way too far from twenty-something and model-lovely for the likes of him.
“I like the way your head fits beneath my chin, just so.” He bent and lightly kissed the top of her head.
“Humph.” She was tall and fit—still, too curvy, top and bottom, for the arm hanger effect.
“I feel like I’m holding a real woman in my arms when I touch you.” To emphasize his words he moaned a little and brought her closer against him.
Was that…? Yes, it was his cock, bigger and harder than before, pressed between her ass cheeks through the thin stretch material of her dress. Apparently his cock was blind. Certain body parts were like that when stimulated. Heat shot through her sex, responding to him. Traitor.
He whispered to her, “I can smell your arousal. Hell, I can’t wait to taste your creamy pussy.”
Her breath caught in her throat thinking of his lips kissing her there and his tongue lapping at her folds. The dampness seeped past her slit, soaking her panties, and making her nervous. Did he know what he was doing to her? Was he deliberately turning her to mush in front of fifty people? Thank goodness, no one was looking in their direction.
“I’ve imagined doing that since the first time you walked into the interview room and crossed those long dancer’s legs in front of me.”
She was aghast. “You? You’ve thought about me? That way?” Dancer? Snort. Ballerina, not. He was making her feel more like a Vegas stripper.
“If you only knew all the things I’ve imagined doing to you.”
“Don’t tell me. Please, don’t say another word.” How could she not have sensed his attraction? No. He had to be feigning interest for her sake. He was a more loyal friend than she’d figured. The thought made her warm all over. Or maybe it was having his large frame engulfing hers that had her nipples tingling and her emotions churning.
“Okay, I won’t say anything. I’ll show you.” He subtly rubbed his long, hard length against her body and discreetly ran one hand over her hip. He might be faking, but his cock wasn’t. Heat erupted at every contact point—and there were plenty of them—searing through to her core and penetrating to what felt like her very soul. She gasped and tried to turn, but his hands dropped to her wrists and gripped like manacles. “Stay. You need this, right now. Don’t look up too fast.”
He released her and backed up slightly, but he took her hand in his. When she did glance up, a few of the executives to their right were whispering to each other, shooting questioning looks in their direction. Suddenly, she understood what Evan meant. She looked up at him over her shoulder. The man intended to save her pride. She grinned. “They thought I’d be devastated to see Daniel with Cynthia.”
He nodded. “Let them think you had another agenda all along.”
Just at that exact instant Daniel met her gaze. From his expression, Cari knew he thought she and Evan were an item. At first, she was mortified, but Daniel gave her a thumbs up. She smiled at him and shook her head. He shrugged and cocked a brow in question.
Cari glanced up at Evan and laughed. “I did have another agenda. Daniel and I ended things before you and I left for Hong Kong.” A horrifying thought made her rear back. Evan was playing to the audience. “You? You want them all to think you and I…? But you’re—”
“Yeah. Younger. So what? You’re younger than Daniel, and Cynthia’s younger than you. You’re the CEO. When older men date younger chicks, their reps go up a notch. I don’t mind being the CEO’s boy toy if that CEO is you.” The timber of his voice dropped an octave, and his interest sounded sincere.
Man, he’s good.
“Right,” she murmured beneath her breath. “Ha. Ha.”
When he kissed her cheek and nuzzled her neck, she couldn’t decide whether to surrender to her embarrassment and play along with his chivalry or not. She decided to go along with him for the moment, taking advantage of her young knight in shining armor because it felt so damn good, but she wouldn’t let him think she’d consider his offer for real.
She backed up and looked him up and down. “Humph, like anyone would ever take you for a boy toy.”
“Sounds perfect, boss.”
No matter how hard Cari tried to sound casual, her voice sounded breathless when her words filtered through her constricted throat, “Thanks for the offer, anyway.”
He chuckled, but she thought she’d made a good point. He was six-six and two-hundred and twenty pounds of lean muscle. Most women couldn’t get past ogling his body to discover he had a genius IQ. The day she’d seen his resume come through, she snatched it up before human resources filed it away. He sounded like just what the company needed, and then she practically choked when she saw him, all beauty, brains, and brawn.
“You’re thinking too much.” He put his hands on her shoulders.
“Can’t help it.” She stiffened and gently shrugged off his hands. She turned to study his expression.
He was sincere. The surfer length blond hair didn’t soften the hard planes and angles of his face, but his pale blue eyes were the sharpest she’d ever encountered. The fact that he never flaunted the full package he brought to the table was one of the most endearing things about him. After the interview, resume, and field tests, he was her number one choice for the position, and having his cock pressed against her ass wasn’t what she’d had in mind at the time.
Although, in retrospect, she had to admit he was perfect for that position, too. Maybe she should rethink their relationship. She needed a sperm donor. He’d be perfect, but would asking him be fair? From the way his body and hers were reacting, their hormones had intentions of their own and would make the question moot if she allowed them to pursue this path to its logical conclusion. While her mind followed the high road, her body wanted to slum.
“I can see that brain of yours evaluating everything. Stop. Not everything needs to be analyzed down to the last detail, Cari.”
“Yes, sometimes it does.” She didn’t know what made her even consider what she was thinking. Perhaps those hormone shots they’d given her yesterday had something to do with her body going haywire, and everyone knew that unbridled horniness could lead to acts of indiscretion. She shook her head and turned aside. “I’m not thinking nearly enough.” God, she still sounded breathless.
He turned her by the shoulders and stared hard at her. “Cari, I want you. Believe it.”
“Why?” she asked, truly puzzled by his declaration. As she waited for his answer, she broke her subconscious rule and wondered for one brief moment why she’d fought back sexual thoughts about Evan over the past year. Probably for the same reason she still doubted his motives tonight. He was almost a decade younger—oh, God, that sounded worse than eight or nine years. No, he was the one fondling her, the one making all the moves. Actually, she hadn’t touched him…yet.
Evan cocked his head at her registering disbelief. “Apparently you don’t see yourself the way I see you or you wouldn’t have to ask.”
And she wouldn’t ask again, because she felt a certain level of insecurity rearing its ugly head, reminding her that he was never without a slim, gorgeous woman clinging to him. What would a prime specimen like him want with her—a woman who might have already passed her child bearing years?
God, I’m becoming obsessive with this child bearing thing. But really, a guy like Evan should procreate, reproduce…and often. What if it’s too late for me?
“I’m not just saying all this.” He moved them back a few steps, into a dark, private corner where no one could see them, then lowered his head to hers and whispered, “Come with me somewhere we won’t be disturbed.”
His big hands splayed across her waist, his thumbs dangerously close to the underside of her breasts. When his warm breath brushed her ear and down her neck, all the thoughts she’d successfully suppressed for months came flooding to the surface. Evan kissing her, Evan holding her, Evan rubbing his big, hard body over hers, pressing into her and ejaculating…
“Now, Cari. Follow me.” Evan was right. They needed to take this somewhere less public.
Evan’s erection kept nudging her ass as he pressed her down the hallway, and any doubt about the sincerity of his attraction flew out the window with her good sense. If his rough whispered order hadn’t been enough to send more flames licking through her body, his delicious scent would have. She was going to either gather some self control or drag him into the ladies’ lounge and have her way with him.
Fortunately, Evan had something similar in mind. He turned her down the next hallway and opened a door. “Go on. Go in.” He didn’t exactly push her inside the unlit room. Instead he crowded her body, leaving no choice, no escape if she wanted to bolt.
The door to the small storage room closed behind them, shutting out every bit of light. Cari heard the lock click as the heat from Evan’s body flooded her from behind.
“You’re trembling.” His arms circled her waist, and he pulled her closer, his thumbs drawing tiny circles on the undersides of her breasts. “Maybe you should have worn something more substantial.”
“I-I’m not cold.”
“This get up is pretty short and skimpy.” He ran his hand down her cocktail dress, over her hip and up her leg to the hemline. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m definitely not complaining. Did I tell you how sexy you look tonight?”
“No, but I’m getting your drift.”
There wasn’t enough air in the room when he started kissing his way from her ear down her neck. Shit, he scrambled her brains with his mouth, and she could barely take a breath without moaning when the tip of his tongue traced a line from her ear to her collar bone.
This was all too confusing for her. Before tonight he’d never touched her, well except to guide her—a hand at her waist to escort her to the elevator, perhaps, or a hand up out of a cab—passive, polite, gentlemanly gestures with no underlying motivation. Stuff like that.
Now that same hand was skimming her nipple, sending shock waves to her core, and making her wet with need. His touch had never done precisely that before.
Well, there was the time she’d accidently tasered herself and he’d done CPR. He’d been engaged with what he thought was a life-saving effort. While his hands did chest compressions and his mouth covered hers, breathing air into her lungs, there had been some strange sensations going on inside her. If there’d been sizzle at the time, she’d written it off to the electric current that had jolted her, ignored it, and then chastised herself for being a fool when she thought about how good his lips felt, how wonderful he tasted, how nice he’d smelled. He’d been more worried than necessary over her little slip up. It was only a mild shock with no real necessity for CPR.
Evan turned her to face him in the total darkness. He kissed his way down her neck and paused near the low bodice of her dress, allowing his hot breath to whisper down her cleavage—an unusually sensitive spot for her. “Mmm, your skin is so soft, so silky,” he said and moved back up to brush her lips with his.
She knew what she needed and it was flesh and blood beneath her hands and inside her. They’d been together on their last assignment in Hong Kong for over six weeks and, except for her battery powered devices, no object had touched her private parts. Nothing alive had brought her to orgasm in an even greater length of time. Now Evan was showing her how much he wanted her, and from the size of him, he wanted her damn bad. She missed the feel of velvet on steel beneath her hands and the taste of hot moist lips against her tongue, along with the weight of a big, male body pressing down on her, a tight, firm ass in her grip as a virile cock pumped fast and desperately inside her cunt.
Geez, she was hot. All this thinking wasn’t helping her immediate dilemma.
“I’ve held birds with hearts that beat slower than yours. What’s wrong?”
Grimacing, she answered through gritted teeth. “Perhaps it’s having a man’s hand on my breast while his erection probes between my thighs when I’m supposed to be out there with my company, friends, and family. It’s not going to be easy, trying to look casual later when every fiber of my being wants to wrestle you to the ground, strip you naked, and impale myself on you until I can’t walk—friends, family, co-workers be damned. Wouldn’t that make your heart beat a little faster?” Did she just say that out loud?
“Oh, shit. You’ve done it now.” He tightened his arms around her as his breath touched her ear. His teeth nibbled her lobe sending chills everywhere. “My heartbeat just kicked up a notch. I’m pretty sure it caught up with yours. Let’s back out of here, excuse ourselves from this party, and find someplace to be alone so you can satisfy that driving need and, in the process, ease the sexual tension that’s been building inside me for the past eighteen months.”
“Eighteen months?”
He opened the door and grinned at her. She looked around. The alcove behind him seemed quiet and to the right there was a way out of the club. “I haven’t known you that long.”
“Well, I’ve wanted you that long. I worked for Reinhold with that oil corporation gig before I applied for the position with you. You may not remember, but we met.” He chuckled and tugged her out the door and into the alcove, behind a potted plant, straightening her dress and adjusting himself. “You probably wouldn’t call it meeting exactly. Remember the charity function? I’ve had it bad for you ever since.”
Carina stared at him hard, trying to remember, and wondering how she could have ever forgotten him. He’d be impossible to forget. Then an image took form, along with a slow burn. “Security?”
He grinned and nodded. “I was working undercover.”
“Your hair was cropped short, and you had a beard.” It was the anger she remembered and the fear of being exposed that had blinded her memory to everything that night. “You frisked me a little too thoroughly.”
The lopsided grin he cast at her looked more like a one-sided leer. “Not nearly thoroughly enough to my satisfaction, but I didn’t give you away or take the gun you had strapped to the inside of your thigh,” he whispered.
“Or the knife at my waist,” she snarled, finishing the details for him. “No, you didn’t, and I’ve wondered about that ever since.”
“When the time came to touch you, I wanted to be alone with you—up close and personal—to see your legs for myself and to remove that garter you had the gun secured with. Every wet dream I’ve had since included your legs in some way—wrapped around my back or high on my shoulders while my cock was buried inside your hot, wet pussy.”
He bent his head over hers while he ran his thumb across her lower lip. “God, I can’t wait. I want you now.” His tone was insistent. “Please, call your assistant and make our apologies. We can go to my place. It’s closer.”
His chest rose and fell with his quickening breath, his voice sounded rough with arousal, and his eyes were heavy lidded with passion—his expression as desperate as her need.
Maybe it was because her pulse was still racing too fast or because her breathing felt too shallow. In any case, her damn panties were soaked. And after really taking a good long look at Evan, she knew this offer was too good to pass up.
“Are you sure?” Please be sure.
He looked left and right, determining no one was around, and then took her hand, moved it to his groin, lifting a brow as if to ask if there was any doubt about the dragon in his pants. He shivered at the contact and uttered one word. “Damn.”
“What’s wrong?”
“I drove the Porsche. If we had the limo, I’d fuck you on the way home.” His words made her burn and gasp. He leaned down, pulled her against his chest, and kissed the air out of her lungs.
When he let her go, she was certain they wouldn’t make it to his place. She had an idea. “Leave the Porsche in the parking garage and call for the limo.”
His serious expression bloomed into a wide-bodied grin, a genuine happy face.
“What can I say? I’m a veritable problem solver at heart.” Besides she wanted him to make good on his offer.
Evan pulled his phone from his coat pocket, flipped it open, and made the call while Carina let Sandra know they were leaving.
Less than five minutes later, they crept down the hallway, escaping hand in hand. His naughty grin looked almost boyish. By then, she was too hot for his body to let his age scare her. Carina blew off any second thoughts right before he dragged her inside the entry of an abandoned apartment building next door to the restaurant.
“What?”
“The driver said fifteen, twenty minutes. I can’t wait for the limo” He kissed her. This time the kiss was not gentle or soft. No, his lips were hard demanding, possessive—like the man he was.
Hot damn the man can kiss.
Her heart pounded, ready to explode, and she barely caught her breath before she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back—all tongue, dancing, deep-probing, fuck-me, fuck-you, devouring kisses. His hands cupped her ass and lifted her, pressing her mound against his raging erection. He scooped her hips up and leveraged her against the brick wall, rubbing their bodies together, fueling the fire instead of dousing it the way they’d planned.
The thigh he pressed between hers held her in place as he explored each anxious inch of flesh beneath her dress. It wouldn’t take much investigating to reach all her intimate places. The dress was pretty damn short, and her thong was barely a string. He growled deep in his chest when his finger pushed the string aside and his hand cupped her soaking wet pussy. “I knew you’d feel like this, all wet, hot silk, burning for me.”
He was so right. There was nothing she could hide with his hands all over her. She held on to his broad shoulders as he pushed two fingers deep inside her pussy. Nice, but not nearly enough.
“God, I want more—need more.” Carina groaned. “I want your cock inside me, deep, so deep.” She couldn’t think of anything else. Her tongue tasted his neck, and her lips nipped at his earlobe. “I want every inch of your skin against mine with the rough hair of your groin pressed against my bare mound—condom?”
“No, not a problem. Let me just get it together.” He kept her hand off him and took a few deep breaths. “Shit, the last thing I need to do is come in your hand like a teenager and prove you were right all along.”
“You want to put it on yourself?” If she couldn’t touch him, he’d have to do it himself.
“I don’t want it on at all.” He leaned his forehead against hers. “I’m clean—cleared yesterday at my physical. You?” They usually underwent routine exams when they returned from an assignment. The tests included STD screening.
“Yeah, me, too.” She relaxed for a moment before she recalled the visit to the clinic and tensed.
“What?”
After getting the all clear on her physical, she’d kept her appointment at the fertility clinic. They’d confirmed she wouldn’t be fertile for several days and made another appointment for the following Tuesday, indicating she’d be good to go next week. What if they were off by a few days?
“Cari? What’s wrong?”
“Uh…nothing.”
“Tell me you didn’t already do something stupid. Did you go to the fertility clinic?”
“Yes—”
“Shit. Why?”
“Why? Because I want a child, a family, and time is running out for me.” Her eyesight began to blur with tears, but she held them off and fought back the emotions. “Is it so hard to believe I’d want to fulfill my needs as a woman? Have I spent too many years running this company that there’s nothing left of the woman I am?”
“Whoa, slow down.” He kissed her nose, and his action unraveled her anger. “You’re way off the mark. I just meant, you know…if you need a sperm donor…Look, I want to be it.”
“You?” A spark of hope lit up inside her, but she tapped it down. “Won’t that…complicate things between us?”
“I want it complicated between us. My cock wants to volunteer for the position, and I’d like to stick around for the rest. I want to be more than a stud to you. What do you say we start working on it, right away?”
“I’m not sure. But I won’t be fertile until next week. So we have time to consider the ramifications.”
“Good, then no condom. We can practice until we get it right. Now, I want to be naked inside you when I come.” His words sent more hot, wet cream straight to her pussy.
Carina figured they’d have time to worry about whether his offer was sincere or not later, and she’d wait to see if he meant what he said. Every instinct told her to take his offer and run with it. Even though this wasn’t a decision they should be making on the spur of the moment in the dark entryway of an abandoned building, her hormones were arguing too loud for her common sense to listen. “Okay, naked cock—no condom.”
“Grrr…You’re killing me here, Cari.”
The baritone rumble of her name turned her on almost as much as his hands and his lips. “Touch me, Evan.”
He shoved three fingers inside her, twisting and turning, finding her G-spot and teasing it while he suckled her breast through her dress, nipping at her nipple through the thin material. “Evan, more. Don’t stop.” She climbed his body wanting more, everything.
The sensations sent shooting flames straight to her aching clit. “Fuck me, Evan, here, now. Please. I’m going to come.”
“Hold off, wait.” He lifted her skirt to her waist, ripped the thong off her, and crammed her torn panties into his jacket pocket. He lowered the straps of her dress from her shoulders, letting the top drop to her waist, then paused, staring at her bare breasts and exposed pussy. His breath sounded strained, and his chest heaved like a locomotive. She wanted to cry out with satisfaction at the look of appreciation in his eyes.
“Jeezus, you’re beautiful.” His words were a quiet revelation. “I want to fuck you, but if I don’t taste you first, I’ll die from wanting you.”
The expression on his face was priceless. “Then what are you waiting for?” she asked. “Take everything you want.”
“Really?” He cocked a brow. “You may be sorry you said that later.” The leer was back on his face. “Because I want it all, all of you, forever.”
He had a way of making her believe him, for now. When he dropped to his knees and buried his head between her spread thighs, worshipping her, she was convinced of his sincerity. She was close to the edge and couldn’t wait for more proof.
He nuzzled her bare mound and licked her clit before he plunged his tongue inside her folds. His warm breath sent chills over every inch of her flesh while her insides felt as if the embers of her desire were about to go up in flames.
When had she ever been this turned on? Was it the man or the circumstances?
She held his head between her hands as he pleasured her and realized she needed everything about him. She needed Evan. She wanted him—the man, her friend, her partner, and she’d worry about the rest later. Right now, with his mouth devouring her pussy and his fingers teasing her clit, the one demanding thought nagging her was about having his cock thrusting into her. “Fuck me, Evan, please.”
He paused long enough to tell her, “I want you to come in my mouth first. I want to taste this honey flowing over my tongue as the pleasure rides you.”
Her orgasm began to ripple, threatening to explode just as he switched up his technique. He worked her clit with his mouth, driving into her with his fingers, and she shuddered, her pussy gripping his fingers as she climaxed. Cari exhaled. Weak with pleasure, she allowed Evan to support her weight, barely bracing herself against the wall. She wanted more. She wanted to taste him.
She gently grasped his hair, not sure she really wanted to pull him away from his devout attention to her clit as pulsing aftershocks wrenched through her. “Look at me,” she said, tilting his face up. When his gaze met hers, the confusion in his expression showed how focused he’d been. “I want to touch you, Evan. Taste you.”
“I don’t think—”
“Let me have my turn, Evan.” Although she saw the doubt in his eyes, he responded by rising as she tugged him up and kissed him. The scent of her own arousal on his mouth filled her senses. She liked the idea of licking her juices off his scrumptious lips. When she ran her tongue over her lips, drawing an interested grin from him, Evan muttered a low groan that grew deeper as her hands traveled lower down his abdomen.
The muscles in his throat convulsed as she unzipped his fly, ran her nails slowly down his shaft, and gently cupped his balls. When she started to sink to her knees, he held her in place, shook his head, and covered her hand with his. “I won’t last if you do this.”
She smiled and knelt, her mouth level with his hips. She enjoyed watching the shudder he tried to control rumble through his body as she drew his thick cock from his pants. He leaned back, the pulse in his corded neck beating wildly. Evan closed his eyes and released a low moan as she pursed her lips and lightly kissed his crown. With a flick of her tongue, she licked off the pre-cum from the tiny opening, enjoying his mild salty taste.
The hands gripping her head immediately stilled her. “Wait. Don’t, don’t move. Come up here. I’m going to be inside you when I come.”
Cari was breathing hard when he pulled her up into his arms and kissed her. His tongue thrust into her mouth, and she tangled hers with his. He nuzzled his way to her ear and murmured, “I want to fuck you until you scream out my name.” He nibbled his way back to her lips and pressed his forehead to hers, catching his breath. “God, how I’ve wanted you.”
“Wrap yourself around my waist.” Evan lifted first one of her legs, then the other, and supported her as he cupped her hips and braced her against the wall. The position left her open to him, and the pulse wildly pounding in her womb beat like a drum.
“I need you inside me,” she moaned. His cock pressed long and hard against her entrance. “Once you start, don’t stop. I want all of you.”
“Babe, sorry, this is going to be hard and fast. I’m not gonna be able to take this first time slow and tender.” His fingers pried her open as he pressed the crown of his cock between her slippery vaginal lips. He grunted. “Can’t wait any more.” He plunged into her.
“Hard, deep, more.” She gasped.
“I want to feel every inch of you with nothing between us.” His desire and his words had painted erotic images that only made her hotter.
“I want your naked cock pounding into me.” Her response caused his cock to swell inside her, growing unbelievably larger, firmer.
He pulled out and paused, catching his breath, controlling himself.
She whimpered with need. “Please.”
“Fuck.” Without warning, he drove into her with one long, deep thrust and took her breath away. “Don’t say things like that to a desperate man.” He held himself high and deep inside her, his jaw clenched with tension.
She inhaled. “What about me, don’t you think I’m just as desperate?”
“I hope so, because once or twice won’t be enough with you. Your pussy is so damn tight and fucking responsive.” He inched higher until his groin pressed firmly against hers, and he started pumping.
“Damn, you’re big.” She gasped and tried to speak, but the rhythm built the pressure. “C-couldn’t. You. Have. Warned. Me?”
His smile looked like a wince. “No. Past that point,” he managed to grunt out, propelling his hips with an age old beat. The man was focused on a goal. His arousal drove the need in her higher, stoking the fire consuming her.
Carina almost wished she could forget who was pleasuring her so she could enjoy the ecstasy of the moment, but Evan said, “Look at me,” and made her meet his gaze as he filled her. Staring at him unnerved her. The man was beautiful inside and out. So brilliant, so sharp, so capable… How had she gotten so damn lucky?
He felt wonderful in her arms, so big and hard. Hell, the way he made love to her felt so different from the way anyone had ever made her feel before. He acted like he’d been waiting for this moment all of his life. To be that important, especially to someone like him, could mean tapping emotions she’d hidden away. The responsibility of loving could be both thrilling and earth shattering. Making love like this, with eye contact, emotions, and such a desperate need, was just downright scary.
What if she did get pregnant? She panicked and closed her eyes. He was beautiful too beautiful to look at.
“Look at me. Keep looking at me,” he ordered her. “I want you to know who’s making love to you, spilling inside you, when I get you pregnant.”
Her gaze darted back to his, and she couldn’t breathe. He overwhelmed her, took her will, and used it against her.
“Keep looking, feel me inside you, filling you, pleasuring you. You’re almost there, babe. Hold on.” His cock stretched her to the limit, his thrusts bumping against her G-spot while his fingers worked her clit.
“Oh, God, I’m coming. Evan.” The sensation sent rockets exploding through her body, forcing her mind back to pleasure. Chills raced over every inch of her skin, and then, when he bent his head to her breast and nuzzled her nipple, a second set of fireworks went off somewhere behind her eyes. “Evan, again.”
He licked her nipple and nipped. The third orgasm shot through her like a bullet. She collapsed against him and cried, “Evan!”
She loved the satisfied smirk her cry put on his face. She should have recalled that Evan was detail oriented and the most thorough individual she’d ever worked with. How lucky was that?
Her internal spasms continued to convulse like volcanic aftershocks while he thrust up with his powerful thighs, driving higher inside her. His cock touched her G-spot again and a fourth series of shockwaves rippled within her. For a long second, she thought the world had toppled over—her balance shifted, her vision darkened, and heat exploded throughout her body.
Evan’s muscles tensed, vibrated, and tensed again. With his cock buried deep, he came. His cum shot inside her, a warm fluid stream gushing with such force she wondered if he’d ever be spent. Still, her own orgasm continued, wave after wave of satisfaction, gripping his thick cock, milking him to completion.
Eventually her knees couldn’t hold her, and even though he’d been bracing most of her weight with his thighs, Evan’s arms had to be exhausted. She relaxed limply against the wall, and when he finished kissing her eyes, cheeks, and lips, he finally let her slide down the length of his body, her bare skin and pussy brushing sensually against the rough material of his suit. Carina was shocked to discover that, following the best orgasms of her life, she wasn’t done with him yet. The sensation of being partially naked while he was still fully dressed aroused her all over again. Multiple orgasms were a new high for her, not to mention the erotic awareness of public sex with the potential for discovery.
Evan pulled up the straps on her dress and covered her breasts. The expression in his eyes showed some sign of regret. Then his gaze dropped lower, and he cupped her pussy. He fingered her clit and shook his head before covering her nakedness with the bottom of her dress. “Your pussy is a fucking delight. I’m never going to get enough.”
Well, she’d never been told that before. Her heart skipped a beat, all excited at the prospects. Cari hoped there’d be more. She almost wondered if she should believe him until he took her face between his hands, and lifting her chin, touched her lips to his in a slow, soul-searing kiss. He nipped and licked, sucked and tasted. Belief wheedled its way into her soul. The passion turned desperate, but the kiss became softer. The more tender the kiss, the more frightening—a moving kiss, a kiss with meaning, a kiss with promise.
As a rule, she wasn’t the post-coital weepy sort, but this kiss tightened her throat with emotions, sentiments she couldn’t pin a name to. She blinked several times and swallowed.
Evan had become her best friend over the course of this year, and she trusted him. It made making love to him easy, too easy, and at the same time, so very hard. There was a fine line she’d skirted between loving and making love to someone, and she’d known all along it would be difficult to straddle that line with him.
His phone beeped. The limo was here. “Ready to practice some more?”
She nodded at him, but the lump in her throat wouldn’t allow her to answer.
He straightened her skirt, arranged a loose curl behind her ear, and ran his fingers down her arm. “Then we’re out of here.”
The command in his voice broached no argument. But who wanted to argue?
Not her. She wanted more before her bubble burst and this dream ended with the rising sun. She’d take the time to worry about regrets later. For now, her only regret was the time she’d wasted fighting her attraction to Evan. She would live in the moment and enjoy every damn inch of him now while she had the chance.
She licked her lips. She couldn’t wait to taste all of him.
****
The ride to his apartment would be private and just long enough for Cari to satisfy her craving for his cock. “Now it’s my turn to drive you wild, Evan.”
“You’ve been doing that since the moment I saw you, babe.” Evan muttered a low groan that grew deeper as her hands traveled lower down his abdomen. The muscles in his throat convulsed as she unzipped his fly, slid her hand into his pants, over his shaft, and removed his thick cock for her pleasure. When she shifted to her knees on the limo floor, he held her in place and covered her hand with his. “You don’t have to do this.”
“Oh, yes, I do. I’ve had dreams of tasting you like this, and I can’t wait any longer.” She smiled and knelt, her mouth level with his hips. She enjoyed watching the shudder he tried to suppress rumble through his body as she stroked his shaft to erection—long, hard, and thick.
Evan leaned against the seat, closed his eyes, and released a low moan as she licked her lips and lightly dragged her tongue up the sides of his cock. She pursed her lips around the crown, using her tongue to moisten and tease at the same time. Then she slipped her lips gently around the ridge before opening her mouth and suckling the tip. She took in as much of his length as she could, relaxed her throat, and took more as Evan trembled beneath her, fighting for control.
The hands gripping her head immediately tensed, and she realized his orgasm was imminent when he groaned. She swirled her tongue around his cock, traced the ridge defining his crown, and tortured him with her attentions, then opened to take more of his length down her throat. Pumping his cock with her hand to draw his climax from him, she applied gentle pressure to the spot behind his balls, intending to bring him as much or more pleasure than he’d given her.
His cock jerked. Steadying her head with his hands, he arched his hips, and cum jetted into her mouth with volcanic force. “Oh, Cari.” His guttural words filled her heart. She swallowed and swallowed again as Evan’s strangled cry rang out.
He collapsed with his head thrown back as Cari licked the cum from her lips in the privacy of the limo’s back seat. “Mmm, you taste as good as I imagined.” She stayed on the floor with her head in his lap allowing his fingers to tangle in her hair. His musky scent and flavor had her wanting him again.
He moaned. “Damn, who’d have ever guessed your mouth was so talented? I knew you could whistle down a taxi at fifty yards with those lips, but I never figured you could suck a man off and bring him back to life so soon.”
Cari laughed out loud. There was no doubt she’d pleased him well. He’d tasted delicious and smelled even better, so damn masculine. “Oh, you’re such a sweet talker. You’re just charming me to death.”
“Fuck charm, babe. I love your mouth. Christ, no one has ever given me head like you do. I’ll never be able to look at your lips the same way again, and I thought I had it bad for you before.”
“You’re pretty talented yourself. A double whammy with your tongue and your very tricky fingers. Did you play banjo at one time?”
“I played lead guitar for a while in a bar band.”
“I knew it.” Cari clapped her hands, then asked, “Really? Why wasn’t that on your resume? My fantasies about you would have been so much more intense.”
“That’s right, you fantasize about me.” He sounded pleased as his hand massaged her neck. “Later, I want to hear all about those fantasies. We’ll see what we can do to recreate them.”
“I tried not to. It didn’t seem right. Me being with Daniel and you being so much younger. I couldn’t keep you out of my dreams, though.”
The car grew silent, and then Evan pulled Cari onto the seat beside him, arranging himself and zipping up. “Watching you when you were with that moron…” He grimaced.
“Daniel is not a moron, and you know it.”
“Huh, he is when it involves women. He’s a class A idiot. He’s the perfect financial officer for this company, but you intimidate him too much to be equal as lovers.”
He had a point. Her friendship with Daniel had always been solid, but something had been missing in their sexual relationship.
“Besides, Daniel never appreciated all your finer points the way I do.” His grin grew broad and teasing. “Like your breaking and entering methods.” He kissed the tip of her nose.
She wanted to laugh, but he was turning her on while he was teasing her. The smile he brought to her lips reached deep into her heart.
“Or your accurate shot with a weapon.” He kissed the inside of her wrist. “And your brilliant ability with all things techy.” He kissed her lips—a mere feather of a touch. “All that shit blows my mind.” He brought his mouth down hard on hers, demanding entrance, thrusting his tongue inside. The kiss turned powerful, lusty, sexual.
Her lungs burned with the need for air as he backed up. She inhaled deeply and exhaled, then repeated it two or three more times before she could ask, “Why didn’t you let on, say something?”
“You’re my boss. He’s CFO of your company. After all—what could I offer you?” Evan gave her that look, the one that asked, Are you nuts?
“Duh. I think of you as my partner, my equal.” He wanted to know what he could offer her. How ironic. “Why now, then?”
“I’m tired of waiting. Afraid of losing this shot with you.”
“You know you bring more to this company than you’ll ever comprehend,” she said, touching his face. “Your mind works in ways only government radicals might appreciate. Outside of academia and university studies, I’ve saved you from a life of boring research.”
He shrugged covering her hand with his. “You’ve done more than that,” he said, gently.
He took his brilliance for granted, but she never could.
He lifted her hand and pressed it to his lips. He kissed her fingertips, not looking up. “When I knew you were with him, it tore me to pieces.” Evan’s jaw clenched so she knew every word and the memories hurt him.
Her gut twisted. She’d practically thrust her relationship with Daniel in Evan’s face without thinking. A man like Evan would be pained to stay neutral, distant, non-committal. “I’m sorry if I hurt you. I never suspected your feelings for me were anything but platonic.”
“Platonic?” His laugh sounded sarcastic. “That’s almost funny. I’ve been in some form of the espionage game or other long enough to know how to hide my feelings—maybe too well—even from myself if I have to. No, you’re right, you wouldn’t know.”
“Evan, to be perfectly honest with you, I’ve never allowed myself to consider you that way because of our ages. I fought every fantasy—”
“That’s right. Tell me about these fantasies.”
She ignored his grin. “You should find a young woman to give you babies—”
“Don’t. I know what I want, Cari, and I want you, dammit. You’ll give me what I need.” His hands shifted to her hips. “If babies are the issue, these hips look good enough to get the job done.”
“Maybe…but maybe not.”
“Aren’t there alternatives? I’m fine with whatever you decide.”
“We just came to realize our attraction—”
“No, not really. You’ve just come to realize what I’ve known for a long time. Stop fighting this. Enough arguing. Give us a shot, okay?”
Her career as a corporate intelligence consultant may have been thriving, but it was thanks to Evan’s expertise at puzzle solving. He was a great “outside the box” thinker, and now that she knew how he felt about her, he’d become so much more. If he was willing to go through with this, why was she second guessing him?
Because she cared more about Evan than she wanted to admit, more than she’d ever cared about anyone else. Just because she’d tried not to think about him as a sexual partner, didn’t mean she didn’t love him in a million other ways. He was capable, strong, dependable, trustworthy… She could go on and on. Why not take a chance with him? They got along perfectly and tonight proved they were sexually compatible. Wow, were they compatible.
She shook her head, but her words were ones of affirmation and doubt. “Okay, but I’m not sure I’m going to be any good at this sort of thing.”
He lifted her skirt, rubbed her belly, and bent to kiss her navel. “Mmm, you’re great at everything you set your mind to. I can almost see our baby growing inside you.” He cupped her breast. “Will you breast feed? I’d enjoy seeing our baby at your breast.”
Her throat tightened. What if she couldn’t get pregnant? What if she did and was a terrible mother? She shook her head and blinked back the tears filling her eyes. “Hell, I avoided attachments to animals, people, and can’t even keep plants alive on my schedule.”
Why was she feeling so emotional? Damn hormones.
He straightened her dress and smoothed her hair. “It’ll be okay. I’ll be with you, like always. We can water the plants together. And I’m a big boy. I can feed myself.” He made her laugh. “Besides, you haven’t killed me so far.”
At times like this, with these damn birthdays mounting and passing her by, a constant reminder that her time for procreating was running out, she shouldn’t turn down any options. Here she was with a prime specimen offering to fulfill her every secret wish, the same ones she’d made on every candled cake for the past ten years. She wouldn’t be foolish enough to turn down this man she cared so much for, who wanted to give her what she wanted.
Thank you, God. Maybe they could make this work. “Let’s see how tonight goes.”
“Don’t even think about going home,” he said. “You’ll stay at my place this weekend. I’m not willing to part with you now that I’ve had a taste of you. Next week we’ll talk about where we’ll live. I think kids need a yard.”
“Slow down, Evan. I think I’m going to have a panic attack.”
“Panic attack? You, Cari? Never. You with nerves of steel and a mind that can work through any labyrinth?”
“It’s not the same as what we’re talking about.”
“You were willing to get pregnant and raise a child alone. Why wouldn’t you consider me a plus?”
“You are a plus. It’s just I don’t want to hurt you, disappoint you.” Carina felt a flutter in her chest. “Lose you.” Hope. She’d never been a coward. Everything she’d ever wanted was here beside her. Things were happening so fast. Grab the ring, take the chance, hold on for all it’s worth.
“Me? Never. Now let’s see what we can do about finding a place.” Evan looked so pleased with himself when he started listing his plans, giving her orders, she couldn’t help getting caught up in his enthusiasm. When she laughed out loud and kissed him, he kissed her back with affection, melting her resolve. He looked deep into her eyes and whispered against her lips, “I love you, Cari.”
She started to tell him that wasn’t necessary, but he quieted her. “Shhh, don’t say anything yet. I wanted you from the moment I saw you, you looked so fucking sexy. You know, I can’t resist a woman who knows how to wear a concealed weapon.” He held a finger to her lips so he could finish. “But I’ve loved you since the moment you interviewed me for the job and took me seriously. You’re so damned smart. Cari, I want to give you the baby you want, but I also want to give you more. I want us to be a family.”
“I can’t believe you’re offering me everything I’ve ever wanted.” Squeezing him tight, she let out a long sigh. “Thank you.”
“No. Thank you. It’s not just an offer, it’s a promise.”
Cari giggled. “How did I get so lucky to find you?”
He tipped her chin up. “It’s about time you realized it.” Pulling her onto his lap, Evan nibbled his way to her lips, kissed her, and gently kneaded her breast in his hand, taking her breath away with his passion.
God, his words and his passion made her blood boil. “Evan, are you sure all this is what you really want?”
He held her face in his hands. “Cari, if you only knew how much I want this, the whole package, and more—more than just your body.” The car came to a stop. “Be with me. Stay with me. Believe me when I say I want a life with you.” The truth swirled in his eyes.
“You’re more than I could have ever wished for.”
“Good,” he growled. “Because I want to be more than just a stud to you.”
Cari burst out laughing at that. “You are already, so much more—friend, partner, lover.” She cut off any questions he might have asked with her lips. All the while his tongue probed her mouth and his hands teased the tips of her nipples, she couldn’t wait to get inside and make love to him again. Meanwhile, her mind was singing, “Happy birthday to meeee…”
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