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Uncovering Annabelle

 


 


Days fueled by desire . . .

 


Annabelle Lee is content to spend her days as
a quiet and staid librarian, revealing her true desires only at
night, when she indulges in the rich erotic life that lives only in
her fantasies. It is there she dreams of Mike Sloan, the rugged
handyman who stirs her passions and ignites her erotic nature.

 


Nights filled with pleasure . . .

 


Mike has always yearned to get a peek behind
Annabelle’s demure nature, knowing there is far more there than she
shows. When he finally gets her alone, they unleash a passion
beyond any late-night fantasy. Limited only by their imaginations,
they set out to explore even their deepest desires, with Mike
hoping to win Annabelle’s heart in the process.
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 Prologue

 


“I heard you were hot.” The voice was
male, deep, and husky.

Annabelle turned from where she’d been
organizing books in the reference section of the library. The
towering shelves filled with hardcover books created a tunnel-like
effect, insulating her from the rest of the library. She could see
a tall silhouette at the end of the darkened aisle. “You shouldn’t
be here. The library closed five minutes ago.” She used her
sternest librarian voice, the one that automatically scolded the
recipient for breaking library rules.

The shadow sauntered closer and coalesced
into the body of a man. And what a body! Clad in tight jeans and a
white tank shirt that emphasized the rippling muscles in his chest,
he was every woman’s fantasy, but especially hers. The blue
material of his jeans clung to his muscular thighs and accentuated
the bulge in the front. He was aroused and making no effort to hide
it.

“What can I do for you?” Annabelle asked,
her voice prim and businesslike. A bead of sweat rolled down her
back and her nipples were now tight buds against the front of her
summer cotton sundress.

“What do you want to do?” came the
tantalizing reply.

Annabelle eyed him up and down as she
sauntered a little closer. His was a strong face made harsh by the
desire stamped on it. His brown eyes scorched her with their
lustful gaze. Her fingers itched to reach around his neck and
release his long, rich brown hair from its leather thong. She
wanted to sift her fingers through it and rub her face in its
softness.

Annabelle stopped in front of him. “You
should be fined for breaking library rules.” She ran her finger up
and down the front of his tight shirt, tracing the muscles, feeling
them clench tighter at her touch.

“What’s the penalty?” His voice was a
rough whisper in the quiet of the hushed library. His hands reached
to pull her toward him, but she stepped back.

“No. No touching.” Annabelle tapped a
finger upon her lips, drawing his gaze to them. “That’s your
penalty.” She removed her wire-rimmed glasses, closed them
carefully and placed them on top of a thick reference book.

Taking her time, she reached behind her head
and, one at a time, pulled out the pins that confined her long,
dark brown hair in a bun. Her dress was drawn tight across her
breasts, and they grew heavy with desire as his lustful stare
lingered on them. When the last pin was removed, she laid them next
to her glasses and threaded her fingers through the long tresses,
letting them fall softly across her shoulders. She felt powerful
and sensual.

“You can look, but you can’t touch.”
Casually, she slipped off her loafers and nudged them aside. He
stood as still as a statue before her. Every muscle tensed.
Waiting.

She padded toward him, her feet making no
sound on the carpet. She clasped one of his hands in hers, raised
it to her lips and placed a kiss in the center of his palm before
positioning it on the wood shelf to the right. Then she did the
same with the other hand and laid it on the opposite shelf on the
left. His hands were slightly rough, the hands of a man who made a
living with them. They were broad with long, thick fingers. Capable
hands. The thought of them on her body sent a shiver of desire
racing down her spine.

“Don’t move,” she ordered as she backed
away. He was a large man, and with his arms spread he filled the
aisle. If possible, his gaze got even hotter, a mix of annoyance
and lust.

“Annabelle.” His jaw clenched and his
voice was harsh. “I want you. Now.”

Annabelle gave him a sultry smile. “If you
pay the penalty, you can have me. I’ll make it worth your
while.”

She reached down and in one motion pulled
her dress over her head and let it slip to the floor. His nostrils
flared, and his fingers dug into the wood of the shelves, turning
his knuckles white. Annabelle laughed and stroked her
cotton-covered breasts with her own hands. As he watched her, she
drew her fingertips over her aroused nipples.

“You can do that later. If you
behave.”

“You’re killing me.”

“We can’t have that, can we?” Annabelle
reached behind and unhooked her bra. Bending over she allowed it to
fall down her arms and join her dress on the floor, all the while
giving him an unobstructed view of her full breasts.

“God, you’re beautiful. Come here and let
me taste you,” he rasped. His body swayed, but his hands never
moved from the shelves. He licked his lips, as if anticipating a
feast. “You know you want to.”

“Later,” she promised. Her heart was
pounding hard inside her chest. Her breasts heaved as she took a
deep breath, and a confident smile crossed her face. Before he
could say anything else to distract her from her purpose, she slid
her hands into the waistband of her white cotton panties. His gaze
followed her every move.

She slowly pushed them down her legs and
kicked them off. Naked and proud, she stood before him, her legs
slightly spread. She trailed her fingers up her torso until they
were under her breasts. She hesitated only for a second and then
cupped the mounds.

His breathing grew harsher and a muscle
flexed in his jaw. “Come here,” he coaxed. “I want to suck your
nipples until you come for me. You’ll love it. We both will.”

She swung her hips as she drifted the few
steps necessary to bring her right in front of him. She reached out
a hand and cupped the bulge in the front of his jeans. He groaned
and flexed his hips, rubbing his erection against her palm.

“We can’t leave you like this.”

“No, we can’t. We shouldn’t,” he agreed
hoarsely.

“Take off your sneakers, but don’t move
your hands.” Annabelle watched as he toed off his footwear, his
smoldering eyes never leaving her face.

He sucked in a breath when her fingers
grazed his stomach as she undid the snap of his jeans. He released
it in a rush when she carefully lowered the zipper. She peeled both
jeans and underwear down his legs at the same time. “Kick them
away.”

He made quick work of that and was left
naked from the waist down for her perusal. His erection jutted out
in front of him, long and thick. Annabelle licked her lips. He
groaned when she went to her knees in front of him.

“All this. Just for me.” That was the
only warning she gave him before she lowered her head and took his
penis into her mouth. She sucked on the tip, loving his musky
scent.

His hips jerked forward, pushing his shaft
deeper into her mouth. Annabelle trailed her fingers over his
testicles, subtly reminding him who was in charge. The heavy sac
tightened beneath her touch. She trailed her tongue around the head
of his shaft one final time before moving lower to lick and suck at
his balls.

He let out a groan of pure pleasure and then
his fingers were tangled in the mass of hair that hung down her
back, breaking the rules she’d set for their encounter. She no
longer cared. She held him in her hands as she licked at the length
of him. He was soft and hard all at the same time.

“Suck me, baby,” he grated out between
his clenched teeth.

Annabelle took as much of him into her mouth
as she could. He held her head gently in his large hands as she
pleasured him. Annabelle relaxed and allowed his shaft to slide all
the way to the back of her throat. Her teeth lightly grazed his
length as he slid in and out of her moist mouth. She used her
tongue to flick along the underside of his cock and was rewarded
when his hands gripped her tighter.

Annabelle felt both powerful and weak. Her
breasts were heavy and ached for his touch, and her arousal
dampened the insides of her legs. Her body moved in rhythm with
his. She felt empty. Needy.

Annabelle licked at the head of his shaft,
savoring the drops of arousal that seeped from the tip. She sat
back on her heels and drew her tongue over her lips. “You taste
wonderful.”

“Let me fuck you, Annabelle. You know we
both want it.” His hands were still tangled in a length of her
hair, as if he were loathe to lose contact with her.

Annabelle swayed forward and rubbed her face
over his arousal. “Yes.” Her breath was hot on him and her tongue
flicked out for another lick.

“On your hands and knees, baby. You had
your fun. Now I want mine.” His fingers released their grip on her
hair and he watched, seemingly entranced, as the strands slid from
his grasp.

She observed him as he waited—the patient
hunter who had set the trap and was waiting for it to be sprung. He
was a male animal in his prime and he was ready to mate.

She smiled seductively and then turned her
back on him. She placed her hands on the floor in front of her and
then turned to look over her shoulder. “What are you waiting for?”
She rolled her hips as she teased him. She was more than ready for
him.

He swore as he tore his shirt over his head
and dropped to his knees behind her. His strong left arm encircled
her waist and then he pulled her back against him. The head of his
cock nudged her opening and then he pushed forward. She was so wet
and ready, he easily slid all the way to the hilt. Annabelle loved
the way he filled her so completely. Her inner muscles clamped down
hard on his shaft.

He sucked in a breath. “You’re so wet.” He
leaned down and pressed a kiss on her exposed back.

“Mmm,” she agreed, rotating her hips
slightly. Her breasts hung in front of her and the weight of them
made her feel wild. If he was a male animal in his prime, then she
was his female counterpart. She arched her back and her hair slid
to one side, leaving her neck and shoulders bare. She pushed her
bottom snug against his groin and swiveled her hips. The motion
excited her even more.

His laugh quickly turned to a groan. He slid
both hands up her stomach and then covered her breasts. He had
large, strong hands. She shivered when he touched her. He rolled
the tight nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, making her
squirm. He leaned forward and whispered in her ear, “Payback is
hell.”

She responded by moving ahead slightly and
then pushing back as hard as she could. “It sure is,” she
panted.

He moaned and his hands tightened around her
breasts. He opened his legs, which spread hers even wider. He kept
one hand on her breast, teasing the puckered nipple. The other, he
wrapped tightly around her waist. Then he moved.

The pace he set was maddeningly slow. He
eased away until only the tip of his shaft was inside her. Then he
slipped back inside her until she was filled with him. He held her
firmly so she was unable to control the depths of his thrusts. He
kept up the slow steady tempo until she was both swearing at him
and pleading for him to finish.

The hand that was toying with her nipples
abandoned them and slid down to cover her mound. He held his hand
there for a moment. “You’re so damn hot,” he whispered behind her.
“I love that about you.”

He held her steady as his fingers combed
through her pubic hair. Every other stroke or so, he allowed his
index finger to graze her clitoris, barely touching it. She
desperately tried to move her hips, but he held her tight and
continued his erotic torture.

“More. I need more.”

In answer to her demand, he began to move
his finger in a more regular rhythm. Lightly, he played with the
tiny nub of nerves. Then harder. Then light again. The steady
pattern remained the same but the pressure varied.

Tension built inside her until she was
almost mindless for release. Annabelle tossed her head from side to
side. “Harder.”

He continued working her until she almost
screamed in frustration. “Come for me,” he ordered as he bent down
and carefully bit the side of her neck.

The combination of all the stimulation was
too much for her, and her climax rose up and spilled over. His
fingers continued to pleasure her even as she clenched his engorged
penis. She rode the sensations to the very end until she collapsed.
He held her easily in his arms, his torso covering her back and
shoulders as he lowered her to the carpet.

She lay there feeling replete and satisfied.
The bottom shelves needed to be cleaned, she noted as the dust
tickled her nose. She felt as though she’d just had an out-of-body
experience. Little aftershocks rocked her.

When she finally began to relax, he
tightened his grip around her waist. He still filled her
completely, and after allowing her this moment of respite, nudged
her back up on her hands and knees.

“I don’t think I can.” She swayed,
wanting more than anything to just become a puddle on the carpet.
He held her until she was back in the position he wanted.

“I’ll do the work. Just enjoy.” He pulled
almost all the way out of her and then pushed back hard. Her
already swollen and sensitive inner muscles were stimulated even
more. Annabelle felt her slick channel stretch to accommodate his
length.

He stroked in and out. Never hesitating. Not
stopping.

Even though she’d just come, Annabelle’s
arousal grew until his slow, steady assault on her senses was no
longer enough. Recognizing her growing need, he quickened his pace.
His hips slapped against her bottom. The air was filled with the
earthy sounds and smell of sex.

He gave one huge groan, and she felt the wet
warmth of his release. His big body heaved and shook as his orgasm
consumed him. Swept up in the wave of passion, Annabelle came
again. Her inner muscles clamped down hard as he rode the wave of
his own release.

They both collapsed to the floor, but even
then he was careful to roll to the side so she wasn’t crushed
beneath his greater weight. He was still inside her, his face
buried against her neck as they both trembled with the aftershocks
of their lovemaking.

Annabelle loved the feel of his large body
against her. His position was both protective and soothing. He
glided his fingers over her stomach and traced the outline of one
nipple before his hand settled reassuringly around her breast. He
practically purred with contentment. He radiated a comforting heat,
and she snuggled closer, wanting to absorb his warmth. He laughed
as her bottom squirmed against him, enticing his penis to life
again.

“I love your ass,” he whispered. Hot
kisses traced her neck and his tongue traced the swirls of her
ears. “You’re a hot piece, Miss Annabelle Lee.”

Before she could respond, a buzzing sound
filled Annabelle’s ears. She struggled to hear what he said, even
as his voice began to fade. His solid form began to disappear from
behind her. She turned, her hands reaching out to hold him to her,
but he was gone. She met only air as the buzzing grew.

“Stay,” she pleaded. But it was too late.
The sound of her own voice, added to the annoying hum of the alarm
clock, woke her completely.

Eyes closed to keep him inside her head a
little longer, she reached out and slapped her hand over the snooze
button, then flopped back onto the bed. She covered her face in
embarrassment even as her body thrummed with the last vestige of
her climax. Between her legs, she was hot and sticky.

This had to stop. She was thirty years old
and it was only in the last few months that she’d ever had an
erotic dream. And they all featured one man—Mike Sloan.

Annabelle rolled onto her side and buried
her face against her pillow. Her cheeks felt hot, and she was sure
her blush covered her from head to toe. The things she did in her
dreams shocked her.

After lying there long enough to catch her
breath and slow her rapid heartbeat, she finally pushed her hair
out of her face and squinted at the clock. Definitely time to get
up and shower—a cool one to soothe her heated skin—or she’d be late
for work.

She leaned over the side of the bed, plucked
her nightgown off the floor and tugged it over her head. Annabelle
didn’t understand how it happened, but somehow every time she
dreamed of Mike she woke up naked. Something she would never
intentionally do. She was so much more daring in her dreams than
she was in reality.

She swayed as she got to her feet and
steadied herself against the nightstand before stumbling to the
bathroom. She didn’t know what to do about her dreams. The only
thing that made them bearable was the fact that she only ran into
Mike Sloan a couple of times a week. She groaned at the notion of
having to face the man day after day. It was unthinkable.

She didn’t need her glasses to know the
woman reflected back at her looked as hot and rumpled as she felt.
And if the weatherman was correct, today was going to be another
scorcher. Even worse was the fact that the library’s
air-conditioning had given out yesterday.

Harold Keats, her elderly handyman, was
supposed to try to repair it this morning. Given the loud banging
sound the system had made before conking out, she didn’t hold out
much hope. She turned the shower on cold. She needed all the help
she could get.

She stepped under the frigid spray, leaned
against the shower wall for support and forced herself to stand
there. The water pummeled her aching muscles. She felt as if she’d
been hard used last night, even if it was just a dream. The chill
was just the jolt of reality she needed for both body and mind.
When she’d taken all the cold she could handle, she adjusted the
taps until the water was a little warmer.

As she lathered and rinsed, her sense of
humor reasserted itself. She laughed out loud and was rewarded with
a mouthful of water. Spitting and sputtering, she turned off the
shower and climbed out. She dried off and tucked the towel around
her body. She was Miss Annabelle Lee Murphy, the old-fashioned
librarian. The only chance she had of having a hot encounter in the
library stacks was if she caught some hormonal young boy checking
out women’s naked bodies in the anatomy section.

She dried her hair and pinned it up in its
customary style. The woman in the bathroom mirror was the one she
recognized. Her equilibrium restored, she returned to the bedroom
to dress and plan her day.


 Chapter
One

 


“I heard you were hot.”

At the sound of the deep, masculine voice,
Annabelle came up from the floor behind her desk so fast she
smacked her head on the corner. “Ouch.” She sat back on her heels
and rubbed the back of her head as she glared at the man standing
in front of her.

Mike Sloan. She groaned inwardly,
resisting the urge to dive back under her desk and stay there.
Might have known. It seemed that she was doomed to be at her
worst whenever he was around. He leaned against the side of her
doorway, all six feet three inches of rugged male perfection.

At least in her mind he was perfect. His
face wasn’t classically handsome, but strong. The bump on his nose
suggested that it had been broken, maybe more than once, and his
soulful brown eyes were deep-set. His hair was a rich brown and
just a bit too long for fashion. He usually kept it tied back with
a leather thong. And his lips. Yum. Not too thin and not too thick.
Just right for kissing.

Oh, Lord, she was just sitting here on the
floor, staring at the man. What was it about him that made her lose
all common sense?

He’d asked her a question. Hadn’t he? “What
was it you said?” She strove for her best librarian’s voice. The
one that said “I’m in charge of the situation.” It worked well for
six-year-olds. But from the way Mike was grinning, it obviously
wasn’t working with him. She sighed, totally disgusted with
herself.

His deep voice washed over her. She loved
the sound of it, so well suited to seduction. She should know. It
was the same voice that seduced her in her dreams several nights a
week. She could sit there all day and contentedly listen to him
recite the phone book. In fact, she was enjoying listening to him
speak so much she’d missed what he’d said yet again.

Striving for dignity, she smoothed back any
errant strands of hair that had escaped the strict confines of her
bun and tried again. “I’m sorry. The knock on the head must have
shaken me up. What was it you said?”

“I said I heard you’re hot, Annabelle.” The
half smile on his face was knowing, as if he were somehow privy to
her lascivious thoughts.

She could feel the blush cover her cheeks
and resisted the temptation to slap her hands over them to hide the
telltale color. Oh, my Lord. Had he noticed her watching him
whenever she’d run into him in town? Had he guessed that she
thought he was the sexiest man she’d ever laid eyes on?

His brown eyes sparkled as they swept her
from head to foot. Was it her imagination or had his eyes grown
darker since last time she’d seen him? His gaze seemed to linger on
her mouth. On her lips. The memory of what her lips had been doing
in her dreams hit her full force. They were suddenly parched, and
she licked them, trying to ease their dryness. It didn’t help. Her
gaze dropped to the front of his jeans before she jerked it back to
his face.

Mike stood stock-still in the doorway, his
eyes intently following the progress of her tongue across her lips.
His entire body tensed. He closed his eyes and exhaled heavily,
seeming like a man nearing the end of his patience. Shaking his
head, he opened his eyes again and his body relaxed into its former
pose. As she continued to stare, that little grin of his curved up
once again. The tension-filled moment passed as if it never
happened.

She was getting herself worked up over
nothing. There was no way he could possibly know about her
dreams—hot, steamy nighttime fantasies that ended way too soon and
left her drenched in sweat when she woke. No, he couldn’t know
about those. She’d never told a soul. She hardly even let herself
think about them, at least not in the daytime. When she crawled
into bed at night was a different story.

She knew he was still waiting on her, so she
summoned up her frostiest smile. It had been tried and tested and
was guaranteed to let a man know she wasn’t interested or amused.
“What do you mean by that comment?”

“Just what I said.” He continued to smile as
he straightened away from the door frame and sauntered slowly
across the room.

It was only when he was towering over her
that she was reminded she was still sitting on the floor. It was
very reminiscent of her position last night, and again her eyes
were drawn to the front of his jeans. She wondered if he could
possibly look as good naked in real life as he did in her
dreams.

This had to stop. Annabelle ran her hand
over her face in an effort to gain control of her emotions. This
was the first time she’d had to deal with Mike almost immediately
after one of her dreams. Usually, it was days before she had to
face him on the street or at some local function. This was too
soon. Her body was still thrumming with the pleasure from the night
before, and knew that this man was responsible for it. And it
wanted more.

Before she could scramble to her feet, he
stretched out his hand. “Here, let me help you.”

Annabelle was powerless to resist the lure
of his voice and the excuse to actually touch him. She placed her
hand in his. It was large and rough with calluses, and a faded scar
ran diagonally across the top. The heat from his skin spread up her
arm, leaving tingles in its wake.

He gently closed his fingers around hers and
tugged her to her feet. She’d never been this up close and personal
with him before. His eyes reminded her of chocolate—rich, deep,
delicious melt-in-your-mouth chocolate. His eyelashes were sinfully
long. They would make most men look feminine, but on Mike they were
extremely sexy. She could quite happily lose herself in his
eyes.

He radiated a steady warmth that made her
want to snuggle up against him, even on a hot day like today. The
strength and comfort he unconsciously projected drew her like a
lure. She took a deep breath and then wished she hadn’t. He even
smelled hot—a combination of woodsy soap and masculinity.

And she was still clinging to him even
though he’d opened his hand. Annabelle hastily stepped back to gain
herself some space and, hopefully, some perspective. Taking her
time, she smoothed her hair back again and pushed her glasses high
on her nose. It was time to stop acting like a ninny. She was a
take-charge, competent woman. “I’ll ask you again. What do you mean
by that remark, Mr. Sloan?”

Mike tilted his head to one side and studied
her intently, like she was some puzzle he needed to solve. She was
beginning to feel more than a little confused. “The
air-conditioning,” he explained. “I heard it broke. I came to fix
it.”

Now she was really embarrassed. How could
she even for a moment have misinterpreted his meaning? A man like
him would never be interested in a woman like her, at least not in
a sexual way. If she attracted a man at all, the relationship never
went anywhere. They always ended with her becoming nothing more
than a friend, a buddy, someone to talk to. It was time to forget
fantasy and get back to business.

“Harold Keats usually takes care of this
kind of thing. What are you doing here?” She really was more
comfortable with the retired Mr. Keats, who supplemented his income
by fixing things for the library. Personally, Annabelle thought he
did it more because he was lonely and not for the money. She didn’t
mind. He was always cheerful and knew all the goings-on around
town. He kept her well informed about local events, but always the
facts and never malicious gossip.

“Harold had a slight accident.” When Mike
saw the look of concern on her face, he added quickly, “But he’s
fine.”

Annabelle sank into her chair and motioned
for him to take the one across from her. “What happened?”

Mike settled his large frame into the wooden
chair, causing it to creak in complaint. It was more of a casual
sprawl actually. He kicked his long legs out in front of him and
laced his fingers together, resting them on his flat stomach.

“Harold slipped getting out of his shower
this morning and sprained his ankle. His sister took him to the
hospital.” Mike crossed his arms over his chest, bringing her
attention to his hard biceps. “He’ll be fine, but he’ll be laid up
for a week or two. In the meantime, I’m here to fill in for
him.”

Annabelle sat back in her chair, her fingers
clenching the armrests in a death grip. This could not be happening
to her. She couldn’t take a couple of weeks of close contact with
Mike. He made her hot and uncomfortable when he was just sitting
there with his muscular arms crossed across his massive chest.
Working with him every day, trying to hide her feelings for him,
would be the death of her. He’d be bound to notice her discomfort,
and then where would she be?

She could just imagine his look of pity when
he realized the staid librarian had the hots for him. She was
thirty years old, but except for a six-month relationship in
college that had been tepid at best, she had little to no
experience with men, and especially not one as potently sexy as
Mike.

“I’m sorry about Harold, but you don’t have
to take his place. There’s really nothing that can’t wait until he
comes back.”

“It’s as hot as Hades in here, Annabelle. I
figured you and the library patrons would appreciate a little cool
air.”

He looked at her as if daring her to dispute
him, and the worst part of it was that she couldn’t. She nodded,
conceding him his point. “All right, but just the air-conditioning.
Anything else can wait.”

“We’ll see,” he muttered ominously.

“You can fix it, can’t you?” She didn’t know
what compelled her to ask, but the question was out before she
could stop herself.

Mike straightened in his seat and scowled.
She squirmed in her chair, not at all comfortable. She had made him
very angry and that hadn’t been her intention.

She’d often wondered what it would be like
if he’d noticed her as more than just an acquaintance. Well, he was
certainly noticing her now and it wasn’t at all pleasant, which
went to prove the old adage you should be careful what you wished
for.

“I didn’t mean it like that.” She didn’t
know why she felt compelled to soothe his male ego, only that she
did. “It’s just that the system is old and a new one isn’t in the
library budget for this year. I’m just hoping it can be fixed. I’ve
been sitting in a pool of sweat all morning.”

If she was alone, she would have slapped
herself in the head. That knock on the desk must have really
scrambled her brains. She should have just blurted out that she
probably smelled and was disgustingly damp too. How attractive.

She tried to distract him and make amends
for her previous coolness. After all, it looked as if she’d have no
choice but to work with him for the next while. “I was just trying
to plug in that little desk fan to try to get some relief.”

A smile spread across Mike’s face. “I
wondered what you were doing under your desk. But to answer your
question, yeah, I can fix it.”

“How come you volunteered for the job? I’m
glad you did,” she tacked on quickly when she saw his brows draw
together over his eyes. “But why you?”

Mike took his time, picking his words
carefully. “Several reasons, actually. First, I’m a friend of
Harold and he was worried about leaving you in the lurch. I didn’t
want him to worry.”

Annabelle nodded. This was a reason she
could accept. Friendship. Loyalty. Both admirable
characteristics.

“Secondly, I own my own construction
business. We’re a small operation, but first-rate. I’ve always been
good with my hands, and I’ve been fixing things since I was a kid.
This is my town, so I consider it my civic duty to help out.”

Annabelle nodded again. It confirmed all the
tidbits of gossip people had told her about Mike since she moved to
Summersville six months ago to take the position of head librarian.
He was a good man. A solid citizen and a loyal friend. Someone you
could depend on. She would just control her wayward thoughts for a
few days and everything would be fine. She paid attention as Mike
started to speak again.

“The last reason is the most important
one.”

Annabelle leaned forward in
anticipation.

“I want you.” Mike stared at her, his eyes
hot, his body tense as he delivered his final reason.

Annabelle sat there dumbfounded for a
moment. “You want me for what?”

Mike stood and came around to her side of
the desk. He placed his hands on the arms of her chair, caging her
in. He leaned closer and spoke softly, but plainly. “I want you in
my bed.”

She could not mistake his intent as he ran
his tongue over her lips in a sensual glide. When she gasped and
they parted, he took advantage and slipped inside. He teased her
tongue with his, moving it in and out in a rhythm that mimicked
lovemaking.

Seemingly of its own volition, her hand rose
to cover the side of his face. He needed a shave. The roughness of
his beard stubble against her hand was stimulating. Annabelle could
only imagine how arousing it would be if he rubbed his chin over
her breasts. Maybe even lower.

His tongue continued to play with hers,
teasing until she moaned. It was that sound that brought her back
to her senses. She’d never made such a sound before, except in her
dreams.

When she pulled back, Mike straightened away
from her. “That can’t happen again.” It was an automatic response
and Annabelle was almost sorry the moment she made it. How she
longed to give in to her feelings for this man. But that way would
only lead to heartache.

She was under no misconceptions that a
relationship with Mike would last for long. Her past history with
men was proof of that. And Annabelle had to live in this town. More
than that, she wanted to live here. She loved her job and the
friends she’d made and didn’t want to be an object of gossip and
pity.

“It will happen again. That and more.” She
wasn’t sure if it was a promise or a threat. Either way, Mike
looked incredibly arrogant as he towered over her with his arms
crossed and a scowl on his face. “I know you enjoyed that as much
as I did.”

“That’s no reason for it to happen again.”
When Mike’s face took on a smug, satisfied look, she realized her
error. She hadn’t denied that she liked it. This was like waving a
red flag in front of an angry bull. She knew men were competitive
creatures.

“I’ve got my tools in the truck. I’ll just
go get them and get started.” He was almost out of her office when
he turned. “We can discuss the rest over dinner tonight.”

He was gone before she had the presence of
mind to say no, because she knew that deep in her heart, a part of
her was screaming, Yes!

 


• • •

 


Mike Sloan strode toward his truck, which
was parked just outside the Summersville Library. Only eleven
o’clock in the morning and already the day was a scorcher. The heat
shimmered just above the pavement and Mike could feel the sweat
forming on his brow. But no matter how blistering it was outside,
nothing even came close to the temperature inside the library. It
was hot. And it was all due to Annabelle Lee Murphy.

When he’d walked into her office and saw her
tucked under her desk with her butt in the air, he’d wanted to lock
the door to her office, kneel down behind her, and lift up her long
floral skirt so he could gain access to what was underneath. It was
hard to tell with the shapeless clothes she favored, but Annabelle
had a voluptuous figure. This he knew for a fact. He’d made a study
of it. Every time he’d seen her since she moved here six months
ago.

At first glance, Annabelle seemed ordinary.
She was thirty years old. He’d asked Harold, who knew more about
her than anyone else in town. She wore her dark hair in a bun and
covered her blue eyes with wire-rimmed glasses. Her figure seemed
unexceptional. Her smile was inviting. That was at first
glance.

But something had drawn him back for a
second glance. And then a third. After a close study, he’d come to
realize that for some unknown reason Annabelle hid her sexiness
from the world. The hair that she kept ruthlessly tamed was a rich
mahogany color. He didn’t know if it was shoulder-length, hung to
her waist, or somewhere in between. He longed to release it from
its confinement and let it flow. He wanted to spend hours sifting
his fingers through it and having Annabelle tease him with it.

The eyes behind the glasses were intelligent
and kind. Both were pluses in Mike’s mind. He couldn’t abide silly
women, nor did he like those who were cruel to others. Those baby
blues were vulnerable, yet inquisitive. He’d seen her watching him.
The longing in those eyes, and the fact that she was single and
available, had given rise to some steamy fantasies. She wanted him,
even if she hadn’t yet admitted that fact to herself. But she
would. He wouldn’t settle for anything less.

Her lips were lush. There was no other way
to put it. They were made for kissing and giving pleasure. Having
finally tasted them, he knew he wanted more. Much more. As much as
she would give him. He could easily imagine those lips working
their way down his body and tasting him. Everywhere.

He shook his head to clear his thoughts.
Walking across the parking lot in full view of the town was not the
place to have a hard-on. He was just glad he had pulled on a work
shirt over his tank top. The tails of the shirt helped to cover the
large ridge at the front of his jeans. It was Annabelle’s fault for
being so damn sexy.

His fingers itched to strip her out of her
prim little librarian’s outfit and carry her to bed. She was built
like a pinup model from the forties and fifties, lush and full. Her
breasts were large, her hips and butt would be a handful. He
grinned at the thought. Good thing he had big hands. She was built
for him.

She hid her curves under unstructured
dresses and long skirts with tunic tops. Which was fine by him. He
didn’t want any other man getting the idea to try to entice
Annabelle. In his mind, she was already his, and he aimed to have
her. He couldn’t wait until she was in his bed and he could spend
hours examining and sating himself with her luscious body.

He’d been trying to figure out the best way
to ask her out. Harold’s misfortune had turned into Mike’s
opportunity to spend more time with her. They were going to have
dinner this evening.

But first things first. He pulled his
toolbox out of the back of his truck and strode back toward the
library. He whistled as he walked, feeling better than he had in a
long time. He’d made his move. Now Annabelle knew he was
interested. The trick would be to coax her out of her shell. He was
looking forward to the challenge. Annabelle was a woman made for
loving—his loving.


 Chapter
Two

 


Annabelle placed a sandwich and a bottle of
water on the counter. Monday, Wednesday and Friday, she ate lunch
at the library. She had two part-time employees, but budgetary
restrictions meant she was alone until one o’clock on these three
days. It was usually quiet in the mornings, but a lot of people
liked to run into the library on their lunch hours, and she wanted
it to be open for them. She didn’t mind eating at the front
counter, and the library patrons didn’t mind either. In fact, some
of her regulars had started bringing her treats for lunch. She
loved Mrs. Casey’s apple muffins, and Mr. Johnson’s wife made the
best scones, and always sent along fresh homemade strawberry jam to
have with them.

Today was different. She just couldn’t seem
to settle in at the front desk. It was all Mike’s fault. It was
just her luck that he’d caught her when she’d snuck back to her
office to grab some papers and plug in the fan. She was just
thankful none of the library regulars had come looking for her.
That would have been embarrassing and would have led to all kinds
of gossip and speculation.

She could hear the noise from the back as he
worked—the sound of metal on metal as he tinkered with the
air-conditioning unit, followed by the muttering of his voice. Even
when he was swearing he sounded sexy.

It all came back to the kiss. If
she’d been aware of him before, now she was hypersensitive. She
touched her fingers to her lips. She could still feel the softness
of Mike’s mouth against hers, taste him. Until this morning, it had
only been a dream. A fantasy. Now she felt hot and achy and knew it
was due to more than the lack of air-conditioning. There was only
one cure for what ailed her. Sex—sex with Mike.

Annabelle recognized that she’d never really
had the opportunity or inclination to discover her sexuality. She’d
been an only child, born to an older couple. To say that she’d been
a surprise to them was an understatement. They’d loved her, she’d
never doubted that, but they’d been strict and set in their ways
and she hadn’t been the kind of child who challenged their
authority.

She’d gone away to college to study and get
her degree. Suddenly free to do as she chose, Annabelle had finally
had her first boyfriend and lover. But when her father had died
suddenly of a heart attack she’d moved back home. She’d taken a job
in the local library and cared for her mother, who’d never really
recovered from her husband’s death. When her mother passed away a
year ago, Annabelle had been sad, but determined to finally start
living her own life.

The advertisement for a librarian in
Summersville had been a godsend. When she’d secured the position,
she’d sold her childhood home and moved. She’d wanted a fresh start
in a place where no one knew her.

The one problem she hadn’t anticipated,
which she really should have, was that nothing had changed. Sure,
she could move to a new place, but she was the same old Annabelle.
Wearing clothing her parents would approve of and not bringing any
unnecessary attention to herself. Well, that wasn’t quite true.
She’d drawn quite a bit of attention to herself. None of it
wanted.

It had started the first time she’d seen
Mike. He’d been going into city hall when she’d been coming out.
She’d been excited at signing her contract with the town and had
run straight into him as she’d hurried out the front door. He’d
caught her easily before she had a chance to fall, and when she’d
looked up to thank him, she’d been struck dumb. She’d never
experienced such instant attraction to a man. Her whole body had
gone on alert, and she’d tried to absorb everything about him.
Unfortunately for her, he’d thought she’d been hurt or was ill and
had called out to Dr. James, who had just happened to be walking
by.

After all these months, she could still feel
the embarrassment. Annabelle had quickly assured them she was fine,
thanked them for their concern, and hurried back to her apartment.
She’d replayed the scene over and over in her head in a
never-ending loop. She wished she were one of those women who could
have laughed off the situation with a witty or funny comment. The
scene had haunted her waking hours for weeks.

From then on it had only gotten worse. She’d
spilled her coffee on Mike at a town meeting when he’d stopped to
speak to her. Then there was the time she tripped walking up the
stairs at city hall because she’d been too busy looking at him to
pay attention to where she was going.

The incidents were endless.

Mike probably assumed she was clumsy, and
she certainly hadn’t done anything to change that assumption this
morning. Her head was still tender where she’d smacked it on the
edge of her desk. But better that than him suspecting the truth.
She’d never live it down if he found out she’d been ogling him for
months.

Now, for some unexplained reason, he was
attracted to her. He wanted her. And there was no denying she
wanted him. She picked up her peanut butter sandwich and nibbled on
a corner. If there were some way to keep their affair a secret,
maybe it would work. They were both single adults. It was nobody’s
business but theirs if they slept together. And if no one else
knew, well then, she wouldn’t have to be embarrassed when it
ended.

This was the opportunity she’d been waiting
for. A chance to experience everything she’d always been curious
about. To try things she’d always wondered about. Dreamed
about.

Somehow, she knew that Mike could make her
feel things she’d never had before. And she wanted to feel them.
Had waited long enough to experience them. This was her time. And
better still, she would get full, uninhibited access to Mike’s
body. There were things she’d always wanted to do. Fantasies she
wanted to fulfill. Just the thought made her nipples tighten. To
cool her thoughts down she reached for the water bottle and took a
long sip.

The light brush of something on her neck
made her jerk forward. She tried to swallow the mouthful of water
that she’d just taken, but ended up choking instead. She coughed
and sputtered, trying to regain her breath. A large hand tapped her
gently on the back, and she knew who it was without even having to
look. Why did Mike always seem to see her at her worst?

She turned and glared up at him through
watery eyes. He didn’t look the least bit contrite. He looked
. . . amused. She jumped to her feet. “What do you think
you’re doing, sneaking up on me like that?” She placed her hands on
her hips and waited for him to explain himself. Her defiant pose
was ruined when she coughed once more, and then had to swipe at the
tears in her eyes.

“I had to taste that little space at the
back of your neck.” He reached out and wrapped his hand around her
nape, his fingers caressing the small area left vulnerable between
her blouse and hairline. “It looked so tempting with you leaning
forward that I couldn’t help myself.”

Annabelle was stunned. She’d never
considered her neck to be an erogenous zone before. It was, after
all, just a neck. But now she could feel his fingers moving slowly
back and forth across her skin. The caress made her feel tingly all
over. Almost against her will, she found herself moving closer to
him. Her neck arched to one side. She wanted him to kiss her there
again. Lick her. Bite her.

Oh, Lord. The man was making her crazy. They
had to come to some agreement before she spontaneously combusted.
He had started this, but she would darn well finish it. Reaching
out, she tentatively ran her index finger up his chest. His muscles
were hard, and his shirt was slightly damp with sweat. His hand
stilled at the back of her neck and his breathing deepened.

“What are you doing, Annabelle?” His voice
was deep and husky.

She gave him what she hoped was a seductive
look. “You started something I want to explore further
. . .”

Before she could say anything more, his arms
encircled her and his lips covered hers. There was no tentative
seeking this time. This was as carnal as it could get. He swept
inside her mouth, laying claim to it. His tongue, hot and moist,
dueled with hers in a most primal way.

Again and again, he plunged his tongue into
her mouth, mating with hers. The heat and sensual sensations
threatened to overwhelm her. Annabelle closed her eyes and gave
herself up to the moment. She was consumed by the maelstrom of
desires coursing through her.

His hands moved from around her waist and
slid down to cover her behind. She gasped and then moaned when he
pulled her close. He was aroused, his thick erection pressing
against her stomach. It was difficult for her to believe she was
the cause of his arousal.

Then she couldn’t think at all.

With his hands on her bottom, he rocked her
hips against his erection in a seductive motion. It wasn’t long
before she was moving on her own. Closer, she needed to get closer.
Their breathing was labored and hard.

The front door slammed shut and Mike jerked
back as if someone had yanked him away. Annabelle started to sway,
her balance unstable after that mind-numbing kiss. Gasping for air,
she tried to catch her breath. Her head was spinning. Mike reached
out with one hand to steady her. They could hear voices closing in
on them. Annabelle stared at him in horror.

She couldn’t let the library patrons see her
like this. Anyone with half a brain would be able to tell what
they’d been doing. She’d be the subject of local gossip. Worse, it
might affect her job.

He pushed her toward the ladies’ room in the
back. “Go. Hurry and pull yourself together and I’ll stall them.”
Grateful, she fled.

She pushed into the bathroom and shut the
door firmly behind her. That was too close for comfort. She’d lost
all semblance of common sense. What had she been thinking to kiss
Mike like that, and while she was working? Obviously, she hadn’t
been thinking straight at all. And it wasn’t entirely her fault. No
woman could be expected to keep her equilibrium when Mike Sloan was
kissing her.

Annabelle leaned her hands on the cool
porcelain sink. She took a deep breath, raised her head and looked
at her reflection in the mirror, almost afraid of what she would
see. The woman staring back at her was not the one she was familiar
with. This was the one from her dreams, the one not afraid to
embrace her sexuality and go after the man she wanted.

The woman in the mirror was flushed, her
eyes bright, almost feverish, and her lips red and swollen. Her
breathing was shallow, causing her breasts to push against her
blouse. She looked hot. She wanted more. Some of her hair had come
loose from her bun and made her look almost wanton. She ached and
throbbed in intimate places. This was a woman ready for the
bedroom, not the library.

But she wasn’t home. She was at work.

Annabelle turned on the cold water tap and
dampened a paper towel. She ran it over her face and neck, doing
her best to cool her heated skin. As drops of water trickled down
her neck, she remembered the feel of Mike’s hand and moaned. This
wouldn’t do. She tossed the paper towel away.

She removed her glasses and set them on the
side of the sink. Cupping the water in her hands, she splashed it
over her face until the warm flush on her skin subsided.

She quickly dried her face and gave herself
a critical stare in the mirror, squinting to get a better picture.
She looked more like herself. With years of practice behind her,
she quickly took down her hair and twisted it back into its
habitual style. She jammed the clip back in to hold it in place.
Annabelle tucked her blouse back into her skirt, donned her glasses
and gave herself one last glance. Satisfied she no longer looked
like a woman who’d been engaged in a sensual activity, she took a
fortifying breath and left the bathroom.

As she approached the desk, she heard
ladies’ voices followed by Mike’s deep rumble. She plastered a
smile on her face as she addressed the woman wearing the
wide-brimmed straw hat and the long, flowered dress. “Mrs. Casey,
how are you today?” Annabelle took her position behind her desk.
She didn’t glance at Mike, but she could feel his presence. She
tried to ignore it.

“And how are you, Mrs. White?” Annabelle
gave her attention to the woman in the faded jeans and baseball
hat. The two older ladies were as different as day and night, but
they were best friends and often came to the library together.
“What can I get for you ladies today?”

“I brought you some apple muffins,
Annabelle.” Mrs. Casey removed her hat, carefully patting her hair
into place. “There’s more than enough if you want to share.”

The aroma wafting from the bag was
incredible and Annabelle knew she had no choice. Both ladies were
watching her expectantly. “Thank you, Mrs. Casey. You do make the
best apple muffins.” Lifting the bag, she opened it and held it out
to Mike. “Muffin?”

“Don’t mind if I do.” He took his time and
selected a muffin from the bag. Never taking his eyes from her, he
bit into the treat. He chewed slowly and licked his lips after he
swallowed.

Annabelle could only stand there and stare
at him. His actions were blatantly sexual to her. Yet, as she
glanced at the older ladies, they seemed to see nothing amiss.

Mike turned to Mrs. Casey. “They’re
delicious, as always.”

Mrs. Casey blushed like a schoolgirl, and
gifted him a big smile. “You’re a charmer, Mike Sloan, and that’s a
fact.” She turned to Annabelle. “Did you get those new mysteries in
yet?”

Annabelle smiled. This was one of the
reasons why she loved being a librarian. Interacting with others
who loved books and reading as much as she did. There was something
extremely satisfying about matching the right book to the right
reader. “I put out some new ones this morning, but I kept this one
back just for you.” She pulled the latest Janet Evanovich hardcover
from under the counter.

Mrs. Casey beamed her approval. “You’re an
angel, Annabelle. You just keep that here and we’ll be back in a
few minutes after we look at the other new ones.” They nodded at
Mike and then hurried off in search of more books.

Annabelle said nothing as she watched them
head down an aisle. Mike slid his arms around her from behind and
his voice was a soft whisper in her ear. “This isn’t finished.”

She nodded her agreement. It certainly
wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

“Have dinner with me tonight.” His lips
teased the outer whorl of her ear, his breath hot on her neck.
“Dinner and maybe more. But only if it’s what you want.” He
continued to trace the edge of her ear with his lips and his
tongue.

“Yes.” She tipped her head to one side to
give him better access. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the shivery
sensations running through her body for one lingering moment before
she reluctantly pulled away.

“We need to discuss the terms of our
relationship, if indeed we’re going to have one at all.” She tried
for a brisk tone, and knew she had succeeded when she caught a
glimpse of irritation in his eyes.

“We already have one and you know it.” Mike
reached out for her, but she stepped back out of reach.

“Not here.” She glanced nervously around the
library, afraid the women would wander back before she and Mike
were finished. “We’ll talk tonight.”

Mike followed her glance and then nodded
abruptly. “Tonight. I’ll pick you up at your place at seven.”

He made no move to leave, and she knew he
was waiting for her agreement. It was only after she nodded that he
turned away. He picked up his toolbox, which she hadn’t noticed
sitting by the side of the counter, and strode toward the front
door. She watched him leave, unable to tear her gaze from his
departing form. The way the man’s butt filled out a pair of jeans
should be illegal. At the last second, he glanced over his
shoulder. “Your air-conditioning is fixed.” The door closed behind
him.

Annabelle slumped back onto the stool behind
her and for the first time noticed the flow of cool air circulating
in the room. Her thoughts turned to dinner tonight and she
shivered, but not because she was cold. It didn’t matter that the
air-conditioning was working because Annabelle was still hot.


 Chapter
Three

 


Getting through the rest of the afternoon at
work was a chore. The clock ticked off the minutes at a snail’s
pace. Five minutes seemed to take an hour. Annabelle loved her job,
but today she wished the workday would end. Somehow she managed to
get some actual work done.

She retreated to her office for most of the
afternoon after one of her part-timers showed up for her shift. Her
nerves frayed at the thought of the upcoming evening, Annabelle was
driven to her secret vice—chocolate. It was for emergencies only,
as it seemed to go straight to her hips whenever she ate it, but
sometimes there was nothing else to do but give in to the craving.
The heat made it impossible for her to keep her favorite dark
chocolate in her desk. Imported dark chocolate was her weakness.
But thank God for those wonderful makers of candy-coated chocolate
that didn’t melt. She devoured the entire bag while she worked, one
at a time, sucking all the candy off until nothing was left but the
chocolate.

Annabelle buried herself in paperwork until
closing time, eternally grateful that it was Friday and she wasn’t
scheduled to work tomorrow. The library was open on Saturday, but
only for four hours, and the small staff rotated the shift.

She breathed a sigh of relief when she
closed the library promptly at half past five and locked the door
behind her. The drive home took no time and she was soon pulling
her little blue compact car into her parking space at the small
apartment building where she rented. It wasn’t a real apartment
building, but a converted Victorian home with four apartments of
various sizes. Annabelle rented the smaller one-bedroom on the top
floor. She would buy a house as soon as one she liked came on the
market. For now, her apartment more than suited her needs.

She kept to her routine, stopping to collect
her mail, which she’d sorted through as she climbed the stairs to
the top floor. It consisted of junk mail and her monthly book
review magazine. What a sad commentary on her life. Of course, most
correspondence was electronic these days. Her mother had always
written letters to her when she’d been in college. Annabelle still
missed getting those envelopes with the familiar handwriting in the
mail. She dug her key out of her purse and let herself into her
apartment.

The minute she walked through the door, she
felt more at ease. She dumped her purse and mail on the small table
just inside the front door and retreated to the bathroom, tugging
off her work clothes as she went.

What she needed was a bath to relax and
settle her nerves. While the water was running into the tub, she
dumped in a handful of lavender bath crystals. The warm water
soothed away some of her edginess and she allowed herself to soak
for a good twenty minutes before pulling the plug.

Her skin felt extra sensitive to the touch.
Toweling off was almost a sensual experience. By the time she was
done, her nipples were taut and she was no longer relaxed.

She was more aware of her body than usual
and found sensual pleasure in stroking the lotion over her legs,
across her belly and breasts and even on her backside. She didn’t
know what might happen after dinner this evening and wanted to be
prepared. She could all too easily imagine Mike running his hands
over her. She bit her bottom lip to hold back a moan of pleasure.
Her skin began to tingle and took on a rosy glow.

Finished in the bathroom, she made her way
to her bedroom. There was no choice to be made about her underwear.
She only owned white cotton. For once in her life, she wished she’d
indulged in satin or silk. Maybe even in a blue or deep purple
color. As she pulled on her white cotton bra, she made a mental
note to go shopping for at least a few new things. Even white satin
and lace would look better than plain cotton, and it would probably
feel wonderful against her skin. Sensual. And darn it, she deserved
to feel that way, even if she was the only one who ever knew what
she was wearing underneath her clothes.

Thigh-high silk stockings would have been
quite daring to wear on her date, but she didn’t own any. Sensible
nylon pantyhose filled her dresser drawers and, with the heat wave
they were having, only an idiot would wear them. So she made the
decision to leave her legs bare. They were smooth and soft after
her bath. She ran her fingers over her thighs and calves, pleased
with the effect.

Her hair was her next dilemma. Put it up or
leave it down? She’d seriously contemplated leaving it down, but
decided against it. She never wore her hair down. That would draw
too much attention to her if she saw anyone she knew. So she
reluctantly bundled it back up into a new bun.

She didn’t use much makeup, so a touch of
mascara and lipstick were all she needed. Now she was ready to
finish getting dressed.

Ten minutes later, Annabelle peered around
the bedroom in utter dismay. There was clothing strewn across the
bed, on the floor and over the wicker chair in the corner. It was
the age-old problem of all women as they prepared for that most
important date—she didn’t have anything to wear. Nothing she owned
seemed appropriate for dinner with Mike. The long skirts and
dresses were suitable for work, but she wanted something that made
her look if not sexy, then at least nice.

She stomped back to the closet and peered at
the few remaining hangers looking for inspiration. Something.
Anything. She wanted to be casual enough so that anyone who saw
them wouldn’t make too much of them having dinner together. In
future, she would cook for them. Or maybe they’d just skip food and
go straight to bed. Why hadn’t she thought of that before agreeing
to dinner?

No. They had to come to terms. Experience
had taught Annabelle that men weren’t attracted to her. Not for
long, anyway. They seemed to like her body well enough, but quickly
found her to be boring—in bed and out.

She was a homebody and saw no reason to
change herself because some guy thought she wasn’t exciting or
flashy enough. Her hobbies ran to cooking and reading, not
barhopping and dancing.

And if she was honest, she’d found the
kisses and caresses of the men she’d dated to be uninspiring, and
sometimes downright boring. She’d begun to believe she really
wasn’t a sexual person until she’d laid eyes on Mike. Then, like a
dormant volcano, all those emotions and yearnings had bubbled up to
the surface and threatened to explode.

This was a chance for her to fully
experience her sexuality, and she was more than ready to explore
that previously hidden side of herself. Especially with a man who
attracted her as much as Mike did. She would settle for a
no-strings affair, one that was their business. No one else needed
to know.

She didn’t think that he’d object. Didn’t
every man want a woman who was willing to have sex with him but
didn’t want a commitment? She thought so. Or at least that’s what
most of the popular women’s magazines bemoaned.

She wanted more than sex. She wanted her
fantasies fulfilled and she sensed that Mike was the man who would
not only make her dreams a reality but would enjoy them as well.
And to be fair, she wouldn’t mind fulfilling a few of his fantasies
as well. She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms tight around her
waist, trying to envision what they might entail.

She imagined Mike standing behind her with
her naked and him fully clothed. He would gaze at her hungrily as
she ran her hands over her breasts, lifting and cupping them for
his inspection. She would taunt him with her body until he wanted
her so much his restraint broke.

Annabelle was a little bit fuzzy on what
would happen then, but she knew Mike would think of something.
Unfortunately, nothing would happen unless she got some clothes on
so that she and Mike could actually go out together. And while her
momentary flight of imagination had been great, the contents of her
closet still didn’t look any better.

A quick glance at her watch reminded her
that it was ten to seven. Time was running out. From the rack she
plucked a long skirted dress with yellow daisies printed on a black
background. The neck was scooped, but not too low, and there was a
band that ran under her breasts and tied in the back. Nothing
spectacular, but she always felt good when she wore it.

She slipped it on, and then turned first
right and then left as she surveyed herself in the mirror. Not bad.
On an impulse, she redid the tie in the back of the dress, pulling
it tighter before making a bow. The top of the dress clung to her
upper body and emphasized her chest. They were substantial breasts,
so she might as well make use of them. She decided she liked the
whole effect, as drawing the eye to her breasts made her hips and
waist look smaller. It made her look shapely. Who knew? She twirled
in a circle and laughed at her own daring.

A knock came on her front door. She stopped
spinning and grabbed the dresser for balance before giving herself
one last peek in the mirror. A rosy color stained her cheeks, as
much from anticipation as from all the whirling about. This was as
good as it got and was actually better than she’d hoped for. She
was ready, and not a moment too soon.

Annabelle closed the door on the mess in her
bedroom and hurried toward the front door. She swung it open to
greet Mike, but could only stare. Gone were the jeans and T-shirt
he’d worn earlier in the day. He was dressed in dark dress pants
and a crisp white shirt that emphasized his tan. He smiled and
stepped into her apartment. His large presence filled the room,
making it seem smaller.

“For you.” Mike offered her a bouquet of
violets, which she hadn’t noticed until now. How could she notice
flowers when Mike was standing in front of her looking sexy as sin
and smelling like the air after a summer rain?

“Thank you, they’re beautiful.” The response
was automatic but heartfelt as she took the offering and buried her
nose in the dainty flowers. No man had ever given her flowers
before. Tears formed in her eyes. She swallowed the lump in her
throat and turned away before Mike could see how much his gift had
touched her. “I’ll just put them in water.”

Hoping she’d have time enough to regain her
composure, she disappeared into the kitchen, still clutching the
bouquet tightly to her chest. Violets were her absolute favorite
flowers. She loved the color and the texture of them and on rare
occasions bought them for herself. Had Mike asked at the nearby
flower shop or had it been a lucky guess? She chewed her bottom lip
as she contemplated the fact that the florist might know that Mike
was buying them for her. Better for her peace of mind if she
assumed it was a lucky guess.

She set the bundle on the counter and
rummaged around the cupboard until she found a small Mason jar. She
had a vase, but somehow it didn’t seem to fit with the delicate
wildflowers. She was careful as she removed the plastic wrapper and
placed the flowers into the makeshift vase before adding water.
Using a kitchen towel, she dried her hands and dabbed at her
eyes.

They were such a thoughtful and totally
unexpected gift. She absently rubbed the area over her heart before
taking a deep, fortifying breath and picking up the arrangement.
Emotions firmly under control, she carried the flowers back to the
living room and set them on the coffee table.

Mike reached out and folded his fingers
around hers. “You look beautiful.” He used his grip on her hand to
twirl her in a circle. The hem of her dress swirled around her
legs.

“Thank you.” She noted that his eyes were
drawn to her breasts and she was suddenly uncomfortable. It was one
thing to want to be the center of Mike’s sexual attention. It was
quite another to actually experience it.

He raised her hand to his mouth and kissed
her knuckles. One at a time, his lips skimmed over them. Then his
tongue slid between each one, licking each finger. His tongue was
warm and moist against her skin. Finally, he captured her middle
finger in his mouth and sucked on it even as his teeth carefully
scraped the sides.

Annabelle was uncomfortable for an entirely
different reason. Never would she have believed her fingers could
produce such a sensual reaction in her. They were fingers. Everyone
had them, but what Mike was doing to them made them feel entirely
different. It was exactly like what had happened this afternoon
when he’d touched her neck. When Mike touched her, ordinary body
parts became centers of pleasure.

The sensations from her finger traveled up
her hand and then flowed through her entire body, leaving her skin
hot and prickly. Her breasts were heavy, her clothing confining. An
ache grew between her legs. She felt empty and needy. Annabelle
closed her eyes and let herself enjoy the sexual teasing.

“Nothing will happen that you don’t want to
happen,” Mike murmured in between caresses. “You have my word.”

Annabelle nodded, unable to speak. She
opened her eyes to find Mike staring at her, totally focused on her
reaction. Seeming satisfied with her response, he released her
finger and kissed the palm of her hand before finally releasing
her.

“We’d better get going or we’ll be late for
our dinner reservations.” Mike placed his hand on the small of her
back and guided her toward the front door. Annabelle had the
presence of mind to collect a light sweater, along with her purse
and keys. She shut the door firmly behind her and locked it. With
any luck she wouldn’t be coming home alone tonight—that is, if she
managed to make it home at all.


 Chapter
Four

 


Mike seated Annabelle at their table at
Gino’s, an upscale Italian restaurant and one of the nicer places
in town. The food was delicious and the atmosphere laid-back. Mike
was thankful that he’d had the forethought to call ahead and
request a secluded spot in a quiet corner. This table suited him
perfectly. Tucked away in a darkened corner, lit by soft lighting
and candlelight and partially hidden by potted plants, it had
privacy that most of the others lacked.

The table was draped with a crisp white
tablecloth, which flowed almost to the floor. Linen napkins, fine
china and crystal adorned the top. A single red rose floated in a
cut glass bowl, while a fat white pillar candle glowed from a
silver holder. Annabelle looked right at home in such an elegant
setting.

With her hair coiled up and her long flowing
dress, she looked sweet and alluring, ethereal, like something out
of a painting. And totally untouchable. That is, until you noticed
the bright colors of the flowers on her dress, which hinted at the
passionate woman hiding beneath the demure clothing.

When he’d picked her up this evening, he’d
immediately noticed that the dress was pulled tighter than usual,
showcasing her gorgeous breasts to perfection. Most surprising was
the impulse he’d had to loosen the belt or cover her with a wrap.
He didn’t want any other man getting a glimpse of those lush
breasts. In all his years, Mike had never felt this possessive over
a woman. And they’d done nothing more than kiss.

His own nervousness had caught him by
surprise. He’d dated frequently over the years, but not seriously.
The women he dated were looking for the same thing he was—some fun
and the occasional sexual romp. He enjoyed women and treated them
well.

This attraction to Annabelle was different.
Never in his life had he put so much effort into getting a date
with a woman. Well, not since Anna White in tenth grade. But this
went way beyond anything he’d ever felt before.

The strange thing was, rather than worry
about it, he was reveling in it. Maybe it had something to do with
the fact that he’d turned thirty-four a few months back. He owned
his own company, had a home and friends, but now he wanted
more.

Maybe he’d simply been waiting for
Annabelle. He was smart enough to look beyond a woman’s appearance
to what lay beneath. Annabelle had substance. Not that she wasn’t
pretty. She was, but it was an understated beauty that would only
get better with age.

He’d taken it upon himself to learn as much
as he could about her, without being too obvious about it. Bringing
up her name casually in conversation with friends had given him
some information, and all of it confirmed what he felt about her.
Annabelle was a kind, intelligent, giving woman. Everyone who knew
her liked her, men and women, young and old, and everyone in
between.

Right now, she was beginning to look
uncomfortable and he realized he’d been quietly staring at her.
That wouldn’t do. He wanted her to relax, to feel as though she
could let go and be herself around him.

“Have you eaten here before?” Casual
conversation would put her at ease, and besides, he really wanted
to know everything there was to know about this fascinating
woman.

Annabelle smiled shyly. “No. I’ve wanted to
try it, but it seemed to be the kind of place you’d wait and go
with someone special.”

Before Mike could comment, their waiter
arrived at their table with menus. After the waiter took their
order for two glasses of white wine and told them the specials, he
left them alone to peruse the menus. Mike made some suggestions,
having eaten here before, and by the time the waiter returned with
their drinks and a basket of warm yeasty bread and fresh butter,
they had made their selections.

“We’ll both have garden salads to start with
and the lady will have the spaghetti.” Mike collected Annabelle’s
menu and handed both of them back to the waiter. “I’ll have the
lasagna.” The waiter took their order and left.

Annabelle sipped nervously at her drink. “I
hope the pasta doesn’t have too much garlic. It makes my breath
awful.” She set her wineglass down with a thump and buried her head
in her hands. “I can’t believe I said that.” She looked at him
imploringly. “Please tell me I didn’t say that.”

Mike laughed. He couldn’t help himself. “You
said it, but I thought it as well.” He motioned to the basket of
bread sitting in the middle of the table. “Why do you think that’s
not garlic bread?”

Annabelle giggled and then smiled at him. In
that moment, she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. If he
lived to be a hundred, he didn’t think he’d ever get tired of
looking at her.

That lighthearted exchange set the tone for
their evening. They both relaxed and talked about their work and
the goings-on in town. Mike was both surprised and pleased to
discover that Annabelle knew his company specialized in renovations
and building the occasional custom home. He found himself telling
her about the projects he was working on at the moment. She was so
good at drawing him out they had eaten half their meal before he
realized she’d said little about herself.

He pointed his fork at her. “I know what
you’re doing.”

“What am I doing?” She seemed bewildered by
his accusation.

“You’re being such a good listener that I’m
doing all the talking.” He laid down his fork, reached across the
table and took her hand. “I want to know about you.”

Annabelle swallowed hard. “There’s not much
to tell.” She seemed apologetic. “I’m not that interesting.”

“You are to me.” Mike released her hand and
sat back to study her for a moment. He knew that she believed what
she said, and he could only shake his head in wonder. “I want to
know all about you. Your hopes. Your dreams.” His voice lowered.
“Your fantasies.”

Annabelle suddenly seemed fascinated by the
food left on her plate. She moved the spaghetti around with her
fork, but didn’t scoop up any to eat. This was interesting. Had she
indulged in fantasies about him? She’d certainly played a leading
role in all the ones he’d had for the past few months. The trick
would be getting past her natural reserve to the passionate woman
underneath.

The thought of being the man on the
receiving end of her natural sensuality aroused him and made his
pants way too snug for comfort. “Annabelle, look at me.” He waited
until her gaze met his. “Anything we say to each other stays
between us. No one else will ever know.”

Annabelle hesitantly nodded, squared her
shoulders and opened her mouth to speak, when the waiter suddenly
appeared. Mike wanted to bang his head on the table in frustration,
but refrained, knowing that Annabelle would think he’d lost his
mind. And maybe he had, because all he could think about was having
this woman in his life. In his bed.

Mike hung on to his patience while the
waiter cleared the table and brought them coffee. Neither one of
them wanted dessert. Annabelle added sugar to her coffee and stir
it endlessly. He cleared his voice. “Annabelle?”

Annabelle gave him a wry smile. “You don’t
give up, do you?”

“Not when it’s something I want. And I
really want you.” He watched her absorb his statement. He could
tell she wasn’t quite sure if she could believe him or not.
Finally, after some internal debate, she seemed to come to a
decision.

“I was an only child to older parents. I was
quiet, did well in school and went away to college.” When Mike
nodded encouragingly she continued. “I had one relationship in
college, but my father died just after I graduated, and then my
mother got ill. I went back home to take care of her, and after she
died I wanted a new start. I started looking for jobs and found
this one,” Annabelle finished in a rush.

He owed this moment to chance. He was
grateful she’d found this job, otherwise he might never have had
the opportunity to know her. That would have been tragic. Then what
she’d said really sunk in. “You’ve only been with one man.”

Were all the men she’d known crazy?
Suddenly, he was glad they’d all missed the gem hiding in their
midst. A feeling of possessiveness welled up within him. He’d found
her and he was darn well going to keep her.

Annabelle’s cheeks turned a light pink after
he made his rather blunt statement, but her gaze was calm and
steady. “Yes. And I wasn’t very good at it.”

Mike could only stare, completely
dumbfounded by her admission. She was one of the most naturally
sensual women he’d ever met. The way she’d responded to his kisses.
Her little moans. The way she unconsciously rubbed herself against
him. His cock flexed to life and he shifted in his seat to find a
more comfortable position. If she were any sexier, he’d have burned
to cinder.

She’d glanced away from him and was now
fidgeting with the spoon she’d used to stir her coffee. She looked
so lost and unsure, his heart ached for her. It was his job to let
her know how sexy she was, and he had a feeling that just telling
her wouldn’t work. He had to show her.

She gave him a startled look when he shifted
his chair, angling it so they were much closer. He reached under
the long tablecloth and touched her leg. Gathering the material in
his hand, he pushed up her dress until he had access to the naked
skin beneath. Mike trailed his fingers up the inside of her thigh
as he gave silent thanks to the Lord and the weatherman that it was
too hot for her to wear pantyhose.

Annabelle froze at the first contact, but
gradually relaxed and parted her legs a small amount to give him
better access. Encouraged, Mike continued to stroke his fingers
over her skin. He ran them up and down the inside of her thigh,
skimming close to the top but not quite touching her underwear.

Her skin was smooth and soft, and Mike
entertained himself with thoughts of rubbing his face over those
amazing legs before he finally buried his face between them. He
wanted to taste her, to lick and suck on her clitoris until she
screamed her release. Her breathing grew heavier and her legs
opened wider. Mike gently fondled the crotch of her panties.

As if she couldn’t stop herself, Annabelle’s
hips undulated, pushing her more firmly against his fingers. His
erection strained against the zipper of his dress pants, but he
didn’t care. The secluded darkness of the corner, and the long
tablecloth, shielded them from prying eyes. He was so aroused he
hurt, but there was no way he was going to stop yet.

The expression on Annabelle’s face was one
of a woman in the throes of passion. She’d tilted her head back
slightly and closed her eyes. Her skin had a rosy glow and her lips
parted on a low moan.

He could feel the dampness of her arousal
through her cotton panties. She was so wet, so ready. His own body
clenched and his testicles drew tight to his body. He hadn’t been
this close to losing control since he was a teenager. And they were
in a restaurant, a public place.

That thought brought his advances to a
screeching halt. He knew she’d be embarrassed if someone glanced
their way and suspected what they were doing. He’d only wanted to
make a point, not drive them both over the edge. He carefully
pulled his hand away.

Annabelle shuddered and gradually opened her
eyes. They were unfocused and he could tell she wasn’t really
seeing him. She was still lost in the sensual enjoyment he’d given
her. He loved that he’d made her lose all her inhibitions.

Then the sleepy pleasure in her gaze
disappeared, replaced by disbelief and not a little concern. Hot
color shot up her cheeks, but he refused to let her be ashamed of
herself.

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.” He
brought the fingers he’d used to caress her to his nose and
sniffed. “You smell sexy.” He flicked his tongue out to lick the
top of his finger. “You taste hot.”

Mike could tell she was partly horrified by
what they had done, but she was also very aroused as well. That was
all the opening he needed. “We’d be so very good together,
Annabelle. Think about it. We could do whatever you wanted,
whenever you wanted.”

He barely swallowed a groan when her tongue
slipped out to lick at her lips. He wanted to haul her over his
shoulder and drag her out of the restaurant. He wanted to keep her
in his bed for at least a week, maybe two, before he even
considered letting her out for a break. Instead, he forced himself
to sit there and wait for her to decide.

Annabelle opened her mouth to speak. Closed
it. Took a sip of coffee and pushed her glasses up her nose before
she tried again. “I want to sleep with you. I have things I want to
do, to try.” She held up her hand to stop him before he could
speak. “But I have conditions.”

“Whatever you want,” he promised her. At
this point he’d agree to just about anything. They could always
renegotiate at a later date.

“I don’t want anyone else to know about us.
That way, when we end our relationship, it’s nobody’s business but
ours.” She nervously chewed on her bottom lip, as if afraid he
wouldn’t agree to her terms.

Stunned by her demand, Mike sat back in his
chair and studied her expression. She was aroused, but she was also
deadly serious. She’d certainly shocked him, something he hadn’t
thought possible. Annoyance began to simmer inside him. “Let me get
this straight. You want to have sex with me, but you don’t want to
have a real relationship.” And wasn’t that a kick in the balls.

Most men would be thanking their lucky
stars. After all, what man wouldn’t want hot sex with a gorgeous
woman, no strings attached? But he wasn’t most men and this was
Annabelle. What he wanted from her went beyond the physical.

He felt like his head might explode when she
smiled and nodded. The muscles in his arms were straining as he
resisted the temptation to pull her to her feet and shake her until
she came to her senses. The fact that she looked relieved only
served to heighten his anger. “Why the hell not?”

Annabelle reared back in her seat and
frowned, clearly taken aback by his angry outburst. Her eyes
widened and she shifted nervously in her seat. So she should, he
thought. How dare she try to cheapen what they had together? Not
that she had any idea where he wanted their relationship to go.
Obviously they weren’t on the same page at all when it came to what
they both wanted.

Their role reversal was almost laughable,
but Mike seemed to have momentarily misplaced his sense of humor.
She wanted nothing more than hot sex while he wanted a whole hell
of a lot more.

“Well.” Annabelle glanced around to make
sure the waiter wasn’t nearby. She chewed on her bottom lip,
something he’d noticed was a nervous habit. Watching her teeth play
over her lip, Mike had the sudden urge to nibble on that luscious
mouth himself. He would need hours to properly explore it.

“If people know about us, then when you
don’t want me anymore, people will pity me and talk about me. I
know this isn’t about marriage, I like my job, and the town
. . .” Annabelle trailed off into silence, suddenly
becoming very interested in the tablecloth.

Holy hell. Mike wouldn’t have been
more stunned if someone had hit him up the side of his head with a
two-by-four. This wasn’t about him at all. It wasn’t that she
didn’t want to be with him. It was that she didn’t think he’d want
anything permanent.

This was about Annabelle’s insecurities as a
woman.

What kind of an idiot had her college
boyfriend been that she felt a man would only want her for a short
while? Mike had the sudden urge to find the loser and beat him
senseless for the harm he’d obviously wreaked on Annabelle’s
self-esteem. Just the thought was enough to make his blood pressure
soar. And what about the men she’d dated since?

He took a deep cleansing breath to calm his
tumultuous emotions. The object of his anger was nowhere in sight
and a show of temper was the last thing that Annabelle needed.

The only sign of Annabelle’s agitation was a
slight tremble of her hand as she sipped her now cold coffee. At
that small betraying tremor, Mike felt his heart turn over. She
still hadn’t looked him straight in the face since she’d finished
her little speech.

A sense of certainty settled over Mike the
longer he studied her. He knew she wouldn’t believe him if he told
her he was thinking long-term, that the idea of marriage had even
crossed his mind. She’d certainly think he was handing her a
line.

And maybe she’d be right. There was no way
of knowing where their relationship might go. All he knew was that
he wanted to seriously date Annabelle with an eye to a future
together.

He’d have to show her instead. His actions
would prove to her how desirable she was as a woman and a partner.
He wanted her to know her power as a woman and then choose him.

The silence between them had lasted several
minutes. It was not a comfortable silence. The very air around them
almost crackled with the growing tension. Mike decided that the
first step in his plan would be to make her at ease around him once
again. So he would agree to her terms, let her have control of the
situation, let her take the lead. He didn’t mind. He was confident
now that he would eventually get what he wanted—Annabelle,
forever.

“If that’s the way you want it, then that’s
the way we’ll play it.” As a reward for his agreement, she gave him
a shy smile, full of promise. Her lips tilted up at the corners
until the smile lit her face with a beauty that almost took his
breath away. When she nodded, he felt compelled to add, “For
now.”

Annabelle didn’t seem to take exception at
this addition. He could tell that she was feeling more confident
and in control of the situation. Now that all the terms had been
settled to her satisfaction, she looked happy.

Anticipation swelled inside him. Life was
looking very promising for the days and weeks ahead. He intended to
fulfill every fantasy she’d ever had and, hopefully, satisfy a few
of his own in the process. His entire body clenched in anticipation
as he watched her relax even more.

Once she was comfortable with the idea of
them as a couple, he’d renegotiate the terms, preferably in bed.
He’d wait until he had her mindless with pleasure and then lay out
a few demands of his own. He was looking forward to the
challenge.

Annabelle began to chat about work. It was
only then that he understood just how uptight she’d been during
dinner. Now that she was totally relaxed, he was seeing a different
side of Annabelle, and this woman was even more entrancing. She
entertained him with a story about her catching two young
twelve-year-old boys ogling naked women in a book on women’s
health.

“They turned so red when I asked if I could
help them with their research.” She grinned and gave a small laugh.
The candlelight reflected off the wire rims of her glasses. “They
ran off when I tried to give them a book specifically geared toward
questions young boys have about their sexuality.” Her eyes sparkled
with humor as she continued. “Honestly, I was just trying to help
them become better informed.” She paused for a breath. “They were
so cute.”

Mike laughed at her story. It was easy to
picture the boys sneaking down a library aisle and getting the
courage to open the book to take a peek. With parental controls on
computers, it was one of the few ways to check out a naked woman
without anyone knowing . . . provided you didn’t get
caught.

Having once been a twelve-year-old himself,
he understood their fascination on that very subject and
sympathized as well. What Annabelle didn’t seem to understand was
that it was something a man never seemed to outgrow. And his own
body was making him very aware of the consequences of thinking
about such things.

It was time to leave. Mike raised his hand
and signaled the waiter.

When the bill was presented, he paid and
escorted Annabelle from the restaurant. He nodded at a few people
he knew, but Annabelle kept her head down and went straight for the
exit. He didn’t know if she was purposely trying to hide or if she
was simply in a hurry to get to the next portion of their evening.
Either way, he didn’t stop to speak to anyone. He was just as
anxious to leave as she was.

The silence continued as Mike guided her
across the parking lot. He rested his palm just above her behind,
being sure to keep things respectable while they were in public.
Instead of leaving it in one spot, he rubbed small circles on her
lower back as they walked. She leaned into his hand instead of
pulling away. Taking advantage of her slight encouragement, he slid
his hand around her side and gave her a quick squeeze as they
reached the vehicle.

Mike settled her into the passenger seat of
his truck, making sure her dress was in no danger of being caught
when he closed the door. His hand accidentally grazed her leg.

Annabelle gave a small cry, more a sweet
moan than a gasp. Her leg twitched and moved restlessly. He hastily
pulled the seat belt across her and clicked it into place. When his
palm brushed her breast, it was on purpose. He felt her nipple,
taut and puckered, through the thin fabric of her dress. She moved
sensuously against his fingers and her breath quickened.

Mike swore under his breath, closed the
door, and took a deep breath of evening air before he walked around
and climbed in on the driver’s side. He put the keys in the
ignition but didn’t start the engine.

He turned slightly in his seat and reached
out to cup Annabelle’s chin in his hand. “Do you want to go to your
place or mine?”

She licked her lips nervously, but spoke
without any hesitation. “Yours. It’s closer.”

Mike reached over and dropped a quick kiss
on her lips. “My place it is. Relax and enjoy. It won’t take long.”
He started the truck, put the vehicle in gear, and pulled out of
the parking lot and into the night.

Mike was fiercely glad that she had chosen
his house over hers. It was a primitive response, he knew, but he
wanted her in his home. He wanted her to get used to being there,
because if he had his way, she would never want to leave.


 Chapter
Five

 


Annabelle was quiet on the drive to Mike’s
home. She was committed to making love with him, but she was
nervous, excited but nervous. Her hands clutched at the purse in
her lap, giving her something solid to hold on to.

“Almost there.” Mike’s voice was soft, as if
he was afraid he would spook her and she would jump out of the car
and run away.

She needed to say something. Anything. She
cleared her voice. “It’s a nice night, isn’t it?”

Had she really said that? God, what was
wrong with her? Her anxiety was turning her into an inarticulate
idiot.

“Yes, you really did say that and it is a
beautiful evening.”

Annabelle groaned and buried her face in her
hands. This was getting more awkward by the second. She hadn’t been
aware of speaking that concern aloud. She felt the light brush of
his hand on the top of her head. The small caress sent a shiver
down her spine.

“Are you cold or just nervous?” Mike’s hand
never lost contact with her as he spoke.

She hated that she was suddenly tongue-tied
and self-conscious. But hiding her face wasn’t going to change
anything. She was a grown woman. She could do this.

She straightened in her seat and turned to
look at him. His features were shrouded in the dark interior, but
every time they passed a streetlight she caught a glimpse of him.
He was big, solid and gorgeous. And she wanted him.

“I’m nervous, but excited too.” Best to be
totally honest. Annabelle reached out and placed her hand on his
thigh. It was rock-hard. She was encouraged when Mike suddenly
placed both hands on the wheel and gripped it tight.

She skimmed her hand over his thigh. Up and
down. The muscles flexed beneath her hand. She loved the feel of
him. Annabelle could only imagine how incredible it would be when
he wasn’t wearing any clothes.

“We might not make it to my place if you
keep that up,” Mike growled. He captured her hand with his and then
pushed it firmly against the front of his pants. His erection was
obvious and hard.

“Oh, my.” Annabelle was enthralled by her
effect on him. She’d never realized that a man’s arousal could
excite her so much. It certainly never had before.

Mike raised her hand to his lips and kissed
in the center of her palm before returning it to the seat next to
him. “I want to get us home in one piece, honey, so you have to
keep your hands to yourself until we get there.” His voice dropped
to a husky whisper. “Once we get there, you can do anything your
heart desires.”

The possibilities fueled her imagination,
and by the time she could find her voice to speak again, Mike was
turning off the main road and onto a tree-lined driveway. They were
about ten minutes outside of town and the area was wooded and
secluded.

Annabelle peered out of her window with
interest and couldn’t stop the gasp of wonder that followed when
his home came into view. It wasn’t overly large, but it was
absolutely breathtaking. At least what she could see from the porch
light and truck headlights.

Mike parked in the driveway, shut off the
engine, and sat back in his seat. “So what do you think?”

“It’s beautiful.” Mike seemed to relax when
she praised his home, and until that moment, she’d had no idea that
he was tense too. Oddly enough, that fact helped her to relax.

“Wait for me.” Mike got out and came around
to open her door. He took her hand as he helped her out. Tucking it
in the crook of his arm, he led her to the front porch.

Annabelle stopped at the bottom of the
steps, wishing it was daytime so she could see every detail of
Mike’s two-story home. The wide front steps led up to a covered
porch, which wrapped around the home on both sides.

“The porch goes around to the back, too.”
Mike ushered her up the stairs. “And there’s a porch swing in the
back.”

“Can we try it?” She loved the idea of a
porch swing. It would be a wonderful place to curl up and enjoy an
afternoon. Maybe read a book or simply relax.

“Not the first time, maybe later.” Mike let
go of her long enough to unlock the door and usher her inside. It
took her a moment to understand Mike’s comment about the swing. Her
first reaction wasn’t prudish like she would have thought. She
tried to imagine just what they could do in that swing. The
possibilities were intriguing.

Mike turned on the light and Annabelle
peered around with unfeigned interest. She had to admit she was
curious. She wanted to know everything about Mike.

“Welcome home.”

Before she had time to think about the
implications of Mike’s words, he’d bent down and swept her into his
arms. Taken off balance by his actions, she grabbed his shoulders
to keep from falling. No man had ever held her in his arms, at
least not since she was a child, and this was vastly different.

A tender expression in his dark eyes, Mike
leaned down and kissed her. It started out as a simple kiss, a
meeting of lips, slightly tentative and searching. Then his tongue
swept into her mouth and it became a claiming. He was staking out
his territory and didn’t care if she knew it.

She not only loved it, she reveled in it.
His impatience was arousing.

Annabelle slipped her hands around his neck
and dug her fingers into his hair, holding him to her. She stroked
her tongue over his. His husky groan sent her pulse racing. The
heat being generated by their kiss was off the charts. Mike tasted
better than chocolate and twice as sinful. She couldn’t get enough
of him.

Mike was climbing a set of stairs, but she
was too caught up in their kiss to care. She could see the house
later. For now, all that mattered was Mike. She tugged his hair in
protest when he started to pull back from their kiss. He gave a
half laugh, half groan and gave her one last hard kiss on the lips
before lowering her feet to the floor.

Annabelle was more than a little unsteady.
She swayed slightly, but Mike kept his arm around her, giving her
an anchor in the sensual storm. Once she was steady and could stand
on her own, he went down on one knee in front of her. He lifted her
right foot and slipped off her shoe. Annabelle grabbed his
shoulders for balance. He then performed the same service for the
other foot.

Still on one knee, Mike wrapped his arms
around her waist, buried his face against her stomach and just held
her. The tenderness of the gesture touched Annabelle. Her breathing
was uneven and tears came to her eyes, even as she blinked
furiously to fight them back.

As much as she was afraid to admit it to
herself, this evening was about more than just sex. She had deep
feelings for Mike and had for quite some time. Otherwise, she
wouldn’t be here. She wasn’t the type of woman who could separate
her emotions from her sexuality. Maybe it would be wiser and safer
for her heart if she could.

It was a magical moment she knew she would
never forget. Her decision to become his lover was right and,
whatever the outcome, she would never regret it.

His kissed her and she felt his breath, hot
and moist through the thin fabric of her dress. “Remember, if I do
anything you don’t like, just tell me to stop and I will.” He gave
her waist a light squeeze and flowed to his feet, their quiet
interlude over. “Tell me what you want and I’ll fulfill any fantasy
I can.”

Annabelle physically reacted to his promise.
Her breasts grew heavy and ached for his touch. Her stomach
quivered and her panties were damp. She wanted Mike. Of that, there
was no doubt. She now realized she wanted all of him—heart, mind
and body. But she’d take what she could get for as long as she
could get it.

This night, their love affair, would change
her forever. She knew that whatever else happened in her life, she
would compare every other man she ever met to Mike Sloan. She
feared they would all come up lacking.

Mike walked to the nightstand and turned on
the bedside lamp. The soft light illuminated her. Annabelle
flinched as if a spotlight had hit her. It was so bright after the
darkness. “Do we have to have the light on?” She bit her lip
nervously. Like most women, she was insecure about her body. She
wished she hadn’t eaten that chocolate earlier today. It had
probably gone straight to her hips.

“Not if you don’t want to, but I really,
really want to look at you.” His heated gaze traveled the length of
her body from the top of her hair to the tips of her bare toes.
Annabelle suddenly found it difficult to breathe.

“I want to see every lush inch of your naked
body,” he continued, his words like a physical caress, sweeping
aside all her concerns. “I want to see you, touch you, taste
you.”

“Oh, yes,” Annabelle sighed. The visions his
words brought to her mind sent her heart racing. She wanted all
that too. Light on or off, she no longer cared as long as he did
all the things he promised.

 


• • •

 


Mike couldn’t take his eyes off Annabelle.
He finally had her where he wanted—in his home and in his bedroom.
After months of getting to know her, to get her used to being
around him, she’d finally agreed to go out with him. He hadn’t
anticipated her agreeing to get naked with him so quickly, but he
wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth.

The sexual attraction between them snapped
and sizzled whenever they were in the same room. The yearnings she
brought out in him were extreme. On the one hand, he wanted to
treat her gently and carefully make love to her all night long,
pleasuring and pleasing her. On the other hand, he wanted to toss
her on the bed and fuck her every way possible until they were both
exhausted sweaty heaps on the bed.

Then he wanted to do it all over again.

He wanted everything she would give him and
more.

“Let’s just get this dress off you.” Mike
carefully plucked her glasses off her face and placed them safely
on the nightstand. Then he turned her around until her back was to
him. He gripped the ties of her dress and pulled slowly. It was
like unwrapping a long-awaited present. He wanted to take his time
and savor the experience.

The bow gave way and the dress loosened
around her.

Annabelle hunched forward and Mike drew his
hand back. He had to go slow and not push her too hard, too fast.
She was eager but still skittish.

“I didn’t think about getting out of this
dress when I put it on tonight. It’s got to come off over my
head.”

“No problem.” Before she had time to worry
herself too much about what was about to happen, he reached down,
grasped the skirt of the dress and pulled it up and over the top of
her head. She raised her arms to help him, and in less than a
second it was off. He tossed it aside and admired the long,
graceful line of her spine. Several short wisps of hair had escaped
her bun and skimmed her nape.

He reached around Annabelle and cupped her
breasts through her sensible cotton bra. Annabelle was quite a
handful, and he had large hands. He molded the soft mounds and
gently teased her pert nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers.

He wanted to learn how she liked to be
touched, what turned her on. Annabelle moaned and thrust her
breasts deeper into his palms. Her nipples puckered to sharp points
beneath the cotton. Mike took a chance and lightly increased the
pressure. Annabelle gasped and let her head fall back against his
chest. Her neck was too much of an enticement to ignore. He licked
her skin and savored the salty flavor before nibbling his way up to
her ear.

The woman was pure temptation. There was no
guessing with Annabelle. Her responses were real and spontaneous.
She didn’t try to hide any of her reactions to his touch. It was a
huge turn-on.

He glided his tongue over the curve of her
ear, tracing the delicate whorl. Annabelle was a moaner and her
cries got louder when he swirled his tongue inside her ear.

His cock was hard as steel and throbbing for
release. He tried to ease some of the hunger by rubbing it against
her sweet little ass. That only made it worse. The friction from
their clothing pushed him closer to the edge. It would feel so damn
good when they were finally skin to skin.

Annabelle’s hips started to undulate. He
pulled her even closer and ground his erection between the cleft of
her panty-clad behind. He kept his right hand on her breast, but
allowed his left one to slide down her belly. Her skin was soft and
pale, a contrast to his rougher and tanned skin. A reminder he was
bigger and stronger than she was. And she was his.

His reaction was primitive as hell, but he
didn’t care. When Annabelle pushed back against him, he tortured
himself by sliding himself up and down her bottom. He was going to
burst out of his pants if he didn’t get them off soon.

Her neck beckoned him again and he nipped a
path down her shoulder.

But it wasn’t enough. He needed more. He
slipped his fingers past the waistband of her underwear until his
fingertips brushed against soft hair. He didn’t stop. He combed his
fingers through the tight curls on her mound in search of her
clitoris. He slid his index finger back and forth, lightly teasing
the tiny nub of nerves. “Open your legs and let me in.”

Annabelle didn’t hesitate. She widened her
stance, and he immediately slid his middle finger straight inside
her. She gasped his name as tension gripped her entire body. Then
she began to move against his hand. She was wet and ready, her
arousal coating his fingers. It took all of his willpower not to
come there and then.

He gritted his teeth so hard it was
surprising they didn’t crack. His jaw ached under the strain, but
he was determined. Annabelle had to come first. Once he took off
his pants, there would be no more foreplay. He wanted her hot and
ready for him.

He pushed her closer to orgasm by paying
attention to her sweet moans and the reactions of her body and
discovering what she liked. He continued to play with her breasts
even as he kept thrusting his finger in and out of her slick, tight
channel. God, he wanted it to be his cock. “Let go and come for me,
sweetheart,” he commanded.

Mike lightly bit the side of her neck. She
tensed, her entire body vibrating. She moaned and let her orgasm
take her. Her inner muscles rippled over his finger as he prolonged
her pleasure. She was so damn wet and more than ready to take
him.

When her legs buckled, he caught her.
“You’re so sexy.” With some reluctance Mike slid his fingers out of
her panties and hugged her from behind. That had been intense and
neither one of them was naked. He was still fully dressed and
Annabelle was in her underwear. What would it be like when he was
buried balls deep inside her?

He took a deep breath, loving the feel of
her pressed so securely against him. His balls were snug against
his body, a sign that time was running out.

Annabelle’s whole body began to tremble and
she buried her face in her hands. Mike was instantly alarmed. He
lifted her into his arms and sat down on the side of the bed with
her cradled close.

“It’s all right,” he muttered as he rocked
her back and forth and kissed the top of her head. “Did I hurt
you?” He waited for some sign, but Annabelle said nothing. She
continued to shake.

His patience shot and more than a little
worried, he gently pried her hands away from her face. Tears rolled
down her cheeks, but she was laughing as well. He wasn’t sure what
to make of it.

“I didn’t know. I just didn’t know,” she
muttered over and over.

Relief hit him like a sledgehammer. She
wasn’t upset by what they’d done. Annabelle had never had an orgasm
before, or at least not one so intense. This he could deal with.
“There’s more where that one came from,” he promised. Mike grinned
at the stunned expression on her face and just nodded when she
looked uncertain.

He wasn’t prepared when she threw herself at
him and they both tumbled back onto the bed. Annabelle peppered his
face with kisses. “Thank you. Thank you. That was absolutely
amazing.”

He scooted them up higher on the bed, pulled
her on top of him and savored the look of pure enjoyment in her
eyes. He’d always prided himself on being a good lover, a generous
one, but with Annabelle looking at him like he hung the moon, he
felt like the king of the universe.

It was also a huge turn-on, and his dick
twitched beneath his pants as it felt her softness above him.

The moment she felt his erection push into
her stomach, she stilled and looked at him quizzically. “You didn’t
. . .” She trailed off, not able to finish her sentence.
His Annabelle was still a little shy when it came to sex.

“No, but I will,” he assured her. “That was
only the beginning.” Mike reached behind her and unhooked her bra.
When it came free he quickly tugged it down her arms and threw it
to the floor, exposing her breasts to his view for the first time.
They were full and firm, her nipples large and dusty rose in color.
Her skin was soft and supple under his hands as he shaped and
kneaded the plush mounds.

He watched her face as he teased her
nipples, enjoying her uninhibited display of delight. Her head was
thrown back and her chest heaved up and down as her breathing grew
more rapid. She was so responsive, as if she had been fashioned
specifically for his enjoyment.

He could spend all night just looking at
her. On second thought, he would rather taste her.

He pulled her higher until her breasts were
level with his mouth. She made a small sound of pleasure when he
used his tongue to outline her nipples without touching them, like
licking around the edge of an ice cream cone without sucking on the
top. He went back and forth from one to the other, round and
round.

Annabelle squirmed over him, but still he
did nothing but tease her. Mike knew what she wanted, but he wanted
her to ask for it. To demand it as her due. He could feel the
wetness from her orgasm through her panties as she rubbed against
him. Her breath was as ragged as his.

“Suck on them,” she ordered, insistently
tugging his mouth where she wanted it.

Mike obeyed instantly, drawing her nipple
into his mouth and sucking hard. Annabelle groaned and ground her
pelvis against his stomach, her movements becoming more frantic as
he continued to suckle. He couldn’t believe that she was this close
to coming again. Damn, she was hot.

Mike grasped her hips and positioned her so
that she was covering his arousal. And although it was almost too
painful to bear, it was also one of the most pleasurable things
he’d ever experienced.

Her heat surrounded his erection even
through the layers of her panties and his pants. Gripping her
tighter, he worked her up and down his erection as he continued to
suck on her breasts, alternating back and forth between them.

He was one second from coming in his pants
for the first time since his early teens when he felt her orgasm
begin within her. She simply gave herself up to the pleasure. His
Annabelle was a moaner, and she came long and loud. When it was
over, she collapsed on top of him.

Mike pulled her down to his side and hugged
her. He had to have her. If he didn’t get inside her in the next
minute, he would either go insane or come in his pants. At this
point, it was still a toss-up.

When he started to ease himself off the bed,
Annabelle tugged him back. He gave her a quick kiss. “Let me get my
clothes off.”

Annabelle blinked several times, appearing
confused. “You’re still dressed.” She looked down at herself. “And
I’m . . . Well, I’m not quite undressed all the way
either.”

Mike ran his hand over the top of her head.
She looked adorable and sexy and totally bewildered. “You will be,”
he promised. He rose from the bed and started to unbutton his
shirt.


 Chapter
Six

 


Annabelle sprawled on the bed and watched
with unabashed interest as Mike unbuttoned his shirt. As the
material gaped open, she was rewarded with the sight of his tanned,
muscular chest. He tugged the tails of his shirt away from the
waistband of his pants, each movement economical and controlled. He
peeled it down his arms and tossed it onto a chair in the
corner.

Her mouth went dry. She knew he was well
built, but without clothes he appeared massive. His biceps were
huge, his pecs hard and defined and his abs delineated muscles. He
was a perfect specimen of masculinity, and he wanted her.

He bent over and undid his shoes. Taking his
time when she wanted him to hurry, he removed them and kicked them
under the bed.

Then he reached for the buckle of his
belt.

He wasn’t the least bit self-conscious as he
undid the belt, slid it from the loops of his pants and tossed it
to the floor. She wished she had half his confidence.

She swallowed hard when he undid the button
of his slacks and then slowly unzipped them. The material clung to
his hips for a brief moment before falling down his legs to pool at
his feet. He kicked them aside.

His legs were as hard and muscular as the
rest of him. There was something sexy about a man who made his
living through physical labor. His boxer briefs cupped his
erection, outlining every thick inch of him.

Mike stuck his thumbs behind the waistband
and shoved the material down and off. While he was bent over, he
removed his socks. When he straightened, he was totally naked. He
stood before her, allowing her an unrestricted view.

Annabelle had seen a naked man before. She
wasn’t a virgin. But her previous lover had looked nothing like
Mike. He was all rugged male, from his hair, which he kept tied
back with a leather thong, to his large feet. His shoulders were
broad, his stomach flat and muscled, and his thighs rock-hard. A
light sprinkling of brown hair covered his chest, and her fingers
itched to touch it. He was impressive. Almost intimidating. He was
a healthy male animal in his prime. His penis jutted out in front
of him, giving no doubt as to his readiness.

Annabelle suddenly found it difficult to
swallow. This was all for her. He was standing there for her
perusal to allow her the time to get used to him, to accept him.
She reached out and he came toward her. He took her hand in his and
kissed it before lowering himself to sit beside her.

It was then she became aware of her own
vulnerability. She’d been so caught up in looking at Mike, she’d
forgotten she was all but naked. Instinctively, her hands covered
her breasts. She was glad for the presence of her underwear. As
little protection as they provided from his heated gaze, it was
something.

“Hey, don’t hide from me.” Mike reached out
and coaxed her hands away from her breasts. He leaned forward and
playfully kissed the tip of both. “They’re so lovely.” He sat
upright and ran his forefinger over her cheek. “As are you.”

When she didn’t cover herself again, he ran
his fingertips over the waistband of her panties. She nibbled on
her bottom lip and prayed for courage. This would be so much easier
if the lights were off. On the other hand, if the room was dark she
wouldn’t be able to see him. And Mike was definitely well worth
seeing. It was a dilemma.

His hands were calloused and hard from years
of work. The slight abrasion was highly arousing. The contrast
between the roughness of his skin and the tenderness he displayed
gave her the courage not to object when he slid the cotton panties
down her thighs and off. She briefly closed her eyes, but quickly
opened them again. She wanted to see his reaction. Part of her felt
terribly exposed. Another part was fiercely proud that he wanted
her as much as he obviously did.

Mike stretched out beside her on the bed. He
propped himself up on one arm and gathered her close with the
other. When his dark head dipped toward her all thought fled. There
was only Mike, and the magic of his touch.

His lips sought hers in a searing kiss. He
thrust his tongue inside her mouth, teasing her, enticing her. This
felt right and there was no hesitation on her part. She met him
thrust for thrust, wanting to offer him the same pleasure he was
giving her. She sucked on his tongue, and his breathing grew
harsher, his kiss all-consuming.

Annabelle swept her hands over his
shoulders, loving the play of his muscles beneath her fingers,
savoring his strength. She reached behind him and did what she’d
been dying to do for months. She tugged at the narrow strip of
leather that confined his hair until it came away in her hand. She
tossed it aside and then threaded her fingers through the silky
strands. It was soft and incredibly sexy.

Mike groaned at her touch and left her
mouth, but he didn’t stop kissing her. He trailed hot, openmouthed
kisses down her neck, stopping to nip at the base where neck and
shoulder met. It stung a little, but drove her wild as well. She
clasped his head to her as he licked the sting away.

Every nerve ending in her body was alive and
electric. His every touch made her quiver. She’d already had two
orgasms and was close to having another.

Mike worked his way down to her breasts,
licking and nipping at them until she was panting hard. Her legs
moved in a restless dance on the sheets, and he threw one muscled
thigh across them to pin her to the bed while he continued to play
with her breasts.

“I can’t take much more,” she gasped.

“You can. And you will.” Annabelle wasn’t
sure he was right but was more than willing to try. Everything he
did to her was new and exciting, her body responding in a way she’d
never believed possible.

He shifted so he was kneeling between her
legs with her thighs draped over his. His eyes were dark with
arousal and a muscle in his jaw clenched. He gripped both of her
thighs and slowly spread her legs to make more room for him.

When she started to protest, he leaned over
and placed a finger over her lips. “Let me do this for you.” He
rubbed his fingers across her lips until she opened them. He
slipped his finger inside her mouth. “Suck.” It was a one-word
command that she obeyed.

She sucked and licked his finger. This was
something she wanted to try later with his penis, and from the look
in his eyes, he would be more than happy to let her. Without
warning, he withdrew his finger and held it in front of her. It was
large and damp.

“Open your legs wide for me.” His voice was
mesmerizing and it didn’t even cross her mind not to do as he
asked. He rewarded her by sliding the same finger that had been
inside her mouth over her clit and straight inside her slick
channel.

It was shocking and erotic all at once. He
kept his finger still, and Annabelle bucked her hips, trying to
encourage him to move. Instead, he withdrew his finger totally. She
moaned in protest.

“Trust me,” he whispered. He slid his finger
over the lips of her sex. He parted her with his other hand so that
he had a better view of her. “You’re so pink and lush and hot.” He
flicked his finger over her clitoris. Annabelle gasped and twisted
her hips. His words and his actions were bringing her to the brink
again.

“I want more.” She thrashed her head back
and forth on the pillow and her hips pumped wildly into the air.
She was so close to coming again it bordered on painful.

Mike slid his finger inside her, withdrew
and plunged it in again. The rhythm was steady and intoxicating.
Annabelle instinctively tried to close her legs when his finger
entered her. He quickly pulled away. “Keep your legs open. It will
be better that way. I promise.”

Annabelle thrust her legs as far apart as
she could. Anything to get him to finish. For a woman who’d never
had an orgasm outside a dream before, she was quickly becoming
addicted.

He kept up a steady pace. Her orgasm slammed
into her without warning, and she gave herself over to the powerful
release. Her legs instinctively closed over Mike’s hand, wanting to
prolong the pleasure. He didn’t disappoint. He kept up the steady
pressure until she was spent. When the release was over, she sank
back into the mattress in a sated stupor. Her entire body felt
boneless.

Mike pulled away from her and lunged toward
the bedside table. He yanked open the drawer, thrust his hand
inside, and pulled out several condoms. It took only a second for
him to rip one of the packets open and sheath himself. Then he
moved back between her legs.

He grasped her thighs, angled her toward his
waiting erection and pushed forward. The broad head of his shaft
powered past her body’s natural resistance. She was tight, the
delicate muscles within already swollen from her earlier orgasms,
and he was so big and overwhelming. She squirmed in an attempt to
get comfortable.

“Relax, honey. Just relax.” The muscles of
his arms were rock solid and his hands were clenched. She could
tell he was trying very hard not to move. The cords of his neck
stood out and his jaw was taut. “Jesus, you’re tight.”

Annabelle took a deep breath and then
another. They were meant to fit together. Her channel rippled
around the invading hardness, softening and accepting him. The
longer he was inside her, the better it got. She was amazed at his
self-restraint. The fact that he would exercise such self-control
so he wouldn’t hurt her made her want him even more.

“You feel so big and hot inside me.” She
wanted him to know how much she wanted him but didn’t know what to
say. Instead, she wrapped her legs around his waist and grabbed his
butt.

It was all the encouragement he seemed to
need. His control snapped and his hips slammed forward, burying him
to the hilt. They both moaned at the intimate joining. “I can’t
wait any longer.” That was the only warning she got before he
pulled back and drove deep once again. His hips pumped in and out,
getting faster and harder with each thrust. His breathing grew
harsh and a bead of sweat rolled down his temple.

It was somewhat of a shock when his shaft
touched a sensitive place inside her, igniting her desire to a
fevered pitch. Every time he thrust forward she tilted her hips to
meet him. She ground her pelvis against his, loving the friction
from his pelvis against her clit.

The broad head of his shaft continued to
stroke her with each withdrawal and thrust in the most delicious
way. Her hips moved in rhythm with his, both of them straining to
reach orgasm. She dug her fingers into his sides and hung on as he
rode her hard. She reached for that familiar explosive feeling once
again.

Mike’s grip on her waist tightened. She
unlocked her legs from his waist and dropped her feet to the
mattress. She used the new leverage to drive her lower body up to
meet his thrusts.

He groaned and stilled with his shaft buried
deep. He swore and his big body jerked and heaved as he came. The
power of his orgasm triggered hers. Her inner muscles clamped down
hard on his penis. She moaned as his shaft seemed to grow larger
inside her. Or maybe she was simply squeezing him. It didn’t
matter. Nothing did but the explosions of pleasure rocking her.

Mike swore again and ground his pelvis
against hers. He gave one final groan before he collapsed.
Annabelle lay there totally exhausted and replete. And more content
than she’d ever been in her entire life. Her body was sprawled,
open and naked, and she just didn’t care. Every now and then a
tremor would snake through her.

Her limbs were heavy and so were her eyes,
so she closed them and actually dozed. She didn’t know how much
time had passed before she woke and found the energy to turn her
head and look at Mike.

Facedown on the pillow next to her, he
didn’t move. His eyes were closed and his features relaxed. His
hair tangled around his face and his skin shone with a light sheen
of sweat. Annabelle became aware of just how hot and sticky she was
herself. She’d do something about it, just as soon as she could
gather enough energy to move.

As if he felt her gaze, Mike turned his head
until he was looking straight at her. “That was amazing.” He
reached up and pushed aside a strand of hair that had fallen from
her bun. “I can’t believe your hair is still up.”

He sounded amused by that fact, but she was
in too good a mood to mind his teasing. With some effort, he
levered himself off the bed and padded into the bathroom that was
part of the master suite. She heard water running, and a moment
later he returned to the bed, the used condom disposed of.

She didn’t notice the washcloth in his hand
until he nudged her thighs open and started to wash her. The cloth
was wet and cool. The sensation was surprisingly comforting yet
sensual. His whole concentration was on the task he was performing.
He traced the lips of her sex and dipped in around the opening.
When the cloth grazed her sensitive clitoris, Annabelle’s hips
quivered even as she groaned in embarrassment. Seemingly satisfied
with what he’d done, Mike removed the cloth from between her legs
and set it on the bedside table.

“Let’s get you more comfortable.” Mike
grasped her hands and pulled her into a sitting position. He
reached behind her head and began to pull the pins from her hair.
The long locks fell over her back and chest. It was a relief to
release the pressure on her scalp.

He combed his fingers through the long
length of hair. “It goes all the way to your waist.” He brought a
lock of her hair to his face and ran it over his lips. “I want to
feel your hair all over my body.”

She nodded her agreement. She wanted to
drape him in her hair and tease him with it. There was a temptress
inside of her who longed to get out. She yawned in spite of
herself. The spirit was willing, but the flesh was tired.

“Later. Sleep now,” Mike murmured to her as
he tugged back the covers and tucked her beneath the cotton sheet.
He turned off the bedside lamp, slipped into bed beside her, and
drew her into his arms.

Annabelle was more relaxed than she’d ever
been in her life. The last thought in her head as she drifted off
to sleep was that there was still so much she wanted to try.

 


• • •

 


Annabelle was having the most wonderful
dream. Her lover was lying behind her with his arms wrapped around
her. His nimble fingers played with her breasts while his lips
nibbled on her neck. She sighed and arched into his embrace,
thrusting her breasts into his large, capable hands.

“God, you feel so good.”

The sound of a male voice growling in her
ear woke her. This was no dream. She was wrapped tight in Mike’s
arms and he was no phantom. Her dream lover had become her real
lover.

She gave herself over to the sensations he
aroused in her. After tonight, there was no longer any doubt in her
mind she was a sensual woman. Her one lackluster sexual
relationship in college had not been because of any defect in her,
as she had always feared. The men she’d dated only briefly, the
ones whose kisses left her cold and uninspired, hadn’t been a sign
she was lacking in some fundamental way. It was all about
chemistry.

Mike had made sure that she would never
doubt her desirability again.

Armed with a new sense of power and
determination, she slipped from his grasp and turned to face him.
It was her turn to play.

The look in his eyes was tender and loving.
He smoothed her hair back from her face and down over her back. His
hand followed a lock of her hair all the way to her behind,
caressing, testing and teasing.

“Stop that.” The command came out sharper
than she intended and he stilled instantly.

Mike flicked on the lamp and caught her chin
in his hand. “Did I hurt you? Are you sore?”

Heat climbed up Annabelle’s face and she
knew she was blushing. Not exactly the sex goddess image she wanted
to portray. “No, I’m not sore.” Annabelle bit her lip, unable to
stop herself from being totally honest. “Well, I am sore, but it’s
not too bad.”

“We don’t have to do anything else.” Mike
brushed a soft kiss over her lips. “Just stay with me.” He dropped
gentle kisses on her nose and cheeks.

“I want to stay.” Annabelle wanted to make
demands of her own but wasn’t sure exactly how to express them.

Mike seemed to sense her hesitation. “What
is it, honey? You can tell me anything.”

“I want my turn,” she blurted, before she
chickened out.

“Your turn for what?” Mike seemed more
perplexed than anything. She obviously hadn’t explained herself
very well.

Annabelle took a deep breath and tried
again. “Before. When we . . .”

“When we made love,” Mike added
encouragingly when she faltered.

“Yes. You got to do things for me. I want my
turn. I want to do things for you.” Annabelle finished in a rush
and held her breath while she waited for his reaction.

“You want to do things to me?” Mike looked
intrigued by her statement. She started breathing again.

“Yes.”

Mike flopped back onto the bed and tucked
his hands under his head. “I’m all yours.”

“Really?” She couldn’t believe it was this
easy.

“You can do whatever you want.” His smile
was relaxed. “As long as you remember that I’ll get my turn again
later.”

Annabelle sat up in bed, thoughts of
everything she wanted to do making her bold. She didn’t care that
she was naked and the bedside lamp felt like a spotlight.

Mike seemed totally relaxed and at ease. The
corners of his mouth curved up in a slight grin. His hair was
rumpled and his chin was covered in a slight shadow of a beard.

And he was all hers. At least for tonight.
She hardly knew where to begin. She licked her lips in anticipation
and was rewarded by the flare of desire in Mike’s eyes.

She eased the covers back until he was
totally uncovered. It said something about how comfortable she was
with Mike that she was more concerned with the fact that he was
naked than with her own nudity. It felt natural and right to be
sitting here next to him covered in nothing but her hair.

She leaned forward and dragged her tongue
over his bottom lip. He growled and tried to deepen the kiss, but
she pulled away. “If I let you kiss me, I’ll never have my
turn.”

“I’m at your disposal, honey.” Mike was
fully aroused, his erection pressed hard against his stomach. The
head was darker than the rest. Veins ran through the shaft, making
it pulse with life. She couldn’t wait to taste him.

Annabelle nibbled her way down his neck and
across his chest. She threaded her fingers through the crisp hair
on his chest before rubbing her cheek against it. She loved the
feel of it against her skin. Determined not to rush and miss
anything, she used her tongue to play with nipples that were flat
and brown. When he wrapped his hand around the back of her neck to
encourage her, she grew bolder, and used her teeth to carefully
bite him.

“Annabelle.” He sounded both tortured and
aroused.

She abandoned his chest and moved lower,
kissing and licking a hot trail down his rock-hard stomach. His abs
flexed and stiffened at her touch. Sitting back on her heels, she
caught his gaze. She deliberately gathered a length of her hair in
one of her hands and trailed the ends over his stomach, down his
legs and across his thighs. She avoided his penis, which was fully
aroused and swollen, wanting to draw out the anticipation for both
of them.

Mike started to reach for her, but she
pulled back. “No. You promised me my turn.” She waited for a moment
and was relieved when his hands dropped to the mattress beside
him.

Annabelle knew Mike’s patience wouldn’t last
much longer so she did what she’d been dying to do all evening.
Without warning, she bent over, took the head of Mike’s penis into
her mouth and sucked. Hard.

Mike almost shot off the bed.
“Annabelle!”

She sat back, her eyes huge and uncertain.
“Did I do it wrong?” She bit her lip as she waited. She so wanted
to do this right, to be the temptress like she was in her
dreams.

His eyes blazed with desire, but when he
reached out to touch her cheek, his touch was tender. “No, honey,
you didn’t do a damn thing wrong. You just took me by
surprise.”

“Can I try again?” Annabelle looked at him
hopefully.

A snort of laughter escaped from Mike. “You
can try it. I may not survive, but at least I’ll die happy.”

Annabelle bent over him again, determined
not to rush her approach. She licked the length of his erection,
learning his shape, enjoying the texture and taste. He was large
and thick, but the skin covering him was soft and smooth. She took
a deep breath, loving the musky scent of his sex. Her fingers
teased the skin of his testicles, gently testing their weight. Her
hair flowed over his thighs as she licked and kissed his
length.

Judging by Mike’s moans of encouragement,
Annabelle decided she must be doing it right. This time when she
took him into her mouth, his large hand cupped the back of her head
to keep her there. As if she’d stop now.

She loved the taste of him—slightly salty
and spicy. She dragged her tongue around the head of his shaft
before taking him deep. She pulled back, using her teeth to lightly
graze his hard length. Then she took him inside again, hollowed her
cheeks and sucked.

“Oh, yeah. Don’t stop.” Mike’s hips bucked
against her mouth. She couldn’t take all of him, so she wrapped her
hand around the base of his shaft to control the rhythm. Liquid
seeped from the tip of his shaft and she licked it away. It was
salty and warm.

“Stop.” Mike’s command was a hoarse whisper
as he tugged lightly on her hair.

She didn’t want to stop. She was enjoying
herself. But he tugged again and she reluctantly released him. Mike
grabbed a condom and ripped open the package. A second later he had
the protection rolled on.

He lifted her over him. The new position
caught her off guard, but she liked the idea of being on top. She
felt the hard press of the head of his penis against her opening
and then he surged inside. He put his hands on her waist and
dragged her down. She sat back and he slid even deeper.

“I can’t wait.” Mike gripped her hips and
started to move her.

“That’s all right,” she panted. She caught
on to the new rhythm and took over. She rose and fell on him. She
moved slowly at first and then faster as she gained more
confidence. She loved the way his hard shaft filled her. She really
liked being able to control the pace of their lovemaking.

Mike slid his hands up her torso and covered
her breasts. Annabelle didn’t even try to hold back her moan of
pleasure when he played with her nipples. She moved faster, picking
up the pace.

“Help me.” She was almost there and sensed
he was too, but didn’t know how to push both of them over the
edge.

Mike slid one of his hands between her legs
where their bodies were joined. His fingers barely touched her when
her climax was upon her. She cried out, her body shaking as heat
and pleasure swept over her.

Mike grabbed her by the waist and thrust
into her one final time. His shaft swelled and rippled as he came.
His release sent another shiver down her spine and tingles shooting
throughout her body. Annabelle slumped forward onto his chest. He
wrapped his arms around her and held her close. She snuggled
against him and, with her head cushioned on his shoulder, drifted
off to sleep.


 Chapter
Seven

 


When Annabelle stirred the next morning, the
sun was streaming into the bedroom. Groaning, she rolled over onto
her back. Her eyes were gritty and she scrubbed at them with the
back of her hand. Prying her eyes open took her a few minutes and
she squinted as she read the time on the bedside clock. Annabelle
bolted upright in bed. She’d overslept. Her alarm hadn’t gone
off.

She had the sheet tossed back and was half
off the bed before she realized she was stark naked. Grabbing the
sheet, she quickly dragged it to her chin. A fast survey of the
room assured her that this was not her bedroom. In fact, this was
not her bed.

“Oh, my Lord,” Annabelle gasped. She fell
back onto the pillows and covered her head with the sheet. All the
muscles in her body protested the move. She felt as if she’d run in
a marathon. Muscles she hadn’t known existed ached this morning.
Details from last night filled her mind, images of naked limbs
entwined. No wonder she was sore. Had she really been that wanton
woman?

She’d barely slept at all last night. Mike
woke her more than once with mind-numbing kisses. It was inevitable
that one thing would lead to another. She’d lost count of the
number of times they’d made love. She’d never had to face a morning
after, having never spent the entire night with a man before, and
she wasn’t ready. What did one say or do? She wanted it to be night
again, to lie in Mike’s arms once more and not have to think about
anything but the feel of his body against hers.

Annabelle rolled onto her side and moaned.
She desperately needed a shower. She just had to summon enough
energy to drag herself out of bed.

The mattress dipped next to her and she
froze. It was cowardly to hide under the sheet, but she honestly
didn’t know what to say to Mike. She felt completely
tongue-tied.

“I know you’re in there,” he teased. He
smoothed the covers over her back and then started to tug on
them.

She was glad one of them was amused, because
she wasn’t. She clung to the sheet, but Mike refused to let go. She
could either release it or let the fabric rip. Knowing she couldn’t
stay hidden under the covers forever, she let go. The fabric
slithered down her face and she got her first glimpse of Mike.

He was more handsome than ever. She never
imagined that a man could look that good first thing in the
morning. Obviously, he had already showered. She could smell the
crisp scent of his soap, while she felt about as fresh as last
week’s dirty laundry. He had pulled on a pair of faded jeans and
had donned a crisp white shirt, but hadn’t buttoned it. His rich
brown hair hung free to his shoulders and looked as soft as silk.
His eyes were filled with humor and crinkled at the corners when he
smiled.

“Time to rise and shine,” Mike coaxed her.
“I have coffee.” He picked up a cheerful yellow mug from the
bedside table and waved it in front of her.

“You don’t play fair,” she wailed as the
scent of fresh-brewed coffee reached her nose. Reluctantly, she sat
up in bed, but she took care to make sure the sheet was tucked
firmly under her arms. She leaned back against the headboard,
grateful for its support.

Mike passed her the coffee and waited until
she’d taken a sip. “Not when it’s something I really want.”

Annabelle choked on the hot liquid and sat
forward, bending at the waist. Mike patted her back while she
coughed and sputtered. It took her a moment to get her breath back.
“What do you mean by that?” She glared at him as she resettled
against the pillows. He’d gotten what he wanted last night, hadn’t
he? What more did he want?

“We’ll talk over breakfast.” Mike gave her a
quick kiss before standing. “Right now, I’d say you’d like to get
cleaned up.”

Annabelle nodded. She ducked her head,
embarrassed. It was one thing for her to know she desperately
needed a shower, but it was quite another for Mike to point it
out.

“There are fresh towels in the bathroom.
Help yourself to anything you need.” Mike started to leave but
paused. “Oh, and I hung one of my shirts on the back of the door
for you to wear.”

Annabelle watched him leave, unable to think
of anything witty to say. He was so matter-of-fact about it all,
she wondered how commonplace this sort of situation was to him.
Just thinking about Mike with another woman gave her a headache.
She set the coffee mug down on the bedside table and started to
pull back the covers, when Mike poked his head back around the
door.

“Oh, and breakfast will be ready when you
are.”

She stayed in bed and stared at the doorway
for several more seconds, until she was sure Mike wasn’t going to
sneak back again. When she was sure there would be no more
surprises, she slid from the bed and wrapped the sheet around her.
She wasn’t comfortable parading around naked, even if she was
alone.

Her clothing was strewn around the room. Her
bra and panties were in a tangle on the floor. It took her longer
than she thought it would to bend over, grab them and then stand up
straight again. She really was sore this morning. Her dress, she
noted, had been tossed across the back of the chair. Points to Mike
for that.

She’d worry about the state of her dress
later. Right now she needed a hot shower to work some of the
stiffness from her body. She padded to the bathroom with the tail
of the sheet trailing behind her. Annabelle made sure the sheet was
out of the way before she closed and locked the bathroom door. She
didn’t want any interruptions during her shower.

She glanced toward the mirror and caught a
glimpse of herself. She screamed.

The underwear slipped from her grasp and
fell to the floor, forgotten. Leaning against the vanity for
support, she stared at her reflection through bloodshot eyes. Her
face was pale and her lips were swollen. She noted that her hand
was shaking as she raised it to touch her head. The long mass of
her hair looked as though rats had played in it. She rested her
forehead against the cold glass. Mike had seen her like this.

A loud pounding on the door made her jerk
back. She struck her leg on the corner of the cabinet and bounced
off the wall. Reaching out, she grabbed a towel rack for
support.

“Annabelle, are you all right?” Mike sounded
alarmed.

“I’m fine.” Her voice was barely a whisper,
so she tried again, this time much louder. “Really, I’m fine.”

“Are you sure? I heard you scream.” Mike
jiggled the handle of the door. She was extra glad she’d locked
it.

“I saw myself in the mirror.” Annabelle
slapped her hand over her mouth the minute she spoke. What was it
about Mike that made her mouth run amok?

Mike’s laughter filtered in through the
door. “Get your shower, Annabelle.” She heard his footsteps as he
retreated to the kitchen.

Thoroughly disgruntled, Annabelle turned on
the hot water with more force than necessary and jumped back when
the water splashed her. She rubbed her poor abused thigh as she
waited for the water to heat up. Muttering to herself about men and
life in general, she adjusted the water temperature and the spray.
She dropped the sheet, climbed into the shower and allowed the
water to work its magic.

Annabelle took her time. Standing beneath
the spray, she let the hot water pummel her poor body. Once the
heat had loosened up her sore muscles, she washed and rinsed her
hair, twice. Then she lathered her entire body with Mike’s soap.
The smell reminded her of him, turning the act of bathing into an
erotic experience.

It was just like rubbing against him in bed.
The soap was hard and smooth in her palm and when she ran it over
her breasts her nipples automatically puckered in response. She was
actually arousing herself, but it felt too good to stop.

She bit her bottom lip and then slid the
slick bar over her stomach and between her legs. It pressed against
her clitoris and sent a shock of pleasure through her. Annabelle
dropped the soap and it hit the bottom of the tile with a thud. She
swayed and had to put a hand on the wall to support herself.

She had to stop before she had an accident
in the shower. She shuddered in horror as she imagined trying to
explain the situation to the responding paramedics. The thought was
too horrible to bear.

She turned down the hot water and allowed
the cooler flow to rinse the soap from her body. She gritted her
teeth and stood under the cold for a full half minute longer before
turning it off. If that didn’t quell her libido, nothing would.
She’d never needed a cold shower in her life. One night with Mike
had turned her life upside down.

She was shivering when she stepped out of
the shower. There was a big white bath towel sitting on the end of
the vanity. She assumed Mike had put it there for her and used it
to dry off before wrapping it around herself.

The mirror was steamed slightly, in spite of
the fan. She wiped away the fog, squinted and studied her
appearance. It was an improvement but she wasn’t ready to face Mike
just yet.

She wished she had a toothbrush. She stared
longingly at his but couldn’t bring herself to use it. She’d just
have to improvise. Using her finger, Annabelle brushed her teeth as
best she could. When she was done, she filled the cup that sat on
the sink and rinsed her mouth twice before drinking a full glass of
water.

It might have felt too weird to use his
toothbrush, but she had no such reservations when it came to his
comb and hair dryer. In no time at all she had her hair tamed. It
was a natural instinct to start to twist it up into her regular
bun, but she caught herself and let it fall free. It tumbled over
her bare shoulders and arms, making her feel sensual. Sexy.

She picked up her underwear from the floor
and rinsed it in the sink. There was no way she could put on
yesterday’s underwear. She draped it over the towel rack and prayed
it would dry while she was having breakfast, at least enough for
her to be able to wear home.

Annabelle finished patting her skin dry and
then hung up the damp towel. She wished she had some of her own
moisturizer. She made a note to start carrying a small bag of
supplies in her purse. Her mental checklist included toothpaste,
toothbrush, moisturizer, and as much as it made her blush, clean
panties. If she was going to conduct an affair she might as well be
prepared. The drugstore might even carry trial sizes of products
that would fit nicely into her large purse. It was definitely
something to check on.

As Mike had promised, one of his shirts hung
on the back of the door. She slipped it on, loving the feel of it
against her skin. The material was soft from many washings and the
blue denim had faded to almost white. It was big on her, hanging to
just above her knees. She rolled up the sleeves and buttoned it
right to the top. Peering into the mirror, she studied her
appearance.

She looked much better than she had earlier.
Her face had some color and her eyes were a little clearer. The
shirt covered her as well as a dress, but she was well aware of the
fact that she was naked beneath it. The fabric seemed heavy against
her skin and she tugged it away from her body and flapped the ends.
The slight breeze cooled her for the moment and she dropped the
tail of the shirt again.

She’d delayed long enough and was as ready
as she’d ever be. Gathering her courage, she left the bathroom. She
stopped long enough to don her glasses and grab her now cold coffee
before following her nose toward the delicious smells coming from
the kitchen.

 


• • •

 


Mike was standing at the stove scrambling
eggs when he sensed that he was no longer alone. Although she’d
made no sound, he was very aware of Annabelle’s presence. The
atmosphere in the room felt different. More complete somehow.
“There’s more coffee if you want it.” He motioned to the
coffeemaker sitting on the counter.

Annabelle edged into the kitchen, tugging at
the hem of the shirt she wore as she walked. He could have told her
it was a waste of time. The shirt covered her as much as any
respectable dress would. It was the woman under the shirt that made
the difference. And Annabelle looked good enough to eat for
breakfast.

On silent feet, she padded to the counter.
Mike tried not to notice how her breasts moved freely beneath the
shirt, but he was a man after all and couldn’t help but stare. She
wasn’t wearing a bra. That made him wonder if she was wearing any
panties.

Thankfully, she wasn’t paying enough
attention to him to notice him staring at her chest. All her focus
was on getting another cup of coffee. She dumped what remained in
the cup into the sink and poured fresh. The sugar bowl was next to
the coffeepot and she added several spoonfuls and stirred. After
taking a fortifying swallow, she finally worked up enough nerve to
send a glance his way.

Annabelle had obviously had too much time to
think about last night and had made herself nervous all over again.
Mike shook his head and smiled with amusement when she
automatically refilled his mug as well. That was Annabelle, always
taking care of others. He wanted the right to be the one to take
care of her.

“Thanks.” He picked up his mug and sipped.
She stood beside him, hovering uncertainly. He motioned to the
table. “Why don’t you have a seat? Breakfast will be ready in just
a minute.”

Annabelle looked like she wanted to ask him
something, but nodded instead and walked to the table, carrying her
coffee mug with her. He knew she probably wanted to help. That was
her nature. But she probably felt too unsure of herself to ask.
From what little he knew of her, she didn’t date much and hadn’t
had many serious relationships. He wanted her to be comfortable
enough in his home to do whatever she wanted without asking.

She sat at the table, taking the time to
make sure the tails of the shirt were tucked safely beneath her.
When she was settled to her satisfaction, she peered around the
kitchen with undisguised interest.

It was a big, comfortable room with a table
set in a nook with bench seats on either side. Both the table and
benches were constructed of pine, and the benches were covered in a
sturdy forest green fabric. The walls were pine halfway up, and the
top half was painted a clean, crisp white. The cupboards were white
as well, and the appliances were stainless steel. The whole effect
was masculine without being overwhelming.

Mike enjoyed watching her as she took in the
room. He was unable to keep himself from asking, “What do you
think?” It suited him just fine, but it was more masculine than
feminine and he wasn’t sure if Annabelle would like it.

Her eyes met his and the look of wonder was
plain on her face. “I love your home, Mike. It’s absolutely
beautiful.”

Mike turned off the burner to let the heat
from the pan finish cooking the eggs. “So you won’t mind spending a
lot of your spare time here?” He popped the four slices of whole
wheat bread into the double toaster.

Annabelle bit her lip and hesitated. “You
don’t have to say that. I understand that last night was about
. . . well, sex.”

He was normally a very even-tempered guy,
but Annabelle’s stubbornness about their relationship was quickly
becoming a sore spot with him. He took a deep breath to calm his
growing anger. When that didn’t help, he took another. Mike didn’t
think he’d ever been this irritated about anything in his life.
“Last night was not a one-night stand.”

“No?” Annabelle hunched over her coffee cup,
no longer looking at him. “What was it then?”

Mike stalked over to the table. He
understood that Annabelle was insecure and for that reason he
forced himself to be gentle when he reached down and tenderly
gripped her chin in his hand. He tipped her head up until her eyes
met his. “This is the beginning of a long relationship. Do you
understand?”

Annabelle nodded hesitantly. “I wasn’t sure
if last night was all you wanted.”

Mike closed his eyes and prayed for
patience. How Annabelle could even ask that question after last
night was beyond him. He’d been all over her last night, barely
giving her time to rest before making love to her again. Did she
think that was normal? He opened his eyes and Annabelle was
watching him with a hopeful look in her eyes. Obviously, she
did.

“Well, now you know. And for your
information, I want a heck of a lot more than last night.” He spoke
slowly, wanting there to be no doubt in her mind.

Annabelle’s face was flushed and her eyes
took on a sultry, sexy expression that told him she was both
pleased and aroused by his statement. One look from her and he was
horny again. By all accounts, a hard-on should be physically
impossible after the number of times he’d come last night. But the
bulge in the front of his jeans left no room for doubt. He wanted
her. And he wasn’t willing to wait.

He tugged her up from the bench seat,
ignoring her questioning gaze. Talking would have to wait. Right
now, he had a deep physical hunger that demanded to be fed.

He threaded his fingers through her hair and
held her in place as he leaned down and covered her lips with his.
She tasted even better this morning than she had last night. As he
licked her lips he tasted mint toothpaste, coffee and the unique
flavor of Annabelle—warm, spicy woman.

He nipped and nibbled at her lips until she
finally lost all patience, grabbed him by the hair and tugged him
closer. He laughed, but all humor fled in the wake of the heat from
their kiss. Her tongue dueled with his as he swept into her mouth
and claimed it as his own.

This woman was becoming as necessary to him
as breathing. It was time she knew and accepted it. “I want you,”
Mike muttered as he peppered her face with kisses. “I want you
now.”

“Yes,” Annabelle moaned. Her hands clutched
at his back, urging him closer.

“Here,” he insisted. “Now.”

“Whatever you want.” Annabelle nibbled on
his neck as she gave him her answer. It was all the permission he
needed.

He slid his hand down the curve of her spine
until he found the hem of the shirt. He pushed under the shirt and
his hands met bare flesh. His question had been answered. She
wasn’t wearing any underwear. Mike covered her bottom with his
large hands and massaged both cheeks, loving their plump fullness.
“I love your ass,” he murmured as he continued to move his hands
over it.

“It’s too big,” she wailed as she tried to
squirm away from him.

Mike pulled back in surprise, unable to
believe what she’d just said. Annabelle tugged on his arms, trying
to move them off her behind, but he refused to give up his grip on
her delectable bottom. When he looked at her in disbelief, she just
nodded at him as if confirming her absurd notion. He growled at her
in frustration. “It’s perfect.”

Annabelle just shook her head and buried her
face against his chest. Reaching down, Mike tilted her face up and
kissed her nose, her chin, and finally her lips. He lingered over
her mouth, tasting and teasing her. All the while his hands
continued to rub and caress her behind. “It is perfect,” he
whispered in her ear.

When Annabelle went still in his arms and
gazed at him with an expression of uncertainty in her eyes, he knew
he had to show her. “Trust me?”

Annabelle nodded without hesitation. Whether
she realized it or not, she was more attracted to him than she
wanted to admit. He knew she wanted him, but it went deeper than
that. For a woman like Annabelle to trust him physically and
sexually, her emotions were involved.

Mike gently turned her in his arms so she
was facing away from him. He heard the toaster pop in the
background, but ignored it. He had to sate this appetite first.
Food would come later.

“Bend over and put your hands on the end of
the table.” Mike waited to see if she would do as he asked. She
quivered for a moment as if undecided, but then slowly bent at the
waist and placed both hands flat on the table. Mike wanted to howl
in triumph. Instead, he flipped up the tail of the shirt so that
her bottom was uncovered.

Annabelle flinched when he exposed her, but
stayed as she was. Mike was pleased and encouraged by her show of
trust. “I love the feel of your skin. It’s so soft, so damn sexy.”
He reached out and slowly ran his hands over the exposed globes of
her bottom. He moved closer, rubbing his denim-clad erection
against the cleft of her ass, at the same time moving his hands
around her waist.

Annabelle moaned and her whole body went
rigid before she softened and began to move against him. Her bottom
slid over his erection and Mike closed his eyes, enjoying the
sensation. She was so naturally sensual, she took his breath away.
But if she didn’t stop, he was liable to come in his jeans. He
gripped her waist and held her tight to stop her. “Don’t move.”

 

“I have to,” she panted. She fought against
his hold on her and pushed back against him.

Her honesty was almost his undoing. Mike
gritted his teeth and struggled for control. “Trust me. It will
feel even better if you don’t.” He could sense Annabelle struggling
against her natural inclination.

Mike tightened his hold on her waist and
waited until Annabelle was still in his embrace. When he was sure
she was going to remain motionless, he slid one of his hands down
her smooth belly, pausing to rub little circles on it. He loved the
way it curved slightly outward. Annabelle had exquisite curves.

He caressed her lower, delving between her
legs and threading his fingers through the thick curls covering her
mound. She was already damp. His cock flexed and grew even harder.
To torture himself even further, he rubbed his fingers over the
lips of her moist core and then brought his fingers to her
lips.

“Taste how good you are.” Mike almost came
in his pants when her tongue licked at his fingers. Her lips were
soft and her mouth was hot and moist as she drew his fingers into
her mouth and ran her teeth lightly over them. Annabelle’s mouth
was a thing of beauty, and if he was extremely lucky, she might be
tempted to use that mouth on him again.

His cock pushed harder against the zipper of
his jeans at the thought. But for now, he wanted to take Annabelle
from behind so he could caress and enjoy the view of her beautiful
ass. Nothing was more important than making love with this
woman.

Urgent to be inside her, he forced himself
to pull away and yanked a condom out of his back pocket. He was
damn grateful he’d thought to tuck one in there earlier. He
carefully unzipped his jeans and pushed them down around his hips.
His cock sprang free of the confining material and he quickly
sheathed himself before sliding into Annabelle’s waiting warmth.
Her channel was hot and wet and he filled her easily.

She shifted slightly away from him and he
forced himself to be still. He knew that his entry had been abrupt,
even if she was ready for him. She had to be sore after last night.
He was no better than a rutting bull.

“Am I hurting you? Do you want me to stop?”
It might just kill him, but he knew he would pull out if she didn’t
want this.

“Don’t you dare.” Annabelle moved back
against him. “Move.”

He did as she commanded. He slid his hands
under the shirt until he found her bare breasts. Cupping them in
his hands, he played with them as he moved in and out of her from
behind. Her nipples were hard points and he rolled them between his
fingers.

As amazing as it felt, it was time to
further Annabelle’s sexual education.

Mike pulled out and widened his stance,
forcing Annabelle to spread her legs. She gripped the table harder
for support and Mike knew he was now in total control of their
lovemaking. “I want you to stay as still as you can.”

Annabelle tried to squirm and move against
him but was unable to move in the position she was in. “I need to
move,” she panted.

“No, you don’t.” Mike buried his penis to
the hilt and then slowly withdrew until only the tip of him was
inside. Slowly, one inch at a time, he entered again until he was
as far as he could go. As he repeated this several times,
Annabelle’s internal muscles clenched around his cock. The feeling
was incredible. He withdrew once again and then entered her quickly
and followed with three hard, quick thrusts.

Annabelle’s fingers curled against the
tabletop. She moaned and squirmed. Mike stopped and just held both
of them still. He teased her taut nipples and played with her
breasts. Then he shifted his legs slightly farther apart, forcing
Annabelle to balance on her toes. “Every time you move, I’ll
stop.”

“That’s not fair,” Annabelle wailed. He
could feel the tension thrumming through her, how close she was to
coming.

Mike continued to tease her, loving the way
Annabelle’s inner muscles contracted around his dick and the sway
of her breasts as she panted. “No, it’s not fair, but you are
enjoying it, aren’t you? I can feel how excited you are.” Mike
pulled out and thrust back in. “Let me have you my way.”

Annabelle nodded, her whole body quivering
with desire. Mike set an alternating rhythm of short, slow strokes
followed by long, quick thrusts. He knew she liked it when her
slick channel clenched his cock even harder.

Mike gritted his teeth and recited his work
schedule in his head. He wanted Annabelle to come, but he wasn’t
ready to let go just yet. There was more he wanted to do.

Annabelle struggled to keep her balance when
a full-body shudder shook her from head to toe. Mike loved her soft
cries of release as her orgasm hit her full force. Her inner
muscles clenched his shaft so tight, he thought he might lose it.
He kept thrusting and rode out her orgasm until he could take no
more. Withdrawing from her, he kept his arms wrapped tight around
her as she collapsed forward, catching herself on the table.

Murmuring endearments in her ear, he turned
Annabelle and held her in his arms. He buried his face in her hair,
content just to hold her until she was ready for more. She shivered
and shook for several minutes before she finally began to relax in
his arms. When she laid her head on his chest, he leaned down and
whispered in her ear, “No more negative thoughts about your
beautiful behind.”

She looked up at him and smiled, looking
both sated and sleepy. She brushed a lock of hair off of her cheek,
her face solemn as she nodded her agreement. “My ass is
beautiful.”

Mike threw back his head and roared with
laughter. God, this woman was amazing. She took him from hot and
horny to laughter and contentment within seconds. He was totally
captured by her spirit.

Annabelle nestled closer to him, rubbing her
belly seductively against his erection. “You didn’t come.”

“No.” He enjoyed her sensual movements. “I
wanted you to come first.”

“Do you want breakfast now?” Annabelle
started to move away from him, but Mike pulled her back into his
arms, unable to believe she could leave him like this. One look at
her face told him that the little imp was teasing him.

“Yes, I want breakfast now.” The downcast
look on her face was priceless. “But you’re on the menu,” he
growled. He picked her up and plunked her bottom on the table.
Annabelle laughed with delight when he shoved the shirt out of his
way and began to tickle her sides and nuzzle her breasts. He
continued to tickle her until she was screaming for mercy.

 


• • •

 


Annabelle had discovered last night just how
intense and beautiful lovemaking could be. She’d never realized it
could be fun too. She lay on the table with Mike draped over her,
both of them shaking with laughter. When it finally faded away, she
stroked his face and he turned his head to kiss her hand.

His brown eyes stared into hers, deep and
dark with desire. “Take me inside you.”

She was sore from last night and their most
recent round of sex, but nothing could stop her from making love
again. Annabelle wrapped her hand around him and guided him home.
It was tight and a little painful but that quickly subsided,
leaving only pleasure in its wake. When he was finally deep inside
her, she wrapped her legs around him and held him tight.

Mike braced his hands on the table by her
head, leaned down and kissed her. It was a kiss filled with a slow
burning passion that quickly got out of control. He feasted on her
lips, as if only she could sustain him.

He’d taught her so much since last night.
The best lesson of all was that she should be proud of her body. It
might not be model thin or perfect, but it was still beautiful.
There was power in owning her sexuality and embracing it.

He tore his lips from hers and kissed his
way down to her breasts, opening up enough buttons to expose them.
She clutched at his hair when he licked one of her nipples before
drawing it into his mouth to suck and tease. He hadn’t shaved this
morning and the slight bristle of his beard added another layer of
erotic stimulation to each caress.

He unlocked her legs from his waist and
draped them over his shoulders. Each thrust seemed deeper and more
powerful than the last.

Annabelle moved with him and set a rhythm
she liked, and Mike let her. The smack of their skin as they thrust
toward one another was the only noise besides the sound of their
labored breathing.

Every muscle in his arms and chest were
taut. He was straining with each stroke. She knew he had to be
close. Her own body was screaming for release. He gripped her waist
and quickened his pace. “Let go, baby. Let go.”

His urgency triggered her orgasm. She kept
her eyes open, wanting to watch him come. The muscles in his neck
and jaw tightened. He closed his eyes and tipped back his head on a
roar. The shirt he wore was open, exposing sleek, hard muscle.

When it was over, he collapsed on top of
her. She slipped her legs off his shoulders and let them dangle
over the end of the table. His heart was pounding as fast as hers.
She managed to find enough energy to caress his face before letting
her hand fall back to the table with a thud.

Mike started to laugh. “What’s so funny?”
Annabelle asked.

“We are.” Mike managed to raise his head
from the cushion of her breasts. “You, Miss Annabelle, have been
totally corrupted.”

She could only imagine how debauched they
looked, both of them partially naked. She couldn’t help but grin.
She was thoroughly corrupted, and she kinda liked it.

Mike braced himself against the table and
slowly withdrew. He reached out and snagged some napkins off the
table and used them to clean away all traces of their lovemaking
from her.

Annabelle felt as limp as a noodle when he
lifted her off the table and deposited her onto the bench seat. He
strode to the garbage and disposed of the condom and the napkins.
He hitched up his jeans and fastened them before returning to
her.

She swiped her hair out of her face,
straightened her glasses and leaned back against the seat. Mike
shook his head as he walked back to the table and hunkered down
next to where she sat. She could only imagine how she looked all
flushed and mussed.

He tucked a long strand of hair behind her
ear. “I don’t want you to ever think that I don’t want you. This is
more than a one-night stand. Much more. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Annabelle was both scared and excited
by the prospect. Mike turned her so she was facing him and buttoned
her shirt, adjusting it until she was completely covered once
again. She caught his hand and squeezed it. He dropped a kiss on
her swollen lips.

“I understand.” She took a deep breath and
then spoke again. “And thank you. It means more to me too.”

Mike’s stomach chose that moment to emit a
huge growl. Annabelle looked at his abdomen and began to laugh. “We
need to feed you to keep up your strength.” She started to get up
from the table, but he stopped her.

“You just sit there and keep me company. It
won’t take me long to get breakfast on the table.” She wanted to
help but settled for simply watching him.

He scowled at the pan before scraping the
now cold eggs into the garbage. The cold slices of toast followed.
He opened the refrigerator and pulled out more eggs.

“You sure I can’t help?”

Mike winked at her. “Next time.”

He was an easy person just to be with. Once
she decided to accept the fact he wanted to cook for her, she sat
back and enjoyed it. “You sure you can handle it?” she teased.

“Behave or you won’t get any.”

She mimicked zipping her lips. He laughed
and put more bread in the toaster.

When they finally sat down to a breakfast of
scrambled eggs, toast, orange juice and coffee, Annabelle was
totally relaxed. All the unfamiliar activity and lack of sleep last
night were catching up to her, and by the time they’d finished
eating she was yawning. Mike had kept her up most of the night and
she’d already had quite a workout this morning.

Mike tossed the dishes in the sink, and when
Annabelle objected, he kissed her soundly, picked her up and
carried her back up the stairs to bed. “You need a nap. We’ll do
the dishes later.”

Annabelle smiled and cuddled into his arms
and allowed him to carry her to bed.


 Chapter
Eight

 


The man was driving her crazy. Her nerves
were frazzled and she was at her wit’s end. Mike Sloan didn’t know
the meaning of the word discreet. He’d visited the library
every day this week. People were starting to notice. Soon they
would start asking questions. And Annabelle didn’t have any ready
answers.

Just thinking about last weekend brought a
blush to her face. She’d had no idea that people really made love
that many times and in so many ways. Annabelle didn’t
think she’d ever be able to look at Mike’s kitchen table as just a
place to eat. It would forever be the site of one of her most
erotic experiences.

The entire weekend was filled with sensual
memories. But it had been so much more than that. Mike had been a
tender and considerate lover. He’d also been wild, bringing out a
side of her that she hadn’t known was there. There was a part of
her that reveled in his loss of control when he just had to have
her. She understood those urges, because he made her feel the same
way.

In spite of the amazing lovemaking, it was
the quiet times that had meant even more. She’d slept most of
Saturday away after he’d carried her back to bed. When she’d
finally awakened, the sun had been sinking in the sky and Mike was
lying next to her . . .

 


• • •

 


Propped up on one arm, he ran his free hand
through her hair that trailed down over the covers. “Hey,
sleepyhead.”

“How long was I out?” The room was
shadowed, but there was still some light outside.

“It’s almost time for dinner.” He
smoothed a lock of her hair away from her face. He looked handsome
as ever, but it was the expression on his face that made her want
to weep. He was watching her as if there was nowhere else he wanted
to be and nothing else he would rather be doing. As if she was the
most important thing in the world. He made her feel
cherished.

“I ran you a bath.” He motioned to the
bathroom. “You could probably use a long soak.”

His thoughtfulness made her feel special.
“Thank you.”

He nodded and levered himself off the bed.
“Come downstairs when you’re finished. I’ve got steaks marinating
for supper.”

“You’re not joining me?”

He grinned but shook his head. “Baby, you’ve
got to be sore. If I take a bath with you, I’ll end up balls deep
inside you again.”

He words were blunt and sexual and sent a
shiver of longing through her, but he was right. She was sore. “I
won’t be long.”

He dropped a kiss on her forehead and left
her alone in the big bed. She rolled out and stretched, feeling
rested but stiff. The master bathroom was gorgeous. She’d already
used the shower, but now she had the chance to try the tub.

It was oversized, plenty big enough for two.
She slipped off Mike’s shirt and slid into the steaming water. It
was heaven. Mike had even lit several candles and placed a glass of
wine on the wide rim of the tub. It was pure decadence. Annabelle
leaned back, content to just loll about in the water and sip her
wine.

When her fingers started to prune, she had a
quick wash before she pulled the plug and climbed out. After drying
off, she slipped into a clean shirt Mike had left for her. The man
had thought of everything.

Wanting to join him, she quickly tidied the
room, grabbed her glass of wine and went to find him. He wasn’t in
the kitchen, but she could see him through the patio door. She slid
it open and a wall of heat hit her. It felt wonderful on her skin.
She tipped her face up to catch the dying rays of the sun.

“Hey, baby. Feel better?” He was in front
of a large stainless steel grill. Steaks sizzled and the smell made
her stomach growl.

“I feel great. Hungry. Can I do anything
to help?”

“Potatoes are in the microwave and the
salad is in the fridge. You can bring them out if you want. I
thought we’d eat outside.”

“Sounds good to me.” She went inside and
topped up her wine before she started poking around the cupboards.
She found a large tray before she checked on the potatoes. They
were done, so she loaded the potatoes, salad, butter, dressing and
everything else they needed on the tray.

It was such a domestic scene. Mike was
cooking on the patio and she was puttering around the kitchen. She
could get used to this.

Mike’s house was secluded and there were no
neighbors within sight. It was just the two of them surrounded by
trees. Birds sang and chirped while bees buzzed around the flowers
that grew in large tubs on the deck. It was beautiful and
relaxing.

They sat at a wooden patio table and
polished off a huge supper. Food had never tasted so delicious.
Annabelle suspected it had a lot to do with the company. They
lingered over coffee, chatting easily, sometimes falling into a
comfortable silence.

After the dishes were cleared away, Mike
took her on a tour of his home. She loved all the wood and the
simple lines. It was typically male, without much to make it cozy,
but the potential was there. Annabelle could envision plants, throw
pillows, and a comfortable chair or two. It was all too easy to
picture herself there as well. That thought worried her, but she
was in too mellow a mood to let it take hold in her mind.

They finished the tour in the living room
and ended up curled up on the sofa watching an old movie on
television. It was a romantic comedy. She laughed at parts, but
there were poignant moments that brought tears to her eyes.

Mike hadn’t asked her what was wrong or
commented in any way. He’d simply wrapped his arm more securely
around her and pulled her onto his lap. Annabelle had never been so
content in her life and it scared her . . .
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Sighing, she shoved the memory away and
shuffled the papers on her desk for the tenth time. When it was
obvious she wasn’t going to get anything done, Annabelle pushed her
chair away from her desk.

She rubbed her temples to try to stop the
pounding in her head. It didn’t help much. Sleep hadn’t come easy
this week and her days had been stressful. Mike had kept her on
edge. She just didn’t know when he was going to show up or what he
was going to do next.

He had promised her that they would keep
their affair a secret, but that was proving to be impossible. Mike
had arrived up at the library first thing Monday morning with
coffee and muffins from Sammy Joe’s Bakery. The coffee had two
sugars, just the way she liked it, and the muffin had been oatmeal
raisin, her favorite. He’d delivered it along with a long,
lingering kiss before heading off to work, whistling all the way
out the door.

On Tuesday a bouquet of wildflowers had
found their way onto her desk. There had been no card, but she
hadn’t needed one. Several people at work had noticed the flowers
and teased her about her secret admirer.

Wednesday afternoon Mike had dropped by with
a small bar of imported chocolate, a weakness of hers that she’d
admitted to last weekend. He’d shut the door to her office and made
himself right at home. He’d taken a seat, pulled her down onto his
lap and fed her pieces of chocolate until the wrapper was empty.
Then he’d kissed her senseless, announced that the chocolate was
delicious, and left her bemused and on a sugar high for the rest of
the day.

Thursday at lunchtime, he’d dropped by with
a huge garden salad from her favorite deli—extra cheese and
tomatoes and no onions—iced tea with lemon in a large take-out cup,
and a warm oatmeal cookie to round out the meal. He’d delivered it
with a flourish and a kiss and then was gone again. He’d passed
Mrs. Casey on the way out and had just smiled and said hello.
Annabelle had been so flustered she hid in her office, away from
the woman’s knowing gaze.

Now it was Friday and she was on pins and
needles, not knowing what was going to happen next. They’d made no
plans for this weekend. She didn’t know if she should ask him to
come over to her apartment after he got off work or if she should
wait to see if he asked her back to his place. She had no idea what
the rules were when it came to dating.

She tilted her head back and rested it
against the comfort of her chair. Closing her eyes, she took a deep
breath and tried to release the tension. Having an affair was more
stressful than she’d anticipated.

Annabelle was not a deceptive person by
nature and keeping a secret of this magnitude was more difficult
than she’d thought it would be. She rubbed at the knot in her
stomach. Concentrating on taking one deep breath after another, she
finally felt the tension of the week begin to melt away. It was
late Friday afternoon. Whatever else happened, she was finished
with work for the week and had two whole days off to rest and
relax. She’d take a hot bath, eat something healthy and have a good
night’s sleep. That was the plan.

Having that settled made her feel better.
She was just about to open her eyes when the atmosphere in the room
changed. She hadn’t heard a sound but knew she was no longer alone.
She’d become so in tune with Mike she knew it was him standing next
to her chair.

His warm breath feathered over her skin just
before his lips touched hers. The kiss was tender, his lips firm
and warm against hers. She yielded completely to his caress. He
took the unspoken invitation and deepened the kiss. Annabelle could
hear nothing but the deep and heavy sound of their breathing. She
could feel nothing but the warm press of his lips over hers. She
could taste only Mike, hot and masculine with a tinge of coffee. It
was heavenly.

A door slammed in the distance. Annabelle
jerked away and her gaze flew from Mike to her office door. It was
shut. She closed her eyes and sent up a prayer of thanks. When she
looked back at Mike, he was scowling.

“What’s wrong?” He certainly wasn’t looking
like a man who’d just enjoyed a kiss.

“Why would anything be wrong?” Mike leaned
against the corner of her desk, crossed his arms over his chest and
glared at her.

Annabelle wasn’t quite sure how to respond
to him. Could Mike be in a bad mood and still kiss her the way he
just had? “Did you have a good day? Did everything go all right on
the new job site?” She wanted to touch him, to reassure him that
everything was fine, but she didn’t feel that she had the right to
do so. Not with him glaring at her. She gripped the arms of her
chair to keep from reaching out.

Mike stared at her for a long moment, as if
he was looking for something in her face. Whatever he was searching
for, she wasn’t sure if he had found it or not. He unlocked his
arms from over his chest and gave a deep sigh. He rubbed his left
hand over the back of his neck. He looked tired.

Annabelle couldn’t resist the urge to soothe
him any longer. She reached out and took his right hand in hers.
She wanted to fix whatever was wrong, but not knowing what it was,
she did the only thing she could. She offered comfort instead.

“It’s been a long week. How about I cook us
supper and we relax?” Annabelle waited for his reply, unable to
believe she was being so bold, but her uncertainty had vanished. He
needed her, and if he wanted to be with her she wasn’t going to
waste a moment of their time together.

Mike’s lips tilted up at the corners until
he was smiling at her. Some of the fatigue and worry that had
plagued him only seconds before vanished. “I’d like that.” Raising
her fingers to his lips, he kissed them before releasing her. He
pushed away from her desk, dug into his front pocket and pulled out
a key. He dangled it from his fingers and held it out to her.

“What’s that?” She eyed the plain
silver-colored key with curiosity.

“Go ahead,” he encouraged.

She wrapped her fingers around the shiny
key. Mike seemed pleased when she took it. She closed her hand
around it, gripping it so tight the sharp edges dug into her hand.
This had to be a key to Mike’s house.

“I’ve got to go back to work for an hour or
so, but you can go out to the house when you’re ready.” His eyes
went dark and his voice was husky as he spoke. “Pack a bag for the
weekend.”

He seemed to be waiting for a reply so she
nodded her acceptance. “Okay,” she replied, swallowing back the
lump in her throat. She’d planned to make dinner at her place, but
Mike obviously had other ideas. And it was probably for the best.
His home was isolated. She lived in an apartment. There was more of
a chance of people seeing them together if they went to her
place.

Mike leaned down and kissed her again. It
was very different from the first one. This was a kiss of
possession. Mike devoured her, his mouth claiming hers. It felt as
though he was trying to brand her with his touch.

Throwing herself into the moment, she
wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back, making no
effort to hide the volatile emotions churning inside her. The hot
and carnal caress went on so long Annabelle began to get
light-headed.

She gripped him even tighter when he yanked
her out of her chair and banded his arms around her waist. She
clutched his hair in one hand to hold him close. He squeezed her so
hard she couldn’t take a breath. When he boldly thrust his tongue
into her mouth, she decided that breathing was overrated.

Mike was the one who finally found the
strength to tear himself away. “Later,” he gasped. “We’ll finish
this later.” He planted one last brief kiss on her lips before he
stormed out of her office. He flung the door wide with such force
it bounced off the wall before swinging shut again.

Annabelle stood glued to the spot. A pain
shot through her right hand. She looked down at her clenched fist,
the one that held the key Mike had given her. She forced her
fingers open until she could see the key in her palm. It was such a
small, relatively inexpensive item. But it meant so much. Mike
trusted her with the key to his home.

She warned herself not to read too much into
the gesture. They hadn’t been seeing one another for very long.
Things were still new and exciting, and their affair was private.
She had no idea how long their relationship would last, but she was
more hopeful than she’d been when it started.

Annabelle knew she was grinning like an
idiot but she couldn’t stop herself. She gave a little shriek and
spun around in a circle. She danced all the way to her purse and
carefully tucked her treasure inside. Mike was obviously in this
affair for the long term. She’d already known that he cared about
her. This was showing her just how much. It wasn’t a declaration of
love, but it was more than enough for now.

She practically floated back to her desk. In
less than ten minutes, she finished the last of the paperwork and
dealt with the remaining emails in her in-box. She spent another
five minutes making a list of the food and clothes she would need
for the next two days.

At exactly quitting time, she shut down her
computer, gathered her sweater and purse and left the office. She
turned off the lights and locked the door behind her.

Sedately, she walked out to the front desk
and informed her part-timer that she was leaving for the weekend.
As soon as the front door of the library closed behind her, she
hurried to her car. She had a lot to do and not much time in which
to do it.


 Chapter
Nine

 


Mike was grateful to be home. The tension
headache he’d been fighting all day pounded against his skull like
a jackhammer. He put his truck in park, turned off the ignition and
rubbed his hands over his face. He stared at the house but made no
move to go inside.

It had been a long, frustrating week. The
closer he tried to get to Annabelle the more she pulled away. Not
physically. No, physically she gave him everything he could ever
want. She was completely uninhibited in their lovemaking. He had no
complaints in that department.

But emotionally—well, that was another
matter altogether.

When they were alone, Annabelle was a warm,
giving woman. She was constantly touching him, small caring
gestures, like stroking his hand or playing with his hair. He
didn’t think she was aware of her actions half the time. But
unconscious or not, Annabelle showed her emotions in a physical
manner. She gave of her affection generously and without
thought.

When they were in public, everything was
different. Annabelle treated him with an offhanded courtesy that
made him grind his teeth until his head ached. She acted as if they
were no more than acquaintances who barely knew each other. She
smiled and chatted but she held herself physically separate from
him. And it hurt. He wanted so much more from her than a great time
in bed.

He laughed, but the sound held no humor.
Mike was well aware of the fact that most of his single male
buddies would think he was out of his mind. After all, he had a
beautiful, giving, sensual woman who wanted a hot affair with no
strings attached. Most men would get down on their knees and give
thanks.

But Annabelle wasn’t just any woman. She was
special, and he was greedy. He wanted it all.

Mike prided himself on his patience, but he
freely admitted he was quickly reaching the end of his rope with
Annabelle. He had no idea why she insisted on keeping their
relationship a secret.

It had occurred to him that she might be
ashamed to be seen with him. After all, he was a rough-looking,
hardworking man. He could wear a suit when need be, but he was more
at home on a construction site. Annabelle Lee Murphy, on the other
hand, was every inch a lady. But he’d quickly dismissed that
thought after spending time with her. She was such a down-to-earth,
caring person, and she held nothing of herself back from him when
they were alone together.

He knew she was a private person. He could
understand not wanting people in your business, but she took it to
a whole other level.

Yes, he knew she lacked confidence in
herself as a woman, but he’d hoped that everything he’d said and
done would have reassured her he was serious about her, about
them.

Whatever her reason, he hoped that her
reservations and her need for secrecy would be gone soon. It had
only been a week, but already he was tired of skulking around. He
wanted everyone to know that this lady was his. Mike admitted that
the situation left him feeling insecure. He didn’t like it and,
damn it, he was going to change it.

Filled with a new determination, Mike
collected the items perched on the other seat and climbed out of
the truck. Using his hip, he slammed the door shut. He was suddenly
in a hurry to get inside.

Before he could put his key in the lock the
door opened in front of him, as if by magic. Annabelle stood there
looking so beautiful it made his heart ache. She had a warm,
welcoming smile on her face. For the first time since he’d moved
into his house, it really felt like he was coming home.

He kept moving forward until Annabelle was
forced to back up into the house. The smile fell from her face and
she bit her bottom lip. Mike dropped his parcels on the hall table
and shoved the door shut. It closed with a solid bang and he turned
the lock. He didn’t want the outside world to intrude upon
them.

“Is everything all right?” Annabelle’s voice
held concern and her beautiful blue eyes were filled with
worry.

Mike moved forward, wrapped her in his arms
and simply held her. Her body melted against his. The tension of
the week slipped away now that they were alone together and she was
in his arms.

Spending their nights apart during the
workweek had been hell. He often found himself rolling over in the
middle of the night looking for her, missing her lying next to him.
He would never admit it out loud, but he loved the way she cuddled
into him when they slept. It made him feel as if he belonged.

“It is now,” Mike murmured in her ear. He
relaxed even more when she slipped her arms around his waist and
hugged him. Contentment filled him. This is what Annabelle did to
him, what she gave him.

“I made supper.” Annabelle slowly tugged
away from his embrace, and reluctantly he let her go. “I hope
you’ll like it.”

Mike placed a single finger on her lips.
“I’m not picky, I like just about anything.” Leaning down, he
kissed her, just a brief taste. “Besides, I’ll never say no to a
meal cooked by you.”

Keeping one hand on her waist, he snagged
the parcels with the other and herded her toward the kitchen. She
walked easily beside him, fitting perfectly next to him. He
deposited the bags on the kitchen counter and began emptying the
contents for her inspection.

“I didn’t know what you were making for
supper, but I figured this bottle of white wine would go with just
about anything.” Mike handed her the bottle and reached back into
the bag.

“It’ll go great with the chicken and
potatoes I’ve got baking in the oven.” Annabelle rummaged around in
the kitchen drawers until she found a corkscrew. She pulled down a
couple of wineglasses from the cabinet and carried all of it to the
table. “You can open the wine when you’re ready.”

“This is for you. For dessert.” Mike
produced the container with a flourish.

“Chocolate chip cookie dough ice cream.
Mmm.” The look Annabelle gave him was almost sensual. “It’s my
favorite.”

“I know.” He’d also had to make two stops on
the way home to find the kind she liked. It was worth the effort
when she gifted him with a soft smile and kissed him on the
cheek.

“Thank you.” Her voice was a whisper against
his skin. He wanted to drag her into his arms and up to bed, but he
held himself back. That would come later.

“Have I got time for a shower?” He really
needed a cold shower to get a grip on himself. And besides that, he
definitely smelled as if he’d been working on a construction site
in the sun all day long. He smelled ripe.

She gave him another of her seductive
smiles. “You’ve got plenty of time.”

Taking her at her word, he went upstairs,
pulling off his dirty clothes as he went. A sense of satisfaction
washed over him when he noticed a flowered tote bag sitting on the
chair in his bedroom. Annabelle was his for the weekend. It didn’t
escape him that his tension headache was almost totally gone now
that he was home and Annabelle was with him.

He hurried into the bathroom and took the
quickest, coldest shower he could stand. He soaped, scrubbed and
rinsed in record time. He turned off the water and sluiced the
water out of his face before snagging a towel off the shelf.

As he wrapped it around his waist, he
inspected his face in the mirror. He was definitely sporting a
shadow. He could use a shave but decided against it. He could
always do it later. Annabelle was waiting supper on him.

He padded back into the bedroom and pulled
on a pair of clean jeans and a T-shirt. It was the weekend and he
wanted to be comfortable. His hair was still damp but it would dry
soon enough. He detoured long enough to dump his dirty clothes into
the hamper and hang the damp towel over the rod. Having Annabelle
around made him more conscious about picking up after himself. Not
that he was a slob, but he was a guy.

Less than fifteen minutes after he’d left
her, Mike was back in the kitchen, clean and with his libido under
control. She’d been busy while he’d been gone. The table was set
just like a restaurant with all the correct dishes and utensils.
There were even cloth napkins on the table, and he knew for sure he
didn’t own any. That meant she’d brought them with him.

The vase holding the wildflowers on the
table didn’t belong to him either. He eyed both of them, liking the
fact that Annabelle felt comfortable enough to bring some of her
things into his home. It gave him hope that she was beginning to
think of them as more than just an affair.

Annabelle had opened the wine and helped
herself to a glass. She watched him as he took in the table and
snagged his own glass of wine. Raising his glass, he proposed a
toast. “To a beautiful table, a tasty dinner, and an even more
delicious lady.”

She reached her glass out to tap his even as
she blushed at his words. “You don’t mind that I brought a few
things over?” She busied herself straightening one of the
napkins.

“Nope, looks great.” He took a deep drink of
his wine to fortify himself. Mike wanted nothing more than to scoop
her up and take her to bed, but she’d obviously spent a lot of time
preparing this. There was no way he’d disappoint her.

“It smells great too.” It sounded cliché but
he really meant it. Taking a deep breath, he inhaled and just
enjoyed the scents permeating the air. The aroma of fresh chicken
and yeasty bread filled the kitchen. His stomach growled in
anticipation.

“Sit down and eat before it gets cold.”
Annabelle’s face was suffused with pleasure as she ushered him into
his seat at the table. The plates had been filled with golden brown
chicken, steaming baked potatoes with rosemary and melted butter,
and glazed baby carrots. A basket of warm rolls sat in the center
of the table with a fancy little dish filled with butter sitting
next to it.

“This is amazing.” Mike snagged a roll,
slathered butter on it and took a bite. “I missed lunch, so I’m
starving.” He tried the chicken and groaned. “Delicious.”

“I’m glad you like it.” Her face was red,
but Annabelle seemed pleased by his compliment. “It’s only
chicken.”

He reached over and took her hand in his.
“It’s more than just food. You took the time to make this for me.”
He rubbed his thumb over her knuckles. “Thank you.” He paused for
effect. “Now dig in.”
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Annabelle laughed, pleased by his reaction
to the meal she’d prepared. It had felt strange coming into his
home when he wasn’t there. Stranger still to leave a bag with
clothing in his bedroom and unpack groceries she’d purchased in his
kitchen.

She’d enjoyed cooking for Mike. It was her
way of thanking him for all the kind gestures he made his past
week. As on edge as they’d made her, she was also touched by how
well he seemed to know her.

He’d seemed upset earlier, almost angry.
Whatever had been bothering him, he seemed more himself now. Not
that she was an expert or anything. They’d only been seeing each
other for a week.

But she’d known him for months. He was an
easygoing guy and everyone around town liked him. If there’d been
any negative gossip she’d have heard it by now. Some of the library
patrons liked to talk a little too much. Annabelle disliked gossip,
but she knew that many older people just wanted someone to talk to.
She didn’t mind and considered it part of her job. The library was
a gathering place for young and old alike.

“How was work this week?” She knew very
little about the daily running of his construction business.

Mike scooped up a forkful of potatoes.
“Good. I’ve got crews working on two custom homes and we’re putting
a new kitchen in another. That’s been delayed. The granite slab for
the kitchen counter cracked during delivery.”

“Oh, no.” She could only imagine how
disappointed the homeowners must be. “Your clients must not be very
happy about that.”

“Yeah. The stone guys have to replace it,
but I take the heat.”

“Do people really get angry with you over
something that’s not your fault?”

Mike chewed and swallowed. “Sure. I’m the
face of the operation. That’s why I get the big bucks,” he teased.
“Had a couple of guys out with a stomach virus this week, and my
tile guy had another job run long and can’t start on mine until
next Tuesday.”

“You handle a lot of details on a daily
basis, don’t you?” She’d never really thought about the logistics
of it all. Like most people, she’d seen the renovation shows on
television, but they always skipped past the days and weeks of hard
work, showing a minor problem or two and the finished result.

“Sure, but I don’t mind too much. I prefer
the actual physical work. There’s something satisfying about seeing
a finished job. How about you?” he asked. “Anything exciting in the
world of books this week?”

Annabelle laughed. “You’d be surprised.
Several of the kids who come to the children’s reading hour must
have had the same stomach virus your crew did.”

Mike slowly lowered his fork. “Oh, no.”

She nodded. “Oh, yes. It was quite a mess,
but I’m happy to report the children are feeling much better
now.”

Conversation flowed and Annabelle shared
stories of all the interesting things that had happened at the
library. She told him about her shrinking book budget, the struggle
of having to depend on a small part-time staff and a few volunteers
to keep the place open, and the constant battle to provide all the
services the community demanded.

“I never considered how much you have to
contend with.” Mike scooped some more potatoes and chicken onto his
plate. “I figured it was mostly putting books on the shelf and
checking people out at the desk.”

Annabelle didn’t take offense. Most people
had no idea exactly what a librarian’s job entailed, especially
working in a small-town library.

After dinner, they cleared away the dishes,
working in tandem as though they’d been doing it for years.
Annabelle enjoyed herself. It almost felt as though they were a
real couple.

For the first time, she wondered if she was
selling herself short by not wholeheartedly embracing their
relationship.

She started the dishwasher and wiped her
hands on a towel. Better to be safe than sorry. She’d play it
cautious for now and see how things between them played out. They
were still in what all the women’s magazines referred to as the
“honeymoon” stage of their relationship, both of them on their best
behavior. What would happen if they had a big fight or if Mike got
bored with her after a month or two?

She ignored the twinge in her heart. “Do you
want coffee?”

“I’ll get it,” he told her. “You get the ice
cream.”

She spooned one scoop into a bowl for
herself and two into one for Mike. They carried it into the living
room and curled up on the sofa. Mike turned on the television and
found a sitcom they both enjoyed. They laughed and ate ice cream.
It was a relaxed and ordinary evening.

It all changed with one simple
statement.

She was leaning against Mike and he had his
arm around her, playing with a wisp of hair that had come free from
her bun. “I want to take you to the end-of-summer fair next
week.”

All of her earlier concerns came roaring
back. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.” Being seen as a couple in
public was a huge step forward. This wasn’t some large, impersonal
city. This was Summersville. Everyone knew who he was and most of
them would recognize her. She got sick to her stomach just thinking
about being under the scrutiny of so many people.

“Why the hell not?” Each word was spoken
slowly and carefully enunciated.

She wasn’t quite sure how to respond in a
way that he’d understand. He was a handsome, successful man who
could get a date any night of the week. She was the quiet librarian
who’d lived here for months and never had a date until Mike had
asked her out. It wouldn’t hurt him in the least if they were seen
as a couple and then broke up a few months down the road.

She moved several feet away from him. A
muscle in his jaw flexed and his gaze narrowed. “Why the hell not?”
he repeated. Each word grew louder and he was shouting by the
end.

Annabelle jumped up from the sofa and began
to pace. “Because, people will see us together and have
expectations . . .” She trailed off, searching for the
right words.

Mike slowly rose to his feet and crossed his
arms over his chest. “What’s wrong with expectations?” he demanded
to know. He caught her by the arm when she paced by him and turned
her to face him. “I’ve got expectations of my own.” There was
something in his voice she couldn’t quite place. He was upset and
angry.

Annabelle was totally flustered and near
tears. “You know it probably won’t last,” she blurted out. The
worst of her fears had gushed up from deep inside her and spilled
over.

“What won’t last?” He dragged his fingers
through his hair and huffed out a breath. “Us? Not when you have
that attitude.” Mike cupped her cheeks with his hands and used the
pad of his thumb to brush away the one tear that rolled down her
cheek. “Damn it, Annabelle, don’t cry.”

“I’m sorry.” She hated crying, especially
during a fight. It seemed so manipulative.

Mike groaned and kissed her. He tilted her
head so he could delve deeper. He slid his tongue past her lips and
coaxed hers to play. She sighed and wrapped her fingers around his
wrists.

He eased away and stared down at her. “When
have I ever given you the idea that this was temporary?”

“Never,” Annabelle whispered. He’d always
made her feel special. It was her insecurities causing the problem.
She didn’t know what she was going to do.
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“Never,” Mike echoed. He bent down until his
forehead rested against hers. “It’s you that’s made this a secret
affair. Not me. I’ve always been honest with you about what I want.
It’s you who’s been dishonest with me and with yourself.”

He gave her no time to reply before covering
her lips once again. If there was one place she was honest in their
relationship it was when they were physical. And he wasn’t above
taking advantage of that.

He kissed her using every bit of skill and
experience at his disposal. Like every other time he touched
Annabelle, she responded eagerly and openly. He angled her head for
better penetration and she eagerly invited him inside. He tasted
coffee and ice cream and the sweetness of Annabelle herself. He
loved the small sounds of enjoyment she made when they kissed.
Annabelle was a very passionate woman.

He retreated, hoping she’d follow. She did.
When her tongue swept into his mouth, he captured it and nibbled.
She rewarded him with another moan of pleasure. Mike was fully
aroused, his erection straining at the zipper of his jeans.
Annabelle made him hotter than a hormonal fifteen-year-old boy. And
he would know. He’d been one once.

He swept his hands down her back and molded
her body to his. As he kissed her, he rocked her back and forth in
his arms, loving the feel of her breasts against him. He knew her
nipples would be hard. His mouth watered to taste them.

Annabelle pressed against the bulge in his
jeans. The more she yielded, the more he wanted.

He grasped her hips in his hands and lifted
her onto her toes, rubbing his hard-on against her mound. Mike knew
he was in danger of losing all control if he didn’t stop, and he
didn’t want this to end any time soon. He would love her so long
and hard she wouldn’t even think of leaving him.

This was no longer just a kiss but a
declaration of his intent.

He ran kisses over her jaw and down her
neck. “I’ll take as much as you give me until you give me
everything I want.”
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Before she could respond to Mike’s cryptic
statement, he lifted her into his arms and strode out of the living
room. She knew she’d hurt him, angered him with her unwillingness
to take their relationship public. But one thing hadn’t changed.
She felt safe and treasured within the confines of Mike’s embrace
as he carried her upstairs to the bedroom.

She was confused. Had she been lying to
herself, as Mike claimed? Maybe, but she was also realistic. What
did he want from her? And how could he know so soon in their
relationship?

She started to question him but he pressed
his lips against hers, stopping her before she could speak.

“Shhh. Don’t talk. Just feel.” He released
his hold on her legs and they slid down until she was standing in
front of him. “Take what I give you and know that it’s real.”

Annabelle was curious to see what he planned
to do next. She might be uncertain about the nature of their
relationship, but she trusted Mike implicitly when it came to the
sexual side of things.

His gaze never left hers as he reached for
the first button at the top of her dress. His nimble fingers slid
the button through the hole and glided down to the next one. He
continued working his way downward until her dress gaped open,
revealing a glimpse of a pale blue satin bra.

It was the first time she’d ever owned
lingerie that wasn’t serviceable white cotton. She’d gone shopping
on a whim earlier this week and was glad she’d given in to the
impulse. Mike had given her the confidence to test her womanly
wiles. If his heated stare was any indication, she had more than
succeeded.

“Pretty.” He pushed open the dress, which
now hung loose around her, and he traced the satin cup of the bra
before sliding his fingers up over the strap. “Is it new?”

“Yes.”

“I like it even more than I did a second
ago.” He eased his hands inside the neck of the dress and eased it
away from her shoulders. The material slid down her arms and over
her hips to pool around her feet. She was left standing in front of
him wearing only her panties and bra.

Mike made a low sound, almost like a growl.
It was very sexy and sent goose bumps racing down her arms. He
seemed to be in no hurry, while she was burning with need.

He glided his fingers over the slippery
satin, encasing her breasts. The darkness of his hands was a sharp
contrast to the paleness of her skin and the delicacy of the
material. She loved his hands. They were large and capable, strong
yet incredibly gentle. A working man’s hands—calloused and a little
rough, which was unbelievably arousing.

Her breathing quickened and her nipples
hardened. Annabelle swayed toward him, trying to get closer, but he
held her away from him.

He skimmed his hands down her sides and
around back to cover her behind. The matching panties were the same
pale blue satin and lace, and Mike’s hands slid easily over the
fabric as he cupped her ass.

“You are so incredibly sexy.” His voice was
low and harsh with need. He put those wonderful large hands to
work, shaping and squeezing her bottom. When his fingers skimmed
the crease between the tops of her legs and her bottom, she
shivered.

Annabelle couldn’t stay still a second
longer. She stepped out of the dress that lay bunched at her feet
and kicked it aside. She twined her arms around Mike’s neck and
buried her fingers in his dark, silky hair. She loved the way it
glided through her fingers, caressing her skin.

She ran her fingers through his hair a
second time, but didn’t let go. This time she held on and tugged
him down so she could reach his mouth. Then she kissed him. She
poured every emotion she was experiencing into it—confusion,
apprehension, fear and love.

In the darkness of his bedroom, with his
arms wrapped tight around her, she finally admitted it to herself.
She was falling in love with Mike. It was crazy considering they
hadn’t been seeing each other for very long. Their relationship was
still new and tentative, and she honestly didn’t expect it to
last.

The smartest thing might be to pull back, to
try to protect herself emotionally. But Annabelle was tired of
playing it safe. She wanted to embrace every moment of their time
together and enjoy it for as long as it lasted.

Acknowledgment of that fact brought with it
a sense of relief and freedom. She had no idea where their
relationship might lead, if it would be permanent or not, but while
they were involved she would give it her all. No longer would she
hold back for fear of being hurt.

“You take my breath away,” he told her.

Feeling bold, Annabelle reached behind and
unhooked her bra. She leaned forward, exposing her cleavage before
giving her arms a little shake. The satin slithered down her arms
and onto the floor.

Mike’s breathing quickened but he didn’t
touch her. His hands were fisted at his sides, but he didn’t reach
for her. He was waiting for her to take the lead in their
lovemaking.

Annabelle never took her eyes off him as she
straightened. Her breasts thrust out in front of her, and his
heated gaze devoured them. She skimmed her hands down her sides to
her waist, tucked her fingers into the waistband of her panties and
gave her hips a little shimmy. Her underwear fell to her ankles.
She stepped out and kicked them aside.

She grasped Mike’s hand and led him to the
bed.

He followed so closely she felt the brush of
his jeans against her behind. She was totally naked and he was
still fully dressed.

Mike reached around her and tugged back the
covers on the bed. When he straightened, he nuzzled the sensitive
skin just behind her ear. “Get in bed, sweetheart,” he urged. She
slid onto the cool cotton sheets.

Mike yanked his shirt over his head and let
it drop. Annabelle lay on top of the sheets rather than crawling
beneath them. She no longer wanted to hide from him. She was proud
of the fact that he wanted her. Propping herself on her arms to get
a better view of his chest, she was unaware of just how provocative
she looked lying there in the middle of Mike’s bed until his
nostrils flared and he sucked in a breath.

“You are pure temptation,” he told her. His
voice was deeper than normal and washed over her like a caress.

He shucked his jeans, and she was surprised
to note he wasn’t wearing any underwear. It made her wonder just
how often he went without them. The image made her shiver with
delight. Then he stood before her, every muscle tense, naked and
fully aroused. It was a sight guaranteed to make any red-blooded
woman weak with wanting.

She licked her lips in anticipation. He was
all hers for the duration of their affair. There was no doubt in
her mind that Mike would see no one else while they were together.
Just as he knew that he was the only man in her life.

Mike came down onto the bed beside her,
dragged her into his arms and kissed her. And the kiss was
ravenous. She tasted desperation, both his and her own. Their
tongues dueled. Lips and teeth teased. He nipped his way down her
neck, spreading hot kisses on her flesh as he worked his way toward
her breasts.

“Tell me you want me,” he murmured as he
laved her nipples with his tongue.

“Yes.” Annabelle clutched him to her breast.
Wanting more. Needing more.

“Tell me,” Mike ordered. She was wet and
ready for him. The time for teasing was over. His fingers delved
between her legs and he worked two of them into her slick channel.
“Tell me,” he demanded.

Annabelle moaned and widened her legs,
urging him to do more, to take more. “I want you. Only you.” That
was the truth and something she could easily give him.

She pushed her hips upward, wanting him
deeper and harder. He withdrew his fingers and spread her wetness
over her clitoris, teasing the sensitive nub.

Mike swore and ripped open the drawer of the
bedside table. He grabbed a condom and was sheathed and inside her
before she could form a coherent thought. And then she didn’t think
at all.

Their lovemaking had been fun and playful.
It had been drawn out and intense. But this time it was raw. There
was no more foreplay and no more talk. Mike draped her legs over
his arms and planted his palms by her shoulders. She was open,
exposed and vulnerable.

Then he laid claim to her, body and
soul.

Mike thrust deep and then withdrew. He did
it again, this time keeping it light and shallow. He continued,
varying his rhythm. She was close to coming but he kept her on
edge. Every time she was about to climax, he’d change what he was
doing.

Annabelle was soon frantic. Mike pulled
almost out of her and stopped, holding himself rigid and away from
her. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded.

“Tell me what you need.”

“You,” she cried. “I need you.” She almost
blurted that she loved him, but fear held her back.

Mike’s control broke. He drove into her so
hard and deep he pushed her across the bed with each stroke. The
headboard slammed against the wall. He curled his hands around her
shoulders to keep her in place.

She dug her fingernails into his back and
matched him stroke for stroke. Their bodies were slick with sweat.
Her climax slammed into her with the force of a freight train, and
she yelled his name.

She was like a leaf floating down a river,
buffeted by the current, or in this case by Mike’s passion. He gave
one final thrust and went rigid. She felt the ripple of his cock as
he came and the heat of his big body as he collapsed beside
her.

A short time later, he slowly pulled himself
out of her, rolled out of bed, and headed to the bathroom.

Annabelle lay there, letting the air cool
her heated flesh. What they had just shared was more than just sex.
She had a feeling that Mike had just branded her in the most
primitive way possible. And she had done the same to him.

The mattress dipped as Mike settled next to
her. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into his arms.
Neither of them spoke. What they’d shared was beyond words. They
lay in the dark, listening as the sound of the wind rustling the
leaves of the aspen trees drifted in through the open window.


 Chapter
Ten

 


Annabelle bit her bottom lip as she
concentrated on coiling her hair into a neat bun. Sticking the pins
in carefully, she peered hard into the mirror, but the image didn’t
change. She still looked the same as she had this morning when
she’d dressed for work—ordinary and presentable.

Sighing, she reached for her purse, which
she had laid on the vanity in the library bathroom. Her hand shook
as she reapplied the light pink lipstick that she had chewed off.
Satisfied that the color was where it was supposed to be, she took
a deep breath and released it. She tossed her lipstick and brush
back into her oversized purse.

Knowing that she wouldn’t have time to go
home to change after work, Annabelle had dressed with care this
morning. Her skirt was long but was made of lightweight, turquoise
blue cotton and swished when she walked. It made her feel young and
flirty. She’d topped it with a plain white tank top, but she had
one of her sensible white bras underneath it and had covered it
with a light cotton cardigan for work.

Feeling daring, she unbuttoned the sweater
so the scooped-neck tank top was visible. She had the strap of her
purse in her hand when she muttered a curse and dropped it back
onto the counter. Before she could talk herself out of it, she
pulled her sweater off. But she couldn’t quiet shake the sensible
Annabelle. Rather than take the sweater to her office, she stuffed
it into her bag. Just in case.

Her shoes were flat with soft soles that
made no sound as she left the ladies’ room and hurried toward the
front door of the library. Not that it mattered. Everyone was gone
for the day and she was there alone. Most of the town would be at
the fair tonight. There would be food of all kinds to enjoy and
booths where you could try your luck at winning a prize. Charity
groups would be selling crafts and homemade items as well as raffle
tickets on prizes donated by local businesses. There were carnival
rides for the kids, and later tonight a band would entertain the
crowd.

Annabelle had never been to a fair with a
date before. Back in her hometown, she’d helped out at various
charity booths, always watching the fun, but never a part of it.
Not this time. For the first time, she was going to the fair to
have fun. And if her stomach didn’t calm down, she’d throw up
before she even ate a bite of food or had a spin on one of the
carnival rides.

She and Mike hadn’t spent a lot of time
together since the weekend. He’d had to put in extra hours on one
of the job sites a couple of nights, and she’d had to attend a town
council meeting on another. He’d dropped by during her lunch hour
but it wasn’t the same. She missed sleeping with him. Not just the
sex, but the closeness that came after, being able to roll over in
the middle of the night and wrap her arms around him.

She had it bad.

He hadn’t pressed her any further about
their relationship. She didn’t know if she should be happy or sad
about that. She knew she was being foolish to worry so much about
what other people thought. Most people were too wrapped up in their
own lives to care. And both she and Mike were adults. What did it
matter if they were dating?

She closed and locked the door behind her,
tugging to make sure the lock had engaged. The walk to the
fairgrounds would give her time to calm down. After all, millions
of women around the world went on dates every single day. It was no
big deal.

Annabelle jumped when she felt a hand on her
shoulder. Her foot hit the edge of the library stairs and she
started to stumble. Her purse went one way and she went another as
she flailed her arms out to try to catch herself.

She didn’t fall, but it wasn’t because of
anything she did. Instead she was pulled into a pair of arms that
she recognized well. Heart pounding with fear, she let herself sink
into Mike’s embrace.

“Are you all right?” She caught the edge of
fear in his voice.

Annabelle nodded, her nose rubbing against
the soft cotton of the T-shirt he wore. She caught a whiff of his
scent and took a deep breath. He smelled like soap, sunshine, and
sexy male, and it was more calming than fresh air. “I’m fine.” Mike
held her at arm’s length, a frown on his handsome face.

“Are you sure?” Mike stared at her, as if
trying to gauge her mood. “I didn’t mean to startle you. I finished
work early so we could walk over to the fair together.” He ran his
hands up and down her arms, as if to assure himself that she was
indeed fine.

“Sure. Yeah. All right.” She could feel the
blush stealing up her cheeks. Part of her wanted to run back inside
the library, to safety, rather than face a public date. Groaning
inwardly, she tried to pull herself together. She was acting like a
complete idiot and couldn’t blame it on the near fall, because she
hadn’t hit her head. “That would be nice.”

Mike gave her an odd look, but reached out
and took her hand in his. “If you’re sure?”

She nodded, but continued to simply stand
there until he gave her hand a tug to get her moving. “My purse.”
It had landed several feet away on the concrete walkway.
Thankfully, nothing had spilled out. Mike retrieved her bag and
handed it to her. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure.” He took her hand in his and
they went down the stairs. Annabelle’s legs were shaking, partly
from her near fall and partly due to Mike’s nearness.

It was a perfect summer evening. The day’s
heat still lingered in the air, but Annabelle was comfortable in
her cotton outfit. She glanced at Mike out of the corner of her
eye. The man looked good enough to eat. But then he always did.
He’d obviously gone home after work to shower and change. He was
wearing a clean pair of jeans and a plain white T-shirt and filled
out both to perfection. She wondered if he was wearing any
underwear, and made a note to find out later tonight.

It was a moment Annabelle knew she would
remember forever. The feel of the warm air brushing her skin, the
sweet scent of freshly mowed grass, and the sound of a bird
chirping was etched in her memory for all time. Her hand and Mike’s
fit together perfectly, despite the size difference. Sort of like
when they made love. She sighed again, contented with the moment.
Unfortunately, Mike misunderstood her sigh and started to question
her.

“Did something happen at work today?” Mike
turned his soulful brown eyes on her and gave her his complete
attention as they strolled toward the fairgrounds. The sounds of
children shouting and people laughing filled the air. Recorded
music was piped over loudspeakers. The delicious aroma of hot dogs,
cotton candy and French fries wafted on the light breeze.

Annabelle put away any misgivings she had
about this evening. This was her night to enjoy with Mike and she
didn’t want to waste it wallowing in her fears. She summoned up her
brightest smile and squeezed Mike’s hand. “I’m fine. I’m exactly
where I want to be,” she added honestly.

“Me too.” He raised her hand and kissed her
fingers, his face solemn. Then he laughed out loud and swung their
clasped hands between them, just like a couple of teenage kids on
their first date might.

In that moment, Annabelle fell completely
and utterly in love. The world continued to move around them, but
she felt apart from it. Annabelle realized she had been denying the
truth to protect herself. But the fact was, it was too late to
worry about giving too much of herself to him. She loved Mike heart
and soul. If they were together for a short while or a long time,
it didn’t matter. When they parted, the pain would be the same.

That realization was freeing and with it
came a new determination. Annabelle was suddenly greedy. She wanted
to experience as much as possible in their time together. She
wanted every memory they could make, because she knew she would
never love another man like she loved Mike. It had taken her thirty
years to find him and it had been worth the wait.

“Let’s eat. I’m starving.” Mike let her pull
him along behind her, laughing as she hurried to the food
concessions.

“I’m hungry too, but I won’t get what I want
until later.” The sexy gleam in Mike’s eyes let her know that she
was on the menu for later.

Annabelle tossed her head back and laughed
out loud. “Feed me first. I have to keep up my strength.” As little
as a few weeks ago, such a statement would have been impossible for
her. Mike had helped her to grow and open up to life, and she was
fast coming to realize that she liked the changes.

Pulling some bills from his pocket, Mike
addressed the lone teenage male running the hot dog stand. “Two hot
dogs and two sodas, please.”

The tone was set for the evening. It was
everything Annabelle could have wished for and more. Who knew that
sharing a container of fries could be an erotic experience? But
with Mike feeding her the tasty golden morsels, it was only fair
that she lick the salt off his fingers. He’d paid her back in kind
when she’d given him a taste of her pretzel.

The rides were the best. Mike wrapped his
arm around her as they rode the Ferris wheel and then some other
ride with twirling cars. The exhilaration as they spun around was
amazing, and she laughed and clapped like a child. If the smile on
his face was any indication, Mike was enjoying her enthusiasm.

They strolled the grounds hand in hand and
Annabelle knew that people were watching them. Mrs. Casey and Mrs.
Johnson smiled and waved from the church charity booth they were
manning. Dr. James stopped and spoke to them. The mayor smiled and
said hello as he passed by with his wife and two children.

Annabelle usually hated to be the center of
attention, yet tonight she felt oddly proud. She and Mike were
together and it felt natural and right to be part of a couple.

The sun finally sank and the night sky was
filled with the hundreds of twinkling white lights that had been
draped over the trees at the edge of the park where the bandstand
was located. While the band finished tuning their instruments, the
mayor took the stage to thank everyone for coming. He encouraged
them to enjoy themselves and to support the various charities and
fund-raisers. The speech was short and to the point. Then the music
started.

The first song was a fast one, and before
Annabelle could even decide if she wanted to attempt it, Mike had
spun her out onto the makeshift dance floor. She’d never danced
much before, but tonight she felt as though she was floating on
air.

Mike kept her close to him, much to the
dismay of a group of women who had been giving Annabelle dirty
looks all evening, and when the band began to play a slow ballad,
Mike just eased her into his arms and kept dancing.

“Are you having a good time?” It was
difficult to hear him over the din of the crowd and the music, even
though his lips were right against her ear.

“I’m having the best time,” she assured him.
She snuggled closer, loving the feel of his hard, hot body against
hers. Mike banded his arm around her waist and whirled her in a
fast spin, making her laugh.

She really was having the best time ever. In
fact, the last two weeks had been the happiest of her entire thirty
years. Mike had helped her uncover her true self—a woman who was
passionate about love and life.

Annabelle didn’t want the music to ever end,
but eventually the band announced they were taking a fifteen-minute
break. She glanced at her watch and was startled to realize that
she and Mike had been dancing for nearly forty minutes
straight.

Mike kept his hand on the small of her back
as he escorted her from the dance floor. He led her to the shadow
of a large oak tree not far from the bandstand and stole a quick
kiss. “Would you like something to drink? A beer? Some
lemonade?”

She looked up into his warm brown eyes, so
full of life and caring. “I’d love some lemonade.” Her head was
already spinning without adding alcohol to the mix.

“Wait here and I’ll be back in a
minute.”

Annabelle watched him disappear into the
crowd. Even wearing jeans and a plain T-shirt, he stood out among
them. There was something about him that drew the eye, or maybe it
was just her eye.

She grinned and studied the people milling
about, laughing and talking, as they waited for the band to begin
again. She drew back further into the shadows as the group of women
who had been giving her the evil eye walked by. They hadn’t noticed
her, and she didn’t want to draw their attention her way.

“Who does she think she is keeping her claws
dug into Mike all night? It’s obvious he’s too polite to break away
from her.” The tall blonde tossed her hair over her shoulder as she
spoke.

“It must be a charity date or something,” a
pretty brunette responded.

“There’s no way he’s interested in a dowdy
creature like her when he could have one of us.” A stunning woman
with short black hair and a figure any woman would envy uttered
this last statement.

Annabelle stood frozen in place as they
continued on past her. She had hidden so well, they hadn’t seen
her. The food that had tasted so delicious earlier now churned in
her stomach. A wave of humiliation washed over her as she realized
what people were saying about her and Mike. And even if some of
them were too nice to say it they must surely be thinking it or
something similar.

“Here’s your drink, honey.”

Annabelle automatically took the frosty cold
beverage from Mike, but her hand was shaking so badly the lemonade
began to spill from the cup. He quickly took it back from her.

“What’s wrong?” Mike set their drinks on the
ground and then tilted Annabelle’s face up so he could see it in
the glow from the lights.

“We are.” Her statement was stark and to the
point. Mike jerked in shock and his hand fell away from her
face.

“What the hell do you mean?” He scowled at
her, his entire body rigid. It was a far cry from the relaxed,
happy man from a moment ago.

“People are talking about us. They don’t
know what you see in me at all or why you’re here with me.
Sometimes I’m not sure why you are either.” Annabelle waited,
hoping he would reassure her. She needed it after what those women
had said. She waited. And waited.

Mike closed his eyes and stayed silent, and
she felt her heart begin to crack. When he finally opened his eyes,
Annabelle almost wished he hadn’t. Pain. There was nothing but pain
in those beautiful, expressive eyes. When he finally spoke, his
words thrust like daggers.

“I’ve told you how I feel about you,
Annabelle. I’ve shown you in every way a man can that I care.” He
stepped away from her when she held out her hand to touch him. They
were only a foot apart but it felt more like a mile.

He rubbed the back of his neck and sighed.
He looked defeated and sad. Annabelle thought her heart might be
breaking.

“You care more about what complete strangers
might say about us than what I say about us. If that’s how you
really feel, I’ll leave you in peace.” Mike stared at her as if
waiting for her to speak. Annabelle was tongue-tied, wanting to say
so much, but not quite knowing how. Caught up in her own torment,
she took too long to respond.

“I guess that’s my answer.” Mike started to
leave, but turned back at the last second. “I love you, Annabelle.
I just wished you could love me, trust me.” Then he was gone.

“Don’t let him go.”

Annabelle jumped and whirled around to find
Mr. Keats, the library handyman, standing behind her. His weathered
face was sad as he leaned on a cane for support.

“I’ve known that boy his whole life and he’s
in love with you.” His kindly gaze took in the torment on
Annabelle’s face. “And I think you love him too.”

“Oh, I do and I’ve hurt him so much.” Mike
was right. She’d listened to the poisonous words of a few jealous
women, allowing it to overshadow everything he’d said and done
since the first night they’d spent together.

“Then tell him,” Mr. Keats advised, “before
it’s too late.”

Annabelle finally understood that she’d
allowed her own insecurities to hurt not only her but also Mike. He
had given her nothing but respect and love and what had she done?
She’d tossed it back at him. And she’d done it in public. If Harold
Keats had overheard them, chances were a few other people had as
well.

She’d ruined the best thing that had ever
happened to her, but maybe it wasn’t too late. She had to stop
him.

Annabelle didn’t give herself time to think
about the consequences of her action. She didn’t stop to think
about the fact she was about to publically embarrass herself. She,
who feared being the subject of gossip, was about to throw herself
into the spotlight.

Nothing mattered to her more than Mike.
She’d hurt him and he deserved nothing less than a public
declaration. She ran to the bandstand and grabbed the microphone.
It gave a loud squealing sound that made everyone look toward the
stage, toward her. Her hand was shaking but her voice was steady.
“Mike Sloan, don’t go. I love you.”

Silence descended upon the park. Everyone
was staring at her. It was like inhabiting her worst nightmare, but
she didn’t care. “Did you hear me, Mike? I love you.”

Nothing. She stared out at the sea of faces
watching her. Some were filled with pity and sympathy. Others, like
the group of women she’d overheard earlier, wore expressions of
scorn and malicious pleasure.

She almost turned tail and ran, but began to
see familiar faces, those of people she knew. They were all
smiling.

“Mike’s already gone.”

Annabelle felt hollow inside as she
recognized Mrs. Casey’s voice. She knew that it was too late. She
closed her eyes and swallowed past the lump in her throat. She’d
lost him.

“Don’t just stand there, child, go after
him.” Mrs. Casey’s voice filled the night air and was soon joined
by others urging her on.

She opened her eyes and peered past the
crowd. She’d find Mike and make him listen. If he decided he was
done with her after she’d had her say, she’d have to accept it. At
least she’d know she’d done all she could.

Annabelle jumped off the stage and ran after
Mike. The sound of people clapping kept time with the rhythm of her
feet as she flew past them and through the park. Her skirt flew
around her, showing off more leg than she ever had in public, but
she didn’t care. Nothing mattered but Mike.

She grasped her purse in her right hand and
pressed it against her stomach to keep it from hitting her. Soon
there was nothing but the sound of her heavy breathing and the
pounding of her feet as she raced down the deserted sidewalk.

When she finally reached the library parking
lot the only vehicle there was hers. Undaunted, she dug her keys
out of her bag, but they slipped out of her trembling hands. Her
heart was racing and her lungs ached. She took several deep breaths
before picking up her keys. It only took two tries to get the door
unlocked and the key in the ignition. A few seconds later she was
headed out of town. Pride be damned, she wasn’t going to give him
up without a fight.


 Chapter
Eleven

 


Annabelle crept through the darkened house.
She knew Mike was here because his truck was out front and the hood
was still warm. She’d let herself in using the key he’d given her.
Truthfully, she’d been afraid to knock. Afraid he might not let her
in. She reached her hand out in front of her to guide her as she
searched the downstairs.

Careful to make no sound, she checked the
living room. Even before she was all the way inside, she knew he
wasn’t here. She couldn’t sense him in the room. Backtracking, she
hesitated at the bottom of the stairs, but followed her instincts
and headed toward the kitchen. Now that her eyes were adjusted to
the dark, she noticed the back door was open. As she eased closer,
she heard the squeak of the porch swing as it moved back and
forth.

Annabelle took a deep, fortifying breath and
stepped out onto the back porch. “I told the entire town I loved
you.”

“Did you?”

Mike sounded almost uninterested, so cold
and unapproachable. Her stomach clenched and her chest hurt. She
thought about running, for about two seconds. In spite of her
earlier actions, she was no coward, and Mike deserved no less than
her total honesty. What he did after that was up to him.

Obviously, he wasn’t going to make this easy
for her. Sucking up her courage, she continued to explain. “I ran
up on the stage at the fair, grabbed the microphone and called out
to you not to go, that I loved you.”

The swing continued to sway back and forth.
Annabelle wished she could see Mike’s face, but it was shrouded in
darkness. She bit her lip and watched him for any response. A bead
of sweat ran down the side of her face, but she made no move to
wipe it away. Her nerves stretched to the breaking point as the
silence continued.

Annabelle almost jumped out of her skin when
Mike’s boots came down hard on the back porch and the swing came to
a halt. He leaned forward and a beam of moonlight illuminated his
face. His eyes were grim, his jaw taut. He looked tired but
determined.

“Did you really mean it?” Mike’s voice was
harsh in the quiet night.

She briefly closed her eyes as anguish
seared her. She now understood how painful a blow she’d dealt him.
It had taken all her courage to admit her feelings and he doubted
them. Just as she had doubted him.

It didn’t help any that she knew he had
every right to question the depth of her commitment. She’d been
treating their relationship as temporary from the beginning.

Her knees were shaking, so Annabelle leaned
against the porch railing for support. The edge of the railing dug
into her hands as she gripped it tight and gathered her courage to
speak. What emerged was a croak, so she swallowed and tried
again.

“I allowed my insecurities to blind me. I
doubted myself and therefore you, even though you never gave me any
cause or reason. I can only promise that I’ll never again doubt
that your feelings for me are real.” Before she continued, she took
a deep breath to help fight back the threatening tears. She was
determined to get through this without breaking down. “And if
you’re willing, I’d like us to have another chance.”

Her fingers retained their death grip on the
railing. She was afraid to look away from him as she waited for him
to respond. Had she thrown away the best thing that had ever
happened to her?

“Come here,” he ordered, his voice little
more than a rasp.

Mike held out his hand and she tumbled
forward into his arms. Her momentum started the swing rocking, but
she wasn’t afraid. She was cradled securely in Mike’s lap with his
arms around her.

“I’m sorry.” Annabelle suddenly burst into
tears, surprising not only Mike but also herself. “I never cry,”
she wailed, unable to stop the flow of tears.

“Of course you don’t, honey.” Mike held her
as she cried. His kindness only made it worse and the tears kept
flowing. When they finally subsided, he gently wiped her eyes with
the tail of his shirt. He kissed her eyelids, her nose and her
cheeks before he brushed a kiss across her lips.

Annabelle responded instantly. Every fiber
of her being was crying out to show him how much she loved him. She
kissed him with every ounce of feeling welling up inside her. She
was surprised, and a little hurt, when Mike suddenly pulled away
from her.

“Do you remember the first night I brought
you home?” As he spoke, Mike lifted her gently until she was
astride him. He adjusted her skirt so that it covered his lap like
a blanket, giving his hands easy access to what was underneath.

Annabelle felt her face flush when she
recalled her innocent comment about trying out the swing and Mike’s
reply that they would try it later. “Yes.” It was both an
affirmation that she recalled the conversation and permission to
proceed.

Mike needed no more urging. He cupped her
face in his hands, leaned forward and kissed her. It was a gentle
caress, filled with tenderness and love.

When his tongue slid along her bottom lip,
she opened her mouth and used her tongue to coax his inside. Mike
groaned and tightened his hold as he kissed her with a passion that
stole her breath. His tongue laid claim to her mouth, devouring
her.

This was where she wanted to be, where she
belonged. She ran her hands up his arms, over his steely biceps and
broad shoulders and finally buried her fingers in his thick
hair.

Mike trailed hot kisses down her neck,
pausing to nip her shoulder. “I have to have you, Annabelle.”

His words were stark, his need as great as
her own. “Yes.”

Mike tugged at her tank top, pulling it from
the band of her skirt. “Raise your arms.”

When she did as he asked, he whisked her top
over her head and dropped it onto the back porch. He paused and
stared at her, or rather at her breasts. Her white bra shone like a
beacon in the moonlight. He traced the satin covering her nipples.
They hardened instantly. Mike swore under his breath and reached
behind her to unhook her bra. He dragged it down her arms and
tossed it aside.

Slowly, almost reverently, his hands cupped
her breasts. Annabelle held her breath when he leaned forward and
blew on one puckered nipple before running the flat of his tongue
over it. She moaned as pleasure shot from her breast to her core.
She squirmed, trying to get closer to the ridge of hardness
pressing against the front of his jeans.

Mike turned his attention to her other
breast, giving it the same attention before sitting back. The heat
from his gaze almost scorched her as he stared at her wet nipples.
“Give me your hands.”

Annabelle was unsure what Mike wanted her to
do but offered him her hands. He took them and guided them to her
breasts, positioning them so she was supporting their weight. She
felt awkward when he leaned back to survey his handiwork.

“You look like a pagan goddess offering
herself to me in the moonlight.” He clamped his hands around her
waist to hold her steady and then took what she offered. He traced
his fingertips over her taut nipples, softly first and then with
more pressure. He caught both nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers and tugged gently.

Annabelle felt pagan and wild sitting there
half naked in the moonlight. The light breeze brushed over her
heated flesh like a caress. She felt totally alive, a
temptress.

Only Mike made her feel this way. It was a
gift, one she wanted to freely share with him.

He replaced his fingers with his mouth,
shifting back and forth to suck on both breasts. Annabelle gave
herself up to the erotic pleasure of his mouth on her sensitive
skin. The hot tug of his mouth on her nipples, the feel of her own
hands on her breasts, and the summer breeze were incredibly
erotic.

But it soon wasn’t enough. She had to feel
his skin against hers.

She dropped her hands from her breasts and
tugged at his shirt, eager to have it off. Mike didn’t have
patience enough for her to do it and yanked it over his head. She
didn’t care who removed his shirt, only that it was gone, no longer
an impediment to her touch.

She ran her hands over his muscled chest,
loving the way the muscles rippled. His skin was deeply tanned from
working outside with his shirt off. And he was strong, so very hard
and firm. Everywhere.

She placed her palm over his heart. It was
beating fast, a pounding rhythm that echoed hers. It spoke of
passion and growing need. She traced a pattern around and over his
nipples and was rewarded with his moan of pleasure.

Mike dragged her close and devoured her
lips. He drank from them as though she was the only one who could
quench his insatiable thirst. They were chest to chest, her nipples
pressing against him. Annabelle rocked from side to side, loving
the feel of her soft breasts against his rock-hard muscles, and the
rasp of her nipples against the light covering of his chest
hair.

He groaned and blazed a path down her neck
to her breasts. He cupped them both with his hands and feasted on
her. His movements were not the caring touches of an accomplished
lover, but those of a desperate man. She’d never felt so needed or
so needy.

“Mike, hurry,” she encouraged. She had to
have him, to feel him hard and hot inside her. Almost losing Mike
had forced her to face her love for him. Now she wanted to
celebrate in the most natural and basic way.

She needed them to make love.

In answer to her plea, Mike lifted her off
his lap and in one motion stripped away her skirt and panties.

He paused only long enough to carefully
unzip his jeans. His penis was hard and straining upward from the
opening in the denim. He pulled her astride him once again and
impaled her at the same time. “Take all of me.” It was more of a
plea than a command and was exactly what she wanted too.

Annabelle spread her legs wider and gripped
his shoulders for support as she lowered herself. He slid deeper
inside her, the pleasure intense. He filled her, stretching her
slick channel in the most delicious way, sending jolts of pleasure
rushing through her.

She didn’t think it could get any better.
Then Mike used his foot to set the swing swaying.

As he pushed the swing forward he pulled her
to him. The momentum drove him deep. Annabelle was open and
vulnerable as she hung on to Mike’s shoulders for support. He held
her as they swung back, easing her away the slightest bit, and then
pulled her harder against him as the swing moved forward again.

Annabelle felt wild and totally free for the
first time in her life. The bond she shared with Mike enabled her
to let go of all inhibitions and just explore every aspect of
herself. Sitting naked on Mike’s lap, making love in the back
garden and on a swing, no less, she should have felt vulnerable.
Instead, she felt powerful and sexual. It was intoxicating.

Her fingers dug into his shoulders as she
slid up and down his penis. Her inner muscles clamped down hard on
him as her own climax built. Mike’s grip tightened when she reached
her peak. Annabelle screamed as her climax washed over her like a
tsunami. Wave after wave of pleasure swamped her.

Mike continued to swing, prolonging her
orgasm. Finally, he gave one final push and joined her. His cock
swelled and rippled and the warmth of his ejaculation spilled
inside her. It gave her a moment’s pause that they hadn’t used a
condom. Strangely enough, the thought of having Mike’s baby didn’t
bother her at all. In fact, Annabelle was quite proud of the fact
that she had caused Mike to lose all control.

She slumped forward and rested against Mike,
her head pillowed on his shoulder. He held her close, lightly
running his hands over her back and around her naked bottom.
Contented, they rocked slowly back and forth on the swing for a
long while before Mike finally brought them to a halt.

“That was incredible.” Mike tenderly kissed
her forehead. “You’re a wild woman, Annabelle.”

“Only with you.” The pounding of her heart
gradually slowed back to normal. The breeze seemed cooler now and
was a welcome respite against her overheated body. She was in no
hurry to move. “I’m glad you don’t have neighbors.”

Mike burst into laughter. She tried to act
disgruntled, but his humor was infectious. It was a release of a
whole other kind to be able to laugh with Mike. They were both
sweaty and sticky from their lovemaking, but Annabelle felt no
pressing need to rush inside and clean up. She felt natural and
more comfortable than she could have ever imagined.

“Marry me.” His previous laughter was gone,
and Mike was suddenly very serious. “Share my life with me.”

Annabelle was stunned by his proposal. She
sat back on his lap so she could see his face and was startled when
she felt his growing erection flex against her belly.

He gave her a boyish grin. “You do that to
me, honey.”

“You really want me to marry you?” Annabelle
wanted to make sure she’d heard him correctly.

“Yeah, I really do.” He watched her, waiting
patiently for her reply. “I know it seems quick, but I know what I
want.”

The smile started deep within Annabelle. A
warm feeling expanded from her heart, swelling until it filled
every inch of her. She knew it was love, love for this man.

Her mind argued that they hadn’t known one
another long enough, but her heart, her heart knew there was only
one possible answer. “Yes. Yes, I’ll marry you.”

His lips curved up in a slow, sexy smile
that made her toes curl. “I’ll make you happy,” he promised. She
didn’t doubt him or his commitment. He kissed her then, and it was
full of tenderness and promise.

“I know you will,” she whispered against his
lips.

Before she knew what he intended, Mike
slipped inside her and the swing started to rock once again. The
thought crossed her mind that she’d answered the question she’d
wondered about earlier. He certainly hadn’t been wearing any
underwear.

Then she was too busy making love with Mike
to think at all.


 Chapter
Twelve

 


“I heard you were hot.” The familiar voice
was male, deep, and husky.

Annabelle turned from where she’d been
returning books to the reference section before she left for the
evening. She raised her eyebrows and gave him what she hoped was a
haughty stare. “You shouldn’t be here. The library closed five
minutes ago.” It was delivered in her best librarian’s voice, but
instead of leaving, he crossed his arms over his chest and leaned
against the shelf at the end of the aisle.

She gave an inward sigh. She’d known it
wouldn’t work, but still she’d had to try. Laughter twinkled in his
brown eyes as he waited for her next move. And she knew better than
anyone just how patient he could be when he set his mind to it. He
was amused and making no effort to hide it.

She didn’t care. He was sexy and hot and
made her heart speed up every time she looked at him. He was the
man of any woman’s dreams, but especially of hers. He was tall,
with a strong face and a nose that had been broken during a
fistfight when he was a boy. It had a little bump in the center
that always made her want to kiss that spot every time she saw him.
His rich brown hair was kept tied back, except when he was relaxing
at home. Then it was wild and free. Her fingers itched to release
it from its confines.

And his body, oh, how she loved his body!
The arms crossed over his chest, bulged with muscles even when he
was at rest, as he was now. His shoulders looked a mile wide and
his chest was ripped beneath his shirt. Jeans covered legs that
were long and sturdy.

Just looking at him made her ache with need
and raised her body temperature several degrees. The sensible denim
dress she’d worn to work this morning suddenly seemed way too warm.
Maybe, she mused, the air-conditioning was faulty. But she knew
better. It was him.

“Like what you see?” His voice sent shivers
down her spine.

It was a tone she knew well. Her body
reacted immediately and she could feel the moisture gathering
between her legs. Her dress felt tight and her breasts heavy.
Trying to act nonchalant, she shrugged and returned her gaze to his
face.

“You can’t fool me, Mrs. Sloan. I not only
heard you were hot, I know you are.” Pushing away from the shelf,
he slowly stalked down the aisle toward her. He was a male animal
who had scented prey and knew that there was no reason to hurry the
hunt.

Annabelle, however, was no easy prey. “Stop
right there.” She held out her hand for emphasis. He stopped, but
the look in his eyes was one of a man who was sure he would have
the prize. Maybe he would, but it would be her victory as well.

She reached up to the back of her head and
started pulling out the pins that held her hair in their customary
bun. The heavy tresses fell to her waist, and she smiled as his
nostrils flared in response. She tossed the pins next to a book
about the mating habits of wild animals. Laughing out loud, she ran
her fingers through her hair. Then she carefully removed her
glasses and placed them on the shelf next to the pins.

Suddenly, she was glad she wore this dress
today. It was a light denim dress, but it had buttons from hem to
neckline. Her fingers slipped one button from its hole. Then
another. And another. She took her time, teasing them both and
drawing out the pleasure.

He watched her fingers as they moved
leisurely down the front of her body. His hot gaze made her feel as
if she was already naked. When the last button was undone, she
slipped the dress off her shoulders. It pooled around her feet, and
she kicked it aside. Then she slipped out of her shoes and nudged
them after the dress. Dressed only in her underwear, she faced him
proudly.

She was glad that she’d chosen to wear some
of her new lingerie this morning. She’d accumulated quite a
collection over the past few months. This set was new, a little
something she’d picked up on her last shopping trip. Mike had left
early this morning for a meeting before she’d been out of bed. He
hadn’t seen it yet.

The pale lavender bra was constructed out of
a stretchy lace fabric and underwire. It lifted and separated,
showcasing her breasts to their best advantage. It was paired with
a matching thong. She knew he could see her dark curls beneath the
lavender lace, so she ran her fingers along the thin straps at her
hips to draw attention to that fact.

 


• • •

 


Mike knew he must look like an idiot
standing there with his mouth hanging open. He’d wanted to surprise
Annabelle by coming by to pick her up. Instead, she was the one
surprising him. They’d been married a few months now, but his sex
drive showed no signs of slowing down anytime soon. And why would
it with a wife as hot and sexy as Annabelle.

The fancy underwear was new. He heartily
approved. And so did his dick, which had come to attention the
second she’d slipped off her dress.

He swallowed hard, opened his mouth, and
then closed it again. Clearing his throat, he tried again.
“Annabelle…” He trailed off.

“You heard right.” She ran her hands up over
her sides and cupped her breasts, running her thumbs over the
tights nubs. “I am hot.” Sauntering a little closer, she lowered
her voice to a sultry whisper. “I think you’re man enough to handle
me.”

“You’re damn right I am.” Advancing forward,
he tore his white T-shirt over his head and dropped it to the
floor. He didn’t slow until he was standing right in front of
her.

He towered over her, but knew she wasn’t the
least bit intimidated. No, the little minx looked pleased with
herself. She gave him a sultry smile and ran her fingers over his
chest, taunting the savage beast that lurked beneath the man.

Trapping her hands against his chest, he
scowled down at her. “I’m the only man who is ever going to handle
you.” It was shocking how possessive he felt about his wife.
Annabelle was hot and sexy and all his. No one else realized that a
temptress lay beneath her long skirts and respectable dresses. And
he planned to keep it that way.

She nodded and gave him the reassurance he
needed. “Only you. You’re all I ever wanted and you’re all mine.”
Her smile turned into a scowl. “And I’m the only woman you’ll ever
need.”

He liked that she was as possessive of him
as he was of her. “You got that right.” Raising her hands to his
mouth, he kissed all of her knuckles, one by one, before dropping
her hands and taking a step back.

“Let me look at you.” He used more than his
eyes to “look” at her. He couldn’t keep his hands off her. His
large, rough hands covered her lace-covered breasts, weighing them
in his palms. It made him very aware of the differences between
them. Annabelle was smaller than him, her skin softer and
smoother.

“God, I love your breasts.” He bent and took
a lace-covered nipple into his mouth. He stroked it with his tongue
until he was satisfied that the nipple was as hard as it could be,
and then he gently worked it with his teeth.

Annabelle dug her fingers into his hair and
clasped his head against her chest. He loved the way she wasn’t
afraid to show him what she wanted. Hell, he loved it when she got
demanding in bed.

He knew what pleased her and nibbled and
lapped at the turgid bud. Her moan of pleasure was music to his
ears but it wasn’t enough. He wanted her even hotter.

He traced the band of the miniscule panties
she was wearing. They didn’t hide a damn thing, more of an
enticement than an impediment. He stroked his hands around and
almost lost his mind when he encountered only bare flesh. She was
wearing a thong, had been wearing it all day under her prim denim
dress.

If he’d known, there would have been no way
he could have stayed away from her all day.

He turned his attention back to the front of
the panties. The lacy triangle covered but really didn’t conceal
her pubic hair. He slid his fingers beneath the fabric and combed
his fingers through the curls there, feeling the dampness from her
arousal. He pulled his fingers out of her panties and brought them
to his nose and sniffed. “You smell hot.”

She reached down between them and traced the
hard ridge of his arousal. His balls jerked and pulled tight. “You
feel hot,” she teased. She wrapped her palm around him, through his
jeans, testing his readiness. She should know by now he was always
ready.

“You’re asking for trouble,” he warned, even
as he pushed his erection harder against her hand.

“Maybe I want it,” she taunted, squeezing
harder.

She was about to get more than she bargained
for. Mike ripped opened his jeans and thrust aside his underwear
just enough to release his penis. It was large, thick, and
throbbing. He pushed her back against a bookshelf, reached down and
grabbed one of her legs and hooked it over his hip. Impatient to be
inside her, he shoved the thong to one side and guided his cock
into her waiting wetness.

Her inner muscles squeezed him tight as he
entered. Even though she was aroused, it was a tight fit. She
flexed her hips slightly and he sank deeper. She fit him as snugly
as a wet leather glove. He grabbed her bare ass and ground his
pelvis against hers. She made one of those little cries of pleasure
that he loved so much. He buried his face against her neck and took
a deep breath, struggling for control.

 


• • •

 


Annabelle felt Mike tense and knew he was
trying to rein himself in. That wasn’t what she wanted, what she
needed. “Fuck me,” she whispered in his ear, a command.

He jerked his head back. She could tell
she’d shocked him with her demand. She flexed her hips again and he
groaned. His shaft pulsed hard and hot.

“Hold on tight,” he ordered. She gripped his
wide shoulders and hung on. Using his hold on her ass for leverage,
he plunged in and out, doing as she’d demanded.

She hooked her leg as high as she could over
his hip and urged him on. “Harder.” She flexed her hips to meet
him. He worked her up and down his penis, his fingers digging into
her behind.

Suddenly, he banded one arm around her waist
and wedged one hand between them. His fingers sought and found the
front of the lacy thong and he rubbed her clitoris through the
lace. The rough fabric and his finger stimulated the sensitive nub
even as he continued to thrust.

Annabelle reached up and gripped the edge of
the shelf above her with one hand and grasped his shoulder with the
other. Several books tumbled to the floor as her body was rocked
hard against the bookcase.

His pelvis ground against hers as he took
her fast and hard. He pressed one of his fingers against her
clitoris and she came apart in his arms. Convulsing, she let go and
let her orgasm wash over her. He followed close behind her.

Mike stiffened, but didn’t stop thrusting
until the last tremor of her orgasm ceased. Her hand dropped from
the shelf and her leg slipped from his hip. He caught her as she
fell forward.

“I love you, Mike.” She nuzzled his chest
and allowed herself to sink into his warmth. She’d worried that
after they’d gotten married the intensity and frequency of their
lovemaking would taper off. If anything, it had increased.

“Love you too.” He absently kissed the top
of her head while his hands soothed her tired body.

“Hey, anybody up there?” The voice came from
below, shattering the intensely intimate moment.

“Oh, my god,” Annabelle whispered in shock.
“It’s Mr. Keats.” What was he doing here? Had he heard them?
She tried to pull away, but Mike held her tight, refusing to let
her move.

“It’s Mike,” he called out.

“Is Annabelle up there with you?” The
disembodied voice floated up from the bottom of the stairs.

“Yeah, I’m just waiting for her to finish up
so I can take her home.” He pinched her bottom and nipped at her
neck.

She squeaked, unable to stop herself. She’d
never made a sound like that in her life. She was going to kill him
when this was over.

“Are you sure everything is all right?” The
voice sounded a little closer.

Panicked, Annabelle took charge of the
situation. “Everything is fine, Mr. Keats.” She took a deep breath
and continued. “I’ll be a little longer, just make sure the door is
locked behind you, and Mike and I will turn off all the lights when
we leave.”

“Have a good evening.” His tone now sounded
more amused than worried.

“Good night, Harold,” they both replied in
tandem. Then they held their breath until they heard the sound of
the front door closing.

Slumping against him in relief, she mocked
her husband. “I’m waiting for her to finish up. I’ll finish you,
all right.” She made good on her threat by using her secret weapon.
She tickled his sides.

“No,” he yelled, but it was too late. She
attacked his sides and was ruthless until he dissolved into
laughter. He fell to the floor, pulling her down with him. He
retaliated by tickling her until they were both rolling around
laughing.

She tried to muffle her shrieks against his
chest but failed miserably. She should have known better than to
think she could win a tickling match against him. They finally
stopped, exhausted from their lovemaking and their play.

Annabelle had ended up sprawled on top of
Mike. It was an extremely cozy position. “Do you give up?” Propping
herself up on his chest, she peered down at him, awaiting his
surrender.

“I gave up months ago.” He hooked a long
tress of her hair behind her ear. “And I’m glad I did.” The look on
his face was one of a man very satisfied and content with his
life.

“I’m glad too.” Annabelle placed her head on
his chest and listened to the comforting rhythm of his
heartbeat.

 


• • •

 


She didn’t know how much time had passed
before he roused her. “We better get out of here before someone
sees the lights on and decides to investigate.” He sat up, taking
her with him. He cajoled her off his lap and leaned her against a
shelf so she wouldn’t slide back to the floor.

He pushed to his feet and zipped his jeans.
He looked hot wearing nothing but jeans and his steel-toed boots.
He caught her staring and grinned. “You’re a dangerous woman, Mrs.
Sloan.”

“And don’t you forget it.”

“Never,” he promised. He snatched up his
T-shirt, pulled it over his head and tucked it into his jeans. He
ran his hands through his hair, which had come loose during their
vigorous lovemaking.

Annabelle was content to simply sit there
and watch him. She could only imagine the picture she made, sitting
in only a thong with her hair falling down around her.

Mike grabbed her hands. “Up you go.” He
helped her to her feet and made sure she was steady before picking
up her dress. It looked delicate in his large, masculine hands. He
shook it out and brought it to her.

“My bra?”

He shook his head, snagged it from the floor
and stuffed it into his back pocket. “You don’t need it. We’re
going straight home.”

She slipped on her dress. It felt strange to
not be wearing her bra beneath it. She couldn’t seem to make the
buttons go into the holes, not with him watching her so
intently.

“Need some help?” Before she could answer,
he was already there, pushing her hands to one side and taking over
the task. He did up all the buttons on her dress. When that was
done, he went down on one knee and, one at a time, slipped her
shoes on her feet.

He stood and eyed her hair, clearly at a
loss. “I can’t do anything about your hair, sweetheart.”

Annabelle scooped her pins off the shelf and
handed them to Mike. “Just hold these.” This she could handle with
her eyes closed.

Bending at the waist, she combed her fingers
through her hair and then expertly twisted it. In seconds, her
familiar bun was in place on her head and she reached out and
plucked the pins from Mike’s hands and poked them into place.

Mike canted his head to one side. “I still
don’t know how you can to that.”

She slipped on her glasses and gave him a
coy smile. “A woman has to have some secrets.”

“I don’t know about most women, but you
continually surprise me.” Clasping her hand in his, he started to
lead her down the aisle. “Let’s go home.”

“The books.” Annabelle left him long enough
to scoop up the books that had fallen to the floor during their
lovemaking and put them back in their proper places. Satisfied
everything was in order, she took her husband’s hand and smiled.
“Now we can go home.”

They turned off the lights and locked the
door behind them, leaving the library dark and empty. The only sign
that they’d been there was a single hairpin that lay on the floor,
forgotten.
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Chapter One

 


As soon as the door shut behind them, he
kissed her. His lips barely grazed hers as he moved from side to
side. Unconsciously, she leaned forward, wanting to deepen his
touch. A whimper of need escaped her when he pulled just out of her
reach.

She opened her eyes to find him smiling down
at her. Well, maybe not a real smile, more of a slight upturn of
the corners of his mouth. It was the expression of male
satisfaction on his face that set off the first warning signal. But
it was faint, and before it could take hold, he slowly leaned down
and covered her mouth again.

Sighing, she parted her lips and invited him
in. The man certainly knew how to kiss. Taking his time, he lazily
tasted her lips, nibbling on the bottom one. Her purse fell to the
floor with a thud when she raised her hands to his broad shoulders.
Thick muscles rippled beneath her fingertips.

When he finally slipped his tongue inside
her mouth, she sighed with relief. Still, he took his time, slowly
stroking her tongue with his before exploring every crevice of her
mouth. He didn’t challenge or try to overpower her. It was more an
invitation to share with him.

Emma Howard couldn’t resist.

Her hands crept up the side of his neck and
tunneled through his short, spiky black hair. She gripped the back
of his head and angled his face so she could deepen their kiss. She
felt a heady surge of power when he moved as she wished. Then she
was lost in the erotic sensations assaulting her. She couldn’t get
enough. Coffee, peppermint and Tucker.

Her brain barely registered the fact that
she was moving. She was so wrapped up in their kiss she didn’t care
where he took her. Nothing mattered except for the fact she was
kissing him. The door pressed against her spine, stopping her
backward momentum. He loomed over her, surrounding her with his
sheer size and bulk.

Tucker Martin was six feet tall, but seemed
much larger towering over her five-foot-five frame. His shoulders
and chest were wide, his waist lean. His legs were long, his thighs
thick with muscle.

Usually, large men made her uncomfortable,
but somehow Tucker had managed not to intimidate her with his size.
Until now. Now, she was very aware of the difference between them.
But instead of alarming her, it only served to send a torrent of
sexual awareness zinging through her.

Moisture pooled between her thighs. She
fought the urge to rub her crotch against the bulge in the front of
Tucker’s jeans, but it wasn’t easy. She knew it would feel so
damned good and help ease the throbbing ache.

Tucker still hadn’t touched her except for
where their mouths were joined. His hands were flat on the door on
either side of her head. She was the one who had moved closer to
him, so their bodies were barely touching. She couldn’t stand it
any longer. She needed his hands on her.

“Touch me.” Her voice sounded strange to her
own ears. Breathy and low, not the usual no-nonsense,
well-modulated tone that she’d cultivated over the years.

His lips left hers and he nuzzled the
sensitive skin around her ear. “Are you sure?”

If she was any surer, she’d explode with the
amount of heat her body was generating. Instead of answering, she
leaned forward and rubbed her breasts across the broad planes of
his chest. Even through the fabric of her blouse and his shirt, the
pressure of his hard, muscled pecs against her swollen nipples made
her moan with pleasure.

Tucker cupped her face in his large hands,
swooped down and recaptured her lips. She’d thought his earlier
kisses were devastating, but they’d only been an appetizer, a small
taste of the real thing.

This time, he took total control and staked
his claim. He drove his tongue deep, demanding a response. Helpless
beneath the onslaught of his passion, she gave him what he wanted.
She rubbed her tongue over his before she sucked it deeper into her
mouth.

He groaned, slid his hands down her neck and
used his thumbs to tip her chin higher. When Emma arched her neck,
ceding to his unspoken demand, his hands continued their descent.
He lightly traced his fingers over her collarbone before moving on
to the top button of her blouse.

She sucked in a breath when his nimble
fingers slipped the first button free. Then the next. He never
stopped kissing her while he finished unbuttoning the garment. The
man certainly knew how to multitask.

He traced his forefinger over the lacy edge
of her bra. Her breasts felt heavy and swollen. She wanted him to
touch them but couldn’t stop kissing him long enough to tell
him.

Tucker groaned and slid his strong hands
down to cup her lace-covered breasts. He weighed both mounds in his
palms before running his thumbs over her distended nipples. Need
rushed through her like a river raging out of control. She dug her
fingers into his shoulders for support, angled her lower body
toward his and rubbed her mound against his hard erection,
struggling to get closer.

Tucker traced the outline of her swollen
nipples through the soft, lacy fabric, keeping his touch light and
undemanding, until she thought she might go mad. She craved more of
his touch. “Harder. Touch me harder,” she managed to gasp out.

She fought to keep him close when she felt
him pulling away, not wanting to lose her grip on him.

“I want to see you.” His voice was rough,
his demand one she was totally willing to fulfill. She shrugged out
of her blouse, not caring when the expensive silk hit the floor.
Tucker had already reached behind her and unhooked her bra. He
dragged the straps down her arms and tossed the lacy covering
aside, leaving her naked from the waist up.

The cool air pumping out from the air
conditioner wafted across her nipples, making the tips pucker even
tighter. Goose bumps skittered down her arms. Tucker’s eyes were
filled with pure unadulterated lust as he stared at her breasts.
His obvious enjoyment made her feel sexy and she arched her back
slightly, the small movement thrusting her chest toward him.

“I’ve got to get you naked.” His words, so
blunt and unadorned, thrilled her. So did his impatience. She
obviously wasn’t stripping fast enough to suit him.

Tucker already had the button of her slacks
undone and the zipper open. She didn’t utter a word of protest when
he shoved her pants down her hips, taking her lace underwear with
them. Going down on one knee in front of her, he lifted her feet,
one at a time, removing her shoes and sliding her clothing off.

Emma could barely breathe as she looked down
at the man kneeling at her feet. The hum of the air conditioner and
Tucker’s heavy breathing were the only sounds she could hear over
the pounding of her own heart.

As she watched, he undid several buttons on
his shirt before just giving up and yanking it over his head and
tossing it aside. His chest was magnificent. Bronzed and heavily
muscled, it had a light sprinkling of hair that spread from nipple
to nipple before angling downward and disappearing into the
waistband of his jeans. Her fingers curled into her palm, longing
to stroke him.

“You are so beautiful.” His words were low,
his voice thick with need as he reached out and wrapped his fingers
around her ankles, encircling them both in his grip. Inch by inch,
he slid his hands over her shins, past her knees, finally coming to
rest on her thighs. He slipped his hands to the inside, his touch
featherlight as he silently encouraged her to spread her legs
wider.

Emma couldn’t tear her eyes away from him as
he watched her, his green eyes glowing with desire. She’d never
seen anything so erotic or beautiful in her life as the sight of
him sitting between her thighs, his mouth just inches from her sex.
She spread her legs wider, inviting him to taste her.

Lowering his gaze, he brushed his thumbs
over the swollen folds of her labia. She was wet and slick with a
need unlike any other she’d ever known. She’d had lovers before,
not many, but enough to recognize that this was something far
outside her experience.

He dipped his head between her thighs, his
breath hot on her sensitive flesh. He flicked out his tongue,
rasping the small nub of desire. Her entire body clenched and her
breath caught in her throat as he continued to stroke her with his
fingers and tongue. All her concentration focused on the wondrous
sensations he was stirring to life within her.

She unconsciously moved her hips, undulating
them toward him, urging him to deepen his caress. She gasped when
he picked up one of her feet and draped her leg over his shoulder.
It opened her wider to him and he slipped his tongue inside her
slit.

Emma clutched his hair with both hands and
pulled him closer. There was no way she was letting him stop now.
He laughed and the low, sensual sound vibrated through her sex,
sending shivers of desire racing through her.

He suddenly grasped her other leg and lifted
it over his shoulder. Totally off balance, she felt herself
starting to fall. “Tucker,” she cried as she dug her fingers into
his back for support, her fingernails lightly scoring his
flesh.

“I’ve got you.” His strong hands gripped her
hips, holding her steady, as he buried his face between her thighs
and devoured her.

With her legs spread wide and draped over
his shoulders, Emma had no control over what he did. And she no
longer cared. Nothing mattered but reaching completion. She bucked
her hips against his face as he licked and sucked at her. She was
so close. She thumped her feet against his back, closed her eyes
and held on tight.

Tucker released her hips and slid his hands
over her rib cage, not stopping until they covered her breasts. He
kneaded the full mounds, plumping them in his palms before gently
rolling the tight buds between his thumbs and forefingers. At that
exact moment, he sucked her clit into his mouth and lapped at it
with his tongue.

Emma screamed, her orgasm exploding like
fireworks. Heat shot through her, spreading to every part of her
body. Tremors shook her. She dug her heels into his back,
desperately trying to get closer, even though she knew it was
physically impossible. She wanted to take him inside her and never
let him go.

When she finally recovered her senses, she
was slumped against the door and her feet were flat on the floor.
She had no memory of him moving them off his shoulders. The sound
of something tearing caught her attention and she blinked, trying
to bring the world back into focus.

Tucker had his pants undone and shoved
partially down his hips. He’d pushed aside his underwear as well
and released his swollen cock from its confinement. He was big,
much bigger than any other lover she’d ever had. Fascinated, she
watched as he sheathed himself in a condom.

It belatedly occurred to her that she had
come, but Tucker obviously had not.

He surged to his feet in one smooth motion,
cupped her bottom in his hands and lifted her high. Wedging his
body between her thighs, he held her with one hand as he reached
between their bodies and guided his cock to her slick opening.

The broad head of his shaft pressed against
her swollen flesh. For a brief second, she wondered if he would
fit. Then he was pushing his hard length inside her, stretching her
in the most delicious way. He kept up a slow, steady pressure until
he was seated to the hilt.

Emma struggled to accept him. He was large
and she was swollen and sensitive from her orgasm. A whimper
escaped before she could stop it. Tucker stilled and buried his
face in the curve of her neck.

He took a deep breath. The inhalation
expanded his chest, making it brush against her taut nipples.
Already overstimulated, Emma moaned. Her inner muscles clamped down
hard on his shaft. Tucker’s entire body tensed. His control was
tenuous, at best.

“Just relax, honey,” he told her. He licked
a tender spot on the curve of her neck before nipping at it. The
love bite made her jerk and she dug her fingernails into his
muscled biceps. “You can take me,” he crooned. He tightened his
grip on her hips, but other than that, he didn’t move.

His cock throbbed deep inside her, pulsing
like a heartbeat. In response, her channel squeezed his hard
length. He filled her, surrounded her until she couldn’t think
about anything but Tucker.

She finally began to relax and ran her hands
over his broad shoulders. That was the only encouragement he
needed. He flexed his hips, pulling his cock almost all the way out
until only the tip was inside her. Then he pushed back in.

It was overpowering at first and slightly
uncomfortable. But after a few strokes, her body relaxed, eagerly
accepting his. She began to anticipate his movements. She not only
welcomed them, she wanted them.

“Emma.” That was all he said as he trailed a
path of hot, stinging kisses across her chin before claiming her
mouth. He slid his tongue inside, the rhythm keeping time with the
thrust of his cock.

Each stroke was faster and harder than the
last. She locked her ankles together at the small of his back and
levered her pelvis toward him. The musky smell of sex wafted around
them and the sounds of sex filled the air. Moans and groans were
punctuated by the sucking noise her body made as Tucker pulled
almost all the way out before forging inward once again.

Emma’s slick channel quivered. The broad
head of his shaft stroked a particularly sensitive spot inside her,
pushing her over the edge. She broke away from their kiss, gasping
for breath as she cried out. She shook her head from side to side,
trying to deny the power of their coming together, but nothing
could stop it.

Tucker grunted and ground their pelvises
together. There was no finesse now, only the drive toward release.
He hammered his lower body against hers. Emma was swept up in his
desperate need. She didn’t know if she orgasmed again or if the
first one had never ended. He thrust one final time and yelled his
release. He slapped one hand on the door for support and lowered
his head to rest on her shoulder.

Emma was totally drained. She was also
shocked by the lack of control she had over her own body. In her
experience, sex was pleasant, something to enjoy on occasion. She’d
had no idea she was capable of such explosive orgasms. She didn’t
know whether to be pleased by the discovery or scared out of her
mind.

She was still trembling with the occasional
aftershock when she finally managed to unhook her ankles from
behind Tucker. With no energy left to support them, her legs slid
down his flanks, driving him even deeper inside her. She moaned and
clung to him for support.

“Hmm,” he agreed as he thrust his pelvis
against her.

“Tucker,” she panted. “You have to stop.”
She was physically and emotionally spent. She couldn’t take any
more.

Tucker went from playful lover to totally
alert in a heartbeat. “Are you all right?” His concern washed over
her as he carefully withdrew. She shuddered at the separation,
feeling empty without him.

She nodded, although she wasn’t really sure
she would ever truly be okay again. Tucker had shown her a side of
herself she’d never known existed. She felt vulnerable, not an
emotion she particularly enjoyed.

Tucker wrapped his arms around her and
simply held her. He was strong and steady. She buried her face
against his chest and returned his embrace with a fierceness that
surprised her before she forced herself to release him.

He leaned down and dropped a kiss on the top
of her head. “I’ve got to get rid of this.” He gestured toward the
condom. “I’ll be right back.” Hitching his pants up, he turned and
walked away.

She watched as he disappeared down the short
hallway. He’d never been in her apartment before, but he knew where
to find the bathroom. Her home had the exact same layout as
his.

He hadn’t even taken off his shoes and she
was totally naked. That thought galvanized her to action. Her
underwear was tangled with her slacks. She freed her panties and
hauled them on, ignoring the sticky, wet sensation between her
legs. She dragged on her slacks and zipped them before grabbing her
blouse. She had it buttoned in record time. Her lacy bra was still
lying on the floor. She picked it up and stuffed it in her pants
pocket just as Tucker came back down the hall.

His eyebrows came together in a scowl when
he saw she was dressed. Ignoring his frown, she picked up his shirt
and handed it to him. He didn’t say a word as he yanked it over his
head, not bothering to fasten the rest of the buttons.

“I think you should go.” The words came
automatically to her lips. Part of her desperately wanted him to
stay, wanted to explore this explosive sexual chemistry that ran
between them.

It was for that very reason that she asked
him to leave.

Tucker, more than any man she’d ever known,
threatened her peace of mind. He’d rocked her world, destroying the
carefully cultivated control she worked so hard to protect. He made
her feel reckless, stirring up all kinds of intense emotions that
were buried deep inside her. He could easily become very important
in her life, and that would give him power over her. She couldn’t
bear the thought of that happening. She couldn’t allow it.

She needed time to think and couldn’t do
that with him standing beside her. Straightening her shoulders,
Emma ignored the part of herself screaming she was making a huge
mistake. She listened instead to the part that urged her toward the
safe, sure path.

“What did you say?” Tucker was staring at
her as if he couldn’t quite believe the words coming out of her
mouth.

“I said, I think you should go.” She was
getting annoyed now, but most of it was self-directed. This was
only their third date, and she’d not only had sex with him, she’d
encouraged him. Hell, she’d been as demanding, as out of control as
he had. She had no one but herself to blame for the situation. “I
don’t think we should see each other again.”

“You’ve got to be joking.” Tucker moved
toward her, his hands outstretched to gather her into his strong
embrace.

Emma flinched, afraid that if he touched
her, she’d melt into his arms once again.

He stopped dead in his tracks. “You have to
know I would never hurt you.” He slowly lowered his arms back down
to his sides.

He said it with such sincerity that it
brought unwanted tears to her eyes. He might not mean to hurt her,
but Emma knew it was inevitable. She opened the door to her
apartment. “You need to leave.”

Tucker’s fingers opened and closed
reflexively as he stalked to the doorway. His gaze narrowed and he
pinned her with his laser green eyes. “This isn’t over. I know you
want me, but for some reason that scares you.”

Before she could contradict him or come up
with some pithy comeback, he leaned down and planted a single hard
kiss on her lips. She felt herself leaning toward him, but he was
already pulling away.

“I’ll be waiting when you’re ready.” Tucker
sauntered across the hall and let himself into his apartment.

Emma knew her mouth was hanging open. The
audacity of the man was unbelievable. Of course, considering he’d
just rocked her world and given her two orgasms, maybe he had the
right to be confident.

It was only when he shut the door behind him
that she was able to shake herself out of her trance. “Of all the
nerve,” she said, because she felt like she should say something.
She slammed the door shut and glared at it, but it didn’t give her
any satisfaction. Tucker’s words still rang in her head, mocking
her.

Leaning her forehead against the door, she
closed her eyes. What had she done?
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