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Lucy has been in love with her brother’s best friend Nick
for years. Too bad their last blind date failed spectacularly. In a final bid
to make him see the light, she asks her brother to set them up again.


Nick has been trying to ignore Lucy’s curvaceous body for a
long time, but it’s getting increasingly difficult. When they end up naked on
the side of the road, he knows he’s in trouble for sure.


Trouble has never tasted so good. He needs more. He needs her.
He’s just not sure their relationship can survive the secrets it’s built on.









 


Ellora’s Cave Publishing





www.ellorascave.com


 


 


 


Finally His


 


ISBN 9781419936258


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED


Finally His Copyright © 2011 Emma Hillman


 


Edited by Briana St. James


Cover design by Syneca


Photography by Olly and Jeff Thrower/Shutterstock.com


 


Electronic book publication September 2011


 


The terms Romantica® and Quickies® are registered trademarks of
Ellora’s Cave Publishing.


 


With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may not
be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written
permission from the publisher, Ellora’s Cave Publishing, Inc.® 1056 Home
Avenue, Akron OH 44310-3502.


 


Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this
copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be scanned, uploaded or
distributed via the Internet or any other means, electronic or print, without the
publisher’s permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement
without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5
years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.  (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/).
Please purchase only authorized electronic or print editions and do not
participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted material. Your
support of the author’s rights is appreciated.


 


This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons,
living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental. The
characters are productions of the author’s imagination and used fictitiously.


 


The publisher and author(s) acknowledge the trademark status and
trademark ownership of all trademarks, service marks and word marks mentioned
in this book.


 


The publisher does not have any control over, and does not assume
any responsibility for, author or third-party Web sites or their content.






Finally His


Emma Hillman


 








Chapter One


 


It was now or never.


Lucy watched the taxi drive away and hooked her purse higher
on her shoulder. Turning around, she caught her reflection in the restaurant
windows. She’d bought a new dress for the occasion, one that showcased her
assets and hid the bits of her body she wasn’t so fond of. She was even wearing
makeup, her lips tasting faintly of cherries, courtesy of the lip gloss she’d
applied earlier. All in all, she thought she looked good. But would it be
enough to get Nick to really see her, not as his friend’s sister but as a woman
in her own right?


She stepped inside and spotted him straightaway, the man
she’d loved for half her life. He’d made an effort tonight and was wearing a
jacket that strained at the seams. He’d grown muscles over the past year, and
between that and his blond good looks, he was so hot every time she looked at
him her heart skipped a beat.


He was leaning back against his chair, his posture relaxed,
a faint smile curving his lips. A smile she was afraid would disappear as soon
as he realized he’d been tricked into another blind date…with her.


The maître d’ murmured something to her, something she
didn’t hear, but she did follow him, her gaze still firmly stuck on Nick. Why
did he have to be the one? she thought for the millionth time. Why couldn’t
she shake this obsession and move on?


She watched his head turn, the smile still in place. His
features froze for a second. “No.”


Her gaze locked with his, she sat down opposite him. “Hey,
Nick.”


“No, no, no. It can’t be you.”


“Tada!” She dropped the red rose she was carrying onto his
plate. “I’m your date tonight.”


“No!” His voice rose along with his temper. “I told Alex I
didn’t want him to set us up ever again.”


“Guess he didn’t listen.” She licked her lips. “Actually,
don’t blame him. I was the one who asked him to play matchmaker again.”


“You’re kidding me. Why?”


“Because last time… Well, let’s just say it didn’t go
according to plan.” She deserved a second chance but she didn’t tell him that.
It was difficult enough as it was remembering their first date. Her hopes had
been so high and then everything had come crashing down, making things even
worse between them. She needed tonight to end well. She needed him to
understand, to finally see the light. Please, Nick…


“You think?” he replied so loudly the whole restaurant
turned around to stare at him. “It was a disaster! First, we got to the
restaurant to find out they’d lost our reservation. Then we got the table near
the kitchen and they upended a tray full of tomato soup. On me!”


“I know. I was there.”


“Exactly! You’re like this…this disaster magnet.”


Ouch. “Come on, Nick, I’m not that bad. Look, I even
dressed up for you.” She pointed out her new dress. It was so low-cut her
breasts nearly popped out of it. Surely, he couldn’t not like that!


Something flashed in his gaze. Lucy leaned forward, hoping
this meant things were going to change. Instead, he jumped up and tossed a
couple of bills on the table. “I’m out of here.”


“Nick?”


She got up from her seat and hurried after him, pasting a
fake smile on her face. “Nick!” she shouted as soon as she was out of the
restaurant. Damn man had long legs! She panted as she ran after him. She
could see him swear as he patted his pockets, probably trying to locate his car
keys.


He finally fished them out and beeped the car open. He slid
in the front seat just as she wrenched the passenger door open and jumped
inside. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”


His voice was so loud inside the tiny sports car she thought
she’d gone deaf for a second or two. “Wow, calm down. I just want to talk.”


“No,” he hissed through clenched teeth. “No talking. Ever.
Again. D’you want to know what happened the last time we talked? You started
giggling so much you spewed Coke all over me. And that was after I’d cleaned
myself up after that fucking soup accident!”


“But that’s a good thing surely. I was laughing so much
because you were funny and…” She let her voice trail when she spotted the way
his face was reddening. “Okay, so maybe it wasn’t very nice in the middle of a
first date, but—”


“I can’t do this now. Get out, Lucy.”


She felt her control snap. After everything that had
happened, she wouldn’t let him get out of this so easily. Couldn’t he see how
important this was for her? “Nope.” Grabbing the seat belt, she dragged it
around her, then settled back into the seat, her arms crossed her chest. “You
can drive me home, Jeeves.”


“What the hell? Who do you think you are?”


“Your date, dumbass.”


“Dumbass?”


She swore his head was going to pop. “Nick, I don’t have a
ride. I took a taxi earlier. Could you at least drive me back? It’s not asking
much, surely. I mean, you’re supposed to be my date tonight.” So what if she’d
made sure she wouldn’t have a ride back, knowing he would never leave her
stranded? Desperate times called for desperate measures.


“I swear, it’s the last time I trust your brother. No more
blind dates. No more fucking dates. I’m gonna have one-night stands until the
end of all eternity,” he muttered under his breath as he revved the engine and
sent the car flying onto the hardtop.


“You might try slowing down,” she finally said after some
long—very long—silent minutes.


“Did your brother see you go out like this?”


She blinked. “What?”


“Your dress’s too short.”


Lucy stared down at the hem, which stopped just above her
knees. “No, it’s not. What’s up with you?”


“What’s with me?” he repeated, his tone incredulous. “Are
you kidding me? And tug this down, for pity’s sake!” His right hand shot out.
Fingers grabbed hold of her dress, the sudden sensation of his rough skin
against her inner thighs making her moan.


He jerked at the sound, the wheel jerking with him. Nick
wrestled with it as the car began to spin to the left. He corrected the
trajectory, but she saw the road on the left and the gravel path that edged the
cliff on the right.


“Right, Nick. Go right!”


“What? No.”


“Right!” she screamed and he listened to her at the last
second.


The car veered onto gravel and then, after something that
resembled a boom, stalled.


Silence reigned in the car. The car had stopped just as the
path gave way to shrubbery, and feet away, the cliff’s edge.


“Shit,” Nick groaned, his forehead bumping the top of the
steering wheel.


Eyes wide, she asked, “Are you okay?”


“I’m never okay with you,” he replied, sounding defeated.


“Oh.”


“Let’s get out of here.” He opened his door and slid out and
she followed suit.


They stood there in the relative quiet as they stared at the
car. It was dead. Oh, it might run again one day, but it sure as hell wasn’t
going to get them back into town. Lights glittered in the valley at their feet.
They were so close and yet…they were stuck.


“I can’t believe this!” Nick snapped, his booted foot
connecting with the front tire. “I told you not to follow me. I told you I
didn’t want to date you again! Can’t you see what you did? Can’t you?”


“I didn’t cause this accident, Nick.”


“It’s that dress’s fault!”


“Nick, come on. Listen to yourself.”


“Listen to myself? Listen to myself?”


That was only the start of his rant. She watched him get
more and more agitated, waving his arms around as he swore. She tried speaking
out, tried to make him see it hadn’t been her fault, but nothing managed to get
through to him. He kept going on and on about her dress, as if her dressing
sexy for once was the end of the world. So she did the only thing she could
think of. Leaning against the trunk of the car, she lifted her hands and began
unbuttoning the ill-fated garment.


It took him a moment, but he finally asked, “What are you
doing?”


“What does it look like?” She looked back at him, her
fingers never stopping. “I thought your sensibilities would be less offended if
I took off the dress you so obviously hate.”


“Are you crazy?” He grabbed her arm and tugged her behind
the car. “Everyone can see you!”


“Everyone?” She looked around them. “No one takes this
shortcut but us.”


“You can’t know that.”


She rolled her eyes and pointed out, “It’s nearly fully dark
now.”


“I can see you!”


“So what?” she shot back, and with a shrug of her shoulders,
let the dress fall down her arms to the ground.


“Lucy, don’t…” He took a step back, almost as if he was
suddenly afraid of her.


“I’m not wearing it anymore. Happy now?”


“Hell, baby, I… Just… I don’t…”


He was speechless. She, the one woman he’d steadfastly
refused to date over the past ten years, had managed to render him speechless.
For the first time ever, she was aware of the power she held as a woman. “Yes?”
She smiled and, knowing it was now or never, slid her hands up her back. With
one quick jerk of her fingers, her bra snaps opened. Her fingers pulled at the
straps on her shoulders, dragging them down. She felt the cool air whisper
across her bare breasts, hardening her nipples. Or maybe it was Nick’s gaze on
them. Either way, it was working.


Shivering, she bent down and slid her lacy briefs down her
legs. Kicking them off, she stood back up, her gaze instantly meeting his. “I
want you, Nick. Please?”


That last word hung in the air between them until he took a
step forward. She got scared then. Scared he would turn her down again. Scared
he would tell her she was unworthy of him, she of the too plentiful curves and
soft flesh. Maybe he’d tell her she wasn’t his type.


No, he’d never been derogatory about her looks. Not once. He
was just…Nick. Her Nick.


His eyes were too bright, his palms sweaty when they found
her waist a moment later. “We shouldn’t do this. Your brother will kill me.”


“Please, Nick,” she repeated. “He doesn’t have to know.” Her
body nearly vibrated. She wanted nothing more than to snuggle against him but
she didn’t want to scare him away. She licked her lips once again, the taste of
cherries so faint she realized she’d eaten the lip gloss off. “I’ve wanted you
for so long.”


“I…know.” His gaze drew down, lingering over her breasts.
She took a step forward, making them brush against his shirt-clad chest. His
fingers slid down to her hips and squeezed. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice
soft.


She didn’t answer, couldn’t answer, and simply leaned back
onto the cold trunk of his car.


“Fuck.” A ragged whisper.


She felt him step closer and widened her legs. He came to
stand between them, the harsh denim of his pants rubbing against the inside of
her thighs. “Are you sure?” he repeated, almost as if he needed to hear the
words from her before he could touch her.


She grabbed her courage in both hands and replied, “Nick,
I’m buck naked on your car. I don’t think I can make myself any clearer.”


And for the first time in ages, he laughed in her presence.
She felt it to her core, that chuckle. It probably had an even greater impact
because suddenly, he was there. Pressing down on her, his hands appeared on
each side of her head and his face loomed above hers. “Hey.”


“Hey.” She smiled, looping her arms around his neck. Go
for it! Go for it! “Kiss me, Nick.”


He was still grinning when his mouth met hers. And as they
kissed for the first time, she could feel her heartbeat slow down. This was it,
the moment she’d been waiting for all these years. Nick in her arms. Nick
kissing her, slowly learning what made her tick, what made her moan. Her
fingers ran through the too-long hair at his nape and she luxuriated in the
simple caress.


His lips left hers, her back arching as he licked and nipped
a way down her neck, nibbled her collarbone. He pressed soft kisses on the
sensitive skin of her breasts, making her gasp when his teeth clamped tight
around one taut nipple. He laved the fleeting pain away and did it all over
again to her other breast. Biting and sucking and making her feel so damn good
she was nearly writhing underneath him. The car was warm and hard underneath
her, as hard as the man leaning over her. Clasping both hands around his head,
she tugged him upward, licking her way inside his mouth, kissing him like she’d
dreamed of doing for so long.


His cock, unyielding inside his pants, pushed against the
juncture of her thighs. She rocked her hips up, rubbing herself against him.
Yearning. Wanting.


Laughing at her eagerness, he pulled back and continued on
his downward journey until he was kneeling on the gravel. She drew in a breath
just as he opened her up with two fingers. Air whooshed out of her mouth only
seconds later when he drew out her clit and flicked it.


“Ah!” she cried out, but he didn’t stop. He even upped the
ante.


His tongue found the small nub and circled it, hardening it
so he could nip it. He slid one finger inside her at the same time, the
pleasure suddenly so intense she felt her control snap. She tensed, her walls
clenched around his thrusting finger and then she was screaming.


Her shout echoed in the mountains around them. The world
froze for a second or two.


She came back to herself just in time to watch Nick sending
his jacket and shirt flying to a nearby bush. He didn’t seem to notice she was
staring at him as he unconsciously tugged his pants and boxers down. His left
hand curled around his cock, the muscles in his forearm flexing. She gulped,
mesmerized by that unknown sight of him. Hard and so very, very magnificent. He
fished his wallet from his back pocket and retrieved a condom, putting it on so
damn fast she nearly missed it.


She didn’t miss when he turned toward her and moved back
between her legs.


“Okay?” he asked, smoothing her pussy with his fingers.


The same fingers that had been, only moments before, wrapped
around his dick. The thought and his caress made her twitch. She let out a
long, “Yeah.”


Smirking, he slid his hands underneath her legs and drew
them around his waist. A second later, he was pushing inside her.


“Nick!” she called out, shocked and yet not. It was just so
surreal to think they were really doing this. That he was really thrusting in
and out of her, his face half hidden by the rapidly increasing darkness. His
eyes glinted above her, his fingers digging into the dimpled skin of her
thighs.


Her hips jerked, her legs tightened, but he didn’t stop. He
never stopped. Not when she grabbed his head and pulled him down for a messy
kiss. Not when her nails raked down his back in an attempt to slow him down. He
just kept on thrusting in and out of her.


The car began to vibrate beneath them, but neither seemed to
care. Lucy sure as hell didn’t. Not with that kind of heat starting to spread
throughout her.


Her walls clenched around his pounding cock, making him
groan. “Fuck, baby!”


“Come for me, Nick,” she whispered in his ear.


That was all it took for him to lose control. And as she
watched the love of her life come inside her, she let go too. Finally.


Nick looked up from her neck. His face sweaty, disheveled
blond bangs in his eyes, he looked positively satisfied. Sliding out of her, he
groaned and pulled up his pants. “Do you want your clothes?”


“Yes, please.” She sat up, wincing as her back let her know
quite loudly how sex on a car could hurt. She could feel muscles she hadn’t
felt in a long time protest as she stood up and swayed a little.


Nick appeared at her side and helped her get dressed once
again. His hands drifted across her skin as he closed her bra. Then her dress
was buttoned up and she looked more or less like herself again. Except she
wasn’t. She could feel juices trickle down her thigh, the imprint of him still
fresh on her, in her, all around her. She bit her lip as she looked away from
him and tried to gather her thoughts. She’s just done something completely out
of character, but then Nick Santos had that kind of effect on her. She’d been
pursuing him, her brother’s best friend, for years. It was like an insane
compulsion, pushing her to act irrationally just because she couldn’t help
herself.


She loved him in a way she’d never loved anyone before. He
was her perfect man, the one she’d been comparing all her boyfriends to over
the years. And yes, sure, she knew he really wasn’t perfect. He swore like a
trooper. He was a ladies’ man. He wasn’t ready to commit whatsoever. And yet,
he could also be sweet. He was clever. He was… No, he wasn’t hers.


She shook her head. It wasn’t because they’d just had sex—spectacular
sex at that—that things would change. She knew him. He was going to keep on
acting with her as if nothing had happened. Especially when you took Alex into
account. Shit, Alex! “We need to call—”


Her cellphone started ringing right at that second. Damn
twin connection! Why did he always have to know when she was in trouble? She
walked back to the car, and ignoring Nick, who was smoothing his shirt over his
chest, grabbed her purse from where it’d fallen on the floor. Quickly finding
her phone, she slid it open and said, “We’re fine. Can you come get us, though?
We’re stuck on the path that parallels the cliff.”


“What the hell happened, Luce? Where’s Nick? I can’t believe
you cornered me into arranging another blind date with him. Don’t you remember
what happened last time?”


She cut him off before he started this again, “Alex, I know,
okay? Now, can you please come get us? Nick’s car is dead and we need a ride
back.”


“What happened?”


“I’ll tell you when you get here.” She snapped her phone
shut and exhaled. Loudly.


“Is he coming?”


“Yeah.” She fought the urge to hide, but instead squared her
shoulders and turned to face him. “Can we keep this quiet?” He took a step back
and she realized that she’d shocked him.


“What do you mean?”


“This.” She waved in the air between them. “Let’s keep it
quiet, okay?”


“Are you… Okay. Right. Fine.”


“Good,” she answered, strangely disquieted. He hadn’t even
tried to dissuade her!


She watched as he turned around and gave her his back. Nice.
Of course, she only had herself to blame. But then, she didn’t think she had a
choice. He needed to believe tonight really hadn’t mattered. She might love
him, but she knew too well he’d never fall in love with her.


He whirled around all of a sudden. “Lucy, I think we…” His
voice trailed and she turned, recognizing the sound of her brother’s car. It
slowed down as it took the curve that had sent them spinning, gravel soon
spitting as he drove onto the path and parked beside them.


“That was fast,” she called out, watching Alex, her male equivalent,
step down from his SUV.


“I was already on my way. I could feel you were upset.” He
looked her up and down, obviously decided she was fine, then turned to stare at
his best friend. “What happened?”


“Your twin happened!” Nick snapped, gesturing to his car.
“She’s a disaster magnet. It’s the last fucking time I agree to one of your
blind date ideas!”


“Watch it, bro.”


“What? You know what happened last time and you still agreed
to this whole scheme, didn’t you?”


“She’s my sister,” Alex countered, crossing his arms over
his chest.


“That doesn’t mean she can do everything she wants,
especially not when I’m involved.” Nick strode to his car and grabbed his
cellphone from the door panel. “Why don’t you take her home? I’ll call Jerry
and have him tow me back to his garage.”


Lucy watched her brother nod, his face tense as he waved her
to his SUV. She climbed inside, tucking the bottom of her dress beneath her.
She stared at them through the windshield, but she was too far to hear what
they were saying. They clapped hands and called out goodbyes, and here she was
again, the sister with the too-curvy body, the woman who was nice enough, but
never good enough. And yet, as Alex drove them back to the house they shared on
the outskirts of town, she thought tonight had been different.


She’d grabbed her courage with both hands and had surprised
Nick. He’d made love to her, had caressed and kissed her as if he actually
liked her. Damn, but she could still feel him inside her. Nick…


“Do you want to talk about it?” her brother asked as they
entered their home minutes later.


She shook her head. “I’d rather not.”


“Something happened, Luce. I could feel it then and I can
still feel it now.”


“It’s got nothing to do with you, Lex.”


“Did he hurt you?”


“Nick’s not that bad. He might hate me, but he wouldn’t hurt
me.”


“He doesn’t hate you,” Alex said, but she was shaking her
head again.


“Don’t worry. I’m a big girl now.” And with that last
comment, she hurried up the staircase and shut her bedroom door behind her. She
slumped against it and closed her eyes, recalling what’d happened on that cliff
path.


She fell asleep hours later and as usual dreamed of Nick.
This time, however, she knew what kissing him felt like, knew how he felt with
his cock buried deep inside her. She had memories rather than mere fantasies,
but still…no Nick.









Chapter Two


 


The next time Lucy saw Nick, she was lying on the sofa
wearing summer PJs and not much else. The old house she shared with her twin
brother had no air-conditioning and she was slowly boiling, sweat dampening her
brow. She heard the front door open and close and called out, “When are you
going to add air to this bloody house, Lex? I can’t take it anymore!”


“I’m not Alex,” a male voice echoed behind her.


She screamed and shot up. “Ahh! Shit, Nick! You scared the
hell out of me. What are you doing here?”


“Alex told me to meet him here. We’re going out tonight.”


“Of course, you are.” She rolled her eyes and sat back down,
giving him her back. She focused on the TV and the old CSI episode she
was watching, hoping he’d take the hint and leave her alone. She didn’t want to
talk to him, period. It was too awkward. She was always flustered whenever she
talked to him but now it was even worse. They’d had sex for pity’s sake. He’d
seen her naked!


“What does that mean?”


“What?” she grunted, ignoring the way he was suddenly beside
her. He dropped down onto the sofa, making her bounce a little as he stretched
his long legs in front of him. “Make yourself comfortable, why don’t you?”


“I just might.” He smirked, hooking his arms on the back of
the couch.


Her insides fluttered at the feel of him so close. His
fingers were just inches from her nape and she wondered what he’d do if she
leaned back. Or even better, if she straddled his thighs and rocked on his lap,
his cock so deep inside her he’d…


“Earth to Lucy.”


“What? Yes? What?”


He laughed and she felt herself start to blush. Damn the
man. He was the only one who could fluster her like this.


“It is hot in here,” he finally remarked, wiping his palm
over his brow. “I thought Alex was going to fix the A/C problem before summer
started.”


“Yeah, look how well that turned out.”


“You really hate the heat, don’t you?”


“Yup.” She struggled to sit straight, having just remembered
she’d forgone a bra earlier. She’d been so hot she’d only slipped on a thin
T-shirt and shorts after her post-work shower, thinking she’d be on her own
that evening, anyway, so it didn’t matter. Ha!


“What are you watching?”


“CSI.”


“Am I bothering you?”


She whirled around at his question. “What? Why?”


“I don’t know.” He shrugged. “You’re not talking to me, let
alone looking at me.”


“Why should I?”


His eyebrows rose at the obvious venom in her voice. “I
shouldn’t have bailed on the date. It was rude,” he admitted. “But you started
it.”


“I started it?” Her voice rose. “Are you kidding?”


“Nope.” He grabbed her right shoulder and forced her to face
him. “You did.”


She opened her mouth to tell him off some more when she
noticed where his gaze had landed. “Nick?”


“Hmm?”


“What are you doing?”


“You’re not wearing a bra.”


“Duh. It’s too hot.” She fought the urge to cross her arms
over her chest. Why was he looking at her like this? What was going on?


“You’ve got great tits,” he murmured then, almost as if he
was remembering them from that one time on the cliff. His hands on them, his
tongue… Shivers ran up her spine.


“What are you doing?” she repeated, but this time, her voice
was a shriek. “Nick!”


“I’ve already seen you naked, remember?”


“But… But…” Words failed her. He’d grabbed the hem of her
T-shirt and raised it, baring her breasts to the whole wide world. Well, her
den, but still… “Nick!”


“Hello there,” he murmured as he leaned down, his right hand
cupping her breast and tugging it to his awaiting mouth.


This really wasn’t happening. She was dreaming again, wasn’t
she? She gazed down, his blond hair obscuring her view. She gasped at the feel
of his tongue on her nipple. It was unexpected, but so damn nice. She let her
head fall back, her eyes closing as his teeth snapped shut around the nub and
pulled. “God,” she whispered. She felt even warmer than before. Everywhere.
Nick—her Nick—was touching her! And even better, he’d started this. So what did
that mean?


“You taste good, honey.”


She did? He switched sides and attacked her other breast,
licking and sucking and pinching. She felt juices trickle down inside her
shorts, knew she’d be wet if he slid his hand inside and touched her there.


The front door banged shut and her brother’s voice rang out,
“Hey, man, where you at? I thought we were supposed to meet at Sam’s?”


She gasped and sat up straight, knowing she should move,
hide, something. Instead she was frozen into place, her insides still
clenched, her body yearning for only what the man leaning above her could give
her. “Nick,” she whispered, her hands finding his shoulders.


He drew back and swiftly pulled her T-shirt down. With one
last look at her pebbled nipples still visible through the thin cotton, he
grinned and dropped a quick kiss on her parted lips. Standing up, he called
out, “In here! I thought you said I should meet you here.” He left the room.


“Dude, are you losing your mind? You told me specifically to
meet you at the bar. Are you okay?”


“Fine, just fine. Let’s go. A cold beer is just what I need
tonight. Shit, man, you need to get some air in this house. It’s boiling in
here.”


“I know, Luce keeps telling me the same thing. Hey, Luce,
are you here?”


“She’s in the den, watching CSI and pouting. I
wouldn’t bug her if I were you.”


“You did and she kicked you out, huh?”


“Something like that.”


Lucy’s eyes were still wide as she listened to their banter,
then the door closed behind them and she was on her own once more. She looked
down and stared at her heavy breasts, her hardened nipples and the wet spot on
the front of her shorts. She swore out loud. What the hell had just happened?


* * * * *


Alex was having a pool party. Lucy sighed as she stared at
the dozen men and women scattered around their garden. Damn, but she hated her
twin sometimes. He knew she couldn’t stand those things, but he kept trying to
convince her it’d be a great idea, that she’d have a lot of fun if she just let
go. She imagined herself wearing a bikini around his friends and gulped. No,
thank you!


“Where’s your suit?”


She whirled around and gasped. “Nick? What the hell! My door
was closed.”


“Was it?” He shrugged and strode to her. “Where’s your suit?
You should come down and have some fun.”


“I don’t want to.”


“So you’re going to hide in here all evening?”


“Yes.” She crossed her arms and tapped her foot. “Not that
it has anything to do with you. Just leave, why don’t you? Go back to your
women and leave me alone.”


Instead, he turned and opened the first drawer on his right.
“Nice,” he commented as he grabbed a pink lace bra and held it in front of his
face.


“Nick! For pity’s sake.” She rushed him, but he put his hand
up over his head.


The lacy underwear dangled between his fingers, taunting
her. He laughed. “You should see your face, baby.”


“It’s not funny! This is my bedroom and you’re not supposed
to be in here.”


“You’re not supposed to be hiding either, but no one’s
stopping you. Well, apart from me. So, where’s your suit? I know you have one.”


“I don’t want to go outside and you can’t force me. Give it
back!” She leaned on her toes and, pressing her palm against his chest, tried to
pull his arm down.


He rocked back on his heels, but didn’t let go. “Nope. Not
until you’ve changed.”


“That’s not a bikini top, dumbass.”


“I know.” His eyebrows rose, then he fingered the soft lace
between his fingers. “I’d like to see this on you.”


“Huh?” She blinked. What the hell? “What are you doing,
Nick?”


“I thought it’d be evident.”


“No, I don’t mean that. I mean…the flirting.”


Something flashed in his eyes, but he didn’t respond
straightaway. Instead, he put her bra back into the drawer and pawed some more
through her underwear. When he picked a corset with lace garter straps hanging
from it, a growl rang deep in his chest. “Have you worn this before?”


“Sure. You still haven’t answered my question.”


“Would you wear it for me?”


“Seriously, Nick, have you gone crazy or something?”


He sighed and let the lingerie flutter back down. Striding
to the door, he said, “If you’re not outside in your swimsuit or bikini or
whatever in ten minutes, I’ll come back and undress you myself.” With those
parting words, he left her room, and it took her a few minutes to realize he
still hadn’t answered her.


Damn it! She lay down on her bed and stared blankly
at the ceiling. What the hell was going on? Why was he acting like this, almost
as if he wanted a repeat of what they’d done on the hood of his car? Maybe the
sex had been so good he couldn’t help himself? She snorted. “Yeah, right.”


Who was she kidding? This was Nick Santos, the town’s
sexiest bachelor. Sure, he held that title with her brother, the both of them
forces to be reckoned with. Every woman in the whole county wanted to hang out
with them. Every single one of these women thought they’d be the one to make
either man fall into their clutches, get married and have his babies. Not a
single one had succeeded, though. Oh, some of them had been girlfriends for a
few months even, but it never really ended well. They pushed for more and soon
after the relationships ended. She didn’t know how many times she’d heard her
brother or Nick say they were too happy with their lives to risk messing them
up. They weren’t meant to settle down, not now anyway. These were just words
though.


She knew her brother wanted more from life even if he didn’t
show it. She knew him as well as she knew herself. She let out a heavy breath
at the thought of her twin. He was the other half of her soul, the joyful
partying one. He had the same coloring as her, even their faces looked alike,
but on him it fit. He was handsome like the devil, all brown hair and dark
eyes, tall and built like a bull. She was built like a bull too, if the bull
had too-big hips and breasts.


She turned on her side and stared at the open drawer and the
lingerie peeking out of it. Nick had seemed to like it. Even better, he’d
seemed to really enjoy her body that one time. It still surprised her that she
hadn’t been afraid then. She’d taken her clothes off in front of him and she
hadn’t cared, probably because Nick had never seemed to mind the way she
looked.


She’d often wondered if it was because he’d known her
forever or because he’d been scared Alex would smack some sense into him if he
ever did say anything. But then she’d seen the girls he’d dated over the years
and they’d all been different physically. He didn’t seem to have a type and the
women in town loved him all the more for it. Anyone could make a pass at him
and hope he’d respond. Look what she’d done with those blind dates! She wasn’t
any better.


That night was still crystal clear in her mind. The way his
eyes had lit up when she’d leaned back against his car… He’d kissed her.
Caressed her. Made her come. Shivers ran up her spine just as her bedroom door
opened once more.


“Are you gonna hide in here all evening?” her brother asked
from the threshold.


“Isn’t that what I always do?” she shot back as she sat up
and crossed her legs, slightly weirded out he’d stumbled upon her right when
she’d been fantasizing about his best friend.


“Please, Luce. Just this once.”


She rolled her eyes, hating the way he suddenly grinned.
Damn twin connection from hell!


“See you soon then.” He closed the door behind him, already
knowing he’d won.


Lucy knew she could have told him no. Alex would have pouted
but he’d have understood. She could feel how unhappy he was, however. He didn’t
show it, probably hoping she didn’t know what was going on inside him. But she
did, and because she already owed him so much, she’d promised herself she’d do
whatever she could to make him happy again. Her brother deserved it.


She grabbed her black-and-white tankini from her closet and
swiftly changed into it. Ignoring her mind and its sneaky little comments about
her weakness for Nick and his blond good looks, she stepped out of her
bedroom…and let out a shriek.


“Nice.” The man in question was leaning against the opposite
wall, his legs crossed at the ankle. His gaze took a long and lazy detour of
her barely covered body. “Let’s go,” he finally said, offering her his arm as
she walked past him.


She shook her head and went outside of her own volition,
shading her eyes with her palm as she walked down the steps leading to their
back garden. They’d bought the house just for this, really. The swimming pool
took nearly all the space, but it was perfect. It had a Jacuzzi on one side and
steps on the other, sparkling white in the late summer evening.


Women sporting tiny bikinis were playing volleyball against
sun-kissed men with wide smiles. It was noisy, the iPod dock she’d bought Alex
for Christmas on a nearby table playing summer anthems. There was alcohol and
cocktail glasses, but no food. It was a party like all their other parties, the
in-crowd having fun like only it could.


She stopped short when she realized she didn’t know where to
go or what to do. Oh, they accepted her. After all, this was her house too. But
she usually didn’t spend time with them, knowing far too well it was only
because of Alex that she was on speaking terms with most of them.


God, this was awkward. She should have stayed in her room
after all. No, no, no! She was better than this. So what if she had more
curves than any other women present? She was still attractive in her own right.
After all, hadn’t Nick admired her breasts just the night before?


“Guess you won’t be doing laps tonight,” the man in question
said behind her.


She turned and looked up at him. “How do you even know about
that?”


He smirked and took her hand, leading her to the pool steps.
She followed him, all the while wondering what else he knew about her. Sure, he
was her brother’s best friend and spent most of his time hanging around the
place, but she never went outside if she knew he was there. She loved nothing
more than to do laps at night, when the neighborhood was quiet and the water
still warm. It was peaceful, her one escape from reality…and now he knew about
it.


He pulled on her hand all of a sudden and sent her toppling
into the water, her scream cut short when water rushed over her head. He was so
going to pay for this!


 


Nick stared at the woman who’d been occupying his thoughts
for far too long. She was standing only inches away from him, her chest heaving
from the massive tickle fight they’d just had. And yet she was grinning,
looking as if she’d completely forgotten about her earlier reluctance to join
them outside. He watched as she shook her wet hair down her back, then started
walking toward him with her hands raised in front of her, water splashing her
sides. He smirked. If she thought she could take him, she really had another
think coming.


“I don’t think so,” he taunted her, taking a step sideways,
leading her away from the volleyball game.


“I’m gonna get ya,” she called out, her eyes sparkling.


His dick twitched inside his shorts and he forced himself to
stop staring at her so intently. She was just so…luminous. So damn nice. Cute. Sexy.
Yes, definitely sexy, he added inwardly, recalling how wet she’d been around
his pounding cock.


He’d never thought she’d take the initiative, that she would
take her clothes off just like that. It’d blown his mind. He could still see
her tits bouncing with his every thrust, hear her throaty moans as she fell
apart in his arms. She’d been amazing, as good as he’d fantasized, and wasn’t
that a kick in the head?


His mind elsewhere, he didn’t see her propel herself toward
him. He fell back into the water with her on top of him, the others’ laughter
meeting them when they finally emerged spitting water. They looked at each
other and started giggling.


Life was very good indeed.


* * * * *


Lucy was thinking of the night before as she spread
chocolate icing onto the cupcakes she’d just baked. She should have let them
cool down a little, but she was tired and wanted to go to bed. It was warm in
the kitchen, perspiration clinging to her forehead, her cheeks, the back of her
neck. She thought of the pool outside and how nice it would feel to be in it
right now. Instead, she focused on the little cakes and kept at her task.


The pool party had been a revelation. One, because no one
had commented on her or the fact she was wearing a swimsuit…or the way she
looked in it. Two, because she’d had fun. She’d dunked Nick, had been dunked by
him. Then Alex had joined the melee and soon everyone had been in the pool,
splashing each other. They’d come out and had ordered pizzas, people sitting
wherever they could. They’d chatted, talking about everything and anything, and
it’d felt good to be included. She’d had fun. Who’d have guessed?


“You’ve got chocolate on your chin.”


She jumped at the unexpected male voice, groaning inwardly
when she recognized it. Was he stalking her now? “What are you doing here?”


“We just got back. Lex sent me in here for beers.”


She gestured to the fridge. “Then get them and leave.”


He tsked. “Lucy, come on.”


“What?” She looked back down at her cakes, frowning as she
spread icing as smoothly as she could.


“What are you doing?”


“What does it look like?”


He grunted. “In this heat?”


“No choice. There’s a farewell party at work tomorrow and I
said I’d bake cupcakes.”


“You could have bought them instead.”


She shook her head. “Nah. They’re not complicated, just time
consuming.”


He watched her in silence and she wondered how long he’d
stand there. Probably until her brother got impatient and called out for his
beer. Turned out she was wrong. Before she could guess his intentions, his
fingers found her chin and nudged her head up. “You’ve got chocolate on your
face,” he repeated, his gaze intense on her.


“Nick?” she whispered. Too late.


His face lowered, his lips brushing her cheek seconds later.
His mouth glided down to her chin, then back up again, licking her bottom lip.
She stopped a moan from escaping her throat, but he wasn’t finished. His hands
spread over the back of her head, fingers clutching her hair as he pushed her
face into the position he wanted. And then with a low growl, he took her mouth
for a deep, hard kiss.


This time she moaned. She couldn’t help herself. Nor could
she help her arms from looping around his neck, her body from swaying into his.
The kitchen counter was hard against her hip, but she didn’t care. She was too
busy kissing him, enjoying the way he seemed to know just how to tangle his
tongue around hers. When he pulled apart, they stared at each other, both
panting a little.


“Whenever you want, bro!” Alex’s voice rang from the den.


Nick opened the fridge behind her and took out two Buds,
popping the caps and dropping them into the nearby trash. “I gotta go.” He squeezed
her shoulder as he walked past her and she watched the door swing shut behind
him.


What the hell? Again? She groaned and rubbed her face.
“Cupcakes,” she reminded herself. Yes, she had work to do. She’d think about
the enigma that he’d suddenly become later.


Much later…


 


“You do know that if you hurt her, I’ll have to hurt you
too. Right?”


“Yeah.”


“What’s going on, Nick? I thought you weren’t going to act
on this.”


“I’m trying,” he bit out, his gaze stuck on the movie they
were watching. “You’re the one who set us up on another date.”


“She begged me, okay? Try having your twin beg you and we’ll
talk about it.”


“I don’t have a twin.”


“My point exactly.”


“Fuck,” Nick swore. He raked his fingers through his hair
and added, his voice low, “I don’t want to hurt her. I just… Something happened
the other night and she… Hell, I don’t know how to explain it.”


“You promised you wouldn’t make a move on her,” Alex
reminded him, as if he’d ever forget.


“That was years ago.”


“The promise still holds! What do you think will happen if
you get together and then you do the usual and break up with her after a couple
of months? I’ll have to choose between my twin sister and my best friend. I
don’t want to freaking choose!”


“Then you shouldn’t have set us up in the first place.”


“Argh! She begged me. She’s in love with you, dumbass.”


“I know she is,” Nick growled back. “I’m trying not to act
on it, okay?”


“Then try harder. And for fuck’s sake, stop flirting with
her.”


He nodded, but his thoughts were spinning inside his head.
He couldn’t help but think of Lucy and her luscious body. How her tits had felt
under his tongue only a few nights ago. And then yesterday, her eyes shining as
she tried to dunk him in the pool. The taste of chocolate in her mouth earlier
tonight, the way she’d kissed him as if he was her everything… Fuck, he had it
bad.


Who’d have thought he’d fall in love with little Lucy, his
best friend’s twin? They’d grown up together and he’d known for years that she
liked him. She’d had a big crush on him when she was a teenager, but now she
was all grown up and she was still a handful. A perfect handful, he
commented inwardly.


He’d tried everything to push her away. He’d thought he’d
managed to make her hate him once, but no, the feelings were still there. And
now he was stuck too. He couldn’t let her go. She was perfect for him after
all. She understood who he was. She got him. But he’d made that promise
to Alex and he couldn’t break it. He wouldn’t. Even if it killed him…and her.


He’d lied to his friend, hadn’t told him he’d already broken
his word and had taken her like a cheap woman on the hood of his car. She’d
felt so good though. She felt good whenever he laid his hands on her, his mouth
on hers.


His muscles hardened and he shook his head. No. He
had to stop this before it hurt them all. He couldn’t come here anymore. He
couldn’t see her again. Otherwise he’d do something he’d regret, like make love
to her again.


He needed to stay away. Forever. Or at least until the need
left him.






Chapter Three


 


“Have you guys argued or something?” Lucy asked one evening
weeks later. She watched her brother’s fork pause in the air.


“What do you mean?”


“Nick. He hasn’t been here in forever. I thought maybe you’d
had an argument or something.”


“We’re not women, Luce. We don’t argue.”


She snorted. “Right. So?”


“So what?”


Her eyes flashed. “Don’t mess with me, Lex. I know
something’s going on.”


“Is that so?” He stared back at her across their kitchen
table.


“Alexander James, answer me!”


He rolled his eyes and stood up, opening the fridge and
grabbing a can of Bud from the pack on the lowest shelf. “You’re not Mom, Luce.
That doesn’t work on me.”


“Come on, Lex, what’s going on?”


“It doesn’t concern you.” He slammed the fridge shut and
strode to the door. “I’m going out. Don’t wait up.”


Shit, she thought as she watched him leave. She could
feel his unease deep inside her. He was hurt too. Angry. The mix of emotions
swirled, almost sending her toppling to the floor. What the hell was going on?
Afraid for her brother, she stood up and hurried to the office they shared on
the landing. She sat behind the desk and tugged the phone toward her, hitting
speed dial 1.


“Yo.” The voice rang in her ear, making her grab the edge of
the desk with clamped fingers.


“Nick? It’s Lucy.”


“Luce? What’s going on? Is there a problem?”


“No. Yes. I don’t know. Can you come over?”


“Now?”


“Yes.”


A pause, then, “I’ll be right there.” He hung up and she
blinked at the phone in her hand, wondering if maybe she hadn’t just made a
very big mistake…


 


“Where’s Alex?” Nick stormed into the den, looking like a
jean-clad Viking about to go to war.


“He’s not here,” she said, standing up from the sofa where
she’d been anxiously waiting.


“What’s going on? Where is he? Why did you call me?”


“Please, sit down.”


“Luce!” he groaned. “What the fuck is going on?”


“That’s what I wanted to ask you.”


He was in the middle of dropping down onto the couch, but he
still managed to send her an incredulous look. “What?”


“What’s going on? Why haven’t you been here in weeks? Did
you and Alex argue? It’s my fault, isn’t it?” she added at the end, unable to
stop herself from asking the question that had been torturing her ever since
she’d realized something was wrong. Very wrong.


Nick stared at her in silence before asking, “He doesn’t
know I’m here, does he?”


She shook her head, worrying her lower lip with her teeth.
“No. He went out. I just… I can’t take it anymore, Nick. He’s unhappy. You’re
his best friend and yet I haven’t seen you in forever. You used to be here
every day!”


“I know.”


“So tell me… What can I do? I hate seeing him like this.
It’s my fault, isn’t it? It’s because of what happened between us.”


“Nothing happened between us!” he snapped.


She jerked back in her seat, her eyes blinking. “Oh.” She
rubbed her arms, feeling cold all of a sudden. “Right. Hmm.”


“Fuck, Lucy, don’t look at me like this.”


She blinked again. “Like what?”


“Like I just shot all your dreams to pieces. Please, baby,
don’t do this. I’m trying here.”


“Trying to do what?”


“Trying to…” he paused, then sighed. His gaze focused on a
point behind her head, almost as if he couldn’t bear looking at her. “It’s not
because we’ve had sex that… We’ll never be a couple. You do realize that, Lucy,
right?”


She caught the gasp before it could explode from her parted
lips. Instead she managed to utter a weak, “Huh, sure. Sure.” A deep breath,
then, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have called you. I…” She stood up, wavering on
her feet, unsure of what to do next.


“Lucy,” he whispered, finding her hand, clasping their
fingers together. “I didn’t mean to make you cry, sweetheart. I don’t want to
hurt you.”


“I’m not crying.” She sniffed and rubbed her eyes, hoping he
wouldn’t see the telltale moisture on her hand.


“Baby…”


“Don’t baby me!” she shot back, tugging her fingers free.
“You should leave, Nick.”


“I can’t leave you like this.”


“Why the hell not? I got the message, okay? You don’t want
me. That’s fine. Nothing will ever happen between us. End of the discussion.”


He stood up, towering over her like he usually did. She
ignored it this time, ignored how petite he made her feel, how cherished.
Instead all she wanted to do was push on his chest and send him flying. She
wished for superpowers so she could slam him out of the front door and never
let him in ever again. “Lucy,” he said, her name barely a whisper on his lips.


“Leave, please.”


“Don’t.” His hands found her hips, holding her into place.
“Look at me.”


“No.”


“Lucy.” That’s all he did. Say her name. But it worked. Damn
it, it worked! She looked up, his gaze catching hers, his fingers tightening on
her soft flesh. “Damned if I do, damned if I don’t,” he murmured. Before she
could process his words, his head lowered and he kissed her.


He kissed her like he hadn’t in weeks, passion clear in
every caress of his tongue, every brush of his fingers slipping under her top.
Shivers ran up her spine, his hands soon following. He pressed her against his
body and she had to physically stop herself from rocking her hips into the
erection she could feel so hard against her stomach. She moaned into his mouth,
her fingers sliding into the neck of his shirt. His skin was soft and so very
warm. She traced circles, just as his tongue circled hers. She was falling…


“No,” he panted, pushing her away from him. “No, I can’t do
this.”


“Nick?” She blinked. Oh God, he’d kissed her again and now
he was regretting it? This was even worse than before!


“Shit, baby, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.”


“Why not?” Her voice was low, nearly unintelligible.


“I can’t have a relationship with you, Lucy. I can’t.”


She gulped. “That’s fine. I don’t want one anyway. I’m not
ready to settle down. I just…” Her brain was spinning and it suddenly hit her.
“I want sex.”


He reared back. “Sex? What the hell?”


She nodded. “What we did on your car, that was amazing. I
want some more of that. I know I’m not very experienced but…you are.”


He frowned. “You want to have sex? With me?”


“Yup. As much as possible. Of course, we’ll have to be
careful and hide it from Alex. I don’t think he’ll be happy to know you’re
banging his sister.”


“Banging his sister,” Nick repeated. “Seriously, Luce, you
want me to be your fuck buddy?”


“Yes!” That was the term she’d been looking for. “I want to
try some things out, you know, things I’ve read about or seen on TV, but I
can’t trust other men not to take advantage. I trust you.”


That did the trick. He brushed his face with the palm of his
hand, but when he looked at her again, she could see she’d won. It was there in
his eyes, in the lust clearly spelled on his face. “How?” he asked.


Shit, she hadn’t thought that far. “Well, I guess we could
go away for the weekend. I could say I’m visiting some old college friends and
you could come up with an excuse too. Even if we drive separately, we could
meet up somewhere. What do you say?”


He stared at her, unmoving for a moment, making her wonder
if maybe she hadn’t gone too far. But no, he bent his head and nipped the lobe
of her ear. “You’re on,” he whispered.


She forced herself not to shout out in triumph. She’d get
more time with Nick and she’d work on him, try to repair whatever had happened
with Alex. Oh and she’d get sex too.


The thought made her insides clench, so when he kissed her
again she was already moaning.


* * * * *


“Do you have enough cash for gas?”


“Seriously, Alex, you sound like Dad. I’m fine! I’m an adult
and it’s only a couple hours by car. Stop worrying.”


“I can’t. You’re my sister. It’s what I do.”


She rolled her eyes. “Come here, brother from hell, and give
me a hug.”


He sighed, but let her embrace him, both relaxing in each
other’s arms. “Be careful,” he said as he took a step back. “And call me if
there’s anything, all right?”


“Yes, Dad.”


“Lucy!”


“I will, I will.”


“Have fun too.”


“Oh, I will,” she repeated, this time with a big smile.
“Have a good weekend, Lex. See you late on Sunday night.”


“Okay. Call me when you get there!”


She shook her head as she slid into her car, exhilaration
pumping through her. She was on her way to meet Nick. Finally!


She put her small SUV into gear and waved at her brother, a
sharp pain bursting inside her at the reminder she was lying to him.


He’d been taking care of her ever since their parents had
died in a car accident when they’d been in college. He’d dropped out and found
a job, forcing her to stay and earn a degree while he labored away so they
could have money. She’d always tried to be the best at everything, knowing she
owed it to him to lessen his worries as best she could. But now she was stuck
in this image she’d created, the shy woman who spent more time with books than
with actual people.


And now that they were in a better situation, now that they
both held jobs and had even found a nice house to live in, Alex had let go. He
was having the carefree years he should have had years ago. But he still wasn’t
happy. She knew it and she hated that she couldn’t do anything about it.


Look at her now, going behind his back for the first time…
Still smiling, she waved a final time and sped away, unease growing.


No! She forced the thoughts away. This weekend was
for her. She wouldn’t worry about anything but what to wear for Nick or how to
pleasure him like he’d never been pleasured before. She deserved some fun. She
did. She’d been waiting years for this chance with Nick and she wouldn’t blow
it.


She focused on the coming two days. Remembering what she’d
packed in her small suitcase, she grinned and hit the pedal.


* * * * *


Nick had gone all out and rented a lakeside cabin, complete
with its own dock and whirlpool spa. The interior was luxurious, from the huge
kitchen to the fireplace in the den. It had wooden beams and thick carpet,
marble in the bathroom and satin sheets on the bed. It was unlike anywhere
she’d ever stayed before and Lucy knew how much he’d spent to make this a
weekend to remember. Her heart melted a little, and she turned around, smiling
as she hooked her arms around his neck. “Thanks,” she whispered against his
lips, letting him take over the kiss.


They’d put their bags in the main bedroom after having
explored their surroundings a little, but now she was ready for this to begin.
Her nipples were hard inside her bra; her panties were a lot less dry than on
the way over. She was ready for this, for him… So she told him.


“Fuck, baby,” he growled, his hands slipping under her shirt
to palm her waist. “Are you sure?”


“Nick, please.” She leaned up on her toes and nipped his
lower lip, loving the way his fingers tightened around her in reaction.


It took him only a few seconds to open up her shirt and draw
it down her arms. He eyed her lacy bra, the one he’d picked in her drawer that
day, and smiled. “Thanks.”


She laughed, the sound cut short when his head dipped and
his tongue found the curve of her breast. “Oh!” His turn to chuckle. His
unshaved jaw tickled her skin at the movement, the soft blond stubble making
her break into goose bumps.


“I missed those,” he growled as his thumbs dug under the
lace and her breasts popped out. He palmed them softly, his fingers spreading
out, then tensing. Once. Twice.


She felt her back arch, her body unconsciously bowing to
give him more access. He chose that moment to enclose her nipples between hard
fingers. The pinch was so pleasurable she let out a moan, her eyes closing at
the sheer intensity of the caress. That’s when she realized she would never be
able to wait. She wanted him inside her now. She didn’t want foreplay,
nor did she need it. She was so wet, so ready for him…


Opening her eyes, she grabbed his shoulders and pushed him
backward. “Hey!” he complained, obviously not liking being interrupted. That
didn’t last long, especially when she unclasped her bra and muttered, her voice
husky, “Bedroom. Need you. Now.”


“Right.” He blinked, then took control, pulling her behind
him, almost running through the house in his haste to get to the four-poster
bed and its silky coverlet.


He pushed her down and laughed when she bounced and shrieked,
her hair flying in every direction. “Nick!”


“I thought you were in a hurry?” he asked, a teasing glint
in his eyes as he stood there and began undressing.


Lucy moved to a kneeling position in the middle of the bed
and watched him. He worked in construction and it showed—from his wide
shoulders and muscled arms to his upper half tanned from the hours he spent
outside without a shirt on.


When he dropped his pants, though, she nearly had a heart
attack. Wow, she mouthed to herself. Sure, she’d known he had a hot
body, but this time it was different. That body was going to be in the same
bed. All damn weekend!


Something she’d never felt before sparked inside her. Last
time, on his car, she’d reacted to the situation and everything had happened so
fast. This time, however, it would be different. She’d been waiting years for
this moment and now that it was here she’d do everything for it to be perfect.
She just had to grab her courage with both hands and go for it. It had sounded
easy when she’d planned this the night before, all safe in her own bed, but now
she was here and he looked so damn good… Lucy took a deep breath. No, she could
do this. This was Nick. She trusted him. He wouldn’t make fun of her. He wanted
her. Hell, she could see his hardened cock from here!


And so, as he hurriedly took his shoes off, she sat back
down and slowly, hopefully seductively, drew her shorts down her legs. When she
knew she had his undivided attention, she turned around and lay on her stomach.


He groaned out loud at the sight of her lacy thong panties.
“Fuck, baby, d’you want to kill me or what?”


Relief swirled through her. She laughed a little and settled
her chin on her crossed arms, her feet waving in the air as if she didn’t have
a care in the world. This was new for her, flirting like this, ignoring the way
her curves usually made her feel, focusing only on making Nick happy. It felt
so good, though, to let go and be the woman she usually was in her dreams. That
sexy woman who knew what to say or do every damn time, unlike the real her who
tended to go quiet when confronted with a situation she wasn’t sure about.


She could be that woman this weekend. She would be
that woman. Resolute, she called over her shoulder, “Like it?”


“I love it,” came his response, his voice soft, just as the
bed dipped. He grabbed her ankles and forced her legs wider.


She gasped, but he wasn’t finished. Far from it, actually.
He pressed his bare body down until her ass cushioned his cock, her back his
chest. He blew her hair away from her nape and dropped a soft kiss on the side
of her neck.


“Mmm,” he whispered. “You smell good. I’m sure you taste
good too.”


“God.”


He chuckled at her groan and rocked his hips, rubbing his
cock against the lace dividing her butt cheeks. “I like the lingerie, baby, but
I think it’s time for it to come off.”


“Be my guest.” She pushed on her knees, trying to dislodge
him.


He slid off her and slapped her ass, making her squeal.
“Move up, baby.” He nudged her.


She moved onto her hands and knees and exhaled when she felt
his hands slide up her thighs. He tugged on her panties and pulled them down,
one leg after the other. She was completely naked and his face was only inches
from her pussy. Her insides clenched, moisture trickling down. Her face heated
up, but she should have remembered who she was with.


Fingertips parted her inner lips, a loud growl echoing
behind her only seconds later. “Fuck, baby, you’re so wet.”


Only for you, she thought, but did not repeat the
words out loud. Instead, she pushed back against his hand and said, “Please,
Nick.”


“Not so fast. I need to taste you first.”


Taste me? “Oh God,” she moaned just as his tongue
flicked her clit. She grabbed a pillow with both hands and hid her face.


“Just as good as I remembered,” he murmured, using his
thumbs to open her even more. “Look at you, all red and glistening.” He pressed
his tongue inside her. His unshaved chin brushed against her pussy, making her
jerk up. He growled and hooked a heavy arm around her hips, holding her down.


She was already so close she could feel that heady heat
blossom inside her. “Nick. Oh, Nick, please.”


“I want to hear you scream, Lucy.”


“I…” She was going to say something, but his teeth had just
clamped around her clit, effectively rendering her mindless. One more lick, one
more nip, and she went flying. She was pretty sure she shouted something too.


“Brace yourself,” he said seconds later.


He moved behind her, his fingers digging into her hips. The
head of his cock brushed against her entrance. He was inside her in one long
thrust she felt to her core.


“Fuck, yes,” he breathed out.


Still coming down from that lovely orgasm, Lucy smiled. “So,
are you going to move anytime soon?” She rolled her hips back.


“Witch.” He slid out of her and rammed back in.


It was as if a switch had been flipped. She clasped the
covers in both hands, trying to hold herself up, his thrusts hard and
unforgiving. Her head hung down, her eyes widening when she saw his hands glide
up her front. He squeezed her breasts, the dual sensation making her arousal
spike.


This was Nick fucking her as if his body had been taken over
by a hungry incubus. These were his hands, his fingers tweaking her nipples
into hard little points. This was the man she’d loved for longer than she could
remember, pushing so deep inside her she wasn’t sure where he started and she
ended.


Her walls clenched around his pounding cock. He groaned
behind her and tightened his hold on her. “Come for me,” he whispered. “Come
for me, Lucy.”


That was all it took really. Just hearing her name on his lips.
Feeling him so deep inside her, and for once it not being a fantasy. It was
reality. Oh yes, it was.


She let go and let the pleasure overwhelm her. She screamed,
her head snapping up. He shouted something behind her, but she was too out of
it to understand. When the wave receded, she collapsed on the bed, her body
racked with aftershocks.


Nick’s big body cuddled her from behind and she smiled when
he kissed her shoulder almost absentmindedly. This was the start of something
good, she was sure of it.


* * * * *


“Are you sure about this?” Nick asked, his voice soft. “We
can always do something else, baby.”


“Nope.” She shook her head, her hair flying past her nose.
“I wanna try it. I keep hearing you guys talking about it and…I trust you.”


“It’s still gonna hurt, Luce.”


“I know!”


“All right, all right. Move onto your hands and knees.
That’s it. I’m gonna add some more lube, okay?”


She grunted something in reply, her focus on her ass and
what he was doing to it. He’d played with her already, inserting one, then two
fingers to widen her rim. It’d felt strange at first, but had progressively
improved, especially when Nick had leaned down and teased her clit with his
tongue at the same time. God, but he was good at this…


She shivered, and it only worsened when he whispered,
“Ready?”


Nodding, she grabbed hold of the coverlet and held on tight.
Why did I ask him to do this? Am I nuts? The thoughts whirled through
her head as she felt the bed dip behind her, then his palms were spreading her
wide and…his cock was there. Pushing unrelentingly, forcing her rose open,
pushing and pushing. “God.” She squeezed her eyes closed.


“Nearly there, sweetheart. Nearly there.”


He was right. It gave just seconds later, Nick’s satisfied
growl ringing over their heads. It hurt, just as he had warned her. His cock
was huge, and yet she didn’t think she could have trusted anyone else to do
this. It was clear in every one of his movements that he cared for her, that he
didn’t want to push her too far too fast. He slid inside her, inch by slow
inch, until her whole lower half felt heavy and pushed to the limit.


It was such a weird sensation, lessened only by the soft
kisses he kept dropping on her nape. Then he switched to little licks and nips,
his mouth sucking on the tender skin of her shoulder. He was giving her a
hickey!


She couldn’t think of anything else. Nick was marking her.
He was leaving the imprint of his teeth on her, the man who’d said they
couldn’t have a relationship… What the hell did that mean? Had he changed his
mind? Could that be it?


His right hand slid down her rounded stomach and started
teasing her clit in time with his slow thrusts. She redirected her focus to
that touch, and when her insides clenched in anticipation of her impending
orgasm, she knew she’d made the right choice in trusting Nick.


With everything.


Heat spread throughout her. She squeezed her muscles around
Nick’s cock, wanting—no, needing—him to come with her.


“Fuck. Tell me you’re there, baby,” he groaned, his hand
slipping from between her legs. He grabbed hold of her hips and started
thrusting harder. “Luce?”


“I’m gonna come,” she replied breathlessly. “I want you…
Same time… Nick!” Her head snapped back as she shouted, her orgasm rushing over
her, obliterating her every thought.


His cock hardened even more inside her and then he was
shouting too, his fingertips digging into her flesh as if he needed to anchor
himself. Her muscles weak, she fell down, taking him with her. He was heavy on
top of her but she didn’t care. She was still reliving that amazing rush of
pleasure. God, no wonder people liked anal. That had been surreal!


“That was unbelievable, baby,” Nick murmured into her hair
before he pulled away from her. It felt a little awkward when his cock popped
out of her ass with a wet sound. She scrunched up her nose but he was already
turning her around, leaning down to lick his way inside her mouth. She wrapped
her arms around his neck and moaned, shivers running up her spine.


She watched as he climbed off the bed and slid the condom
off, sending it flying toward a nearby trash can. He looked up at her then and
grinned. She smiled back, forcing the “I love you” she’d been about to say back
where it belonged.


This was only supposed to be some fun time spent between
friends, fuck buddies as he’d said. No emotions, no feelings. God help me,
she thought as she moved on her side, her eyes still on him. He was making her
fall even more in love with him and he had no idea…






Chapter Four


 


They hadn’t moved and were still in bed hours later. At some
point Nick had gone to the kitchen and brought back things to snack on, a water
bottle for her and a beer for him. The remnants of their picnic in bed littered
the nightstand. Lucy stared at them, knowing she really should move from her
comfy position on his chest and clean up.


She sighed. “We should do something.”


“Hmm,” he yawned. “Like what?”


“I don’t know. What time is it?”


He turned his head and squinted at the clock on the bedside
table. “Five something.”


She couldn’t help but laugh. “We spent all day in bed!”


“Wasn’t that the purpose of this weekend?” he replied,
grabbing her butt with his left hand.


Shaking her head, she moved so she was looking into his
eyes. “Sure, but I think I need a break.”


She watched as his eyes darkened. “Did I hurt you?” He sat
up, forcing her down so he could look her over. “I know I was a bit rough, but,
baby, you should have told me.”


“I’m okay. Nick!” She batted his hands away. “I’m fine, I
promise. It’s just…hmm, I’m not used to so much, you know.”


“Fucking?”


She rolled her eyes as she slipped out of bed. “Exactly.
Let’s take a break, okay?”


He stood up and stretched, rendering her speechless for a
second at the sight of all those muscles moving under tanned golden skin. “What
about we explore the lake a bit? You packed your suit, right?” She nodded.
“Cool. Let’s go swim, then. I feel an urge to dunk you.”


Two seconds later, she’d rounded the bed and tackled him.
They fell on the bed and bounced, laughter echoing loudly in the room as they
mock-wrestled each other.


 


The scene was eerily familiar a short time later, except
they were now grasping at wet limbs, their shrieks ringing loudly over the
otherwise peaceful lake.


“Don’t you dare!” Lucy stood as far as she possibly could
before the water hit her mouth. The lake seemed clean enough, but it still
wasn’t pool-clean, or clear for that matter. She put her hands in front of her
and repeated, “Don’t!”


“Ha ha, now who’s the chicken?”


“Very mature, Nick.” He grinned, clearly not insulted. “Come
on, stop it.”


“Nah. I don’t think so.”


She huffed, crossing her arms in front of her in a fake show
of bravado. He jumped on the opportunity and had wrapped himself around her two
seconds later.


“Gotcha.” Before she could try to get away, he lowered his
head and took her mouth. The kiss was unexpected, but definitely not
unwelcomed. He let her move her arms, so she hooked them around his neck and
hung on, moaning when he deepened the kiss. His hands slid under the water,
clasping the back of her thighs and forcing her legs up.


Lucy pulled back and uttered an unintelligible protest, but
he wasn’t going to take no for an answer. He nudged her face with his chin, and
as soon as their gazes locked together, he smirked. “You know when you said you
wanted this weekend so you could try new things?” She nodded. “Well, that’s
something I’ve always wanted to try.”


She licked her lips and asked, “What’s that?”


“Sex in the water. With you.”


“With me?”


“Yeah.” His fingers squeezed her thighs, almost as if he
couldn’t help himself with the images running through his head. “I watch you,
you know. When you’re swimming in the pool every evening.”


“Every evening?” she repeated, her voice half-strangled.


He chuckled. “Well, every evening I’m hanging out with your
brother. I time my arrival so I’m there to see you swim. Then I watch you get
out of the water. I’ve had many fantasies about joining you, let me tell you
that.”


Oh God. Nick had fantasized about her! Her insides clenched.
Her nipples hardened. Her heart skipped a beat.


“Nick,” she whispered, almost climbing up his body in her
haste to claim his mouth again.


They kissed, the rest of the world forgotten. Nothing
existed but the heat between them, in them. Nick’s cock pressed against her
swimsuit-covered pussy, his wet chest against her barely restrained breasts. As
soon as he started rocking, she knew she was going to come.


Right there.


Right now.


“Nick! Oh God. I think I… Nick!”


He stared down at her and she knew the second he understood
what she hadn’t been able to articulate. With a muffled grunt, his fingertips
digging into her skin, he settled lower on his haunches. It forced her legs to
open wider, her body’s weight pulling her down. She gasped, fireworks erupting
inside her.


She tightened her legs around him. His cock jerked against
her pussy and she began sliding her hand down between their bodies, wanting to
grasp him, push their swimsuits out of the way and impale herself on him.


A moan echoed somewhere behind them.


They jerked apart at the sound, Lucy falling backward with a
splash. The orgasm that had consumed her body only seconds before was
completely forgotten as she emerged from the water and whirled around, only to
come face-to-face with a beaming couple watching them from a nearby dock.


“Shit,” she muttered under her breath. “They saw me, right?”


Nick looped his arm around her shoulders and brought her
close to him. He nodded. “No doubt about it. Probably heard you too.”


She felt herself start to blush, especially when the couple
started waving at them. It got worse when they called out and said, “Please,
don’t stop on our account!”


“Eeek,” Lucy couldn’t help but squeak out. “Who are these
people?”


“Our neighbors, I’m guessing.”


She snorted at Nick’s reply. “What should we do?”


“Huh. Be polite and go talk to them?”


“Do we have to?” She took a step back. “I mean, they just
saw me…you know.”


“Hump me and come while screaming like a banshee?”


“Nick!” She turned to him and hit him on the shoulder.
“Behave.”


“That’s not what you were saying two minutes ago.” He
smirked.


“Stop it!”


“Oh, look, darling, they’re so cute.” The woman’s voice rang
above them and this time there was no way they could ignore them.


Sighing, Lucy followed Nick as he stepped through the
still-not-clear-enough water, a smile ready on his face as he waved at their
neighbors. “Hey there,” he called out as he came to a stop just feet from the
dock.


“Well, hello there,” the woman, who looked to be in her
forties, said with a wink. “Looks like you two are having fun. Are you renting
the Wilsons’ place?”


“Yes. Just for the weekend.”


“Oh, that’s a shame. We like having new people around. But
that reminds me, what are you doing tonight?”


The man at her side laughed and grabbed her waist. “I think
I know what they’ll be doing, dear.”


“Shush, Toby. Let’s not embarrass them.” Too late,
Lucy thought with a shudder. They were still talking however. “We’re hosting
this small party tonight. You two should come. The more the merrier, as we
say!”


She half listened to Nick saying they’d try to make it, all
the while focusing on how empty she felt. She needed something here! She
yearned to feel his cock deep inside her, her body softened by her earlier
orgasm. Unable to stop herself, she let her hand fall into the water and curve
around his seriously nicely formed backside.


He twitched, but kept on talking. She decided to up the ante
and slid her hand beneath the elastic at his waist. Her fingertips grazed his
lower back, kept on going until she hit the top of his ass. He twitched again
and she grinned. Turnabout was fair play after all.


His hand shot out and clasped her wrist, holding her
captive. She looked up, startled, but he was still amiably chatting away. Argh!
Okay, she needed to pull out the big guns. Forcing her hand down, she heard him
grunt in reaction, but didn’t stop. Instead, she opened her fingers wide and
cupped his butt cheek. She squeezed. Once. Twice.


Feeling very proud of herself, she grinned as she leaned
against his broad back. Now all she needed to do was slip her hand to the front
and… Yes, tighten her fingers around his cock. Mmm. She watched a water
droplet slowly make its way down his spine and moved to catch it with her
tongue.


This time, his other hand shot out and he pulled her tight
behind him. “Not now!” he hissed, but that only made her giggle.


She listened as he said goodbye to the couple, reassuring
them that, yes indeed, they would try to make it to their party tonight. Suuure,
she thought with a grimace. She could just imagine what type of party it would
be!


Two seconds later, Nick had whirled around and tugged her to
him. She splashed against his chest and looked up, grinning even wider when she
felt his hard-as-a-rock cock bump into her. “Need something?” she murmured as
she snuggled closer.


“You’re gonna pay for that, you know,” he muttered, pushing
her backward toward their own dock.


“Ohhh,” she couldn’t help but say. “Am I really? What do you
have in mind?”


He laughed out loud, shaking his head as if he couldn’t
quite believe her. “I tell you I’m gonna make you pay and that’s your
reaction?”


“Hey, I’m easy.” She scrunched up her nose when she realized
what she’d just said. “Huh, I didn’t mean that the way it sounded.” He laughed
even more, nearly bent double as guffaws echoed around them. “Nick!” She
slapped his shoulder, to no effect. “Men, I’m telling you,” she muttered under
her breath as she turned around and walked toward the shore.


“We do have our uses.” His voice rang behind her just before
he grabbed her shoulders and pushed her down into the water.


Another battle began…


* * * * *


He watched her step out of the bedroom a few hours later and
felt his breath hitch. She was wearing a short, swingy blue dress, the color
vibrant against her tanned skin. Between the cleavage on show and the high
heels she wore, lengthening her legs until all he could think about was how
they were going to feel wrapped around him, it was a wonder he could still
think. He gulped, working saliva back into his mouth, and willed his erection
down. For now, at least.


She stopped a few feet away from him, her gaze on him,
hesitant. Oh, he got it. Dumbass, he thought with a wince. She was
worried and wanted a reaction, a compliment, something from him that showed he
approved of her dressing up for him. Not like he’d reacted last time…


Forcing his feet to move, he came to a stand in front of
her. He usually towered over her, but the heels meant she stood tall enough for
her mouth to be just inches from his. He admired the red lipstick she’d
expertly applied and imagined those soft lips stretched wide around his cock.
He stopped himself from reaching for her, and instead, caught her gaze. “You
look amazing.”


Relief evident in her eyes, she smiled and replied, “You
don’t look too bad either.”


He looked down at himself and shrugged. “Not as good as you,
believe me.” He’d just put on nice jeans and a shirt, nothing remotely fancy.
He had a jacket he could wear on top, in case the restaurant he’d booked for
their dinner was way fancier than he’d expected. “Are you ready to go?”


She nodded and accepted his arm. His palm brushed her lower
back as he let her step out of the house first, his gaze automatically drawn to
her ass. He’d never seen her in heels before because he was damn sure he’d have
remembered. Her gait was different, her hips gently swaying from left to right
in a hypnotic rhythm. Shit, she was going to kill him. There was just no way he
was going to last the evening with her looking like that.


He gulped once again and locked the door, directing his feet
toward his car and the lovely woman waiting for him there. He was so, so
screwed…






Chapter Five


 


Nick looked amazing, Lucy thought as she admired him from
across the table. He’d booked a table at a restaurant that was decidedly
romantic, candlelight making his expression dreamy. What were they doing here
if this weekend was only supposed to be about sex and more sex? She bit her lip
and focused her gaze instead on the couple at the table on their right. They
looked so in love, she mused, lost in each other’s eyes as if nothing else in
the world was important. Their hands were clasped together, their voices soft.
Lucy watched them and yearned.


She’d never had a relationship like that, love like that.
Sure, she’d had boyfriends before, but none had been romantic. Oh, they’d given
her flowers from time to time, but it’d been only when she’d reminded them
about a specific occasion or anniversary. She was a romantic at heart, however,
and reading romance novels probably hadn’t helped her get over it.


“Luce?”


Nick’s voice brought her back to the moment and she pasted a
smile on her face as she looked back at him. “Yes?”


“How was your dessert?”


She looked down at her plate and felt her eyes widen when
she realized there was nothing there. She’d eaten it all and couldn’t remember
even taking a bite. God, she had it bad. Licking her lips, she tilted her head
and replied, “It was great. Yours?”


“Mine too. Do you want something else?”


Catching his hungry gaze, she understood his implied meaning
and forced her thoughts to turn back to sex. “Just you,” she said with a smirk.


“Oh, really.” His voice low, he grabbed her hand and
squeezed it. “How would you like me?”


Breath hitching, she struggled to remain focused on the game
they were playing. “Huh, why don’t we go…back to the car so I can show you?”


His eyes flashed and he was standing next to her, offering
her his hand only a moment later. She grabbed it, let herself be pulled out of
her chair, and careful not to look at that other couple, let him lead her away.
She didn’t say anything as he paid the bill but she was stumbling by the time
they reached his car, uneasiness warring with eagerness inside her. She wanted
him; she couldn’t deny it. Nick was slowly becoming her own personal drug, her
way of forgetting about everything else, but she wanted more… She wanted it
all.


He trapped her against his car and nudged her face up, their
mouths only inches away. She could feel his breath tickle her parted lips when
he said, his voice just above a whisper, “Remember the last time we were
against my car?”


She shivered, trying to force the memories back. It didn’t
work. Images of their first time together flashed behind her closed eyelids and
she found herself moaning, her hands finding his shoulders to hold on to.
“Nick…”


“You totally took me by surprise that day, you know. You
took your clothes off and all I could do was stare and think about what I’d
touch first. I wanted you bad.”


“And now?”


He tilted her head up and she opened her eyes to look back
at him. “Now,” he replied, “I want you even more.”


He kissed her. She’d expected it to be soft, but it was as
if he couldn’t hold on to his control any longer. His tongue swept inside her
mouth and tangled around hers, drawing a surprised gasp from her. His hands
found her hips, fingers digging into her.


She knew the exact moment he realized she was wearing
something underneath her dress. He pulled back, his lips shining in the parking
lot’s harsh lights. “What is it?”


Her eyebrows shot up. “I’ll show you, but not here.”


“Mmm. I’m officially intrigued.”


She smiled, pleased her surprise was working. “Want to make
out some more or should we go back to the house and party all by ourselves?”


He chuckled. “No need to convince me further, baby. I’m
yours.”


His words hit something deep inside her chest, but she
didn’t let it show on her face. Instead, she slid herself into the passenger
seat and waved at him to hurry.


Just sex, she reminded herself as he sped off. She could do
this. She would do this.


* * * * *


“Fuck me.”


Lucy giggled, slowly turning on herself so he could admire
the back view too. “What do you think?”


“I can’t speak, babe. All my blood’s rushed to my cock.”


She laughed out loud this time, his clear appreciation
giving her the boost she’d needed. The corset had dug into her skin all
evening, but it’d been worth it, just to see that look on his face. She’d
bought it in a small lingerie shop when she’d been visiting friends a year ago.
Even then as she’d tried it on, she’d wondered if Nick would like it. She could
still remember what the gray-haired employee had said when she’d seen her in
it. How she’d praised her opulent breasts and her smallish waist. She’d said
she had a perfect hourglass figure and that she should be proud of it. Lucy had
been cherishing those words to this day. “So, you like it?” she prompted.


“Do I ever.”


He took a step toward her, but she put her palm up. “No! Sit,
please.”


“Sit?”


She nodded. “Sit down on the sofa.”


His left eyebrow rose, but he did as ordered. His long legs
sprawled out in front of him, his arms hooked on the back of the couch, he kept
his gaze on her as if he didn’t want to miss one second of the show.


She took a deep breath, then exhaled. He’d always been the
one to give pleasure and it was high time she repaid him. And so, clad only in
her corset and matching G-string and those high heels he seemed to love, she
walked to him and knelt between his legs.


He gasped, the small sound making her smile. “Ready?” she
asked as she looked up at his frozen face.


“You don’t have to do this, Lucy.”


She knew where this was coming from. He might be okay with
having sex with her, but in some ways she was still Alex’s little sister to
him. Determined to show him otherwise, she popped his jeans open and was
rewarded by the sight of his engorged cock. He wasn’t wearing underwear, the
thought captivating all on its own.


He’d done everything she wanted today, always giving, never
asking. This time, it was going to be his turn…


He murmured something, but she didn’t listen, too caught up
in this to even think about talking. He was so smooth in her hands, she thought
as she caressed him with both hands, long movements from top to bottom, from
seeping head to heavy balls.


His knees jerked then and she realized he wanted more. He
wouldn’t ask her out loud, but the clues were there. She bent her head then,
heard his intake of breath and was smiling by the time her lips stretched to
take him in. She sucked on the head of his cock and was rewarded by the sharp
taste of his pre-come. She hummed deep in her throat. His hands found their way
to the back of her head seconds later. They stayed there, unmoving, almost as
if he was wary of what he’d do otherwise.


She would make it shatter, this control of his. Resolute,
she relaxed her throat and sucked more of him, more and more, until she could
feel herself start to choke. She pulled back then and drew down to lick his
sac, the grunts he emitted their background music.


Pleased with herself, she went back up and nibbled on his
head, pre-come trickling down once more. She lapped at it eagerly and wondered
why suddenly she liked the taste of it. Maybe because this was Nick? Maybe
because she loved him and wanted nothing more than to please him, forever and
ever? Whatever it was, it worked.


When she took him back into her mouth, he tightened his hold
on her hair and forced her head down. She relished the rough gesture for what
it was, the snap of his hard-earned control, and increased her caresses. It
didn’t take long after that. She heard him tell her to pull back, that he was
going to come, but there was no way she was moving. When he started spurting
come, she managed to gulp it all down.


She drew back minutes later, still kneeling between his
outspread legs, and when she looked up at him, she knew she’d remember this
moment for years to come. He was staring down at her with something akin to
wonder in his eyes, almost as if he’d suddenly realized that maybe she was
Alex’s sister, but she was also a woman.


A woman who’d just sucked him off and had obviously enjoyed
it.


“Okay?” she asked.


He nodded. He shuddered. He grabbed her hands in his and
pulled her up so she was on his lap, snuggled up against him. “Thank you,” he
finally whispered into her hair.


Lucy closed her eyes and smiled. Mission accomplished…


* * * * *


She was everything he’d always thought she was, everything
he’d always thought she’d become. She was the one woman he’d always tried to
stay clear of, the one woman he’d always known would fit him like his favorite
T-shirt did. She was his and yet she wasn’t.


He watched her sing to herself as she packed her suitcase,
her ass jiggling from side to side. He thought back to that morning, when he’d
woken up to find that same ass curved into him. He hadn’t woken up with a woman
in such a long time it’d taken him awhile to remember where he was and who he
was with. By the time it had hit, it’d been too late. He’d been hard beyond belief,
his cock digging into her back. She’d wriggled a little and he’d wondered
whether she was awake or not.


Unable to stop himself, he’d let his hand roam up her front,
finding one heavy breast seconds later. He’d played with her nipple, feeling it
harden beneath his palm. Knowing she was responding to him so damn easily had
been a kick to the head. Pleasure had rushed through him and he’d pulled her
leg up, settling himself just where he wanted to be. Her pussy had been wet
from their last time together and it’d been as if he’d never left her. He’d
slid inside her, her soft moan echoing in the room.


God, she was so damn perfect. He wondered how it would feel
to wake up next to her every morning. Would it grow old after a while or would
it get even better? Would she remain the same uninhibited woman or would she go
back to behaving like that shy teenager she’d once been? He wanted to know.


But he couldn’t. This weekend had been amazing, but she’d
been right. It was only sex, just sex. He wasn’t ready for a relationship; she
wasn’t either. It was better if he just made it a clean break rather than mess
up his relationship not only with her, but also with her brother. Forcing his
gaze away, he grabbed his bag and strode to the door, calling over his shoulder
that he would be waiting for her outside.


When she stepped onto the front porch minutes later, her
smile had dimmed. Knowing he didn’t have a choice, he cleared his throat and
began speaking, “Back to being friends then.” He forced a chuckle out. “I hope
you got what you wanted out of this weekend.”


“Huh, sure.” She hurried past him and beeped her car open.


“Why don’t you leave first and I’ll follow? Don’t want Lex
to think we were together, eh.”


“Right. That’s… Yes.” She flung her suitcase onto the
backseat and he watched as she stood there, her hands tightened into fists at
her sides. When she whirled back around, her face was as hard as granite.
“Thanks for the weekend, Nick. I had fun.”


“All part of the service.” He chuckled some more. Asshole,
he insulted himself, but worked hard on keeping the charade up. “Who’d have
thought little Lucy could be such a good slut after all?” Her eyes widened, and
he realized he’d gone too far. Shit! “Well, it was fun. Just be careful next
time I’m at your house. We don’t want you acting differently around me, do we?”


“Oh, believe me, I won’t.” Her voice had gone hard too. He’d
done it; she was pissed now.


“Cool. Drive safely now, Lucy.”


“You too.” Without even a wave goodbye, she climbed into her
SUV and shot out of there like the devil was on her heels.


“Fuck it!” he finally exploded when he was sure she was
gone. He kicked his front tire and rubbed his face with both hands. It’d been
so damn perfect, it would never have lasted. Yes, he just had to keep on
telling himself that.


Right.






Chapter Six


 


Lucy heard his voice seconds before he entered the den. It’d
been a week since she’d left him at the cabin, his words spinning inside her
mind. He’d called her a good little whore! Slut. Same difference, right? She’d
been thinking about it all week long. At work, at home, in the car. All she’d
been able to do was think about his parting words, as if the rest of the
weekend hadn’t happened.


It had taken her two little days to fall even more in love
with him. She hadn’t been able to stop herself, not when he’d been so damn
amazing. He’d been playful, sexy and sweet in turns, paying attention to her
unlike any other man before. All her exes had acted as if they were doing her a
favor, as if the fact she was round everywhere meant she was somehow less. Nick
had behaved exactly the opposite, making sure she was satisfied, in and out of
bed. What could possibly have gone through his head for him to utter those
words? Had the heat gone to his head or something? Damn men to hell!
Always opening their big mouths and ruining everything.


She watched her brother step into the room just before his
best friend, both smiling at her in welcome. The two men had started hanging
out again and she was happy for Alex, but it also meant Nick spent a lot of time
in their house. She should have been used to this, she really should have. The
weekend spent together had changed everything however.


She smiled back, but didn’t move from the sofa, her gaze
swiftly moving back to the TV screen. She couldn’t even remember what she’d
been watching, too caught up in trying not to look at Nick.


Alex sat down beside her, Nick moving to her other side. His
thigh brushed hers and she saw him lean down from the corner of her eye,
knowing he was going to kiss her cheek like he usually did. She turned her
head, aware she wasn’t going to have a choice. She was going to have to let him
do it so her brother didn’t notice anything different between them.


What happened next spun everything out of control. She
watched his face lower to hers and knew, without a single doubt, that he was
aiming for her lips. Her reaction was instinctive. She clasped her fingers
around his thigh and pinched him.


He jerked back, his eyes wide, probably just realizing what
he’d been about to do. He blinked, blinked some more. Shook his head. Looked
everywhere but at her. He cleared his throat, and that’s when she couldn’t take
it anymore. She stood up and said she was tired and was going to bed. She
kissed her brother goodnight and, avoiding Alex’s knowing eyes, ignored his
best friend altogether as she left the room.


What the hell had just happened?


 


His friend’s fist slammed into his shoulder, sending Nick
flying against the sofa’s arm. “Ouch!”


“What the fuck was that, Santos? You were going to kiss my
sister, just like that?”


“I don’t know, okay? She was there and… Shit. I can’t
explain it.”


“Can’t or won’t?”


“I’m sorry, okay? It won’t happen again.”


“Damn right, it won’t.” Alex crossed his arms over his chest
and stared him down. “What the fuck is wrong with you, man?”


Knowing he had no excuse whatsoever, he went on the attack
instead. “Hey, you’re the one who hooked us up. Twice!”


“She begged me! I thought you’d do your usual caveman
routine and she’d end up hating you.”


“What?”


Alex leaned back against his seat. “I wanted her to get over
her damn crush. You were supposed to drive her away, not the fucking contrary.”


“Why didn’t you tell me this sooner?”


“What would have been the point? You suck at relationships,
just like I do. Why couldn’t you behave as you usually do?”


“I did!”


“So why is she still attracted to you? She follows you
everywhere with her eyes and you’re not much better.”


“She’s looking good these days, what can I say?”


A taut arm was pressed against his throat a second later.
“She’s my sister, asshole!”


“She’s still a woman,” he managed to utter through clenched
teeth. “Cut me a break, Alex. You’re not her dad. You can’t keep her hidden in
here forever.”


“I’m not hiding her.” Alex drew back. “I just want her to
find a nice man, someone completely opposite to us.”


“Hey, speak for yourself. I’m a nice man.”


“No, you’re not. You’re a player and you know it. I don’t
want her to be hurt. She’s too damn sensitive and whenever she cries or is in
pain, I feel it. I can’t stand it, okay?”


Oh. Nick blinked. For a while there he’d forgotten about
their twin connection. Everything Alex had told him tonight made sense and now
he felt even worse. Would this ever end? he thought with a grimace.


Now that their parents were gone and with his own long
forgotten, the twins were the only people he wanted to claim as family. And
what had he done? He’d had sex with Lucy, had pissed off his best friend so
much they’d nearly come to blows. Why do I always screw things up? He
clenched his hands.


Alex was right. He wasn’t good enough for Lucy and never
would be. She deserved better and even if the thought made him want to hit
something, he knew she should find herself a man who’d make her happy, someone
who’d understand her. He couldn’t give her a family; he couldn’t even give her
the stable relationship she probably yearned for. No, he definitely wasn’t that
man.


It didn’t matter that he cared about her. Love sucked
anyway, something he’d been taught at a young age. There really was no choice.
He was going to have to stay away from Lucy and make her hate him. Whether he
liked it or not.


* * * * *


Lucy had come to a unilateral decision. What had happened
earlier had been a wake-up call.


She sat up in bed and clicked her bedside lamp on, wincing a
little as the bright light hit her half-opened eyes. Leaning back against her
headboard, she smoothed the duvet over her knees and thought back to Nick’s
face as he’d leaned down to kiss her hello. Like a boyfriend did…


She wanted that, damn it! So why wasn’t she fighting for
him? Whatever her brother thought, whatever Nick had said, none of it mattered.
She loved him. She was head over heels in love with him, especially after the
weekend they’d spent together. It’d been amazing to just be the two of them,
being able to talk and laugh and just plain have fun without interruptions.
Like a normal couple did…


Yes, she thought as she drew her head up. She was
going to fight for him. She couldn’t just give up on what they’d shared at the
cabin. She would show him how good they were together, that even though they
had no guarantee over what the future held, they were worth a shot.


He won’t know what hit him, she thought with a smirk.
Leaning to the right, she clicked the light off and snuggled back under the
covers. She closed her eyes and dreamed of Nick and a happily ever after.


* * * * *


Today would be the day where the rest of her life began.
Armed with a smile and clothes she was sure Nick would approve of, she made her
way through the bar her brother always hung out at after work, her gaze on the
lookout for the tall blond man her heart clamored for. There! Her feet
changed direction as she squared her shoulders.


They were playing pool, the usual acolytes hanging around.
Beer bottle hanging from its neck between his fingers, Nick leaned back against
the opposite wall, a smirk on his face as he called out something to her
brother. Probably some insult or another, she thought, remembering how
competitive the two were, even during a friendly game of pool.


She managed to avoid being seen as she stepped closer and
closer until she was right beside Nick. Almost as if he’d felt her there, he
turned toward her, his smile changing into something else as he spotted her
only inches from him. “Luce?”


That smile still on her face, she put her hand on his
forearm and moved onto her toes, leaning up to drop a soft kiss on his cheek.
That it was deliberately close to the corner of his lips, well, that was only
for her to know. She drew back and leaned against the wall, their arms
brushing. “Hey, Nick. How are you?”


“What are you doing here?” he asked, his voice sharp.


Her eyebrows rose. “I don’t have the right to be here?”


“No.” He shook his head. “That’s not what I meant. You,
just, uh, never come here usually.”


She shrugged and looked straight ahead, appearing to all and
sundry as if she was watching her brother play pool. “I thought I’d see what
all the fuss is about. After all, Lex and you spend a lot of time here.”


“True, but…” he let his voice trail off, and she knew what
he was thinking.


That she wasn’t the usual bar bunny. Ha, showed what he
knew! Letting out a soft sigh, she turned slightly toward him and said, “God,
it’s so hot out there. Oh, could I have a sip of that?”


He barely had time to respond, “Let me buy you—” but she’d
already grabbed his beer and was taking a sip.


She could feel his gaze on her as she stopped drinking and
made a point of running the cold bottle over the damp skin uncovered by her
low-cut top, cooling herself and heating him up at the same time. “Thanks,” she
finally said, handing it back to him.


He cleared his throat. “You’re welcome. Let me, uh, go buy
you one.”


She watched him hurry away and smirked.


* * * * *


Nick couldn’t take it anymore. Every night of the week, Lucy
had met them in the bar after work. It was Saturday night now and she’d come in
dressed to kill, those damn high heels on her feet as if they’d become a
fixture. He watched as she bent down over the pool table, squinting a little as
she adjusted her shot. Her top drew tight across her breasts, the lacy black
bra she was wearing showcased by the deep V of the shirt. He gulped and took
another sip of his beer, feeling an instinctive urge to get drunk so he
wouldn’t be in control of his senses any longer.


He wanted nothing more than to stand behind her, hands on
her hips, as she rubbed her sexy ass against him. He’d teach her pool the way
he liked to play, just like he’d taught her the way he liked women to ride him.
“Fuck,” he swore under his breath. He was half-hard just by watching her, and
thinking about sex with her wasn’t going to help matters any.


He looked around and tried to find her brother, hoping he
could make him realize she needed to leave. Men were starting to circle around
her, probably excited at the idea of fresh meat. She looked so damn gorgeous
tonight too, with her dark hair pulled up in a ponytail and that sexy ass
waving around. She took the shot and everyone watched as the ball ended up in
the opposite pocket, the white spinning until it stopped right where she’d need
it for her next shot. Damn, but she was a brilliant pool player too. What
couldn’t she do? He frowned at his thought and shook his head. Shit, he’d
promised himself he’d make her hate him. He needed to keep away, not find more
positive things about her!


Okay, okay, he needed a plan. His gaze stopped on Alex, who
was chatting away to two very attractive co-eds. The usual, then. An idea began
forming in his mind and he quickly hurried to his friend and companions. Yes,
that should do the trick, all right.


 


If he thought seeing him on the arm of a pretty young thing
would faze her, he was sadly mistaken. Lucy looked at her reflection in the
bar’s tiny bathroom and reapplied her lipstain. After making sure her assets
were on display, she smoothed her top down and exited, only to stumble on the
girl who’d been on Nick’s arm only minutes before. “Oh, sorry.”


“No worries,” the girl said as she swayed on her feet. “Good
thing you came out, though. I need to pee!” She dashed past her and slammed the
bathroom door shut behind her.


“Right.” Lucy blinked. Weird, she thought, but
shrugged it off. She was on her way back to the pool table everyone had been
congregating around when a hairy arm hooked around her waist and stopped her
short. She turned around and glared at the man drunkenly leering down at her.
“Hey!”


“Hey yourself, sexy. Wanna have some fun?”


“I don’t think so.” She grabbed the offending arm and
twisted away from him.


The man didn’t want to be shaken off. He clasped her
shoulder with his other hand and pulled her toward him. “Come on, baby. I’ve
watched you all evening. I know what you want.”


“You do, do you?”


“Oh yeah.” He thrust his hips forward, brushing his
jean-clad erection against her.


Her mouth formed an “Eww”, but the sound never escaped her
parted lips. Probably because she watched the man being flung far away from her
an instant later. “She told you no, asshole!” Nick’s face was red as he stared
the inebriated man down. “Don’t you fucking touch her again, do you hear me?”


“Come on, Santos, you need to learn to share a little. You
can’t—” The other man never got to finish. Nick’s fist found his stomach and he
went sprawling onto the dance floor. Lucy watched, quietly disbelieving all
this was really happening, as the burly bouncer picked the half-comatose man up
and heaved him outside, nodding at Nick as he did.


She turned to him, intent on saying something, anything, but
a very blonde and very loud tornado got to him first. “Oh my God! You were
amazing! I nearly swooned!”


Nick was watching her over the other woman’s head. She could
probably still go to him; she knew she could. But she didn’t. Instead she told
him thanks with her eyes and turned around. After having explained to her
brother what’d happened, and that, yes, she was fine, she accepted his offer of
escorting her to her car.


She sped away, her thoughts a jumble, her feelings all over
the place too.


Only Nick could have this effect on her…


* * * * *


Nick stumbled into his condo hours later, mad at himself
because he’d refused the co-ed’s advances. She’d been perfect. Young, carefree,
not really intelligent, but who cared with that body? Right? No. He hadn’t been
able to even kiss her, the memory of Lucy’s face like a damn chastity belt in
his mind. He’d downed far too many beers in rebellion, but he wasn’t even that drunk.
“Fuck it,” he swore as he made his way to the den.


He flung himself onto his black leather sofa and closed his
eyes. Well, tried to. Instead, the flashing red light of his answering-machine
nagged at him. With a muffled curse, he sat up and pressed the “Play” button.
Lucy’s voice rang loudly in the room.


“Nick, I… I wanted to thank you for what you did earlier.”


She sounded hesitant and a little bit drunk, he thought with
a smile as he leaned back against the soft cushions. Closing his eyes, he
listened to the woman he couldn’t stop thinking about.


“You didn’t have to do that, but you did, and I’m
grateful…and oh God, I’m so turned-on right now.”


His eyes shot open. What the hell?


“Seeing you like that, it just had that…I don’t know, that
effect on me, and I haven’t been able to think of anything else or anyone else
all evening. I’m so freaking wet right now.”


Say what? His cock rose inside his pants, in reaction
to her words, but also to the way she sounded. Soft and breathy…


“I miss you, Nick.” A pause, then, “I’m so wet and achy, but
my fingers aren’t as good as yours.”


The front of his pants twitched.


She sighed. “I guess I don’t have a choice, though. You’re
not here and I’m too horny not to make myself come. Night, Nick.”


The machine beeped, indicating there were no further
messages. “Fuck!” He grabbed his head in both hands. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”


He should have gone to see her, made sure she was all right
after what’d happened with that guy. He could have comforted her…in her own
bed. Instead he’d stayed at the bar and tried to get himself drunk. He couldn’t
believe she’d left such a message on his voicemail when she’d had no idea who
he’d be coming home with. He could have just as easily listened to it with her
brother there. Hell, what the hell had she been thinking? She’d probably been
drunk; there was just no other explanation.


He was going to have a talk with her about what she could
and couldn’t do.






Chapter Seven


 


“Luce, we need to talk.”


She turned around and smiled. “Nick! Hey, good morning. What
are you doing here so early?”


He sat down opposite her, but not before grabbing himself a
cup of coffee. “I wanted to talk to you.”


“Really? Good, I wanted to talk to you too. I need advice!”


She looked awfully peppy this morning, he thought as he
sipped his third coffee of the day. And it was only nine… “Advice about what?
And where’s Lex?”


She rolled her eyes. “Are you kidding? He’s not up yet.
Well, he is, but not alone. He’s with his co-ed du jour. She seemed nice
enough last night, but she seriously needs to improve on her faking.”


“Huh?”


She grinned. “You know what I mean. She’s so bad at it.” He
watched as she tilted her head and let out a very loud moan. “Ohhhh. Gawd,
Alex, fuck me! Fuck me hard!”


“Lucy!”


She started giggling. “You should see your face. Don’t
worry, babe, I don’t fake.”


“I wasn’t worried about that!”


“Oh. Well, good then.” She took a sip of her coffee, and
while he was still recovering from that moan, asked, “I need advice. Can I ask
you something?”


He knew this wouldn’t end well, but he braced himself and
nodded. “What do you want to know?”


“Do men prefer Brazilians or landing strips?”


His brain became mush for a good thirty seconds. He forced
himself to stop gaping and, hoping his voice wouldn’t crack, asked, “Why do you
need to know that?”


She beamed back at him. “I’m going to the spa this morning.
Actually, I need to leave soon.” She pushed her chair back and stood up, and
while he admired her body, clad in a simple T-shirt and shorts, she kept
talking, “I’m going to get waxed, but I was wondering about shaking it up, you
know. I usually keep a little bit there, but I’ve read that men like the bald
look best. So?”


It took him a little while to understand she was waiting for
his opinion. He gulped. “Huh. I don’t know.”


“That’s not very helpful, Nick.” She grabbed their cups and
deposited them in the sink, running water over them before turning back to face
him. “You sure men don’t have a preference?”


“I liked, huh, what you had. Before, I mean. It was, you
know…it was fine.”


“Just fine?” She scrunched up her nose.


He exploded. He shot out of his chair and pointed his finger
at her. “Let’s talk about something else, like what you were doing leaving me
messages while you were drunk! Anyone could have heard you, damn it, Lucy!”


“Oh.” She waved her hand in the air as if it didn’t matter.
“That was nothing.”


Nothing? After he’d spent the entire night tossing
and turning in his bed, driving himself crazy as he wondered whether he
shouldn’t go to her and take care of her “problem”. But no, she thought it’d
been nothing? “Are you freaking kidding?”


She shrugged and took a few steps toward the door. “I’m
going to be late. Tell Alex he needs to clean the bathroom, okay? Have a good
day!” She whirled around, but stopped and turned back to add, “And who said I
was drunk?” She winked and left.


He fell back in his chair and dropped his forehead onto the
tabletop. Her words spun inside his head. She hadn’t been drunk. Was that
really what she’d implied? That she’d left that message, knowing fully well
he’d hear it and go crazy with need? Was she really that devious? Lucy?


No, he must have understood it wrong. No, she wouldn’t do
that. Not his Lucy.


* * * * *


He’d been very wrong, completely and utterly wrong for that
matter. His Lucy was all grown up, and man, could she play hard. Summer was at
an end, but nothing had changed. It felt as if every time he turned around, she
was there. Teasing, flirting, driving him up the wall.


He hadn’t been able to fuck anyone else since their weekend
at the lake. He’d tried, damn, but he’d tried. To no avail unfortunately. His
dick was ready to self-combust. He didn’t think he could go much longer without
sex. Without Lucy wrapped all around him, her breasts bouncing as she rode him
to heaven and back.


“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath as he readjusted
himself in his pants. Again.


“Problem?” she asked sweetly from her seat only inches away.


He’d arrived at their house just minutes before, sure he’d
find Alex already waiting for him, until Lucy had informed him he’d called to
say he’d be late. That he should wait for him here. He knew what that meant.
The asshole was busy with his latest conquest. Fuck, now he was jealous of his
best friend, just because he wanted to get busy too!


Think of something else, he reminded himself as he kept his
gaze on the TV screen right in front of him. Her scent was too intoxicating to
ignore however. She’d taken a shower and she smelled of fruit shampoo and some
kind of skin lotion. Her hair was wet, curling behind her in dark corkscrews.
Her legs were bare, her toes polished. She was wearing the PJs she’d had on
that last time when he’d tugged the top up so he could play with her tits. He
remembered how good she’d felt, how she’d moaned when he’d taken one of her
nipples in his mouth.


“You okay, Nick? You look a bit flushed.”


He came back to the present. Flushed, yeah, he was
flushed. He was downright combustible, that’s what he was. “I’m fine,” he
snapped, his voice abrupt.


“Oh.”


One word. Two letters. That’s all it took. He lunged at her
and ignored her shocked shriek. Instead he put her mouth to better use and
kissed her hard. He took her lips in a bruising kiss, trying to explain to her
without words how close to the edge he was. His hands found her hips,
rediscovered her curves as she groaned in his throat and bowed her back. It
pushed her breasts against his chest and just that elusive caress nearly undid
him.


“Luce, bro, where you at?” Alex’s voice echoed above them
and they sprang apart, both looking flushed now, both panting when the other
man stepped into the room. “There you are. Dude, you’ll never know what I got
Candy to do.”


“Eww. TMI, Lex!”


“You can just go if you don’t want to listen, ‘lil sister.
Or close your ears.”


She snickered. “I ain’t that young. And I’m not your little
sister. I was born before you.”


“Yeah, yeah, whatever.” Alex plopped down between them. “I
don’t think you should listen to this anyway.”


“Oh, is that right? I’m all intrigued now. So, what did you
get dear Candy to do? Let me guess! Let me guess!”


Alex let out a huff. “Cut it out, sis.”


“Nope.” She beamed back at him and Nick realized then she
only did that when she was playing. The little witch… But the two
siblings weren’t done yet. “I’m sure I can guess. You know why? Because I live
in this house, Alex. And whenever you have a girl in your room, I can hear the
two of you.”


“Pervert.” Her brother sent a pillow flying at her head, but
she ignored it.


She rolled her eyes at his childish antics. “Yeah, look
who’s the pervert, Mr. I’ll-be-gentle-and-you-won’t-feel-a-thing. Let me
laugh.”


“Shut up!”


Lucy only smirked. “Gotcha.”


“You don’t even know what you’re talking about.” Her brother
crossed his arms over his chest.


She snorted. “Lex, I might be a woman, but I’m not stupid.
Even I know anal hurts.”


Nick watched as the other man turned to face his sister, his
mouth set in a hard line and his eyes flashing. “What the fuck does that mean?
Who did you do it with? Give me a fucking name and I’ll kill the damn man!”


“I’m a grown woman, Alex. Deal with it.”


“Who was it, Lucy? Give me a fucking name!”


“Why?” She glared back at him. “You’re my brother, not my
guardian! And if you can bring women home, I don’t see why I couldn’t do the
same.”


“You have a boyfriend?” Alex’s voice came out strangled and
Nick could understand that feeling. She’d just kissed him back, for fuck’s
sake!


“What if I did? God, Alex, don’t you see? I’m all grown up!
I have needs too and you’re gonna have to learn to deal with it. I’m tired of
holding myself back just because my brother is a Neanderthal. You’re so fucking
hypocritical too! So what, only men can have sex, is that it? And you’re not
much better!” she added as she swept past them.


That last one had been directed at him, Nick thought. God
knew why. “Your sister’s crazy,” he said out loud as soon as he heard her
footsteps in the kitchen.


“You think?” Alex growled. “What the fuck is wrong with her?
And who the fuck did she have anal with? If I find the man, I’ll kill him! No
one debases my sister like that.”


Nick frowned. “Don’t you think she’s right, though? She’s
not a little girl anymore.”


Alex whirled toward him, fire in his eyes. “So that’s it.
You’re on her side now? Want some of that, don’t ya?”


“Come on, man, you’re overreacting.”


“Is it you?”


He blinked. “What?”


“It’s you, isn’t it? You had sex with her.”


“Yes.” The answer came from behind them, both men turning
around at the feminine voice.


 


Lucy stepped into the room, her wary gaze on both men. She’d
answered for Nick, after all, and wasn’t too sure how he’d react. She did know
how her brother would react to that piece of news, however, so she forced
herself to come to a stand before him before she added, “I had sex with Nick.
No!” Her voice rose. “Don’t say anything until I’m finished. I don’t know why
you’re so gung-ho on protecting me, Alex. I love you, but I can’t do this
anymore. I want a life!”


“With him?”


She shook her head. “I don’t know. That’s not important
right now. What you need to understand, though, is that you need to let go. I
know you’re my twin and that you can feel my emotions, but you know what, Alex,
so can I. I know you’re not happy. I know you think you are, but you’re not,
deep down. So who’s the biggest fool? You for acting as if everything is all
right in your world or me for letting you take over all those years ago? I want
a life and I’m going to get it. Right now.”


“This is all your fault!” Alex turned to Nick and punched
him in the shoulder.


“Cut it out!” She rushed to her lover, but he was already
standing up, his hands clenched into fists.


“Don’t you fucking hit me again,” Nick snapped.


“You fucked my sister!”


“So fucking what?”


She rolled her eyes. “For pity’s sake, stop it, you two.”


“I made you promise you wouldn’t make a pass at her, but no,
you had to go and fuck her! She’s been in love with you for years, you fucker!”


Lucy gasped. Her brother had forbidden Nick from touching
her? What the hell?


Nick’s eyes were dark as he stared at his best friend.
“Things have changed, okay? I like her. I want to spend more time with her.”


“Fucking her!”


Lucy threw her hands up in the air. “Stop it!”


Nick took up the conversation as if she hadn’t said
anything. “I love having sex with her, true, but there’s more to it than that.
You’re just too stupid to realize what’s happening under your own nose.”


“Nick!” She slapped her palm against his chest. “Stop
provoking him. And you…” She turned to her brother. “Let me live my life, damn
it!”


She watched as Alex took a deep breath and slowly exhaled
it. When he looked at her again, his face had softened. “I don’t want him to
hurt you.”


“Maybe he won’t.”


His time to snort. “Who are you kidding, Luce? It’s Nick
you’re talking about. You know how he is. You know how he acts with women.”


“Is that why you told him I was off-limits?”


“Yeah.” He sighed. “He’s going to hurt you, but you don’t
care, do you?” She shook her head. “Fine. You do whatever you want, but I won’t
be there to pick up the pieces, do you hear? You’re on your own now.” He
brushed past them and hurried to the front door, his car coming to life moments
later.


Arms wrapped around her from behind and she sighed as she
snuggled back against Nick’s chest. She closed her eyes and willed the tears
away. After all, she’d gotten what she wanted. She was with Nick, Alex knew,
everything was fine in the world. Yeah, right. Ignoring the little voice
in her head that warned her she could have achieved the same results in a much
easier way, she turned around and hooked her arms around his neck. She pulled
his head down and murmured against his parted lips, “Make love to me.”


He took her mouth in a soft, so soft, kiss, almost as if he
was afraid she’d break in two if he pushed her too much too fast. Intent on
losing herself in him, she refused to go slow and instead found his shirt
buttons. She snapped them open and drew her palms up his chest, loving the way
he felt. Smooth and hard, just like his cock. She smiled inwardly at the
thought and nearly gasped when his hands found her ass seconds later. He
squeezed her flesh and groaned into her mouth. Yes, she exulted, that’s
what she wanted, what she’d been missing.


She pushed him and he flew backward, bouncing on the sofa,
his gaze promising retribution when he finally settled back against the
cushions. She grinned, so happy she could burst. Tonight she was taking
control, of everything… “Why don’t you make yourself comfortable?” she said.


“And you?”


“Oh, I intend to.” With a wink, she drew her top up and let
it fall at her feet. By the time she’d pulled down her shorts and panties, he
was naked and back in his erstwhile position. She admired his body and all that
tanned skin, his hard biceps, flat stomach and the impressive cock that curved
below his bellybutton. “Yummy.”


He growled something unintelligible, his hand stretched out
toward her. It looked like she’d rendered him speechless. Gotta love that kind
of reaction, really. For someone who used to prefer making love in the dark,
she felt amazingly liberated.


He’d broken past the defenses she’d erected all those years
ago when teenagers had made fun of her rounder-than-most body. She knew Alex
had fought for her then, but when she’d learned Nick had fought alongside him
she’d fallen for him quite irrevocably.


He had the ability to make her feel amazing. It was the way
he acted as if she was special in her own right and not just her brother’s twin
or the fat girl that hung on the sidelines. He saw her.


He stilled all of a sudden and she realized he’d seen her
little surprise. “Like it?”


“Fuck.”


“Not now, but soon.”


He looked up at her face, but clearly hadn’t understood the
pun. “Huh?”


“Never mind, baby. So, d’you like it? You couldn’t decide
which you liked best, so I improvised.” She hadn’t been lying. She’d gone to
the spa and gotten waxed, but instead of her usual landing strip, she’d asked
them for something a little bit more special.


“That’s… I…” Nick was speechless.


She grinned, pleased with his reaction. “I’m yours, see?”


“I…see. Wow.” He brushed his hand over his face, as if he
couldn’t quite believe his own eyes. “N.”


“For Nick. Clever, isn’t it?” She pressed his legs together
and moved to sit on his lap, automatically snuggling up to him. “Mmm, I missed
that.”


He closed his arms around her and held her to him and
finally, she thought, she was home. With Nick. He was the only thing she’d ever
really wanted. And now, he was hers…


 


Nick wasn’t sure what to think.


Of course, the fact Lucy was naked on his lap wasn’t helping
matters, but he was a bit…thrown. Ill-at-ease. Something. Probably because of
Alex, he thought, recalling his best friend’s parting words. The other man had been
pissed off, but he’d expected it. No man would be happy to learn his best
friend had been banging his sister.


What he hadn’t really seen coming, however, were the reasons
behind Alex’s reaction, as if he had no redeeming qualities, as if it was just
matter of fact that he’d grow bored of Lucy and hurt her. Seriously, he might
have been a player in the past, but he wasn’t that bad! Dude!


He shook his head and told himself to concentrate instead on
the lovely woman in his arms, so conveniently naked for his pleasure. He palmed
her breasts in both hands and weighed them, tweaking her nipples between two
fingers when she leaned back and held herself up with her hands on his thighs.


His gaze veered straight down. Her pussy was nearly bare,
that damn N sending another niggling doubt straight through his brain.
Why the hell had she done that? Like she needed to be branded to think herself
as his? Huh? He seriously didn’t understand women. Oh, sure, he got why some
men would like that, but not him. He didn’t want her to feel like that. He
didn’t want to feel obliged to that either.


Shit, what’s wrong with me? Here he was, happily
philosophizing away in his own mind while Lucy had begun writhing against him,
her pussy wet against his balls. He drew his hands down and parted her inner
lips with his thumbs, his breath hitching when he saw how ready she was. He
hadn’t even touched her there yet and she was wet, her clit glistening in the
low light.


“Fuck me, Nick,” she growled, her hips bucking when he
touched the hard nub.


“Now?”


“Yes!”


“No foreplay?”


“No. Come on.” She tightened her legs around him.


He leaned back against the sofa and motioned her forward. He
watched as she drew up on her knees, her breasts swaying right in front of his
face. He resisted playing with them, but that was only because she’d just
grabbed his cock. She pumped him a couple of times before moving into position.
He kept on watching as she slowly took him in, her eyes closing as her walls
stretched to accommodate his width.


“That’s it, baby. Take it all in.”


She smiled at his words and opened her eyes once she was
settled on his lap once again. “Ohhh,” she let out a long, breathy moan. “That
feels good.”


“Missed it?”


“Oh yeah.” She rocked her hips a little and he knew she was
brushing her clit against his pubic bone.


“Ride me, Lucy.” He sat back and let her do the work,
enjoying the way she bounced over him. He ignored the little voice in his head
that kept saying sex wasn’t everything. What did the voice know anyway? Sex was
plenty enough and right now was the proof of that.






Chapter Eight


 


They’d had sex in every position known to man.


They’d had sex in every room of his condo, at every time of
the day.


Nick now knew her body by heart, a fact he thoroughly
appreciated. For the first time in, well, ever, Lucy felt good about herself
and her ample curves. All it had taken was a man’s open appreciation, his lips
on her 24/7, to break her self-inflicted cage.


They’d had so much sex over the past month she felt
permanently sensitive from too much use.


Not that this was going to stop her, Lucy thought as she
slid her feet into tight black boots. Nick was hers now and she had
responsibilities. She couldn’t let him get bored. She knew how he was, knew how
he acted.


Which was why the fact he still hadn’t called her made her
hands itch. She knew he’d gone to the bar with Alex because she’d heard her
brother come home with another one of his co-eds. It’d taken awhile for the two
men to mend their friendship, but they were working on it and last night had been
a step in the right direction.


She’d waited in vain for Nick’s call, reassuring herself he
wouldn’t forget. He’d call her to say good night like he’d promised he would.


He hadn’t.


She’d been so scared that if she called him he’d think she
was pressuring him, she hadn’t. But now she was nervous. Anxious. Freaking mad
too. Who did he think he was? Chewing on her lower lip, she stood back up and
grabbed her leather jacket. Making sure she had her car and house keys, she
hurried out, intent on finding out what’d happened to him.


 


It didn’t take her long to understand nothing had happened.
Well, nothing that another beer or girlish giggle wouldn’t cure.


Lucy strode into the bar, her gaze immediately finding Nick.
He was lounging against a pool table, his blond hair shining like a halo as he
talked to a petite blonde wearing jeans that were so tight she’d probably lost
all circulation in her legs. Not that it seemed to matter to Nick.


“The bastard,” she muttered under her breath. He was
flirting with that skank! No. She shouldn’t blame the girl only because
she was her complete opposite, gorgeous and just so perfectly proportioned Lucy
couldn’t help but be jealous.


Interestingly she wasn’t as jealous as she’d expected she’d
be. Maybe because she knew Nick, knew what he was trying to do with this.
Maybe, also, because he’d given her the one thing she’d been yearning for.
Acceptance. He’d spent the whole month showing her how amazing her body was,
and she knew she’d never be able to go back. He’d made sure of that and she
loved him for it.


She saw people look at her, then hurriedly away. They’d just
started getting used to seeing Nick with her, and now he was pulling this.


She took a deep breath and let it out, squared her shoulders
and hooked her purse higher. She could do this.


Pasting a smile on her face, she walked straight to him.
“Hey, Nick.” Interrupting their conversation and not caring one iota, she
leaned against him and dropped a quick kiss on his lips. He looked taken aback
to see her there and didn’t say anything. Caught red-handed, ha! “What’s up?”
She smiled at the woman and said, her voice loud enough to be heard over the
din, “Hi, I’m Lucy. Nick’s girlfriend. Nice to meet you.”


His hand was on her hip all of a sudden, squeezing as if he
was telling her to shut up. Who the hell did he think he was? Hating herself
for being that woman after she’d promised herself she’d never stoop so low, she
added, “I’ve never seen you in here before. How do you two know each other?”
She waited as the other woman muttered something, then after a pointed glance
at Nick, walked away, leaving them alone.


“What the fuck was that?” he erupted, just as she’d expected
him to.


“You’re kidding me, right?” Her voice was low, her words
brisk.


“Fuck, I was just talking with her!”


She snorted. “Yeah, right.”


“I need another beer,” he snapped, but before he could
leave, she grabbed his forearm and forced him to a stop.


“This is not over, Nick.”


He chuckled, the sound ugly and grating on the ears. “Oh,
come on, Luce. Like you didn’t know how I was. Your brother told you all about
it, remember?”


“I trusted you.”


His eyes flashed and he didn’t say anything for a moment.
When he spoke again, his face was hard. “Used the past tense there, baby. I
guess that’s that, eh. No trusting dear old Nick anymore. Why don’t you run
back to your brother now?”


She felt the urge to slap his face, hurt him just like he’d
hurt her, but she knew that was what he was waiting for. Instead she did the
opposite. She leaned on her toes and kissed him, biting his lower lip roughly
and making him jerk.


When she drew back, he was staring at her as if he’d never
seen her before. “What the fuck was that?” he asked.


“That was me reminding you what we have. Grow up, Nick.
Sure, you can keep pushing and pushing until I let go. Because that’s what this
was, wasn’t it? You think I’m that naïve? That gullible? I love you, dumbass!
I’ve loved you for so long I don’t know what I’d do without you in my life. I’m
not going to let you go so easily. Just watch me!” And with that, she turned
around and left the bar.


* * * * *


“You were the one who wanted to date my sister. Your
problem, bro, not mine.”


Nick hung up the phone and blew out a breath. He’d been
studiously avoiding both Nelson siblings for the past week, knowing very well
it was the coward thing to do, but unable to stop himself.


Lucy’s speech still echoed inside him. She’d completely
taken him by surprise. He’d expected her to run away crying, not fight for him
as if he was the most important thing in the world. Why couldn’t she see he
wasn’t ready? He probably never would be.


He didn’t do relationships for a reason, after all. He’d
seen his parents shout so much over the years, he’d grown accustomed to it, the
slaps and kicks that followed paving his childhood until he’d been old enough
to leave their house. He’d known for a long time he’d never marry. He wasn’t
cut out for it; it wasn’t in his genes. So why was she still pushing? She’d
known him for years, but she hadn’t known at first why he’d spent so much time
with her brother, why he’d started eating with her family, unwilling to go back
home and face the music.


He turned around under the covers, the phone he’d forgotten
falling to the floor with a metallic noise. He didn’t bother picking it up,
just lay there and stared at the ceiling. It was Sunday morning and he had
nowhere to go. No one to see.


Lucy had always been the light in his life, the one person
who had always looked at him as if he couldn’t do anything wrong. She’d trusted
him from the first and now he’d broken that trust. Even worse, he’d hurt her
like Alex had warned him he would. What a stupid ass he’d been. He should never
have listened to her pleas. He should have remained firm and explained they
could never be together.


Hell, he could have lied and told her he didn’t think she
was attractive. Alex would have killed him, but that would have been all right.
He imagined her face and swore. No, he never could have done that to her. Not
his Lucy. He’d spent countless of hours back when she was a teenager fighting
the boys who’d made her cry. He and Alex had earned themselves quite a
reputation at their high school, but they hadn’t cared. Whoever dared hurt her
answered to them.


It was a wonder she’d never realized what was going on
behind her back. Even her so-called boyfriends when she’d been in college had
received some seriously unwelcoming pats. Who did they think they were, telling
her she was nothing less than amazing? Couldn’t they see how perfect she was?


Why did she have to be so damn perfect too? Couldn’t she see
he’d never be good enough for her? Fuck, she even had a degree when all he had
going for him was that he was good with his hands. He made a nice living now,
but how long would that last? One fall and his future would be shattered.


Dark thoughts spinning inside his head, Nick yearned for
only one thing, the one thing he couldn’t have. He wanted nothing more than to
feel her bare body beside his, like it had been only days before. Her hip under
his palm, her hair tickling his cheek, her mouth forming a smile against his
chest. Yes, he’d had it all and he’d royally screwed it up.


Even Alex refused to hang out with him until he talked to
his sister. Oh, he said it wasn’t his problem, but he was still taking sides.
Nick sighed and crossed his arms over his head. A familiar scent drifted over
from the pillow on his left. He hadn’t washed his sheets since she’d been here
last. He could still smell her in his bed, and it might be stupid, but he
didn’t care. He liked it and that was what counted.


Grow up, Nick! Her voice rang in his head.


“Yup, I should,” he said out loud. “I really should.” But
could he really?


I’ve loved you for so long I don’t know what I’d do
without you in my life. “I love you too,” he whispered to his empty room,
moving to his side as he closed his eyes and tried to fall back asleep.


And he did. It took a long time, but he did…and ended up
dreaming of her.


* * * * *


“Leave us, please, Alex. I need to talk to her.”


Lucy looked up just in time to watch her brother leave the
room, Nick striding in as if he owned the damn place. “What do you want?”


“We need to talk.”


“Oh, really? It took you all of two weeks to guess that?”


Undeterred by her sharp voice, he sat down beside her and
asked, “What do you want from me?”


She gaped at him. Was he kidding? After all this, the
waiting, the crying, her turmoil over having done the wrong thing, he had the
gall to come here and ask her that? “Didn’t I make myself clear last time
around?”


“Indulge me, baby. You said you loved me, but I remember you
telling me all those weeks ago that you didn’t want a relationship.”


“I lied.”


He drew back a little. “About what?”


She fought the urge to roll her eyes. “I want a
relationship. With you,” she added, in case he really was that clueless.


“You lied. Right.” He looked in the distance before focusing
once more on her face. “Why did you?”


“Because I knew you didn’t want to have a serious
relationship with anyone. Alex was right. You are a player first and foremost.”


“And yet, you wanted us to be together.”


She shook her head no. “No past tense about it, Nick.”


“What does that mean?”


This time, she did roll her eyes. “I want us to be together.
Present tense, see?”


“Don’t be like that, Luce.” He ignored her intake of breath
and kept on talking, “What do you want exactly?”


She sighed. “I want us to be a normal couple. Nothing more,
nothing less. I’d like us to have sex, sure, but also to do other things like…
I don’t know. Go to the movies, spend time together, play pool, hang out with
Alex and your friends. You know, couple stuff.”


“Couple stuff.” It was clear he had no idea what she meant
by that.


“Seriously, Nick, I know you don’t do relationships, but
you’ve had girlfriends before. What did you do with them?”


He seemed to think about it. “Had sex. Drank beer. Huh, more
sex. More beer?”


“That’s all?”


“Pretty much, yeah.”


She shuddered when she realized that’s how he’d acted with
her over the past weeks. All they’d done really was have sex and hang out at
the bar. She’d been a groupie like all his other women before her. Argh! “You
know, that’s downright sad.”


He jerked back. “What? I’m not sad!”


“Yes, you are. You don’t even want to try for more because
you’re too afraid of what might happen. I know you like me, Nick. I know you. I
thought we’d make a great couple, and maybe it was me being completely
delusional about it all, but I thought you’d at least try too.”


“I’m not scared.” She looked at him steadily and he
relented, “Okay, I might be. A little.”


“A lot. Why did you do start all this if you knew you would
never go all the way? Do I really matter that little to you?”


“It’s not that,” he cut her off. “I wanted you. I…still do.”


“I’m not talking about sex, damn it! Sure, we have fun
together in bed, but I want more. I need more!” She sprang to her feet.


“What do you want me to say?” He stood up too, his eyes
flashing.


“I want you to love me the way I love you! Is that so much
to ask? You know what, Nick? It’s easy enough. If you think you can’t do it,
then don’t. I’m sure I’ll find someone else to replace you, someone man enough
to know what he wants in life, someone who won’t cower—” The rest of her
sentence was lost in his mouth.


He grabbed her hands when she started hitting his chest. He
nudged her face to the side so he could kiss her deeper, as if he knew that was
the way she liked it best. She became lost in his kiss, in him, and when
he drew back and she opened her eyes, he traced her lips and said, “I love
you.”


It was her turn to be speechless.


But not for long. She took a step back and asked, “Are you
just saying this because you know it’s what I want to hear?”


“Lucy, come on…”


“Are you?”


“No. I love you. I’ve loved you for a long time. I… Fine.
I’ll be honest. I’m not sure I can do this. I know what my feelings for you
are. Like I said, I knew a long time ago. I want you in my life, Lucy, and I
don’t think I could see you with another man. You’ve always been mine.”


She nodded because he was right. She’d always been his, from
the day he’d turned up at their supper table all those years ago, when he was
just a lanky teenager and she was a shy, blushing girl, unable to look him in
the eyes. “So, where does that leave us?”


He took a deep breath. “I’ll do my best. I can’t guarantee I
won’t screw up, that I won’t make you cry. I’ll tell your brother that too.
But… I’ll try.”


He meant it. She could see it in his eyes, on his
face. He really meant it. Joy blossomed inside her and she flung herself at
him.


He wrapped his arms around her and held her tight, burying
his face into her hair as if he never wanted to let her go. “I love you,” he
whispered, almost as if he was daring himself to say it again.


“I love you too,” she said as she looked up and leaned on
her toes. That kiss was infinitesimally more.


More love, more heat, more passion. When he began nibbling
on her neck and asked, his voice low, “Why don’t we go to your bedroom to
celebrate? I think it’s high time you pay your brother back and have very loud
sex in there.”


She giggled and took his hand, but he stopped her. “What is
it?” She turned back to him.


“Just no faking, right?”


Her laugh burst forth. She was still laughing when they
reached the second floor, chuckles soon turning into heavy moans as Nick slid
his hands under her clothes.


* * * * *


Lucy was watching him slide into her, inch by slow inch, her
breath caught somewhere in her throat, when a knock rang on the wall behind her
head. Her brother’s voice could be very loud when he was upset. Giggling once
more, she grabbed her lover’s shoulders and brought him down so he lay heavy on
top of her. “I think he really doesn’t like it when you moan.”


“Probably just as much as when you do it.”


“In that case…” She stretched, rubbing her breasts against
his chest. “Make me moan some more.”


“Your wish is my command.” Nick winked and lowered his head.
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