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            Chapter One

         

         The musical ding of an incoming chat sounded through her laptop’s speakers. Hannah Miller’s heart stuttered. Standing in her kitchen, coffee cup in hand, electricity fizzled along her nerve endings, settling hot and luscious between her thighs. She didn’t need to see them to know what they said. The same words popped up every night: Hey baby. You there?

         Like every night, the same little flutter of excitement and arousal slid through her. Every inch of her came alive. He was early tonight. According to the clock on her cable box, it was ten past seven. They didn’t usually meet until sometime around nine. She’d anticipated a couple of hours of waiting.

         She bit her lower lip, gnashing it between her teeth. What she needed to do was wait before answering him. Keep him wondering. She didn’t want to look too eager. Like she hadn’t been biding her time waiting…in lingerie she’d bought just for him.

         She glanced down at herself, fingering the hem of the pink negligee she’d donned an hour before. The sheer fabric fluttered over the tops of her thighs. It was the first time she’d ever splurged for something sexy, but on the way home from the bookshop this afternoon, she got to thinking about him and ended up in the Victoria’s Secret on Pine Street. It was a spur-of-the-moment splurge. She’d taken one look at it and knew he’d love it.

         She had to admit, wearing the see-through nightie filled her with a sense of feminine power. She felt sexy. Something she hadn’t felt since long before her breakup with Dane a year and a half ago.

         She sighed, set her cup on the counter, and gave in to the pull. Then she moved around the breakfast bar separating the kitchen from the living room and padded across the space. As she came to stand behind the couch, she rested her hands along the back and stared at the words on the screen. It had to be pathetic to look forward to a date with a man she’d never met. Night after night, she sat alone in front of her computer. The only sexual gratification she’d gotten in the last year and a half always happened solo.

         She didn’t even know the guy’s real name. She’d been chatting with him for six months now. They’d met on a message board discussing a book, an erotic romance of all things. An easy friendship had developed that had become more over time. He made her laugh. He challenged her. And he made her see stars. She knew intimate things about this man. Where he liked to be touched and how, what his kinks were, his hopes and dreams.

         Yet all she knew about him was that he was Harley-riding lawyer from San Diego. They chatted via Gchat and both went by anonymous usernames. She was “JustAGurl456.” He didn’t offer his real name, and she didn’t ask. He could be her neighbor for all she knew, the ugly guy in 45B who played the weird music at two in the morning.

         Still, she looked forward to this part of her day, to coming home knowing he’d be there. Even if all they did was chat about their days, he was a lure she could never resist. More often than not, though, their conversations veered toward the hot and erotic. The man had magic fingers. He always knew the right thing to say to light her on fire, and those fingers always reached through the wires straight into her core.

         She’d throbbed all day thinking about her chat with him. So much so she’d stopped on the way home for something sexy to describe to him. She only wished her lover could be there to see the nightie she’d bought for him. She’d even contemplated getting brave and sending him a picture or inviting him to a video chat on Skype. She’d grown tired of her own fingers. Even her high-end vibrator didn’t cut it anymore. What she craved was touch and the warmth of skin. A flesh-and-blood lover.

         Except she’d never been able to summon the courage to move beyond their anonymous chats. She had rules she’d lived by since her parents’ deaths, since she ended up in a children’s home and part of the foster care system. Inserted and forgotten. She’d set those rules aside for Dane. Since his exit from her life, she’d reaffirmed them. The top one? Never get attached. She was already growing attached to this one. The fact that she was here, waiting, proved it. She knew better.

         Even knowing that, she moved around the couch and sat, picked up her laptop, and set it on her knees. As she punched in a reply, her hands trembled with nerves and the first stirrings of arousal. Yeah. This was why she was so damn addicted to him. Because all he had to do was pop up in her Gchat window and her panties dampened.

         JustAGurl456: Hi. You’re home early tonight. I didn’t expect to see you until after nine.

         bikerboy357: Meeting canceled last minute. Paperwork can wait. I had to talk to you. I’ve been looking forward to you all day.

         JustAGurl456: Mmm. Me too. 

         Hannah inserted a finger into her mouth, biting down on the nonexistent nail. She shouldn’t have told him that. Did she sound too desperate?

         bikerboy357: Did you have a good day?

         JustAGurl456: I had a long day. You?

         Her day had been slow and boring. A couple of requests from her online bookstore had come in, people looking for original first copies, but the shop itself had been slow. Being in the middle of the rainy season for Seattle, the day had been dreary, the light drizzle enough to keep people indoors. Despite the shop sitting around the corner from Pike Place Market, only a handful of customers had come into the physical store.

         bikerboy357: I’ve had a helluva hard-on all day thinking about you. Made the day hella long. Let’s do something crazy tonight, baby.

         That he’d been looking forward to her, too, had her insides clenching in anticipation. The mention of his cock had fantasies filling her mind, and the desire to see him flared to life in her chest. It wasn’t the first time the urge had hit. She had a million fantasies about what he looked like. It was her favorite. She always imagined he had big hands and a big cock. More than a time or two she’d wanted to ask him to take a picture of it. She ached to have him in front of her, to see the bulge in his slacks. She bet he was long and thick, with a bulbous head she’d kill to wrap her lips around.

         Really, what she wanted, what she craved more than chocolate…was his touch. To have him beside her. To bring their online encounters into reality. She yearned for the hands touching her to be his. To open her eyes after an intense, mind-blowing orgasm and find herself alone always filled her with emptiness. She was tired of being alone.

         JustAGurl456: OK. What do you have in mind?

         bikerboy357: Let me call you. I know we agreed to keep this anonymous, but I’m dying to hear your voice.

         Her scintillating mood skidded to a halt. For a moment, all she could do was blink at the screen. Call her? Was he serious? Her hands trembled again, this time from the nerves currently wrapping themselves around her throat. Okay, she’d admit it. She’d fantasized about talking to him on the phone, actually getting to hear his voice. It would make him seem a little closer, a little more human and not just words on a computer screen.

         She’d told this man secrets she’d never told anyone, including her best friend, Maddie. Like how lonely she really was. It was something they shared. A love for reading…and a lonely emptiness nothing could fill. There were nights when they simply chatted, about life and horrible days and wishes and dreams. He’d become a friend, and she looked forward to their chats as much as she did nights like these when she craved his body the most.

         She’d made her self-imposed rules to protect her heart. If one more person left her life, she might crawl up inside herself and never come out. Those rules, however, isolated her. The loneliness and monotony of her life got to her every once in a while. She longed to hear his voice, to hear the sounds he made when his orgasm ripped through him. Even to know the sound of his laugh.

         Letting him call her, though, would take their exchanges to a level she didn’t know if she was ready for. What did she know about this guy, really? Nothing. Well, okay, almost nothing. She knew his favorite color was blue, that he had a love for good Chinese, and that he was a reader, like her, but she couldn’t pick him out of a lineup. She had no idea if he had siblings, or if he even had family at all. He was little more than a chat handle on the other side of her computer. One step above a fantasy. How did she know he hadn’t lied about himself, the way she had?

         Truth was, as lonely as it could get, she preferred their relationship this way. At least online, he wouldn’t be able to see her. He wouldn’t discover she’d lied about her looks. She didn’t have long legs up to her ears or blond hair. She had mousy brown locks that frizzed when it got too hot and a short, plump stature. Maddie, her business partner and best friend, insisted on calling her curvy. But Hannah knew she had twenty pounds she couldn’t lose for the life of her and that men tended to overlook her.

         She also wouldn’t have to watch the disgust wash across his expression when his gaze landed on the hideous scars cutting across her face. She wouldn’t have to watch him stumble for an excuse, a reason why he needed to back out of an encounter with her. She’d heard the excuses one too many times. Maybe from jerks, but still. She didn’t have it in her to start all over again.

         Another message popped onto her screen.

         bikerboy357: Hey, where’d you go? 

         With shaking fingers, she punched in a quick reply.

         JustAGurl456: Sorry, I’m here. I have to admit, you caught me by surprise.

         bikerboy357: I want to hear your voice, baby. I want to hear your breathing when you’re pumping those fingers into yourself and what sounds you make when you come all over them. I want to know you’re right there with me. 

         A hot little shudder ran the length of her spine, settling warm and luscious in all those places he mentioned. Her clit throbbed, begging her to take him up on his offer. She’d done safe for so long it had become habit, because the fear of history repeating itself froze her into inaction. Could she do this, though?

         bikerboy357: Are you nervous?

         She bit her lower lip, staring at his words on the screen. The answer came immediately. She shouldn’t tell him, though. No, what she ought to do was stick to the script. So far she’d played fearless and flirty, everything she wasn’t in real life. She enjoyed her online persona. For a while, she could be someone more exciting, instead of the book geek who hid in the shadows.

         In real life, she owned a bookstore with her best friend, Madison O’Riley. They sold rare, hard-to-find books. Hannah was a geek. She’d survived her time growing up by sticking her nose in a book, by learning to keep her eyes open while blending in with her surroundings.

         Truth was, she was scared of her shadow most of the time. When she became comfortable with someone, she could talk their ear off, but in real life, she was a wallflower. Online, she was safe, because nobody could see her. They couldn’t reject her before they’d even gotten to know her, and she didn’t have to worry about people leaving her life. If she admitted he terrified her, she might as well admit she’d lied about her persona, too, which would do nothing but change the entire dynamic of their relationship.

         The word typed itself onto the screen anyway. She had to be honest or come up with a flimsy excuse, and she hated lying, especially to him. She might not be able to pick him from a lineup, but she knew one thing—he really was a nice guy, lonely like her, and lying to him made her feel too much like the very thing she loathed.

         JustAGurl456: yes

         Seconds passed. She bit down on her nail again, nervousness clutching at her stomach. Had she scared him off by being too honest?

         bikerboy357: 312-555-1725. That’s my cell number. How ’bout you call me then.

         Her gaze shot to her phone, lying on the coffee table across from her. Its dark shape beckoned, daring her to pick it up. She swallowed hard. The thought of talking to him had become her latest fantasy. Getting to hear the sexy sound of his voice and the noises he made when he came. His breath sawing in and out as his arousal ramped up, as they pushed each other to the point of no return and he tipped over the edge with her. Yeah, she wanted that. Desperately.

         Another message popped onto her screen.

         bikerboy357: All right, honesty time? I’m dying to know the sound of your voice. It would make you feel not quite so far away. I hate that I can’t see you or touch you. You’re a big part of my day, but I don’t even know what your laugh sounds like. 

         His admission tugged at the isolated place inside. She couldn’t deny she yearned for the same things. Or that she’d had the very same thoughts.

         Then and there the decision made itself, and she snatched her phone off the table. It didn’t have to change things. He still wouldn’t be able to see her.

         Her fingers trembled as she punched in his number, and she hesitated at the last digit, her thumb hovering over the CALL button. She couldn’t go back after this.

         bikerboy357: I always imagined you’d have a sweet voice. I can close my eyes and pretend you’re here with me.

         Oh God, that did it. It was like he’d snatched the thought right out of her head. Knowing he understood what it was to be lonely made talking to him irresistible. She swallowed down the fear and punched the CALL button before she lost the nerve. As the phone rang, her heart rate skyrocketed, a dull pulsing in her ears. She squeezed her eyes shut and took a deep breath in a desperate attempt not to sound as nervous as she felt. With any luck, her tongue wouldn’t trip over itself.

         Please, God, don’t let me say something stupid.

         The line rang once, then twice. Her breath stalled as she waited for the click, for a voice to sound on the other end of the line. Was he as nervous as she was?

         “Hey.”

         His voice rumbled along the line, low and etched with a happy edge. Hot little shivers raced along the surface of her skin and a stupid smile stretched across her face. She’d thought of this moment a million times, and he fulfilled the fantasy. He had a sexy bedroom voice, deep and powerful but quiet, one she could envision listening to while lying in the dark. The thought of the naughty things he’d whisper in her ear had fire licking along every nerve ending.

         She settled back on the couch and closed her eyes. “So why not find a real woman?”

         “You’re not real?”

         His voice held an amused tease, and her pulse skipped. He had a sense of humor. A man with a sense of humor was sexy as hell.

         “I’m a voice on the other end of the phone.”

         Another silence. This one longer.

         “Actually, I consider you a friend. Someone I’d like to meet in real life. I’ve been thinking about that a lot lately. But to answer your question, it’s…complicated.”

         The uneasy edge in his voice had her opening her eyes. She sat up, her heart skipping a panicky beat. “Complicated? You don’t have a wife, do you? Be honest.”

         He laughed. The deep, sexy rumble had hot little waves rolling through her belly. “No. No wife, I promise. Just too much life. What’s your name, sweetheart?”

         Oh God. He had to ask her that. They’d agreed on this early on. For the sake of anonymity, she hadn’t wanted to know his real name. That had to be pathetic. She had a lover whose name she didn’t know and whose face she wouldn’t recognize on the street if she passed him.

         She drew a shaky breath and released it. She could do this. Hadn’t she always wanted to move beyond her fear of being judged? She hadn’t had a real date in over a year. The last one ended in disaster. The guy, a man she met on a match-matching website no less, had taken one look at her face and made excuses, like all the others.

         She hadn’t had sex for even longer, when her college sweetheart announced, out of the clear blue sky, that he’d fallen for someone else. She and Dane had met her first year in college. He was her first love, her first everything. She’d lost her virginity to him. They’d spent five years together, all through college and a year beyond. He dumped her a year ago when he announced he was getting married. Had cruelly pointed out his new fiancée was someone less encumbered and more exciting. He’d called her vanilla.

         “I’d like a name to put to the voice. Truth is, as addicted as I am to our chats, I miss the human element. I’ve been dying to make you a little more real.”

         The hunger in his tone made her throb. She couldn’t not answer him. This might be a fantasy, but it kept her going. She needed this. “H-Hannah. My name is Hannah.”

         He let out a quiet, thoughtful little “hmm.” “That’s a very sexy name. It’s nice to meet you, Hannah. I’m Cade. Tell me about you, baby. What do you do? You never told me. You’re always shrouded in mystery.”

         She settled deeper into the couch, letting the image of him wash over her and the husky timbre of his voice settle her nerves. “I don’t want to talk. I want you to make me come. Tell me what you’re wearing.”

         She didn’t want to get to know him or consider him as anything more than what he was—some random guy whose hot voice and sexy words made her come so hard he often left her gasping for breath. Something she never achieved alone. Yes, she wanted more, but to give in to the urge was dangerous at best.

         Cade tsked, low and amused. “You’re always all business. Do you ever relax?”

         “That’s what you are. You’re my vacation from life. Except I can’t see you, so you’re going to have to fill in the blanks for me.”

         “That can be arranged, you know. Us meeting, I mean. Tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

         Her heart stalled. She touched the scar running down the side of her face. She had thought about it, a lot, but just the mention of meeting him in person had panic clawing its way through her chest and closing its icy hands around her throat. Envisioning his reaction, the disgust in his eyes when he looked at her…

         She squeezed her eyes shut, her breathing coming harsh and shallow. He was ruining the moment, ruining her high by bringing reality into their exchange. He’d changed the rules, damn it.

         She opened her eyes, desperate to drag this back to where it ought to be. “Are you hard, Cade? Is your cock in your hand yet? I bought lingerie for you today. A little see-through number. You can see my nipples. They’re hard. Just for you.”

         He growled again, a muted sound that was half needy groan. The sound a man made when he was aroused and desperate for relief. “All right, I give. I’m hard as steel and you’re the reason. And since you asked so nicely, I’m thinking about you. I want to know what you look like, every curve of your body. I want to be able to look into your eyes, know your smile. I yearn to know the feel of your skin. God, I bet it’s so soft.”

         His words and the hunger within them shivered all the way down her spine, settling in a desperate place. Getting to hear him made breaking protocol worth every nervous heartbeat. She wanted to add to her fantasy, to ramp it up, so when she lay in the darkness of night, easing the ache by herself for the hundredth time, she wouldn’t feel so alone. She had another aspect to make her fantasy a little more tangible. She’d never admit it to him, but she yearned for the same thing. For him to be standing in front of her. To know the warmth of his skin, the softness of his mouth, and the strength of his embrace as he closed his arms around her.

         She couldn’t risk it, though. They had something good here. She craved more, the physical touch of his hands on her body, but hearing his voice would have to do because she wouldn’t take the chance he’d end up like all the rest. She’d broken the rules with Dane and look where it got her. “Please don’t make this difficult. This isn’t what we agreed on.”

         He sighed heavily. “I’m sorry. I know it’s not, but I’m addicted to you. God, I can’t even tell you. I haven’t had dinner yet, haven’t even taken off my tie, but I had to talk to you. You’re the first thing I want as soon as I get home. I’m hard all day because I look forward to talking to you at night. And up until tonight, I didn’t even know your name. I don’t know what you look like either, just what you’ve told me, and I crave it.”

         She closed her eyes and drew a shuddering breath. Knowing he looked forward to their chats as much as she did relaxed a knot in her stomach. Somehow, right then, it made him more than just a figment of her vivid imagination. She wanted to ask him, again, why he didn’t find a flesh-and-blood woman, a one-night stand, but he continued before the words could leave her tongue.

         “I’m going to be in Seattle next week. In fact, most of my clients are in Seattle. It’s where my family’s from. I grew up there. I go there a lot for business. The thought of being there and not getting to see you is driving me crazy. I’ve been back twice since we met, and every time I come, I have the same desire. To see you.” He paused. “Have coffee with me. Only coffee. We can play it by ear from there. I have to see you, baby.”

         God, he had no idea how tempted she was. She couldn’t deny she wanted the same thing. She’d thought of little else for weeks. What he looked like. The curve of his lips when he smiled and the broadness of his chest. How his hands would feel sliding over her skin.

         It was long past time to distract him. “Take your cock out, Cade. Stroke it for me, long and slow.”

         Another moment of silence rose between them. Had she pushed too hard? Had she ruined the moment for him?

         Finally he sighed, a sound of acquiescence.

         “All right, baby. We’ll play it your way. I’m too desperate to argue with you.” The sound of a zipper being pulled down came over the line, whisper soft, and Cade released a ragged breath. “My cock’s out. The sound of your voice has me so turned on. I’m stroking for you, long and slow, the way you like it. Tell me what you want me to do. I’m all yours.”

         Grateful for the change in subject, she closed her eyes and immersed herself in the sound of his voice, in the fantasy he represented. She slipped her hand into her panties and dipped her fingers inside herself. The sound of his voice turned her on as well. She was already wet, and her clit pulsed, sending a gratifying rush of delight when she caressed it with the tip of her thumb. “Tell me what you’re thinking about while you stroke.”

         He let out a quiet, shuddering breath. “You. I’m wishing like hell this was your mouth wrapped around me. I’m imagining what you’d look like on your knees at my feet, looking up at me.”

         And just that easy, the desire flared like a glowing bonfire between them. It was the way it always was with him. So easy. They’d started out arguing opposite sides of the book they were reading. The attraction between them had grown as organically as the trees outside her apartment building. The sound of his voice had added a touch of reality and her body responded to the urgency in his.

         She gasped as her mind took his hot image and ran with it. Her clit pulsed again in response to the images bombarding her thoughts. “God, I want that, too.”

         He grunted this time, a desperate, frustrated sound. “You’re killing me, you know that? You have no idea how much I wish you were here. Slip your fingers into your pussy, baby. Be my hands. Tell me what you feel like.”

         She did as he asked, imagining him beside her, that her fingers were his. The sweet invasion had every sensitive nerve ending coming alive, and she gasped. “I’m so wet. You have me so turned on.”

         “You like hearing my voice.” His held a hint of amusement.

         She bit her lower lip. Her fingers stilled as her nerves rose again. Did she dare tell him the truth? Some part of her said she shouldn’t, but the word left her mouth anyway. She never could resist telling him things she shouldn’t. Like how much she wanted him. “Yes.”

         “Me too. You have the sexiest voice. Soft and sweet. I’m on the edge already. Have been all damn day, but your voice…God, your voice turns me on. Tell me what you’d do to me if I were there.”

         She swept her index finger over her clit. Her breathing ramped up a notch, coming in short rasps. Her mind filled with the images. Of him, seated on a couch, like her, his shirt open, tie crooked, pants unbuttoned. Oh yeah. She knew exactly what she’d do if she were there. “I want exactly that. I’d drop to my knees at your feet and suck your cock.”

         “You like that, baby?”

         This time, his words came low and quiet. His voice had taken on an edge, and his breathing became a soft, erratic huff in her ear. It had her envisioning him closing his eyes, dropping his head back, losing himself in her voice as his hand stroked the length of his cock. The desperate edge in his voice made her wonder…was he as close to coming as she was? The thought only made her hotter.

         She slid her fingers over her clit, circled, then down her slit and inside, working them in and out, imagining they were his instead. Every pump of her fingers tossed her closer and closer to the edge. Hearing his desire had ramped up her body’s reaction. The fantasy filled her mind, of them watching each other, and had her orgasm hovering just beyond reach.

         God, how was it possible to be this hot already, just from hearing his voice? “I’d love to suck you. I always imagined you were long and thick. Are you leaking? I’d lap it up with my tongue.”

         He drew a shuddering breath and let out a quiet curse. “God, I want you. I’m so damn close. The sound of your voice is making me crazy. I ache to be inside you. I want to fuck you until neither one of us can walk. Until you scream my name and come around me. You have me tied in knots, baby.”

         His words sent her over the edge. Her climax struck like a starburst, erupting through her. Colors exploded behind her eyelids. Muscles tightened and loosened, her heaving body clamping around her fingers as a rush of white-hot pleasure washed through her. She cried out, pumping her fingers harder in an attempt to make her orgasm last as long as possible.

         Cade’s groan echoed over the line, low and etched with the same desperation and intense satisfaction rushing through her. In a flash, the image filled her mind. His eyes squeezed shut, his fist pumping as jets of his come covered his chest and belly…

         The image had another wave rushing over her, this one stronger than the last. Her body bowed off the couch. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, the intensity seeming to rip her apart at the seams.

         When the wracking spasms subsided, she collapsed back into the couch, panting and spent. They sat in silence, only the sound of their combined breathing, harsh and erratic, between them. She wanted to thank him. She hadn’t come that hard in…probably ever. It had been years at least since she’d last felt the sweet, sleepy lull of sexual satisfaction. The words, however, wouldn’t leave her mouth. Exhaustion seeped over her limbs. Her eyelids drooped, her boneless body melting into the soft cushions.

         “I have to see you, Hannah. That was incredible. Jesus, I think I saw stars. Think about what it would be like for real. My cock. My fingers. My mouth. On you. All over you. God, I’m hard again just thinking about it. We can make it happen. I’m going to be in Seattle for two weeks. Tell me you don’t crave the real thing the way I do.”

         The desperation in his voice grabbed her, jerking her from the luscious lull of satiation. She couldn’t deny she wanted the same thing. Lying there with her fingers still buried inside of herself, alone on her living room couch, the emptiness of her life settled over her. The way it always did when their exchanges ended.

         She opened her eyes as the inherent intimacy of what they’d shared hit her full force, gripping her chest. Truth was, she wasn’t a one-night-stand kind of girl. Deep down, she wanted a full relationship, and that part of her said he ought to be there beside her. Up until this point, their online affair had kept her going and eased the ache with little risk. Over the course of the last few minutes, however, it had lost its appeal. All because he’d broken protocol and had her call him. She’d heard his voice, had come so hard she lost her breath, and she craved more. Masturbating would never be the same. It would never again be enough.

         She slipped her fingers from herself and sighed. “You’re right. I need the real thing. I need you.”

         “Then meet me.” Another plea filled with all the same hunger that had her shaking.

         “But how do I know you aren’t some weirdo who’s going to kidnap me or kill me?” She shouldn’t have asked him that. She should have turned him down flat and removed the unbearable temptation right then and there. Talking to him had always been easy. It was what pulled her to him and made him so damn terrifying at the same time.

         He laughed. “You’re right. It’s a risk, I know. How about we meet in public? At the base of the Space Needle. I’ll wear a red tie so you’ll know it’s me. That way, you can see me, but I can’t see you. Then you can decide if you want me, too.”

         She was touched he’d go through so much trouble for her but reached up to touch the scar running from her temple to the corner of her chin. The night she’d gotten it came to mind. The darkened car, the twisted metal. Her parents died that night and her life changed. She’d gotten teased so much growing up that she’d come to expect it. Kids could be shallow and cruel, even in college. It didn’t help that she’d gotten good grades and preferred her own company. She was a geek, a loner. She enjoyed reading. Her love for it had been what made her decide to use the meager inheritance her parents had left to open her bookstore.

         Over the years, she’d been laughed at and discussed like she didn’t exist, didn’t have feelings. She’d overheard one too many dates in college, before she’d met Dane, talking to friends about the hideousness of her scar. Some had even laughed at her. Granted, they were drunken college boys too full of themselves, but the hurt had stuck. Since her breakup with Dane, she’d given up dating altogether. No, trying to find someone real, who’d accept her, scars and short, “voluptuous” stature and all, wasn’t worth the headache.

         She still had needs, though, and desires. She was twenty-five, single, and sexually frustrated. She had yet to have a wild fling for the hell of it. She lived like an old spinster, because she was afraid to live. She wanted and craved hot, heavy sex, the kind where you couldn’t keep your hands off each other. Where you made out in elevators, like in the novel that brought her and Cade together in the first place. With a man, not the boys she managed to find. One who wouldn’t be horrible behind her back or even to her face, who’d make her feel sexy while he fucked her into next week.

         She wasn’t, however, naïve. She knew better than to meet a complete stranger without knowing anything about him. “What’s your last name?”

         “So you can look me up? Smart girl. McKenzie. My full name is Caden Declan McKenzie, but most people call me Cade. I work for my father. Do a search on my name. I guarantee you’ll find me. Now, you have to promise you aren’t going to stalk me.”

         The playful tease in his tone had her imagining his smile, and the knot in her chest unraveled. She couldn’t help a soft laugh. “I can guarantee I won’t. It’s not my style, but I guess you’re going to have to trust me. Providing you are who you say you are, when would you like to meet?”

         He was silent a moment. “You have a fantastic laugh, you know that? My flight lands Sunday night. Monday and Tuesday I’m booked solid. By the time I get back to my hotel at night, I won’t be worth anything. Wednesday afternoon is free, though.”

         “I can do Wednesday. About three-ish?” She could pull J.J. in a couple hours early.

         She and Maddie had hired J.J. a few months ago, needing someone to close the shop at night. Her little bookshop wasn’t very big, little more than a small bedroom. When she’d opened it, though, she and Maddie had a dream, to do what they loved doing. Maddie was good with people. The shop had done better than either of them expected. It had grown steadily over the last three years.

         Just recently, they’d lengthened their days at the request of more than a few customers, who couldn’t make it in before the store closed at six. So, they kept it open until ten now. Last week, Hannah had covered her shift so J.J. could celebrate her first anniversary. Technically, that meant J.J. owed her one, though she knew the middle-aged woman wouldn’t have a problem with returning the favor. It was why they’d hired her. She shared the same passion for books, and she had a sweet, need-to-please disposition. The customers loved her. This way, Hannah would have time to go home and decide what to wear before meeting Cade at the Space Needle.

         “Three it is. See you Wednesday, Hannah.”

         The anticipation in his voice sent a shiver of the same trickling down her spine. “I look forward to it, Cade.”

         And did she. More than she probably ought to.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two

         

         It had to be her.

         Cade McKenzie leaned against the pillar, hands shoved deep into the pockets of his slacks. He’d been there for twenty minutes now, waiting, his stomach tied in nervous knots. He tried for an air of causal aloofness, as if he’d come for the scenery and could stand there all day. Any other time, he might have enjoyed exactly that. Used to his constant supply of sun in San Diego, he hadn’t looked forward to the weather so famous around these parts this time of year.

         He’d grown up in Seattle, born and raised. His parents still lived in the same old house in Redmond. He’d been living in San Diego, though, since he passed the bar exam and went to work at one of the branch offices for his father’s law firm. He had to admit he didn’t miss the constant gray so prevalent in the Pacific Northwest. For mid-March, though, the day had turned out beautiful. Bits of blue sky peeked through the usual thick cover of gray clouds, warming what might have otherwise been another dreary Seattle day.

         Standing there, waiting, his nerves had long since frayed. Hannah was late. Across the grassy expanse surrounding the base of the Space Needle, though, a small brunette stood with her arms folded. She’d been there for a good ten minutes now. It was a fluke he’d even noticed her, except she was watching him. He’d caught her stare twice now, and both times, she’d blushed to the roots of her hair. Any other time, her stare might not have bothered him, except he couldn’t help wondering…was that Hannah?

         He hadn’t slept at all the night before. He’d done what he shouldn’t have and called her again. They’d spoken every night since the first time a week ago. The sweet sound of her voice wrapped around him like soft velvet. He’d become seriously addicted to her. She had a sweet nature. She was sassy and sensual. Talking to her, getting to hear the velvet of her voice, had only ramped up his need for her. One hello lit a full-on blaze inside of him. Her, too, from the sounds she made. Her moans had gotten more emphatic with each conversation. Calling her had made their already-hot exchanges damn near combustible. Each round over the last few days had grown more and more intense.

         And so it had been the night before. He’d fallen asleep to the sound of her high-pitched cry still ringing in his mind. He’d tossed and turned all night to the most torturous of dreams, waking with the hard-on to end all hard-ons. The damn thing hadn’t abated all day, making the meetings he’d flown out here to attend damned inconvenient. He was supposed to be concentrating on this merger, but Hannah had taken a firm place in his mind. The thought of finally getting to see her had him riding a razor-sharp edge. He’d been walking around with his hands in his pockets all damn day, trying to hide an erection. He couldn’t stop wondering what she looked like, what would cross her features when she saw him. Would it even be the same in person?

         The woman across the way drove him nuts. She didn’t at all match the description Hannah gave him the first night they met. He expected a tall, willowy blonde with short, pixie-cut hair and long legs. This woman had light brown locks that fell past her shoulders in thick waves. She didn’t look very tall, either, but short and voluptuous. She wore a gray, off-shoulder T-shirt, with a white tank beneath. Her fitted black jeans hugged her luscious curves, and his runaway libido ramped up a notch. It couldn’t possibly be her, but he had to admit, if it was, he wasn’t disappointed.
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