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      This story is dedicated to my cougar club. You know who you are.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SATURDAY NIGHT SPECIAL

          

        

      

    

    
      What do you get when you cross a gold-digging stripper, a down-on-her-luck hooker, an estranged husband, his knocked-up wife, a Wayne Newton lookalike taxi driver and one beleaguered Baltimore cop?

      

      A typical night in the life of Riley Collins—Vegas style.

      Riley’s always been the wildest of the Collins clan, but even she bites off more than she can chew during an impromptu trip to Sin City. Once again, it’s Aaron Young to the rescue. No surprise; Aaron’s been watching Riley’s ass forever—and he’s wanted to spank it for even longer.  Tracking her down, Aaron finally gets his wish—after he drags a drunken Riley to a chapel and makes it legit, of course.

      To say she’s shocked is putting it mildly. But Riley warms to Aaron’s seduction quicker than you can say “all-you-can-eat buffet!” Who knew her mild-mannered best friend was so hot in the sack? Of course, thanks to Riley’s penchant for picking up strays, the newlyweds will have to sneak in some honeymoon boom-boom whenever they can. But they’ll manage…
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        Monday’s child is fair of face,

        Tuesday’s child is full of grace,

        Wednesday’s child is full of woe,

        Thursday’s child has far to go,

        Friday’s child is loving and giving,

        Saturday’s child works hard for a living,

        But the child who is born on the Sabbath day,

        Is bonny and blithe and good and gay.

      

        

      
        ~Traditional nursery rhyme

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Aaron Young walked into the Mirage and took a deep breath, trying to calm his ragged nerves. After all, Riley had called her sister Keira and told her where she was, and that she was fine. Unfortunately, that wasn’t registering in his incensed mind. She’d run off to Las Vegas with Trevor Blankenship, the biggest moron in their graduating class, on a drunken whim. The fact that Trevor was newly separated from his wife wasn’t helping to calm Aaron. The asshole wasn’t even pursuing a divorce, if the local gossip was accurate.

      What the hell was she thinking?

      Aaron walked through the miles and miles of gambling tables and slot machines, well aware that finding Riley in the massive casino was a bit like trying to find an honest politician in D.C. For a second, he wondered if he should have left a trail of breadcrumbs or something. He was afraid he’d get lost forever in this maze of mind-numbing noise and flashing lights.

      A loud cheer captured his attention and he spotted a large crowd. Bingo. He headed toward the gathering, unsurprised when he saw Riley’s bouncing brunette curls at the center of the group. The lively woman always managed to attract the loudest, rowdiest sort of people, regardless of the setting.

      She laughed and did some sort of victory dance with the woman next to her that reminded him of Beyonce’s Single Ladies video. He grinned despite his anger. Damn, she knew how to have fun. It had always been this way.

      He’d met Riley Collins when they were both three years old and their mothers struck up a conversation at the playground. From that day ’til now, he and Riley had been best friends, in an “opposites attract” sort of way. While Riley was the life of every party, Aaron was more content to hover in the background. Happy to watch her shine. She was beautiful and dynamic, perfect in every way.

      Except when she pulled stunts like this little impromptu excursion to Vegas. Then she frustrated the hell out of him, drove him insane. Sadly, her wild escapades had become more frequent and more dangerous since the wedding of her older sister Teagan. She was headed for disaster, and for some reason, her brothers and pop were looking to Aaron to rein her in. He snorted. None of the males in the Collins family had managed to control Riley the past twenty-five years, so he wasn’t sure what magic they expected him to work.

      Keira had called him, frantic, when she’d learned Riley—after a long night of partying—had hopped on a red-eye flight to Vegas. Now here he stood, early Saturday evening, watching the source of his annoyance putting another twenty dollar bet on the blackjack table. Standing behind her, a totally wasted Trevor had his hand down the front of a bleached-blonde woman’s sequin dress.

      This day kept getting better and better.

      The dealer placed more winnings in front of Riley and Aaron decided now might be a good time to break up the party. Find a way to convince her to quit while she was ahead.

      He shoved his way through the rambunctious crowd, his police training and large build coming in handy. A few people looked as if they wanted to protest the fact he was pushing them aside, but backed off when they saw his determined face. He intended to get Riley Collins’ perky little ass out of this casino and on the next plane back to Baltimore—and he didn’t care who he had hurt to make that happen.

      He squeezed in between Riley and the woman next to her. The dealer looked up, perhaps ready to tell him the table was full, but he closed his mouth when Aaron flashed him an angry look.

      Riley grinned when she spotted him, the only person he’d encountered thus far who didn’t seem confused or annoyed by his pushy arrival.

      “Hey, sugar,” she slurred. Great, she was drunk. That helped him ignore the pleasure that suffused his body when she called him by her nickname for him.

      “What the fuck are you doing here, Riley?” His voice was deep and clearly furious.

      She shrugged, oblivious to his feelings. “Playing blackjack.” Then she really looked at him and started to giggle. “Oh my God, Aaron. Did you know you’re in Vegas?”

      “Yeah, I had a few clues, but I think it was the seven-hour flight and hour layover in Chicago that sort of solidified it for me.”

      Riley laughed, dismissing his angry sarcasm as humor. “Hey, Trev.” She turned to get the attention of the man Aaron was three seconds away from laying out on the floor with his fist. “Look who’s here. My BFF Aaron.”

      Trevor looked up, his surprise muted by his downright drunkenness. “Hey, Aaron.” Trevor’s arm was still slung around a woman Aaron would bet his entire retirement fund was a prostitute.

      “Trevor,” he forced out in as calm a fashion as he could manage.

      Trevor stepped over to him and slapped him on the shoulder, staggering a bit as he walked. “I’m glad you’re here, man. Me and Bella were just going up to my room. Maybe you wouldn’t mind keeping an eye on ol’ Riley for me.” The drunken ass followed up his comment with a lecherous wink, as if Aaron couldn’t figure out what he intended to do with the woman in the hotel room.

      Aaron narrowed his eyes furiously, perfectly aware Trevor would have left Riley alone regardless of his arrival. He consciously took a deep breath and nodded.

      “You have money, Trev?” He hated that for some reason he felt the need to protect the dumbass. Unfortunately, the last thing he needed to deal with was Trevor stiffing a hooker—literally and figuratively. He was pretty sure the high-school quarterback, who also had the distinct honor of having the lowest GPA in their graduating class, had no idea his “date” for the evening would expect to be paid for her efforts.

      Sure enough, Trevor’s forehead creased in confusion. “Um, yeah. Why? You need a few bucks for the slots?”

      “No,” he said, “just making sure you didn’t need any.”

      Trevor smiled at what he no doubt thought was a generous offer. “Ah no, man. I’m good. Thanks, though. I’ll catch you later, Riley.”

      “Okie-dokie, Trev. See you later.” Riley grabbed her poker chips and headed toward the slot machines. Trevor pinched the blonde woman’s ass and she laughed, taking his hand and leading him to a bank of elevators.

      “Nice of you to keep me company. Trevor was starting to get on my nerves. Jesus, he’s thick,” Riley said as he followed her to a Lucky Seven Bars machine. She almost fell in her attempt to sit down and he steadied her with a firm hand on her back. Shit, how much had she had to drink?

      “You’ve known Trevor for years, Riley. What made you think he’d be an entertaining traveling companion?” He claimed the stool next to hers.

      “I don’t know. I just wanted to do something fun and he was sulking over Johanna kicking him out, so we decided to get out of town for a while.”

      “Why didn’t you call me?” He was hurt she’d chosen to take off with Trevor rather than him.

      “Yeah right,” she said with a laugh. “I’m so sure you would have hopped on a plane to Vegas with me. You would have had seven hundred and ninety-eight reasons why we couldn’t come here. Trevor just said sure.”

      He considered her words. She was right. He would have tried to talk her out of it. Hell, he probably would have succeeded. “But Trevor?”

      “He’s harmless as a puppy and you know it. You didn’t think I’d run away with him romantically, did you?” She laughed hysterically when his face betrayed that thought had briefly crossed his mind.

      “Holy shit,” she said once she’d regained control. She waved a waitress over and helped herself to one of the free drinks on the woman’s tray. “That is just freaking twisted, sugar.”

      He sighed heavily. One question was tormenting him. “What are you doing in Vegas, Riley?”

      “Gambling.”

      “Very funny.” He grimaced, not amused by her joke.

      “I’m having fun, Aaron. You know, that thing you’ve never quite mastered?”

      He sucked in a deep breath and counted to ten. Riley constantly teased him about being a stick in the mud. He knew it was said in good fun, but this time her words felt more like an insult than a joke. Sometimes it sucked being regarded as the boring, responsible one among their group of friends.

      Need a ride home from the bar? Call Aaron. Got a flat tire? Aaron will have a jack…and a spare. Moving? Aaron will lug all your shit down three flights of stairs and supply the truck to haul it.

      A growl rose up in his chest. He was pissed off at Riley for thinking him so dull he wouldn’t do anything as spontaneous as taking a weekend trip to Vegas.

      “You seriously call hopping on a plane and flying to Vegas with Trevor Blankenship ‘fun’? I call it fucking dangerous.”

      “Bullshit. I haven’t done anything even remotely dangerous…yet. I called Keira and told her where I was and I didn’t come alone. I came with a friend.” Riley threw another dollar in the machine.

      “You didn’t call Keira until after you were already here.”

      “And like the good sister she is, she called you to come save the day. Right?”

      “She was worried about you, Riley.”

      “I’m a big girl, sugar. A fact my family and you seem content to ignore.”

      “I’m not forgetting you’re an adult. I’m just not overlooking the fact you’re completely drunk in a strange town with Trevor and a hooker as your chaperones.”

      Riley’s gaze traveled from the slot machine to Aaron. “I told Trev she was a hooker, but he wouldn’t believe me.” She took a long drink before setting the cup down and hitting the Spin button again.

      “What are you drinking?” He picked up her glass and drained it. Alcohol suddenly seemed like a very good idea. He waved over the waitress and grabbed his own drink.

      “Tasted like something with rum to me,” she said. “You better take it easy on that. I’m already wasted. If you keep pounding those down, who’ll get us home?”

      He shrugged and took another swig. Now that he was here, he wasn’t in any big hurry to leave. “It takes a lot to get me drunk.”

      “Yeah, well, maybe you should consider taking up the hobby. Drunk seems to be the best way to live in dreary Baltimore nowadays.” Her tone was sullen, belligerent, and he wondered at her words.

      “Since when is Baltimore dreary? You love the city.”

      She sobered up a bit and he was struck by the hint of sadness in her eyes. When he thought back on it, he realized the same look had been there often the past few months. Why hadn’t he noticed it sooner?

      “So I guess now I don’t love the city. Dammit, I just can’t do it anymore, Aaron.”

      “Do what?”

      “My life. I can’t wake up in the same bedroom I’ve lived in since birth one more morning. I can’t cook meals in that damn pub day in and day out anymore and I’m sick to death of partying with the same losers every Saturday night.”

      Her voice was filled with resentment, frustration, and he listened as the last detail—and he suspected the most important one—fell from her lips.

      “I’m the last Collins kid at home. I’m it. The spinster sister,” she added.

      He burst into laughter. He knew she was being serious, but her words were so insanely funny he couldn’t hold back his instinctive response.

      Her eyes narrowed angrily. “What’s so funny?”

      “You,” he said with a chuckle, “calling yourself a spinster. Two things I never thought I’d hear together in the same sentence. Riley Collins, the spinster.” Repeating the words caused him to laugh again and some of the irritation he’d been harboring since leaving BWI that morning dissipated. Actually, simply finding her safe and sound had dispelled most of it.

      “It’s not funny. I’ve watched both my sisters find true love. They’re living their happily ever afters while I’m still stuck at home alone with Pop.”

      “Happily ever afters? True love?” Aaron repeated. “Sounds pretty romantic for you, Riley. How much have you had to drink?”

      “Ha ha. I’ve had too much and I’m gonna have more, but it doesn’t matter. I’ll still be fed up and lonely tomorrow.”

      Aaron looked at her dark brown eyes and felt a hope he’d never experienced stir inside him. “You said you never wanted to get married. You said it would cut in to your fun time, your independence. You’ve sworn off the entire institution since we were three.”

      “Yeah,” she said. “Well, I changed my mind.”

      Aaron considered her words for a moment, and then gave in to the grin building in his chest. “Good.”

      “Good?”

      He nodded, grasping her by the waist to set her on her feet. “Very good. Come on.”

      He took her hand and pulled her toward the foyer of the casino. She didn’t fight him and instead followed easily, if somewhat unsteadily.

      “Where are we going?” she asked as they stopped for a moment while Aaron got his bearings. It was early evening, but given the crowds in front of the hotel, it was clear Las Vegas was just getting started.

      “You’ll see.”

      “So long as you aren’t taking me home,” she said. “I don’t wanna go home yet.”

      “You aren’t going home.”

      “I don’t wanna go to the room either.”

      “You aren’t.”

      She giggled, muttering something about not believing he’d chased her all the way to Vegas.

      Obviously she was more than tipsy. He grinned. Tipsy was just the way he wanted her for once. He pulled a map of the Las Vegas strip he’d bought at the airport out of his pocket and consulted it. When he found what he was looking for, he put his arm around her shoulders and urged her toward the taxi stand, where they were promptly ushered into a waiting vehicle.

      “Aaron, where are we going?”

      “You’ll see,” he repeated, giving the driver the address and fighting to ignore the grin that crossed the older man’s face as he glanced at Riley.

      “Good for you,” the man said, turning and pulling on to the street. As the taxi driver fought the Saturday evening traffic, Aaron took in the sights of the strip, overwhelmed and amazed by the bright lights. Vegas was quite a city and he was suddenly thankful he’d come. This was going to be a weekend to remember.

      The driver pulled up in front of their destination. Aaron paid the driver before bending to help Riley out of the cab.

      “Courthouse?” She glanced up at the nondescript building.

      “We’ll need a marriage license before we hit the Elvis Wedding Chapel.”

      “Elvis Wedding Chapel? What the hell are you talking about?” She stared at him and for a moment he thought she would balk at his suggestion, refuse him and storm away.

      “We’re getting hitched.”

      Riley laughed. “You and me?”

      “Why not? We’ll just call it the ultimate Saturday Night Special.”

      She paused for a moment, the alcohol fogging her mind nicely. She considered his proposal before shrugging playfully. Riley was the queen of Saturday Night Specials, the name she’d given to her evening off from work. It was the one night of the week when she usually got into a lot of trouble that he inevitably had to get her out of.

      “Why not? We are in Vegas. Okay, come on! This story will be funny as shit when I tell everyone at home. Riley’s Saturday Night Special, Vegas-style!”

      Riley was a born storyteller, one of the reasons he suspected she always attracted a crowd. She was entertaining and her stories were hilarious.

      They bought the license, traveled to the chapel and said their “I dos” under the watchful eye of the Asian Elvis who married them. He serenaded them back out onto the street as Mr. and Mrs. Aaron Young to the tune of Love Me Tender while Riley giggled.

      They returned to the hotel and scored a table at Fin, one of the Mirage’s trendy restaurants, despite their lack of reservations. While there, they consumed two bottles of champagne, toasting their long lives together and stuffing themselves on Chinese cuisine.

      Finally, Aaron suggested they start the honeymoon. They staggered to Riley’s room, laughing the entire way, and he carried her over the threshold as Riley squealed with delight.

      As he carried her to the bed, he was struck by the memory of carrying her to her bed the night of Teagan’s wedding. She’d had too much champagne that night too.

      “You’re crazy,” she said with a giggle. “I can’t believe we just got married. Do you know what a pain in the ass this will be to untangle tomorrow when we’re sober?”

      “It’ll work out.” He placed her on her feet by the bed, gripping her shoulders to keep her steady. She reached up and he was stunned to feel her fingers unbuttoning his shirt. While he wasn’t completely drunk, he couldn’t say he wasn’t enjoying the effects of the alcohol. A quick glance at Riley’s face confirmed she was extremely intoxicated. He stilled her hands as she reached for the last button.

      “I can do that,” he said. “Let me help you.” He pulled her sweater over her head. Modesty had never been an issue for Riley. She didn’t possess any and she laughed again.

      “What’s so funny?” he asked.

      “How many times have you tucked me in?”

      “A million,” he answered seriously.

      “Yeah, a million.”

      He helped her pull her jeans down. He’d seen her in her bra and panties many, many times before but this time it was different. She may not know it, but he did.

      He drew back the sheets and she climbed in. This time, unlike the million times in the past, he didn’t leave. He tugged off his shirt and pants and crawled in beside her. His actions sent her into peals of laughter again.

      “This is weird.”

      “Not really.” He pressed a light kiss on her forehead. “Good night, Mrs. Young.”

      She grinned, her eyes drooping. The alcohol was claiming her quickly. “Kiss me good night.”

      “I just did.”

      “No, really kiss me. You never have.”

      She was right. A lifetime of friendship and he’d never kissed Riley Collins. He’d dreamed of it since puberty, but he’d never done it.

      He leaned forward and brushed her lips lightly with his. It was enough for now. When he kissed her for real, she’d be sober, awake and aware.

      She was asleep before he moved away and he grinned. The woman could fall asleep within seconds of putting her head on a pillow.

      “Good night, wife,” he whispered, wrapping his arm around her and pulling her close.
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      “What the fuck?” Riley woke up disoriented and thirsty, and her head was pounding. All of that was pretty common for a Sunday morning. What was not common was a nearly naked Aaron spooning her in bed.

      “Good morning, Riley,” he said, as if he didn’t have a concern in the world. As if there was no reason she should be freaking out. She wiggled a little, hoping to break free of his embrace, but stopped immediately when something hard brushed against her ass.

      “What is that?” she asked when he chuckled. It was obvious he didn’t give a shit his cock was fully erect and nudging her lower regions through the thin cotton layer provided by his boxers.

      “Somebody else’s way of saying good morning.”

      She lifted the sheets an inch or two and glanced down, only mildly relieved to discover she was in her bra and panties. If they’d fooled around, she would have been naked, right? He wouldn’t have his boxers on. Right? Holy shit, please let that be right.

      He pulled her back closer to his bare chest and she stiffened at the idea of being cuddled, in bed, by Aaron. That they’d hugged thousands of times in the past twenty years was inconsequential, especially considering that during those platonic embraces they’d always been dressed…and standing up.

      “This is Las Vegas,” she mumbled, glancing around the hotel room.

      “It sure is.”

      “I thought I came to Vegas with Trevor.” She closed her eyes and tried to force her mushy brain to remember the previous evening. Hell, she’d be happy to remember the night before last.

      That’s it. I’m never drinking again.

      “You did come with Trev. I followed you.” Aaron’s grip on her waist tightened briefly before his hand moved, his fingers roaming suggestively on her stomach.

      Oh shit. Aaron stroking her skin should not feel so good. Had he always been this muscular? This built? This sexy? His typically short black hair had gotten longer in the last few months, and she wondered what it would feel like to run her fingers through it. She was suddenly having very impure thoughts about her best friend. She forced herself to ignore his touches as she tried to remember what he’d said.

      “Why did you follow me?”

      “I was worried about you, Riley. You took off with Trevor. He’s not exactly known for his intellect or sobriety.”

      “Where is Trev?” She prayed he wasn’t in the room as well.

      “Last time I saw him, he was heading for a hotel room with some hooker named Bella.”

      “Riiiiight.” She dragged out the word, trying to recall if she’d actually met this Bella chick.

      “You don’t remember that?” His hand paused an inch above her panty line and she was two seconds away from suggesting he move it just a bit farther south. She loved morning sex.

      Fuck! This is Aaron. Stop it, Riley.

      “I don’t remember the hooker,” she admitted.

      “What do you remember?”

      She took a deep breath and forced herself to roll to her back. She needed to see his face, wanted to read his expressions in some vain hope of figuring out what the hell was going on. He allowed her to turn but his hand never left her body. She tried to calm her racing heart at the feeling of his palm resting against her bare skin.

      “I remember landing in Vegas and hitting the strip. There were these blue drinks at a bar. After that, it gets kinda hazy.”

      “Blue drinks?” he asked, his chocolate-brown eyes narrowing thoughtfully.

      “You weren’t there for those?”

      He shook his head, unconcerned. “I must have missed the blue drinks. I made it in time for the good stuff though.”

      His sleep-tousled hair sent her body into overdrive, as did his husky morning voice. Christ, she was totally attracted to him.

      To Aaron.

      Maybe she was still drunk and the alcohol was affecting her brain. His hand started to caress her stomach again and she brought hers down quickly to halt his movements.

      Time to bite the bullet. Ask the most important question.

      “Why are you in bed with me?”

      Aaron grinned. “Where else would I be?”

      “Ordinarily I would say at home, cussing me and my wild schemes. But at the very least, given that we’re not in Baltimore, you should be in your own hotel room.”

      He chuckled. “Well, I guess I don’t have to worry about your wild schemes anymore—or the separate hotel rooms.”

      “Why is that?” A strong sense of impending trouble suffused her as she asked the question. Some part of her knew instinctively she didn’t want to hear the answer.

      He lifted her left hand up with his and pointed to a thick silver band on her ring finger.

      “What the fuck is that?”

      “Your wedding ring. We’re married.”

      “The hell we are!”

      He shrugged off her heated denial with a good-natured smile and her arousal vanished in an instant, replaced by the need to hit something or someone. She narrowed her eyes, wondering what it would feel like to punch him in the stomach. No doubt that would shrink Mr. Happy back to a manageable size. As it was, she was finding it very difficult to think with his cock poking her in the hip with every breath she took.

      “Can’t you put that thing away?” she yelled, pointing at his hard-on.

      “Away…or in?”

      She gasped at the thought. “I have to get out of here.” She started to rise but Aaron quite efficiently managed to stop her, moving over her and pinning her to the bed with his hips and hands. She was completely trapped, surrounded by his hard flesh.

      “No more running away, Riley.”

      She placed her palms against his chest, intending to shove him off, but his words halted her actions. “What’s that supposed to mean? I don’t run away.”

      “All you do is run. You aren’t going to escape this so easily.”

      She tried to assimilate this man, this Aaron, with the man who’d been her gentle best friend for over two decades. “Escape what?”

      “Our marriage.” He punctuated his words with a slow, firm thrust of his erection against the vee of her legs.

      “We aren’t married.”

      He grinned. “We are very, very married. I have the marriage license and the DVD to prove it.”

      “DVD?”

      “I figured some of the details might be hazy for you. Besides, it’s a nice keepsake. Something we can show our kids.”

      “Okay, that’s it.” She pushed against his chest, desperate to break free of his overwhelming presence. She’d never felt so thoroughly surrounded. “You’re going to have to shut the hell up. If we did get married, I was drunk and it was a mistake. One we can take care of if you would just let me up.” When he failed to budge, her shoves turned to slaps. “Get off me!”

      He shook his head and lowered until he was supporting his upper body with his elbows, rather than his hands. His chest crushed her breasts and his lips were less than an inch from hers. She felt a slight tremor rumble through her. She wanted to believe it was based on fear, but she was pretty sure it had everything in the world to do with arousal. He was pushing all her hot buttons with this caveman posturing.

      Aaron had never taken charge of any aspect of their friendship, content to let her lead the way in all things. Feeling his power over her sent a rush of heat to every part of her body.

      His eyes narrowed angrily and she felt a strange sense of pleasure at having knocked some of the damn annoying happiness out of him. “Our marriage was not a mistake and I don’t ever want to hear you say that again.”

      She closed her eyes, his breath hot on her cheek. It was taking every ounce of strength in her body not to move her lips the little baby inch it would take to touch his. “Please be reasonable,” she said. “This can’t work.”

      “Why not?”

      She sighed. “We’re too different.”

      “That hasn’t stopped us from being friends—best friends—for over twenty years.”

      “There’s a helluva lot more to marriage than just friendship, sugar.” The moment the words crossed her lips, she knew she’d made a mistake.

      “That’s right. There is.” He pressed his cock against her suddenly damp panties again. Jesus, she wished he’d stop doing that. It was all she could do not to invite him in and damn the cost.

      “You know, you’re coming very close to losing that thing.” She wished the threat didn’t sound so weak.

      “I wouldn’t mind losing it for a while—inside you.”

      “Ugh.”

      He laughed at her feigned disgust. “Last night you begged me to kiss you good night.”

      “I was drunk.”

      He moved forward slowly until their noses nearly touched. “Don’t you want to know about the kiss?”

      “No, and you shouldn’t be bragging about taking advantage of an intoxicated woman. If my brothers were here, they’d kick your ass.”

      “I don’t think there’s anything wrong with kissing a woman if she’s your wife and it’s your honeymoon.”

      “Oh shit. We had sex, didn’t we?” She racked her brain, trying to recall some small part of the previous night. How could she sleep with her best friend and not remember it?

      Aaron started to move his hips, rubbing his cock suggestively against her covered pussy. She fought to ignore how good it felt. He leaned closer, his breath scorching her cheek as his lips moved toward her ear. “No,” he whispered. “We didn’t have sex.”

      Relief claimed her, but it was short-lived when his fingers twined in her hair and he directed her face toward his.

      “And I still owe you the kiss,” he murmured a moment before his lips claimed hers.

      Christ, claimed was right. Riley had never been kissed so passionately in her life. Aaron’s mouth moved over hers, demanding, taking, possessing. He pushed her lips apart, his tongue plunging into her mouth to explore. His fingers tightened around her curls, controlling her movements, putting her where he wanted her. Her brain wanted to resist but it was powerless to control her hyper-aroused body. The kiss seemed to last for hours and for a moment, Riley considered the fact she’d wasted years of her life kissing assholes while this champion kisser was standing next to her all along.

      When Aaron finally pulled back, she was surprised to discover her hands were wrapped around his neck, holding him to her.

      “Fuck.” She’d never felt so confused; so conflicted and torn. This was Aaron. This was wrong.

      “Okay,” he said, and she laughed. She couldn’t help it. His goofy, good-natured attitude always managed to cheer her up.

      “You’re incorrigible.”

      “Does that mean we can have sex?” he asked.

      “Can we wait until my hangover goes away? I really can’t think straight right now.”

      He nodded, placing a quick kiss on the end of her nose. He moved back to her side, pulling her until her head rested on his bare chest. She wasn’t used to him being so controlling. She wished it wasn’t turning her on so much.

      “Maybe we should get up,” she suggested, even though she didn’t move. Her head hurt too badly. Besides, she was comfy and warm.

      “Not yet,” he said. “Just rest awhile.”

      They lay in companionable silence for several minutes and Riley had just about let the slow pounding of his heart lure her back to sleep when there was a knock at the door.

      “Ignore it,” she said sleepily. “Maybe they’ll go away.”

      Aaron gently moved her aside and stood up. “I don’t think you want me to ignore this visitor.”

      “Aaron, I’m half naked and hung over. Believe me, there is no one I want to see.” She pulled the covers over her head as he yanked on his jeans and walked to the door.

      She listened from under the blanket as he spoke to someone. She couldn’t make out what was said, but she heard Aaron say thanks and shut the door again. She lowered the covers a little bit to peer out, surprised to find him holding a McDonald’s bag for her to see.

      She sat up quickly, grabbing her head as her too-fast movement sent a sharp pain through her temple. “Ouch. Damn head. Is that what I think it is?”

      “If you think it’s one Riley Collins Hangover Cure, then yep, it’s what you think.”

      “How the hell did you get McDonald’s delivered through room service?”

      “It’s Vegas. You can get anything if you’re willing to pay. I bribed one of the bellhops last night when we got in. Promised him a big tip if he would pick it up and deliver it.”

      He handed her the bag and she pulled out the still-warm hash brown, holding it as if it were a precious treasure. “Manna from heaven.”

      “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

      She looked up, delighted when he pulled a drink from behind his back.

      “Diet Coke?” she asked.

      “Would I get you anything else?”

      “Oh, Aaron, you are too good to me.”

      He laughed. “You’re an easy woman to please. Couple of hash browns and a soda.”

      “No better food on earth the day after a long party. I can’t believe you went to so much trouble.”

      “You’re worth it.”

      She took the drink from him and looked away quickly, afraid to let him see how much his words were affecting her. He said nice things to her all the time. Aaron always did sweet, thoughtful things. Now, however, his actions seemed more apparent, more important. She had no doubt he meant for them to stay married. The thought he wanted such a thing blew her away. He’d never come on to her, never flirted with her, never made her believe they’d ever be anything more than friends. Overnight, somehow, all that had changed and she couldn’t figure out how to feel about it.

      “Are you going to eat that or try to stare it into your stomach?”

      “Why do you want to be married to me?” she asked.

      If Aaron was taken aback by her question, it didn’t show. He sat beside her on the bed and shrugged. “There are a lot of reasons why, Riley.”

      “Name a few.”

      “We’re compatible. We have fun together. You’re damn easy on the eyes.”

      She snorted. “You think I’m pretty?”

      “Hell yeah. I think you’re gorgeous.”

      “Since when?” she asked with a laugh. “In middle school, you called me Metal Mouth.”

      “You had braces. Besides, that was years ago. You can’t hold me accountable for mean nicknames I used when I was eleven. If I recall correctly, you called me Aaron Dung.”

      “Oh my God. I forgot about that. You gotta admit that was a pretty good one, Young.”

      “Yeah well, we’ll call that argument a draw.” He reached over and ran his finger down her cheek and she could see in his eyes he meant what he said about finding her attractive.

      “Liking someone’s looks isn’t a real solid basis for a marriage, sugar.”

      “I wasn’t finished giving you my reasons. You can cook. You’re smart. You’ll make one helluva good mother and I want to fuck you so bad it hurts.”

      Riley opened her mouth to respond, but no words would come.

      “Left you speechless, eh?” he asked. “Never thought I’d see the day.”

      “You can’t be serious,” she said when she finally found her voice.

      “My cock’s been knocking on those lace panties all morning, Riley.” As he spoke he pointed at his erection, clearly visible through the denim of his jeans. “What did you interpret that as? Mild interest?”

      “Guys always wake up with hard-ons. I just thought it was testosterone.”

      Aaron rolled his eyes. “If that were the case it would have deflated after a few minutes. I’m feeling lightheaded from the fact all the blood in my body has been hanging out south of the border for nearly an hour.”

      “Sounds painful.”

      He wiggled his eyebrows. “Wanna kiss it better?”

      She was saved from answering when someone else knocked on the door. “More hash browns?”

      He shook his head. “Nope. Probably the maid.” He rose and opened the door. Riley only had a moment to pull the covers up before Johanna Blankenship, Trev’s estranged wife, came running into the room with a baseball bat.

      “Son of a bitch!” she yelled as she stormed straight toward the bed. “Where is he? The cheating bastard! Fucking man whore! I’m gonna bash his brains in!”

      “Whoa, Jo. Take it easy,” Aaron said, and she turned, swinging the bat. He dodged out of the way, escaping a nasty hit by inches.

      “Oh. Sorry, Aaron. I thought you were Trev.”

      “Jesus, Johanna. Put the bat down,” Riley said. “You’re gonna hurt somebody with that thing.”

      Johanna spun, her fury finding a new victim as she approached the bed. “Don’t you lecture me, you filthy home wrecker.” Jo raised the bat but before she could bring it down, Aaron grabbed the weapon and the woman from behind.

      Riley felt her temper snap at the woman’s near assault and dropped the sheet, rising up on her knees, despite the fact she was only in her bra and panties. “Home wrecker? Are you kidding me? You seriously think I’d want that dumbass husband of yours?”

      “Riley.” Aaron struggled to hold on to Johanna, who was screeching obscenities and struggling to get free. “Maybe now’s not a good time to throw around insults.”

      “Dumbass? How dare you call my husband stupid!”

      “Well, you just called him a man whore,” Riley retorted.

      “I can call him anything I want. He’s my husband—and you ran off to Vegas with him, knowing full well he has a wife at home! Bet you didn’t count on your sister telling me where to find you!”

      Riley made a mental note to kill Keira later. “Oh for pity’s sake, I did not run off with Trev.”

      “Then why are you nearly naked in that bed?” Johanna asked, while Aaron retained his death grip on her arm and the bat.

      “Because I was asleep. Besides, if you look around, I think you’ll notice your husband isn’t in this room.”

      Riley’s comment seemed to penetrate and the wind left Johanna’s sails. Jo turned around and Riley fought back a groan as Trev’s gossip-loving wife took in Aaron’s state of undress before turning back to study her again with a smirk.

      “Don’t look at me like that, Johanna,” she warned. “It’s not what you think.”

      “Of course it is,” Aaron interjected. “Riley and I eloped last night. You actually caught us in the middle of our honeymoon, so if you don’t mind⁠—”

      Aaron’s comments, rather than sparking Johanna’s nosy interest, released an onslaught of loud sobs. For several moments, he stood speechless as Johanna bawled inconsolably.

      “What did I say?” he asked Riley.

      “This is not helping my headache,” Riley replied.

      “Could you try to have a little compassion?” Aaron wrapped an arm around Johanna’s shoulder.

      Riley rolled her eyes in response but the gesture sent another stab of pain through her temple. Johanna had tried to take her head off with a baseball bat and insulted her intelligence. Aaron could be compassionate if he wanted, but Riley was feeling a bit low on that emotion.

      “Me and Trev eloped t-too,” Johanna stammered, the words hard to understand through her crying. “We drove over to Paw Paw, West Virginia, where his uncle was the justice of the peace, and then we went to his family’s hunting cabin for our honeymoon. It was deer season and he gave me a new rifle as a wedding gift.”

      “Romantic,” Riley muttered, but she shut up when Aaron sent her a dirty look. He led Jo to the single chair in the room.

      If there was one thing Aaron was a sucker for, it was tears. Riley had teased him mercilessly over the years for what she called his Achilles heel. If a woman wanted to get his attention, she merely had to pour on the waterworks. He had dated crazy Louise Perkins for six months longer than he’d wanted to during his junior year in high school, simply because she cried every time he suggested they break up. Riley had finally intervened, convincing Louise she’d be much happier dating Chuckie Haines.

      “Please don’t get so upset, Johanna. I’m sure Trevor’s just blowing off some steam. He knows he’s got a good thing at home with you. He’s not going to mess that up,” Aaron said.

      “I’m sorry,” she said between sniffles. “It’s all these damn hormones. I c-cry at the drop of a hat nowadays.”

      “Hormones?” Riley asked.

      “I found out I’m pregnant a couple days ago. I went to find Trev to tell him he was gonna be a daddy, but then I heard the two of you had run off to Vegas.”

      “Pregnant. Wow. Congratulations, Jo,” Riley said. Jesus, Trevor has reproduced.

      “So if you and Trev didn’t run off together, where is he?” Johanna asked. “I want to tell him the good news.”

      Riley glanced at Aaron, who shrugged. She recalled him telling her about Trev hooking up with a prostitute. “He, um, he just stepped out for some breakfast,” she lied, rising from the bed and edging her way toward the bathroom. If things turned nasty again, Riley was fully prepared to hunker down behind a locked door. Besides, she had to pee.

      “Where?” Jo asked.

      “I’m not sure where he was headed. Just called a few minutes ago and said he was going to get something to eat.” While Riley was disgusted with Trev for cheating on his wife, she couldn’t completely hang the man out to dry. She’d spent at least an hour of Friday night listening to him cry in his beer over missing Jo. Regardless of his infidelity, he loved his wife and she figured he deserved a chance to make amends if he wanted to. After all, he was going to be a father.

      “Tell you what, Johanna. Why don’t you see if you can get a room here at the hotel and Riley and I will go find him?” Aaron suggested.

      “We will?” Riley asked.

      “Yes, we will. You’re probably tired after the flight and that’s not good for you or the baby. Call us with your room number, take a nice long bath and we’ll send Trevor to your room when we find him. In fact, you can surprise him. The two of you can have a romantic night together and celebrate. How does that sound?”

      Johanna smiled at him as she stood. “That’s a great idea. My feet are killing me. Thank you, Aaron. And congratulations on your marriage.” She started to walk out of the room but turned at the last minute to look at Riley. “Bye, Riley. No hard feelings?”

      “We’re good, Jo.” Riley waved and watched the woman retrieve her luggage from where she’d left it in the hall. Aaron closed the door and leaned on it wearily.

      “You forgot to give her back her bat. She may want that when she finds out what Trev’s been up to,” she said.

      “That’s exactly why I kept it.”

      “So, Mr. Wonderful, any ideas on where we’re supposed to find Trevor and the hooker? Vegas is kind of a big place, you know.”

      “I’ll call the front desk and see if he’s still here.”

      “Don’t you think Johanna asked about Trev first? He’s probably checked out.”

      “I’m still calling the clerk. Who knows what Johanna asked and it’s worth a try.”

      Riley dressed while Aaron placed the call. She listened as he questioned the clerk and she could tell from the conversation he wasn’t having much luck getting any answers. She didn’t expect he would, but her cop was clearly on the case.

      “Well?” she asked when he hung up.

      “All he would tell me is that Trev checked out last night. Probably broke a rule telling me that much, but I mentioned the worried, pregnant wife.”

      “Wonder if he was still with Bella when he left.”

      “I suppose we could try to track down the clerk on duty last night, see if he remembers anything Trev said when he checked out. If Bella was still with him, I sort of think the clerk would remember.”

      “Why’s that?” she asked.

      “Bella makes quite an impression. She’s sort of…” Aaron gestured with his hands in front of his chest.

      “Stacked?” Riley asked and he nodded.

      “Oh hell yeah,” he said, so reverently she rolled her eyes.

      “What is it with guys and big boobs? They’re just fat and skin.”

      Aaron shrugged. “They’re fun to play with.”

      “Let’s roll. The sooner we find Trev, the sooner we can straighten out this marriage mess we’re in. And for the record, I don’t appreciate you telling Jo we’re married. You know what a gossip she is. She’s probably already called half of Baltimore with the news. My family will freak.”

      “We are married, Riley, and the only problem we need to correct is the lack of honeymoon boom-boom.”

      “Oh, that’s very funny. What are you, three years old?”

      As she reached to open the door, she was surprised when Aaron turned her and pushed her against it forcefully. He pressed his body against hers and in an instant she felt the arousal she’d only just managed to beat down come surging to the surface again. It seemed that with one firm touch or heated look, he could drive her to the brink of an orgasm. Jesus, she felt as if she were with two different men. One was her familiar best friend, while the other was a hot, dominant stranger who made her want to do all sorts of nasty, naughty things.

      “We are going to have a honeymoon, Riley. Make no mistake about it. When we come back to this room, I’m going to lay you across that bed and come inside that sweet body of yours until we both pass out from exhaustion. Got it?” He punctuated his question with a hard, quick kiss that took her breath away.

      When he stepped away, he’d turned back into her affable, easygoing friend once more. “Come on. Let’s go find Trev.”
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      Riley and Aaron took a quick cruise through the slot machines in the hotel, hoping they’d get lucky and run in to Trevor.

      “You realize finding Trev in Vegas is going to be harder than finding an all-you-can-eat buffet for under twenty bucks,” Riley grumbled.

      “I know. Hey, there’s the dealer from your blackjack table last night. Let’s talk to him.”

      “I played blackjack?”

      Aaron chuckled. “You were winning too.”

      “Oh yeah? Awesome.”

      They approached the dealer and Aaron noticed the man recognized Riley right away. “Welcome back, Riley. Did you come to try your luck again?”

      Riley shook her head, undaunted that the man knew her name. Riley was infamous for making friends everywhere she went, but Aaron was going to have a serious talk with her about her partying habits of late. Typically she knew how to have a good time and what her limits were. This weekend binge of hers drove home to him how depressed she must have been lately. She wasn’t usually quite so reckless.

      “No. Actually I’m looking for Trevor, the guy I was with yesterday.”

      “Ah, Bella’s date,” the dealer said.

      She nodded. “Have you seen them lately?”

      The man shook his head. “Not since last night. Your friend hit the jackpot on the Money Madness machine. After that, he and Bella took off.”

      “He hit the jackpot?” Riley asked.

      “One hundred grand.”

      “Shut. Up. Trevor won a hundred thousand dollars? That lucky bastard.” Riley shook her head in disbelief.

      Aaron shrugged, unsurprised. Money always seemed to fall into Trev’s lap. He’d matched four numbers in the lottery once, found five hundred dollars in a coffee can on the street, and inherited a few thousand from an uncle he didn’t even know he had. Problem was, the money never stayed in Trev’s pocket for long. “He does seem to be doing pretty well for himself in Vegas.”

      The dealer obviously agreed. “I’ll say. Winning all that money and spending the evening with Bella.” The man’s look let them know exactly which part of Trev’s good fortune he preferred.

      Aaron chuckled as Riley rolled her eyes. “It’s a big-tit epidemic,” she muttered.

      “Thanks for your help.” Aaron led Riley back toward the front desk of the hotel, where they introduced themselves and asked about the staff working the previous night’s shift. The reservation clerk said the same crew would be working that night. Riley and Aaron decided if they still hadn’t found Trev by then, they would come back to question them all later.

      Aaron took her hand and led her away from the desk. “So it sounds like Trevor and Bella won a bunch of money and split.”

      “Knowing Trev, he decided this hotel was beneath him once he got a few bucks in his pocket.”

      “Probably,” Aaron agreed. “Bella certainly looked like the type who wouldn’t mind helping a fella blow all his hard-earned money.”

      “So the only words I heard in that comment were Bella, blow and hard,” Riley joked.

      “Touché.”

      Riley’s cell phone went off, the sounds of Brick House surrounding them. He chuckled at her ring tone as she pulled the phone out of her purse and looked at the caller ID.

      She sighed. “Shit.”

      “Who is it?”

      “Tris.” She continued to let the phone ring.

      “Aren’t you going to answer it?”

      She shook her head. The phone stopped ringing and she began to count backward. “Five, four, three, two, one.” As she hit one, the phone started ringing again. “Jeez, he’s relentless.”

      “Give me the phone.” Aaron snatched the cell out of her hands.

      “Hey,” she protested, but he was quicker. He clicked with one hand while fending her off with the other.

      “Hello,” he said.

      “Aaron?”

      “Yeah, it’s me.”

      “I assume, since you’re on Riley’s phone, you found her.” Tristan’s voice betrayed his irritation toward his baby sister.

      Aaron looked at Riley, who was glaring at him with her arms crossed against her chest. He let his gaze drift to her breasts, nicely accentuated by her pose. He wiggled his eyebrows.

      “Pervert,” she muttered, taking her arms down and turning her back on him.

      “I found her,” he said into the phone.

      “When are you coming home?” Tris asked.

      “We’re going to hang out in Vegas for a few days.”

      Tris went quiet on the other end for a few moments. “There’s a funny rumor flying around here today.”

      “It’s true,” Aaron said.

      He could hear Tristan’s sharp intake of breath. “You and Riley are married?”

      “Yep. Soon as we track down Trevor, we’re going to start our honeymoon.”

      Riley spun around at his words, fury evident on her face. “What are you doing?”

      “Telling your family our good news.” He knew his response would send her into orbit, but he refused to back down on this subject. If he gave Riley an inch she’d take a mile and he wasn’t budging on their marriage. She was his wife and she was damn well going to stay his wife. It was time she accepted that.

      “Listen, Tris. Do you mind letting everyone know? I’m sorry about springing it on you this way, but it was sort of a surprise to us too.”

      “Didn’t expect you to go to such lengths when I asked you to take care of her.” Aaron recalled Tris and Ewan pulling him aside after Teagan’s wedding and asking him to keep an eye on her. He knew of all her siblings, Tris worried about Riley the most.

      “Listen, we’ll have a big party when we get back. Celebrate in style.”

      Tris laughed. “Sounds like a plan. Welcome to the family, bro, and, um…good luck. You’ll need it.”

      Aaron smiled as he hung up the phone. He’d grown up with the Collins siblings and they’d never failed to make him feel like part of the family. Realizing he was suddenly an official member made him happier than he would have expected.

      He looked at his new wife, shooting daggers at him, and realized Tris was right. He was going to need luck—lots of it. “You were right. Johanna’s apparently been making a few calls home.”

      “And rather than deny it, you told Tris we were married. Knowing perfectly well that I don’t want to stay married.”

      Aaron narrowed his eyes warningly. “What you want and what you need are two different things right now. It won’t always be that way.”

      “When did you get so stubborn?”

      He reached over and pulled her toward him, silently rejoicing when, rather than fight him, she moved into him, accepting his embrace and wrapping her arms around his waist. “When something is really important to me, I go after it. I don’t think that makes me stubborn. Just determined.”

      She rested her cheek against his chest and tightened her hold. “You’re going to be sorry about this one day. I’m not easy to live with.”

      He chuckled. “Riley, I’ve been a part of your life for over twenty years and I’ve never wanted to leave. I don’t see that changing anytime in the near future.”

      She stepped back and looked at him. Her eyes seemed to study every feature on his face and he wondered what she was thinking. Then she rose up on her tiptoes, pulling his head down to hers.

      “You’re crazy,” she whispered. For the first time since they’d woken up married, she initiated a kiss. He let her lead the way, her lips betraying the conflicting emotions inside her. At first her kiss was soft, tentative, but within moments it became hard, needy, rough. She nipped his lower lip with her teeth and a growl rumbled in his throat.

      His cock had never been this hard for this long. He was beginning to fear for his health. Sustaining an erection for hours on end couldn’t be a good thing. What did those warnings on the commercials for Viagra say? Four hours? No way would the doctors in the emergency room believe his was all natural.

      Her tongue touched his and he realized if he didn’t break this off, he’d throw her down on the floor of the hotel lobby and give the gamblers a show.

      “Riley.” He grasped her wrists, pulling them away from his neck. “We have to stop, sweetheart. Too many more of those kisses and we’ll both be arrested for indecent exposure.”

      She opened her eyes. “Just for kissing?”

      “It’s what your kisses make me want to do that could get us into trouble.”

      She gave him a sexy grin. “Oh yeah?”

      “Yeah. I’m two minutes away from yanking those tight jeans of yours down and bending you over the check-in counter.” Her eyes darkened, letting him know she wouldn’t resist just such an occurrence, and he groaned. “Jesus.”

      “I’m starting to think Trev can go hang.”

      “Your headache?” he asked.

      “Miraculously gone. The room’s only three flights up.”

      He reached for her hand. Trevor was on his own.

      “Excuse me,” the registration clerk called out. They turned to see the man waving them over. “Did you say your name was Riley Collins?”

      “Yes,” Riley said.

      “I completely forgot. You have a message. Perhaps it’s from your friend.”

      “Hallelujah.” She took the slip of paper from the man. “Do you know when this was left?”

      “Some time last night. It was here this morning when I came into work,” the clerk replied.

      “What does it say?” Aaron asked.

      “Says he doesn’t need his return-flight ticket. Shit.” Riley looked at his wrist. “Do you have a watch? What time is it?”

      “A little after two.”

      “Damn. So much for the plane tickets. My flight left at one-thirty.”

      “You weren’t flying home today regardless,” Aaron said. “Honeymoon boom-boom, remember? What else did Trev say?”

      Riley skimmed the note and cursed.

      “He’s not going back to Baltimore. Says he and Bella are going to get married.”

      “He’s already married,” Aaron said.

      “Yeah, well, brainiac Trev has apparently forgotten that little fact.”

      “Johanna will flip out.” Aaron glanced over his shoulder, afraid saying the woman’s name would conjure her out of thin air. “I guess it’s a good thing Trev decided to pull this shit out of town. There’s no way Jo got any of her hunting rifles on the plane.”

      “Yeah, but it’s Vegas. What do you think the chances are she could buy a gun…or ten?”

      Aaron frowned. “I don’t want to be the one to break this news to her. The woman is unstable on a good day. Pregnancy isn’t going to help that. Besides, if she starts crying again⁠—”

      “Well, don’t look at me. That crazy bitch already tried to take my head off today with a baseball bat.”

      “So the game plan stays the same. We find Trev.”

      Riley sighed. “I knew you were going to say that.”

      “She’s having the man’s baby. They deserve a chance to work out their differences, Riley.”

      “You know, this ‘protect and defend’ philosophy you live by really gives me a pain sometimes.”

      “You love me and you know it.”

      “I guess so, but this honeymoon totally sucks so far.”

      He laughed, pleased to see her beginning to soften toward the idea of their marriage. “I’ll make it up to you. Promise.”

      “So, Mr. Responsible, where to now? Seems to me we’ve hit a wall.”

      “Not really.” Aaron took the note from Riley’s hand and pointed to the logo on the stationary.

      “Sal’s Sex Shop? You aren’t planning to visit Sal, are you?”

      “Worth checking it out and we can kill two birds with one stone,” he said.

      Her eyes narrowed suspiciously. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “You insulted my honeymoon.”

      “So?”

      “So maybe a few fun wedding gifts will make you feel better about being married to me.”

      She gave him a naughty grin and he knew he was the luckiest man alive.

      “Maybe they will,” she said.
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        * * *

      

      The sex shop was within walking distance of the hotel. As they stood outside, Riley studied the small storefront with disdain. All the windows were covered with black paper and a cheap, blue neon light displayed the store’s name.

      “Classy joint,” she mumbled.

      Aaron opened the door and they stepped into the dimly lit shop. There was only one other customer in the place and Aaron decided the store was similar to every sex shop he’d ever been in. As a police officer, it wasn’t unusual for him to have to check out complaints about indecent exposure and the like at places just like this back home. “He doesn’t look like a Sal to me.” He pointed to the pimply faced young guy sitting behind the counter.

      “Yep, it’s a safe bet he’s earning minimum wage, not top billing.”

      Aaron nodded as the clerk flipped the page of his magazine. “Well, there are still perks to the job. He can look at all the nudie magazines he wants for free.”

      “Some perk,” Riley said distractedly. He followed her as she walked down an aisle, looking at all the sex toys. He loved how she could step into any situation or place and never have trouble fitting in. Most women he knew would never dream of stepping into a store like this, but Riley didn’t even blink twice as she picked up the largest dildo he’d ever seen and waved it at him.

      “What woman could possibly think this would be fun?”

      He shrugged, picking up a neon green dildo. “Probably the same woman who would want to play with a green cock. You think it’s some sort of environmental statement? Go green?”

      “Hey.” She took the dildo from him. “That’s kind of cool. Wonder if it glows in the dark.”

      He chuckled. “Move along, Mrs. Young. Your dildo days are done. I’ve got your cock right here.” He grasped her hand and let her feel his re-emerging erection.

      She snorted but left her hand on him. “Glow in the dark is pretty hard to compete with. You think you’re up for it?”

      Her comment certainly moved him further into the up position and she giggled as his cock thickened in her palm. “Guess that answers that.” She patted him lightly before walking away.

      He closed his eyes and prayed he’d be able to follow. She was killing him.

      “Vibrators could be fun,” she announced.

      He nodded and took two painful steps toward her. She was bent over looking at the rabbit varieties, her ass taunting him. Coming to a sex shop when he was this horny was dumber than going to the grocery store hungry.

      He bypassed her vibrators, his interest lying elsewhere. “This one,” he said, picking up a slim vibrator and handing it to her. “We’re getting this one.”

      “Why?” She looked at his selection.

      “Remote control.”

      She laughed. “The ultimate guy accessory. Okay. Looks like fun.”

      She continued walking and he noticed she’d picked up her pace. Glancing at the nearest shelves, he understood—and realized with glee he’d found a chink in his girl’s armor.

      “Hey.” He grasped her hand and dragged her back to the shelves she’d just sped by. “You’re missing the best stuff.”

      She raised a haughty eyebrow at him when she saw where his gaze had landed. “No. Way.” She enunciated both words clearly.

      “Hell. Yes.” He mimicked her tone, grinning when she flushed. “Are you telling me, Riley Collins, that I’ve actually found something you’ve never done?”

      “I’m not talking to you about this. It’s personal.”

      Aaron laughed. “We’re married. Nothing’s personal anymore. You mean to tell me you aren’t a little bit curious?”

      “That particular place is an exit, not an entrance. I plan for it to stay that way.”

      He reached over to pick up a small butt plug. “We’ll work up to it.” He grabbed a tube of lubrication as well.

      “Oh no, we won’t.”

      He nodded, placing his hand on her back and directing her around the corner to the next aisle.

      “You’re wasting your money on those things.” She pointed to the plug and lube.

      He didn’t bother responding.

      “You’re being stubborn again,” she added.

      “Determined,” he replied.

      “Annoying.”

      “Is this some sort of name game?” he joked.

      She glanced at the shelf behind him and an evil look crossed her face. He braced himself. Riley may get knocked down, but she never got knocked out. “Okay, if you’re buying those, I want these.” She picked up handcuffs.

      “Sweetheart, I’m a cop. I’ve got at least a half-dozen pairs of those at home. And believe me, I’m more than willing to use all of them on you.”

      “Oh, they’re not for me. They’re for you.”

      He narrowed his eyes. Riley may know him as an easygoing friend, content to follow in her wake, but in the bedroom he liked to direct. She’d reacted to and assimilated that fact all morning. She liked it when he took charge. He could see it.

      He tried to figure out the best way to proceed. He could see the blade of the guillotine poised over his head and his answer now could signal reprieve or death.

      “You want to tie me up?”

      She nodded.

      Aaron leaned closer as he whispered his next question. “And what would you do with me once you had me at your mercy?”

      “I have this fantasy,” she began with a smile and he wondered what he’d set himself up for.

      “I’m in this empty room and there’s a gorgeous, naked guy standing in the middle of it with his arms chained above his head. Usually the guy is Ryan Reynolds, but I guess you’ll do.”

      “Very funny.” He pictured himself bare-assed and bound in her room.

      “Anyway, you’re completely helpless. I can do anything I want to you.”

      He swallowed heavily and watched the guy in the next aisle take a couple steps closer to them. Great, she was attracting an audience in a sex shop. Typical Riley.

      “I walk around you a few times, just touching you here and there.” She imitated her words with glancing brushes on his arm, his shoulder, the top of his thigh. “You’re rock-hard and aching for me, but I’ve warned you not to speak. If you talk—even to beg—I’ll leave.”

      He knew it was just a fantasy, but for some reason he felt as if she’d just forbidden him to speak. The clerk behind the counter put his magazine down and looked up.

      “I know you want me to touch your cock. I can see you pleading with your eyes, but you’re my toy and I’m not about to let the game end too soon. I move to stand behind you. You start to turn your head but I say no. You have to look forward.”

      She moved into the position as she spoke and he only just stopped turning his head to look at her. The man in the next aisle had stopped pretending to shop and was now watching Riley, hanging on her every word. Fuck, so was Aaron for that matter.

      “I run my hands along your back. I love your back, you know. So muscular and sexy. I love to watch you mow grass in the summer. Love to see you with your shirt off and sweat running down your tanned skin. So hot.”

      Her fingers traced lines on the back of his shirt and he imagined she was touching the slick moisture. “I can sense how badly you want me, so I decide to offer you a small reward for your good behavior. I reach down and cup your ass, squeezing hard.” Her hand drifted down to touch his ass and he wished she would grab it like she’d described.

      “I run my finger along the crevice there and tell you to spread your legs.”

      He swallowed heavily. She moved forward to whisper her next words and out of the corner of his eye, he saw the customer and the clerk both lean closer to hear. “You obey because you’re such a good boy.” Her breath tickled and her words rankled a bit. She’d always given him hell for being too good, too perfect. The fact she thought he’d toe her line in the bedroom irritated him.

      It was also a challenge. She was testing him. He grinned.

      “I touch your ass, grip your balls from behind. You moan a little but I don’t punish you for it.” Her hand hovered on his denim-clad ass. He remained quiet. Biding his time.

      “When I decide I can’t wait any longer, I move around to face you.” She walked to stand in front of him and ran her hand down his chest. Her eyes sparkled with mischief and she spoke louder. Oh yeah, she knew they had an audience. “You want to beg me, but you won’t.”

      “You’re right,” he said. “I won’t beg.” He could see he’d surprised her by speaking. She narrowed her eyes. “I look right at you and tell you you’ve had your fun. I tell you it’s my turn and I command you to get on your knees.”

      “Command?” He could tell she wanted to be offended, but her nipples had hardened beneath her T-shirt and he could hear her breathing accelerate.

      “You obey,” he said, “because you’ve always been a very naughty girl.”

      She grinned. “So I have.”

      “Should I tell you how the fantasy ends?” he asked.

      She looked around and acknowledged their audience. “Sorry guys,” she announced. “I think my husband and I are going to have to wrap this one up alone.”

      Aaron tried to ignore the pleasure he felt at hearing her call him husband.

      “Damn. Fucking hot fantasy. Lucky son of a bitch,” the customer said, looking at Aaron.

      Riley smiled appreciatively at the man’s compliment and grabbed a pair of handcuffs, daring Aaron to say something as she headed for the register. He dropped his purchases next to hers and struggled not to gloat. She was oozing arousal from every pore and suffering for it. Good. Woman had kept him in a state of constant horniness for hours. Payback was a bitch.

      “Hey,” he said to the clerk as he rang up the items. “Were you working here last night too?”

      The clerk nodded. “Yeah, today was supposed to be my day off, but the stupid bitch who works the day shift called in sick…again. Third time this month.”

      “You didn’t happen to see a burly-looking guy and a blonde woman in a sequin dress, did you?” Aaron figured it was a long shot, but he was out of ideas.

      “You mean Bella?” the clerk asked.

      Riley perked up. “Yeah. She was out with a friend of ours and we’re trying to track them down.”

      “Tourist? Camouflage jacket? Receding hairline?” The clerk bagged their purchases as he spoke.

      “That’s our friend.” Aaron handed over his credit card.

      “They were in here looking at the pony girl stuff, but they didn’t buy anything.”

      “Pony girl?” Riley asked.

      “Yeah, it’s when the girl sticks a tail up her⁠—”

      “I know what it is,” Riley interrupted. “Just didn’t realize Trev was into that kind of thing.” She turned to Aaron. “I’m starting to think Jo might be better off if we don’t find him.”

      “Oh, I don’t think he was all that interested,” the clerk replied. “That pony girl game is Bella’s thing. She’s bought stuff in here before. Your friend actually looked a little scared when she talked about it. Kinda funny.”

      Aaron chuckled. Trev was getting a hell of an education with the hooker. “Why didn’t they buy anything?”

      “Bubbles showed up.”

      “Bubbles?” Riley and Aaron asked in unison.

      “She’s a ho, works the street. She and Bella are kinda arch enemies. You know, like Superman and Lex Luthor.”

      Aaron glanced down. The guy was reading a comic. So much for taking advantage of the perks of working in a sex shop.

      “So what happened?” Riley asked.

      “Nothing. I nipped it. Told ’em to take it outside. Those two are always fighting. It’s sort of a regular event around here, so most us know to move them out of the store pretty damn quick whenever they end up in the same place at the same time. Otherwise, shit gets broken and I can tell you right now, it ain’t coming outta my paycheck.”

      “You don’t happen to know where they went when they left, do you?” he asked.

      “Nah. They left and nothing got busted up. That’s all I cared about. I know Bubbles was pissed as shit at Bella for something. She was cussing a blue streak, following them down the street.”

      “Do you know where we can find Bubbles?” Aaron asked.

      “You’re going to look for Bubbles? Jesus H. Christ.” Riley closed her eyes and he suspected she was praying for patience. Clearly her prayers had not been answered.

      “She was the last one to see Trev. We’re following a trail, Riley. This is standard police work. Welcome to my world.”

      “You a cop?” the clerk asked.

      “Not at the moment,” he answered quickly. “I’m on my honeymoon.”

      “That’s cool.” The young guy grinned and pointed out the door. “Bubbles will be on that corner over there in about an hour. She’s partial to animal-print tops, but they ain’t partial to her. Oh, and she’s got pink hair this week.”

      Aaron picked up their bag of goodies and led Riley back out onto the street. “Sounds like we’ve got a little bit of time to kill. Sweaty sex or late lunch?”

      She looked at him for a few moments, appearing so torn he had to stifle his laughter. “If we have sex, it’s like I’m admitting we’re married.”

      “We are married, Riley. You just called me your husband in there.”

      “Yeah well, I’m not totally ready to declare defeat yet.”

      He put his arm around her shoulder and kissed the top of her head. “Late lunch it is then.”
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      After a very late lunch, Riley and Aaron headed back to the spot where the clerk at Sal’s said they would find Bubbles. They’d nearly reached the corner when Riley stopped mid-stride.

      “Holy shit,” she muttered, her gaze falling on Bubbles.

      Aaron had gone two steps farther when he spotted the woman as well and halted.

      “Jesus,” he said.

      Riley stood rooted to the spot, blinking several times. The clerk hadn’t been lying about Bubbles’ love of animal prints, but she hadn’t really fully appreciated his joke about them not loving her until this moment.

      Aaron walked back toward her. “Wow.” His grin proved he was enjoying Riley’s reaction.

      Riley looked at him and shook her head in disbelief. “Tit Mecca.”

      “Oh yeah,” he agreed. “Not sure I’ve ever seen…” His words faded away unfinished as he turned to look at the hooker again.

      “That woman has managed to squeeze her 34DDD boobs into an extra-small shirt. It’s like…”

      “Like she’s defying gravity,” Aaron finished for her. “The animal print certainly accentuates her…”

      “Her everything.”

      Riley studied Bubbles, prying her eyes away from the woman’s chest to take in the rest of her. She was tall, close to six feet—not including her hair, which added at least another three or four inches to her towering frame. Her hair was long, teased to within an inch of its life and—as they’d been warned—pink. Hot pink. Her dark skin and eyes betrayed her Hispanic heritage and she was wearing a wildly patterned spandex shirt that barely contained her girls.

      Riley could now understand the woman’s nickname. Her “bubbles” were very impressive, given the fact the woman possessed such a lanky frame. She wasn’t sure how Bubbles was remaining upright with all that weight in front. She had on super-tight pants that outlined her shapely ass and legs, and strangely, despite her crazy outfit and hair, Riley considered Bubbles one of the most beautiful women she’d ever seen.

      Aaron turned to face her again and from the corner of her eye, she saw his smile grow.

      “You doing okay, Riley?”

      She narrowed her eyes. “Think I just got my first serious girl crush.”

      He laughed. “On Bubbles? Jesus, I’m gonna have to get you out of Vegas soon. You’re starting to fit in here.”

      “Didn’t know this place was Titty City. Don’t you think she looks sort of hot?”

      “I’m trying to look at her face, Riley, I swear to God. It’s just—those boobs. It’s like a train wreck. I can’t make myself look away.”

      She laughed. “Men. So typical. Come on. Let’s see if she knows where Bella is.”

      They approached the woman as she appeared to be offering her services to a tiny bald man who was sweating profusely.

      “Excuse me,” Riley said. Bubbles turned. The hooker’s gaze landed on Riley for a split second before it flew to Aaron.

      “Well, now. Hello there,” Bubbles purred at Aaron. Riley grinned as her new husband blushed under the hooker’s intense scrutiny. Bubbles looked back at the bald man, dismissing him. “Sorry honey. Just got a better offer. Adios.”

      As she spoke, she wiggled her fingers in a short wave. The bald man sighed heavily before walking away. Riley felt sorry for the poor man who looked as if his beloved puppy had just been run over by a truck.

      “I think you may have misunderstood,” Aaron said, trying to warn Bubbles she was sending away her paycheck. “We’re not here to, um…” He looked at Riley for help and she laughed at the utter panic on his face.

      “My friend isn’t propositioning you for sex,” Riley explained.

      Bubbles grinned and Riley sucked in a breath. The woman had perfect white teeth, and again she was struck by her beauty.

      Shit. She was going loopy in this freaking city.

      “Maybe he’d like a sample before he throws away what I’m offering.” Bubbles took a step closer—all that was required to leave her chest a hairsbreadth away from Aaron.

      “Miss, um—” Aaron started.

      “Bubbles, bebé. Everybody calls me Bubbles.” As she spoke, she thrust her bubbles closer, her erect nipples brushing against Aaron’s T-shirt. He took a giant step back but Bubbles was undaunted, following him. Riley fought back the laughter Aaron’s terrified face stirred in her.

      “Bubbles.” Riley tried to draw the woman’s attention toward her in an attempt to save Aaron. “Hello, over here,” she said, waving her hands.

      Bubbles turned and Riley sensed it was the first time the woman really saw her. “You can play too, chica. There’s plenty of Bubbles to go around.”

      “I can see that,” Riley said, “but we’re really not interested in sex.”

      The hooker narrowed her eyes in disbelief. “Oh, you can’t lie to Bubbles, chica. You expect me to believe you’re walking around with this sexy number and you’re not thinking about gettin’ in that big boy’s pants? Sell that shit to somebody else.”

      Riley glanced at Aaron and had to admit the woman had a point. She was so hot for him, she felt as if she could spontaneously combust on the spot.

      Jesus, when did life become so complicated? She’d spent twenty years with Aaron and never felt a ripple of desire. Now it was as if every wasted second of the past two decades was crashing in on her at once and she needed to fuck him or die in the attempt.

      She tore her attention away from Aaron, who was now grinning delightedly since Bubbles’ attention had turned toward her.

      Revenge was such a sweet thing.

      “Oh Bubbles, the dirty, nasty things I want to do with Aaron and to Aaron would make you blush. I just think it’s more correct to say we’re not interested in a threesome.”

      Aaron groaned at her words and Riley laughed when he adjusted his jeans. “Dammit, Riley,” he muttered.

      Bubbles’ eyebrows rose and Riley suspected she’d earned the woman’s respect. “Don’t knock it ’til you’ve tried it, sweetheart.”

      Riley considered her comment for a moment and then glanced at Aaron. A threesome might be fun.

      “No,” he said quickly, obviously seeing where Riley’s thoughts had wandered.

      Bubbles turned her attention back to him, but before she could speak, Aaron cut her off. “My wife and I are here on our honeymoon,” he told her. “Hell, I haven’t even had a chance to have sex with her yet, so you can both forget the threesome thing.”

      The hooker turned to her. “You married this guy and you haven’t even had sex with each other yet? Risky.”

      Riley had to agree. She hadn’t considered it until this moment. What if the sex sucked? “She’s got a point.”

      He shook his head. “We’ll set the sheets on fire, Riley, and you know it. Could we try to keep the conversation on track? Trev,” he reminded her.

      “We’re looking for a friend of ours,” she said to Bubbles. “The clerk at Sal’s said he saw you talking to him and his date last night.”

      “I don’t know anybody named Trev,” Bubbles replied.

      “Yeah, but I think you know his date. Her name is Bella.”

      Bubbles went off like a bottle rocket. “That cunt! That whore! How dare you say that bitch’s name to me!”

      Riley threw her hands up in surrender when Bubbles took a menacing step toward her. “Hey, I’m just looking for Trev. I’ve never even met this Bella bimbo.”

      “That’s not completely true,” Aaron muttered and Riley shot him a dirty look.

      “In case you’ve forgotten, I was drunk last night. I don’t remember anything.” She stressed anything and a scowl crossed his face.

      “Remember or not, the things that happened last night still happened and trying to avoid the truth⁠—”

      “Um, hello,” Bubbles interjected, “but I don’t know what the fuck you two are talking about.”

      “Sorry.” Riley threw a nasty glance in Aaron’s direction. “Our friend Trev hooked up with⁠—”

      “The cunt.” Bubbles interrupted her with the nasty nickname and Riley grinned at the sound of it. She’d never used the word as a curse before, but she had to admit it had a certain ring to it.

      “Forget it,” Aaron said, stepping up behind Riley.

      “What?”

      “Forget you ever heard that word. I know you. You’ll start flinging it around as easily as you do the food at the pub. Your pop hears that and he’ll wash your mouth out with soap and then blame me for letting you use it.”

      “You have to admit it has a certain pizzazz.”

      “It’s vulgar and crude and you’re an aunt. Erase it from your mind right now.”

      “Spoilsport,” Riley muttered.

      “Are you two on fucking drugs or something? What the fuck is wrong with you?” Bubbles asked.

      Aaron stepped forward. “Trev ran off last night with⁠—”

      Bubbles started to interject her nasty nickname for Bella, but Aaron cut her off.

      “With Bella,” he said loudly. “Trev’s wife has shown up in Vegas now and she’d like her husband back. We told her we’d track him down for her.”

      Bubbles’ head swayed sideways and Riley fought not to laugh at the woman’s haughty expression. “Hmpf. You might wanna tell that wife her two-timing husband has dipped his stick in a well of STD-infested poison. I wouldn’t take a man back who’d fucked Bella even if he’d been dunked in a vat of bleach and scrubbed off with twenty-two cases of Purell.”

      “Lovely imagery,” Riley muttered.

      “We’ll pass your advice along to Trev’s wife, but for now, we really just need to find him,” Aaron said.

      Riley was impressed with his calm, matter-of-fact manner. In the meantime, she was hungover, horny and torn between laughing her ass off or curling into a fetal position and crying her eyes out. She was going to knock every tooth Trev had left down his throat when she found him. Nobody was worth this much hassle.

      “I don’t have any clue where the cunt is and I don’t really care to know.”

      “Fine,” Aaron said. “Thank you for your time.”

      He took Riley’s hand and turned to leave, but Bubbles stopped him. “You could always ask Johnny.”

      “Johnny?” Riley asked.

      “Johnny Sparks, Bella’s old man. If she’s run off with this friend of yours, you can be damn sure Johnny’s looking for them too. You better hope you find them first or there won’t be too many parts of your friend left to find.”

      “Any idea where we could find this Johnny guy?” The question seemed to be pulled from Aaron’s gut and Riley could appreciate the sentiment. The idea of tracking down Bella’s pimp, especially if he was dangerous, didn’t seem like such a good idea.

      “He hangs out at Jacko’s—closes it down every night, the drunk asshole. It’s a bar on the edge of town. Kind of a rough place.” Bubbles looked at Riley as she spoke and Riley appreciated the woman’s warning.

      “What does he look like?” Aaron asked. “Might help us find him if we have a description.”

      Bubbles laughed. “Oh, bebé. You don’t gotta worry ’bout that. You can’t miss Johnny Sparks. He thinks he’s fucking Wayne Newton. Dresses like him, looks like him, acts like him. Shame he can’t sing like him. Maybe he wouldn’t be such a loser then. Stuck with cunts like Bella.”

      “Thanks for the help, Bubbles. Listen…” Riley pulled a tattered receipt and pen from her purse. “Here’s my cell number. If you see Bella again, do you mind giving me a call?”

      Bubbles took the number and nodded. “I’ll call you right after I beat her silicone-infested jugs into the ground.”

      “Why do you hate Bella so much?” Riley asked, curiosity getting the better of her.

      “Cunt knows this block is my territory. She went into that casino and picked up your friend knowing he shoulda been my john. Then he wins that jackpot and she’s flitting all over town acting like a big shot. He was my Richard Gere.”

      Riley was confused. “Richard Gere.”

      “Didn’t you ever see the movie Pretty Woman? Rich guy falls for the hooker. Saves her from a life on the streets by proposing.”

      “Trev isn’t rich,” Riley explained. “And he’s already married. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t qualify for the Richard Gere role.”

      Bubbles shrugged and then laughed. “Then maybe I’ll let Bella live, just so I can laugh at her sorry ass when she realizes her Prince Charming is a frog.”

      Riley nodded.

      “I’ll tell you this,” Bubbles said. “Last time Bella ran off with a guy, Johnny put a hit on him. You find your friend, you’d be smart to get him and his wife outta Vegas.”

      “That’s the plan,” Riley agreed. “Thanks again, Bubbles.”

      “Sure thing, chica. You ever convince your man to play at the threesome, you come find me. I’ll give you two the full-service deal for free.”

      Riley glanced at Aaron, who was shaking his head.

      “Free,” she said with a laugh as he wrapped his arm across her shoulders and led her back to the hotel.

      “Dammit, Riley. Can I get into your pants first before we start exploring ways to jazz up our nonexistent sex life?”

      She shrugged, not ready to let go of the joke. “I guess so. Just seems to me you don’t get an offer like that every day, sugar.”

      “I’m not worried,” he assured her. “I’ve known you forever and believe me, those sex offers come your way all the time.”

      She laughed. “Like when?”

      “Like when Bobby Arthur offered you twelve dollars to touch your boobs in middle school.”

      “Twelve bucks was a lot of money in middle school.”

      “Like when Jules Rodgers came out of the closet our junior year and announced to everyone she was in love with you,” he added.

      “Well, now I’ll admit that was awkward. But we’re fine now. She’s still a really good friend.”

      Aaron rolled his eyes. “All I’m saying is it’s not that unusual for people to offer you sex in whatever variety or form.”

      “Everyone except you.”

      He frowned. “What’s that mean?”

      “It means that until this morning, you’ve never even hinted at being interested in me sexually. Don’t you find that odd?”

      He shook his head. “Not really. I knew it was all or nothing with you. I’ve always known that.”

      “All or nothing?”

      “I would never have been able to have sex with you, Riley, without wanting a committed relationship, without wanting marriage as the end result. Until last night, that never seemed like a possibility.”

      “What happened last night?”

      He grinned. “You let the mask slip.”

      She paused to consider his comment. Had she revealed the reason she’d been so depressed lately? Had she confessed her secret desire to get married? Obviously she had, hence her current dilemma. “I’m never drinking again.”

      “You always say that. This too shall pass.”

      As they approached their hotel, they paused outside. It was early evening and Riley’s energy level was nearly depleted. It had been a long day. Hell, it had been a long weekend and it was showing no signs of slowing up. “What now?”

      “Let’s cruise through the casino again. It’s probably too early for Johnny to be at the bar. I figure we have a fifty-fifty chance he’s a mean drunk.”

      “You want to wait until he’s drunk and mean?”

      “No,” Aaron said. “I want the other fifty percent. Drunk enough to be helpful and harmless.”

      “You do realize our luck in this godforsaken city hasn’t been all that great so far.”

      Aaron smiled. “Are you kidding? I’m having the luckiest weekend of my life and I’m about to hit the jackpot.”

      She narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “How so?”

      “After we determine Trev isn’t hanging out by the slot machines, I’m taking you up to the room and making you my wife. Once and for all.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Riley pulled her sweater over her head as they entered the hotel room. Aaron had pushed buttons in her she didn’t know she had.

      Fuck it.

      She was having sex with him and to hell with the consequences. The sound of leather swishing against denim proved Aaron was in a hurry too as his belt hit the floor. He kicked the door shut with his foot as he reached out for her, turning and pushing her against it.

      “Haven’t I seen you here before?” She recalled they’d been in the exact same position this morning.

      Aaron grinned. “Same place, different ending. Take off your clothes.”

      “I’d rather take yours off.” She reached for his T-shirt, pulling it over his head, her heart racing at the sight of his bare chest. She’d seen the man shirtless a thousand times in the past, but for some inexplicable reason, she felt as if she was seeing it clearly for the first time and a strange sense of possessiveness gripped her.

      He was hers.

      She leaned forward to kiss him, her lips grazing his pecs before cruising over to visit his nipple. She ran her tongue around the tiny bud as Aaron’s hands gripped her waist. She could sense his growing need. Hell, she shared it. She wasn’t an innocent, not even close. But for some reason, this time with Aaron felt as if she would be losing her virginity all over again. She pulled away from his chest to look at him, her breathing ragged.

      She was inundated by so many emotions, she was finding it hard to know what to do next. She wanted him. There was no question of that, but while her body was urging her to claim and conquer, her head was warning her to proceed with caution. Overpowering all of that was her heart, screaming at her not to fuck this up. Proclaiming loud and clear she’d finally gotten something right.

      Aaron offered her a crooked grin and kissed her forehead. “Never pegged you as a thinker, Riley. Always saw you as more of a doer.” His taunt hit the nail square on the head, just as he’d known it would, and she narrowed her eyes before unhooking her bra and sliding it off.

      “I thought I’d better take it slow for you, sugar. Don’t wanna overwhelm you.” She cupped her breasts, toying with the tight nipples with her own fingers. “Think you can keep up?”

      He growled. Jesus, a growl? She didn’t have more than a second to process that thought before his lips descended on her breasts. He brushed her hands aside, grasping her breasts, holding them still for his assault. There was no part of her chest left untouched as he licked around her areolas, lightly bit her nipples, kissed the sensitive skin and massaged the plump flesh.

      “God.” She wondered where the hell Aaron had learned to play like this. She’d always imagined sex with him would be staid, gentle…boring. Where had this tit connoisseur come from?

      She shook the thought from her head. This was going too fast, getting too serious. She felt completely off balance and grasped the only thing she could still call on to work in her defense. “Hope you aren’t disappointed,” she joked. “I’m no Bubbles.”

      He sucked her taut nipple into his mouth…hard, the suction producing a pleasurable pain she’d never experienced. Her head fell back against the door, thudding loudly against the wood.

      He moved upward from her breasts, planting hot, wet kisses along her neck. “It won’t work,” he whispered into her ear.

      “What won’t work?”

      “The jokes. I’m not stopping and neither are you.”

      “Who’s asking you to stop?” She gripped his hair with her fingers, holding his mouth to her neck. She loved having her neck kissed. He moved, taking her earlobe between his teeth, biting it lightly while his fingers pinched her nipples and she trembled under his forceful, sexy-as-shit attack.

      “Still with me, Riley? Didn’t leave you in the dust, did I?”

      She grinned. Smart-ass. Jesus, she was going to make him pay for that.

      She unbuttoned his jeans, taunting him with her eyes as she slid the zipper down. “You might want to pay attention.” She knelt as she gripped the waistband of his jeans and boxers, pulling them down his thighs. “Maybe take some notes,” she added as she dragged her tongue along his cock in one long lick. She looked up in time to see Aaron’s palms land on the door, no doubt to hold himself up as she took the head of his cock into her mouth. Her gaze never left his as she sucked his hard flesh into her mouth.

      “So fucking hot.” He moved one hand to her head, tangling his fingers in her curls as he continued to praise her. “You’re so goddamn gorgeous, Riley.”

      She smiled around his cock and he groaned when she took him deeper. Reaching down, she fondled his balls for a moment before exploring further, touching the tip of her index finger to his anus. He jerked and she almost lost her grip on his cock.

      He took her head in his hands and pulled her away. “Bad girl.” The heated look in his eyes contradicted his words.

      “You started it,” she said, alluding to his sex-store purchase.

      He grinned. “And I’ll finish it. Later.” He reached down to help her up. “Take off your pants.”

      She quickly shed her jeans as Aaron kicked off his shoes and finished removing his pants. She started to walk toward the bed, but he surprised her by picking her up and carrying her.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I thought you might not remember me carrying you over the threshold last night. Thought I’d reenact it for you.”

      “You carried me over the threshold?”

      “Of course I did, Mrs. Young.”

      She felt a lump form in her throat at his romantic gesture. She’d never thought herself susceptible to such mushy-gushy nonsense. She’d always been too practical, too cynical, but every word he said, every move he made cut straight to the heart of her and she found herself melting like a teenage girl with her first crush.

      He placed her on the bed like she was made of glass and she fought to regain her composure. She’d spent the entire day fighting to return to common ground, struggling for some sense of normality only to have him rewrite the rules of their relationship time and time again. He lowered himself over her, their bare bodies touching from chest to feet. She could sense his strength—and his desire—and it lit her body on fire. She ran her hands along his back, savoring the deep kiss he offered.

      When they broke apart for much-needed air, she realized resistance was futile. “Fuck me, Aaron.”

      He shook his head. “No. Our fucking days are over, Riley. I’m making love to you.”

      She wanted to roll her eyes, wanted to snort or do something completely like herself, but all she could do was nod and pray to keep the tears she felt clogging her throat from reaching her eyes. He reached to retrieve his pants but she halted him.

      “No condom. I’m on birth control. Just us. Nothing in the way.”

      He considered her words for a moment and then grinned. “Just us. From now on.” He leaned down to kiss her as she wrapped her legs around his waist. He nudged his cock against her pussy and she reached down to guide him home. He entered so slowly she wanted to protest, but his lips devoured any words she might have spoken. He wasn’t lying about the making-love comment. Riley had never felt more cherished, more protected…more horny.

      She pulled her lips away from his when he retreated just as slowly.

      She started to complain, to demand he move, when she caught his mischievous gaze. He was teasing her.

      Her honeymoon. Their first time together and he was making a damn joke.

      She laughed. God, she loved him. “Had your fun?”

      He shrugged. “Isn’t this how you imagined sex with me would be?”

      She frowned. “How the hell did you know that?”

      “You told me so the night of Teagan’s wedding. You’d had too much champagne and I foolishly mentioned that we’d never kissed.”

      She nodded, recalling her heartless reply. “You wanted to kiss me that night.”

      “It was midnight. New Year’s. Besides, I’ve always wanted to kiss you. Always known⁠—”

      “That we were perfect for each other,” she finished.

      He grinned. “Yep.”

      “But that night, I said you and I could never be together romantically because we were too different.”

      “Because I was too boring and you were too wild.” He repeated her reasoning.

      “You aren’t boring, Aaron. You’ve never been boring. I don’t know why⁠—”

      “You were having a bad night, Riley. I understood.”

      She leaned up to kiss him. She’d been a bitch to him far too often in the past and he’d never left her side, never failed to support her. “I’m so sorry.”

      “You have nothing to be sorry about.” His smile was easy, genuine. “I got my way in the end.”

      She laughed. “Because you’re stubborn.”

      “Determined.”

      “Shut up and kiss me, sugar.”

      He bent down, his lips hard and possessive. His hips began to thrust and she marveled over the fact he’d been inside her the entire time they’d talked. It felt so natural. He began to move faster and she had to push away from his lips, gasp for air as he took complete ownership of her body. She tightened her legs around his waist, moaning when he reached down with one hand to touch her clit.

      “Oh my God,” she cried as he rubbed the sensitive, throbbing flesh. “So good.”

      He continued to pound inside her pussy, caressing her clit until she exploded in orgasm. She screamed at the incredible sensations pummeling her body but Aaron never wavered, dragging out the climax until she feared she’d pass out. As the feeling began to wane, she felt him pull out of her body.

      “Roll over.” His voice was deep, commanding, and she responded to it in an instant. “Hands and knees. I’m not finished with you.”

      She shivered at his hot words, surrendering control into his very capable hands. The moment she got into position, he was back inside her, his cock thrusting so deeply, she couldn’t hold back her cries of delight. Within moments, she felt another climax building. Christ, he was going to kill her with all this pleasure. He reached around to grip her breasts, halting their movement as they swung under his forceful motions. He pinched her nipples while telling her all the dirty, lovely things he wanted to do to her.

      His words—as much as his powerful fucking—pushed her over the edge again. Her body shuddered as it came down from the most intense orgasm of the century. She collapsed on her stomach, struggling to catch her breath.

      “Not finished yet,” Aaron whispered, kissing the nape of her neck.

      “You’re going to have to go on without me.” Her words were muffled by the pillow. “Think I died halfway through that last orgasm.”

      He chuckled but remained undaunted. He rolled her onto her back. “One more, Riley,” he insisted. “One more time, together.”

      He came over her once more, nudging her legs apart. This time he took her the way he’d promised at the beginning. His motions were slow, steady and loving, and her body embraced them. Every pulse of his cock teased her sensitive flesh, driving her to the peak. She’d never come this easily, this quickly.

      Aaron thrust deeply one last time and she gave herself up to the feeling and to him. He cried out above her, his climax driving hers even higher.

      “Love you,” he said as his cock erupted inside her, filling her with his come. “God, I love you, Riley.”

      He lowered himself, pulling her toward his chest and enveloping her in his comforting embrace.

      She didn’t give him the words back. She couldn’t. Her heart was too full of the emotion and it was spilling out everywhere. She wrapped her arm around his waist and fought back tears. She didn’t cry. She never cried, but with his words and actions, he had claimed her heart, her soul, and she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt she would love him until the day she died. But she’d have to tell him tomorrow. Tonight, the sentiment was too strong.

      Too potent.

      Too new.
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