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      Daisy Parker watched the Director of Sales and Marketing for the Roth Owens Agency as he worked his charismatic magic with their clients, not at all surprised to find herself just as enthralled with Aiden Stone as the other four women sitting at the dinner table.

      She understood their rapt attention, because even after three years of working together at the same company, she still wasn’t immune to everything that was Aiden Stone. Like the smooth, rich, seductive tone of his voice that never failed to make certain body parts aware of him the moment he spoke. The sexy, whiskey-colored eyes that had caused her to lose her train of thought much too often while looking into those mesmerizing orbs during a conversation. The gorgeous, symmetrical face and jaw with full, soft lips that inspired all sorts of naughty fantasies of how that sinful mouth would feel against hers, and then there was his close-cropped beard that she’d spent way too much time wondering if that facial hair would feel soft against her fingertips or just prickly enough to leave a trail of chafed skin in sensitive places.

      And when he grinned and flashed that charming dimple in his right cheek, like he was doing right now with widowed Mrs. Darlington, the owner of Darlington Jewelers, the resulting female adoration never failed to amuse Daisy because she knew how potent that dimple could be. After much practice, she’d learned to temper her outward response to that lethal weapon of Aiden’s that had sealed many deals for their firm, but as she glanced at each of Carol Darlington’s three single daughters—all of whom had been vying for Aiden’s attention since the moment she and Aiden had arrived earlier that afternoon to pitch their marketing campaign for the family jewelry business—it was hard not to laugh at the varying reactions around the table.

      Liza, the pretty blonde and youngest Darlington, sitting next to Aiden, wore an expression of utter infatuation as her big blue eyes remained fixed on his face. Jenna, sweet-natured daughter number two, had her hand pressed against her chest in mid-swoon, which Daisy could totally relate to because Aiden was deliciously swoon-worthy. And to Daisy’s left was Mallory, the oldest and most aggressive of the twentysomething siblings, who was biting her lower lip while her gaze blatantly ate Aiden up like he was a piece of candy.

      “God, please tell me that he’s not married and doesn’t have a girlfriend,” Mallory said, leaning close to Daisy and keeping her comment between the two of them while Aiden replied to a question Carol Darlington asked him. “Hell, even if he does, I might not care,” she added with a laugh that said she was used to getting what she wanted, and tonight she wanted Aiden. “He’d be worth sinning with.”

      Daisy couldn’t argue that latter point because Aiden was the embodiment of sex on a stick. He had a tempting body to match his handsome face—clearly, he’d won big in the gene pool lottery. But she didn’t think it was cool that Mallory had no qualms about poaching on another woman’s territory. As much as she wanted to say that her co-worker was off the market, mostly because she didn’t care for Mallory’s personality, it clearly wouldn’t dissuade someone so determined.

      And really, what business was it of hers to cock block Aiden when he had a Little Black Book app that was always pinging with notifications—courtesy of his techie younger brother, Dylan, who’d designed the app and was making a small fortune off it? Bottom line, Aiden was a good-time guy who never lacked for female companionship, and going by office chatter, he was all about the casual hookup and didn’t do relationships. That gossip was backed by the dozens of different women who’d adorned his arm at various company functions since she’d met him. She’d never seen him with the same woman more than once . . . which made him a perfect candidate for what Mallory was insinuating.

      From the moment Daisy and Aiden had stepped into the conference room at the Ritz-Carlton to pitch their campaign ideas to elevate Darlington Jewelers’ internet presence, Mallory had made her interest and attraction to him clear. And Aiden, who was genuinely a nice guy and a consummate charmer who didn’t discriminate when it came to the female gender, had easily flirted right back.

      Daisy knew it was all a big part of his easygoing personality and who Aiden was as a person. He loved women and enjoyed indulging in all that playful banter when it came to the ladies, young and old, which only made him all the more appealing. And it definitely worked to his advantage when it came to persuading a client to sign on the bottom line, which Carol Darlington had done right before insisting she take them to dinner.

      Realizing that Mallory was still looking at her and waiting for an answer to her question about Aiden’s marital status, Daisy gave her the truth. “He’s single.”

      “Perfect,” the other woman replied, a tinge of excitement in her voice as she shifted her gaze back to Aiden. “I’m going to make his night in San Francisco a memorable one.”

      Because establishing a connection with their clients was important to the firm, she and Aiden had traveled from San Diego to pitch their concept and ideas to the Darlingtons in person. This was Daisy’s first business trip for the company since her recent promotion, though Aiden’s position required him to travel more often for that face time with their clients. They had a flight back to Southern California tomorrow morning, so yes, Aiden was free for the evening, and he’d probably take Mallory up on her offer . . . while Daisy went back to her hotel room and lived her sex life vicariously through the fictional characters she read about in the steamy novels that had become a guilty pleasure for her since she’d sworn off men after being duped so spectacularly.

      For the next half hour, while everyone finished their dessert and coffee, Mallory did her best to make sure Aiden’s focus remained on her. Anytime he tried to address one of the other sisters, Mallory answered for them and redirected the conversation back to her. Daisy found the whole situation comical to watch, though she did feel bad that the other two girls appeared disappointed that they’d essentially faded into the background while their sister dominated the conversation as well as Aiden’s attention.

      Finally, after the waiter cleared away the dirty plates and the bill was paid, Carol interrupted the two-way exchange, suddenly looking tired after their long day discussing strategies and marketing ideas. “Aiden and Daisy, it was a pleasure meeting with you today and we’re very excited to start working with the Roth Owens Agency.”

      “Yes, we’re very excited,” Mallory added with a slow, provocative wink at Aiden.

      Daisy had to refrain from rolling her eyes at the other woman’s obvious, and cheesy, seductive tactics, and smiled at Carol instead. “We’re looking forward to making sure that Darlington Jewelers has a strong internet and social media presence.”

      “I promise you, you’re in great hands,” Aiden assured the older woman, his voice as confident as the man himself. “I’ll be overseeing the account and working closely with the marketing team, but with Daisy as the newly appointed manager of design and development, I can assure you she has proven herself many times over when it comes to establishing creative branding ideas that will get you the results you’re looking for.”

      Considering Aiden had been with the company for the past eight years, Daisy couldn’t deny that his praise made her feel good and gave her morale a bit of a boost. She’d started with the Roth Owens Agency at the bottom rung in the design and development department, and spent the ensuing years focusing on the one thing in her life she could control after her personal life had fallen apart—her ability to be a strong, valuable branding consultant for the firm.

      Her hard work had paid off. She had the respect of her colleagues and she was building a name for herself in the branding and marketing industry. The cherry on top of that sundae was her promotion, which came with a nice pay raise that would hopefully allow her to get a bigger place of her own, instead of the small studio apartment she was living in. Even her mother had shown subtle signs of being proud of her accomplishment. That in itself was a huge feat considering how badly Daisy had screwed up in the past, which had caused an awful tension between herself and her mother that was always tinged with disappointment whenever they were together.

      She really wished Diane Parker’s approval didn’t matter so much to her. Unfortunately, that desire to please her only parent had been deeply ingrained in her as a child and had carried into her adulthood.

      With business and dinner concluded, they all stood up. Aiden extended his hand to Carol in a gentlemanly gesture, which she accepted with a beaming smile as he helped her to her feet. Then he slid his arms back into his tailored Brooks Brothers jacket and fastened the front button . . . and bam, the man was instantly transformed into the epitome of suit porn. The expensive fabric fitted immaculately to his broad shoulders and the width of his chest and was tapered perfectly everywhere else. He exuded power and confidence and sex, and there was no doubt in Daisy’s mind that any woman in the vicinity looking his way had just orgasmed a little bit—including Mallory, who did nothing to disguise her appreciative, breathy sigh.

      As they made their way through Parallel 37, the upscale restaurant located at the Ritz-Carlton, Mallory managed to push past her sisters and latched herself to Aiden’s side so that he had no choice but to acknowledge her. She petted his arm through his suit jacket and said something that made him laugh, and Daisy couldn’t deny that the low, sexy sound made her own body ache for what Mallory would most likely be enjoying tonight with Aiden. Hot, sweaty, exhausting sex.

      Daisy shivered at the thought, surprised at the flicker of envy that made itself known. She definitely missed the touch of a real man . . . and knew that the small, discreet vibrator she carried in her purse—that looked like a lipstick tube—was going to come in handy tonight when she was alone in her hotel room and dirty fantasies of her co-worker filled her imagination. She wasn’t ashamed to admit that Aiden was her go-to fantasy when she needed a little extra to push her over the edge of release.

      They all stopped just outside of the restaurant, and not wanting to hang around for small talk while watching Mallory make her move on Aiden, Daisy decided to politely excuse herself so she could head up to her room. “Thank you again for dinner, Mrs. Darlington. I’ll have those changes to the new company logo we discussed today sent over by the end of the week so we can move forward on the branding package.”

      “That sounds wonderful, dear,” Carol replied with a smile.

      Then she glanced at Aiden, who didn’t seem to mind that Mallory had her breasts smashed against his arm as she leaned possessively against him. After their earlier meetings and before dinner, the other woman had changed into a formfitting dress that was low-cut in front and a pair of designer heels, most likely to entice Aiden—making Daisy all the more aware of her bland business attire that made up most of her wardrobe: a prim and proper buttoned-up blouse, a nondescript black A-line skirt, and sensible pumps. Oh, yeah, and her hair pulled back into her normal knot or twist at the nape of her neck so she looked professional and would be taken seriously, at least according to her mother.

      “Aiden, I’ll meet you in the lobby tomorrow morning at ten thirty for our ride to the airport?” Daisy asked, mostly as a reminder that no matter how he spent his evening, she didn’t want him to forget they had a flight to catch back to San Diego.

      He nodded. “That sounds good.”

      “Have a good night,” Mallory said, giving Daisy a little finger wave, a presumptuous smile curving her red lips. “I know I certainly plan to.”

      Nope, sticking around and being a third wheel wasn’t Daisy’s style. After making her way to the elevators, she stepped into the first one that opened and pushed the button for the floor that both she and Aiden were staying on, grateful that they didn’t have adjoining rooms so she didn’t have to listen to any of his sexcapades with Mallory through the walls.

      However, once she was inside her room with her shoes kicked off, she realized she wasn’t tired and the thought of being cooped up and lying in bed reading for the next few hours—which was what she did almost every night at home—made her feel even more restless. It was barely eight o’clock, and she realized she should have gone to the bar, appropriately named the Lounge, for a drink to relax and unwind since she’d passed on any alcoholic beverages during dinner to make sure she kept a clear head.

      But business was over, so there wasn’t any reason she couldn’t indulge in a cocktail or two and enjoy the lounge’s swanky atmosphere, instead of spending her evening alone in a stuffy hotel room.

      Decision made, she slipped her shoes back on, and ten minutes later, she was walking into the Lounge. It was a Tuesday night, so there were plenty of open areas to choose from, but she didn’t want to sit at a table by herself, so she automatically started for the bar, which was populated with only two male customers sitting on opposite ends of the counter. One of which, she realized as she caught sight of the familiar profile, was Aiden.

      She was surprised to see him there, mostly because he appeared to be alone. Mallory was nowhere to be seen. His jacket was off again and casually hanging on the back of his chair, and he’d rolled the sleeves of his crisp white dress shirt up to just below his elbows, treating her to a tantalizing glimpse of his strong, muscled forearms. More perfection to add to the already long list of his attractive traits.

      He’d loosened the tie around his neck, and his hair looked as though he’d pushed his fingers through the strands, giving her the impression that he was winding down for the evening, as well.

      She approached where he was seated and slid into the chair next to him, not missing the way his body stiffened ever so slightly. He turned his head to look at her, and the faintest flicker of annoyance in his golden brown gaze quickly ebbed to relief when he realized it was her.

      “Oh, hey,” he said, giving her an impish grin that still somehow managed to be ridiculously sexy. “I thought you were Mallory.”

      Hmmm. Interesting, she mused. It appeared the two had parted ways in the past twenty minutes or so, and it wasn’t the turn she’d thought Aiden’s evening would take. “I certainly didn’t expect to find you here all alone.”

      “I could say the same for you,” he replied, his voice taking on a teasing lilt as he fell back into that comfortable friendship they’d established between them over the past three years. “I thought for sure you’d be in your pajamas by now.”

      God, did he think she was that predictable and boring? The sad part was, his guess wasn’t that far off the mark, because that had been her initial intent.

      She shrugged and hooked the handle of her purse over the back of her chair. “I figured after today, I deserved a drink.”

      “You absolutely do, and so do I,” he agreed, picking up the cocktail menu on the bar top. Whatever had happened between him and Mallory, he clearly wasn’t going to elaborate. “By the way, you did really well today for your first face-to-face meeting with a potential client.”

      As much as she appreciated his compliment, she knew he’d been the star of the show and the day wouldn’t have gone nearly as well without him there. “You carried the pitch for the most part, and let’s not forget the power of that dimple of yours that can pretty much coax a woman to, well . . . do just about anything you want them to. In this case, sign that lucrative contract that guarantees Darlington Jewelers is exclusively ours for the next year.”

      “Yeah, the dimple comes in handy sometimes,” he said with humor, making light of what really could charm the panties off a nun if he wanted. “But you held your own, even without the advantage of having a sexy dimple like mine, so give yourself that credit. Sabrina promoted you for a reason,” he said of the owner and CEO of the firm, and one of the best bosses Daisy had ever had. “And I’m really glad she made you the manager of your department. You’ve worked really hard to prove yourself since you were hired.”

      Yes, she had, almost to the exclusion of everything else. She’d given up frivolous weekends with friends and a social life in general, though it had been easy enough to scratch dating off her list of things to do over the past three years when she obviously couldn’t trust her judgment when it came to men. At least being celibate hadn’t been in vain.

      “You put in long hours without complaint,” he went on, extolling her diligence as he set the drink menu back down on the counter. “And you came in on weekends even when you didn’t have to just to make sure a project was completed ahead of deadline, and you’ve always been a team player with original and creative perspectives on branding concepts and designs.”

      She didn’t get flustered often, but she couldn’t stop the warmth spreading across her cheeks. “Okay, now you’re making me blush.”

      “I like it when you blush,” he said with a too sinful smile that made her skin flush even more. “I just wanted you to know that your work ethic didn’t go unnoticed, and I made sure Sabrina was aware of all the personal sacrifices you made for the company, too.”

      She blinked at him in shock. “Did you recommend me for the position?”

      He shrugged. “When the position opened up, I put in a good word for you because you deserved the promotion, but it was ultimately Sabrina’s decision.”

      “Well, thank you for that.”

      “So, enough about work. I say we move on to other pleasures,” he said with a flirtatious gleam in his golden eyes. “What’ll you have to drink? Your normal white wine spritzer?”

      Yep, she really was totally predictable and boring, because that was always her go-to drink during their monthly mixers with clients or when some of their co-workers went out after work for a cocktail, and he’d obviously noticed her lightweight choice. Her limit was always one, and she was usually the first to leave those social gatherings, citing an early morning.

      Predictable and boring had been her life for the past three years because it was a safe place to be, but tonight, being in a different city and away from her normal routine and weighty expectations prompted her to be daring.

      “I think I’ll have a Moscow mule,” she said, stepping completely outside of her square little box.

      He arched a dark brow, the amusement in his eyes warm and playful. “Wow, walking on the wild side tonight, huh?”

      She laughed, the sound huskier than she’d intended. “Sure. Why not.”

      “Why not, indeed,” he murmured, looking at her as if he was seeing someone other than the reserved woman he’d worked with the past three years before motioning to the bartender.

      “What can I get you two?” the older gentleman asked as he set a small square napkin on the counter in front of each of them.

      “Two Moscow mules,” Aiden said, surprising Daisy by ordering one for himself.

      “You like them, too?” she asked once the bartender left them to make their drinks. With a mixture of vodka, spicy ginger beer, and lime juice, it was usually an acquired taste.

      “Never had one,” he admitted, flashing her a dimpled grin that caused a warm tickle in her belly. “But if you’re taking a walk on the wild side tonight, then I’m joining you.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’m such a rebel,” she scoffed, then shook her head at that absurd notion and laughed. “Okay, let’s be real. I’m so not rebellious.”

      “I know, which is why I’m not letting you indulge alone,” he teased, leaning his forearm on the countertop. “You know what they say . . . friends don’t let friends get drunk alone.”

      Her lips quirked at his explanation. “Umm, can’t say I’ve ever heard that quote before.”

      “Just go with it, Daisy,” he encouraged, swiveling his chair so that his body was turned toward her, though she remained sitting straight, because if she did rotate her seat his way, his legs would end up bracketing hers. “Besides, I don’t want to be the responsible sober one if you do something crazy, like dance on one of the tabletops. I want to watch and cheer you on.”

      Her cheeks warmed at the notion of doing something so impulsive, but mostly at the thought of Aiden encouraging her brazen behavior and having his eyes on her while she shimmied her body and tempted him to end her three-year dry spell. Yeah, as if that would ever happen. Judging by the beautiful, sophisticated, svelte women she’d seen him with, she was so not his type.

      “So, truthfully?” he said, his voice effectively snapping her out of her little fantasy, even though the residual scrape of her tight, hard nipples against the cups of her bra was distracting as hell. “I’ve always been curious to know what a Moscow mule tasted like.”

      “You didn’t have to order one,” she told him with a laugh. “I would have given you a sip of mine.”

      “Mmm . . . I don’t think I should be putting my lips on your lips,” he said, his voice dipping sensually low as his gaze skimmed across her mouth before lifting to her eyes again. “Well, not technically, anyway, but if you shared, I might not be able to stop at one taste, and that wouldn’t be fair to you.”

      Daisy’s pulse stuttered, then resumed at a faster, more arousing pace. Oh. My. God. Were they even talking about the Moscow mule anymore? She was used to the occasional teasing exchange with Aiden at work, where there were a dozen other people around so it never felt personal. But now that it was just the two of them, without anyone else around to buffer his comments and the situation, she wasn’t sure what to make of this more intimate dialogue . . . except to admit that it was making her very aware of how much she missed this kind of connection with a man . . . especially the physical one. And how much she liked Aiden’s attention.

      The bartender delivered their drinks, and both she and Aiden picked up their highball glasses and took a sip of the Moscow mule. The taste of vodka was strong, but the spicy ginger beer and lime gave it an interesting twist of flavor. It took Aiden three sips, taken with a furrowed, uncertain brow, before he finally, slowly nodded his head in approval.

      “It’s definitely different, but I like the kick of spice.” He shifted his gaze from the drink to her. “Who knew beneath those conservative suits you wear that you were a woman who liked a little spice in her life.”

      His eyes twinkled mischievously, though there was something more heated simmering beneath the golden hue as he maintained eye contact with her. As if he was testing just how far she’d allow this arousing banter between them to go. If she’d play it off like she normally did, or if she’d dare to take a walk on the wild side, as he’d suggested earlier.

      The thought was appealing, especially in a city and environment where no one knew them. Deciding to just go with the flow of flirty conversation and enjoy the evening away from work, obligations, and responsibilities, she took another swallow of her drink and smiled at him. “That’s because you’ve never seen me out of my business attire.”
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      For the first time ever, buttoned-up, straightlaced Daisy Parker had rendered Aiden speechless, and he kinda liked being thrown off-balance by a woman, which admittedly didn’t happen often. Correction, he liked being thrown an unexpected curve ball by Daisy, because that bit of impetuousness she’d just displayed contradicted the colleague who’d presented herself as poised and serious when it came to work and business-related functions.

      He’d always suspected that her sedate, unassuming outfits, combined with the way she wore her hair pulled into a neat and tidy twist at the back of her head, and her mostly composed personality, were her attempt to downplay her beauty and conceal her delectable curves so her intelligence and experience were what people focused on. She was a woman in a competitive corporate world, so he understood why she’d want to present herself as smart and as capable as any man who was her equal.

      What she couldn’t hide, however, was that the tailored fit of her clothes, despite being modest, still hinted at the feminine figure beneath, or the full, soft lips that even now shimmered with a pale shade of pink that was hardly noticeable, instead of a blatant red hue that women wore to get a man’s attention. And even though she kept her hair pinned up in what he’d label a matronly style, there was no doubt in his mind that if she ever let it down, it would be thick and soft and turn her from a self-contained lady to a hot little vixen.

      At least, that’s what happened when he fantasized about what it would be like to peel away that outer layer, and he’d imagined it many, many times. So while he might not have ever actually seen her out of her business attire, he definitely had a mental image of what she’d look like naked . . . ample breasts that would fit his big hands perfectly, shapely hips he could grab on to as he did dirty things to her from behind that made her shake and moan, and a lush ass that he’d enjoy putting his handprint on.

      Jesus . . . those illicit thoughts of Daisy accomplished what Mallory’s come-ons had not. His dick was hard, and as he met Daisy’s amused gaze, it took effort for him to regain his composure.

      She tipped her head to the side, the corner of her luscious mouth barely suppressing a grin. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you at a loss for words, Mr. Stone.”

      He shifted on his barstool, which did nothing to help ease the ache in his groin. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard something so naughty, or so tempting, come out of your mouth.”

      She shrugged as she took a long drink of her Moscow mule, nearly finishing the cocktail, then met his gaze and licked her bottom lip in a way that set his blood on fire. “Just for the record, I do like a little spice.”

      In her drink? In her life? With sex? Her reply was open-ended, but since she’d sat down beside him at the bar, their conversation had gradually veered from work to light and engaging and, now, to something far more suggestive. It felt as though she’d just volleyed the ball into his court and was waiting to see if he’d drop the ball or return it.

      Jesus, he was so fucking turned on by this unexpectedly bold side to Daisy. She’d always intrigued and fascinated him, mostly because she was one of the few single women he’d met who hadn’t blatantly come on to him before. Admittedly, he’d enjoyed that attention and easy conquest in his younger years, but now, at thirty-two, when it came to sex, he found himself being more discriminant and preferred being with a woman who stimulated more than just his cock, and one who had substance. And Daisy certainly had plenty of that.

      Despite her outer appearance being the complete opposite of what normally caught his eye, his attraction to her had been a slow, steady build over the years. They’d started as colleagues, had become friends, and as time went by, he’d notice those little things about her that went beyond the physical . . . like her captivating smile and her husky laugh that was so damn sexy. How smart and funny she was, and confident in a quiet, understated way that drew respect from her co-workers—and had earned her a substantial promotion.

      But never, ever did he think that the two of them would cross the line beyond flirtation and skirt the edges of temptation. But they were currently right on the verge of stepping over all those boundaries, and the fact that they were hundreds of miles away from home, where no one knew them personally, made what he’d always considered off-limits suddenly an enticing possibility.

      “So, what happened to your flavor of the week?” she asked.

      Aiden blinked in confusion at Daisy, realizing that he’d taken so long to respond to her “spice” comment that she’d moved on to another topic and he had no idea what she was talking about. “Excuse me?”

      “Mallory,” she explained with a quirky smile. “You know, a new woman every week, hence, the phrase flavor of the week. I would have bet money that the two of you would have hooked up tonight.”

      He was still wrapping his mind around the whole flavor of the week thing, because all he could think of was what flavor Daisy would be. He imagined her mouth would taste like sweet ginger from the Moscow mule, her nipples like cherries, and her pussy like warm honey against his tongue.

      He swallowed back the groan that nearly escaped and tried to reply in a normal voice. “The offer was definitely there, but I just wasn’t into it. Or her.” That was the flat-out truth, and these days, sex was far more enjoyable if he was into it, and the woman he was with. “So, flavor-wise, she just didn’t interest my palate.”

      “Hmm,” she said, the contemplative sound making him wonder what the heck “hmm” meant.

      Before he could ask, the bartender stopped by, and when Daisy ordered another drink, he did, too. A few minutes later, they were sipping on fresh Moscow mules, and he was still thinking about the whole flavor thing, and decided to put an interesting twist on it and see what happened.

      She currently had her head turned away, and he wanted to be able to look into her eyes when he asked his next question to gauge her reaction. He reached over and tapped his fingers on her knee, which was covered by the modest hemline of her skirt. He figured it might have been more effective if he’d caressed her bare skin, but he still got the startled reaction he was looking for because he’d never touched her so intimately before.

      He heard her suck in a quick breath that was arousing as hell, and her gaze jerked to his. Beyond her initial shock, he didn’t miss the heat and awareness that flared in her pretty green eyes and gave credence to the desire that seemed to be simmering between them tonight.

      “So tell me something, Daisy Parker,” he said in a low, deliberately seductive murmur as he skimmed his fingers a few inches up her thigh. Just enough to make her chest rise and fall a little more rapidly. “In terms of flavor, on a scale of vanilla being a woman who strictly enjoys traditional missionary sex, chocolate representing adding in some light, playful fantasy elements, and strawberry being dirty, x-rated foreplay and fucking, where do you personally fall on the spectrum?”

      Her eyes widened and her lips parted as her mind seemed to process his suggestive question, and he waited for one of two things to happen . . . for her to reprimand him for being so uncouth and offensive—because, let’s face it, his question was the equivalent of a proposition—or banter back with a reply that gave them both permission to take that walk on the wild side tonight that he’d mentioned earlier. With each other.

      She didn’t disappoint him. The look in her eyes turned hot and daring in a way that filled him with anticipation of what her answer would be. “If I had to choose, I’d have to say that I’m a Neapolitan kind of girl. I like a mix of all three, depending on the mood or the situation. Tonight, I’m definitely craving chocolate with a generous side of strawberry.”

      Jesus. Who the fuck was this sexy, brazen woman? Certainly not the Daisy Parker he’d worked with for the past three years. Not that he was complaining, because it appeared that tonight they were on the same page and wanting the same thing.

      He raised the hand resting on her leg to the collar of her blouse, then boldly slid a finger down to where her top was buttoned so primly, well above the swells of her breasts. He didn’t have to look down to know that her nipples were probably hard as little pebbles against the front of her shirt. “In order to enjoy strawberry to its fullest, most pleasurable extent, it would require you to not be so buttoned up and to let your hair down, literally and figuratively.”

      She arched a brow at his subtle dare, and he could see her mulling over a response to his provocative challenge. After a moment, she broke eye contact with him, took a long drink of her second cocktail, and slid off her chair.

      “Excuse me for a minute,” was all she said, and headed to the ladies’ room.

      He watched her walk away until she disappeared from his sight, confused as hell at what just had happened and why she’d abruptly left him in the middle of what he’d thought had been a reciprocated conversation. Had he gone too far? He couldn’t imagine that he’d offended her after her own flirtation, and she probably just had to use the facilities, but he spent the next five minutes finishing off his drink and pondering her unexpected reaction and how she’d just left him . . . hanging.

      Out of the corner of his eye, he saw her approaching again, and he turned his head to look at her and groaned at the woman heading in his direction. His brain and his dick immediately registered the changes she’d made in the short time she’d been gone, and now he understood exactly why she’d hadn’t answer his comment. . . because she clearly wanted to make a statement, and holy shit, he was blown away. For the second time tonight, she’d knocked him for a loop.

      She’d taken out the pins holding up her hair, and for the first time since knowing her, he finally knew how long the rich chestnut strands were. The light in the bar caught the reddish highlights he hadn’t even known existed. The soft waves fell over her shoulders, the curled tips ending just above her breasts . . . and speaking of her tits, the buttons on her blouse were now unfastened low enough that he was able to see her mouthwatering cleavage and the creamy, smooth swells peeking through the opening.

      Even her walk was different. What had always been a clipped, purposeful stride was now slow and sultry, with an inviting sway to her hips that drew his gaze down to a pair of long, slender legs that prompted a plethora of dirty thoughts to run through his head of where he’d like those legs . . . hooked over his shoulders, wrapped tight around his waist . . . the possibilities were endless.

      By the time she reseated herself next to him, his mouth was bone-dry, and pure, unadulterated lust had his body strung tight with the need to get this woman up to his room as soon as possible so he could strip off her clothes and taste and explore every inch of her until they were both desperate for him to bury himself deep. His cock strained against the front of his pants and pulsed at the thought.

      A knowing, sensual smile appeared on her lips, and her eyes danced with female satisfaction. “My hair is down and I’m no longer buttoned up. Does this work for you, Mr. Stone?” she drawled huskily.

      He swallowed hard and somehow, someway, found his voice. “Fuck yes,” he replied, appreciating this woman’s bold, adventurous side.

      “Then let’s establish some rules before we go any further,” she said in a more businesslike tone, the practical woman in her coming through. “Just to make sure we’re in agreement about tonight.”

      He gave her an understanding nod. “Okay.”

      She exhaled a breath, the look in her eyes serious as she absently played with her drink napkin on the counter. “Tonight is a one-time deal and just about sex. Whatever happens once we leave this bar and go up to your room, we never talk about it again. I don’t want anything complicated and messy to interfere with our working relationship, or any expectations from either one of us beyond tonight. That won’t be a problem for me, and I’m assuming, based on your track record with women, that it won’t be an issue for you, either.”

      She was speaking his language. Her spiel was very similar to the one he, himself, imparted to a woman before sleeping with her—no strings, he didn’t do commitments, and he certainly didn’t do all that emotional crap that came with forever promises. All he’d ever seen love do was break hearts and tear families apart. Specifically, his family.

      He’d learned by example that love didn’t come with guarantees, and neither did marriage, but the one thing he could commit himself to one hundred percent without the risk of failure was his career. He’d long ago decided that’s where his time and energy were best spent, since being successful at his job was something he could control and didn’t require any emotional involvement. Women and sex were just a fun extracurricular activity that made his dick happy.

      But as he listened to Daisy deliver his own views on relationships and protecting emotions—because basically that was the purpose of casual sex—he heard something more in her voice . . . the sound of vulnerability. As if she’d been through something in her past that had made her equally cautious when it came to letting down her guard with a man during sex and keeping it all about physical pleasure. Hence, her rules, which he totally agreed with and respected—even if it did leave him curious as to what had made her so jaded.

      “And just so you know . . . it’s been awhile for me,” she said candidly. “Also, I’m not on birth control, so I hope you have condoms with you.”

      He nodded. Yes, he traveled with protection, because he was a firm believer in the better safe than sorry motto. “How long has it been?” he asked curiously.

      She hesitated before replying, that adorable blush of hers sweeping across her cheeks. “Since before I started working at Roth Owens.”

      It wasn’t difficult to do the math, and he was shocked that she’d gone three years without sex. He couldn’t even imagine relying on the stroke of his hand to relieve his sexual needs for that amount of time.

      “Is that a problem?” she asked while he was in his own head envisioning how Daisy might have provided her own orgasms for three long years.

      He heard the first thread of uncertainty in her voice and he immediately squashed it. “No problem at all.” Knowing how deprived she’d been just made him more determined to give her a night to remember. To make it—mostly—about her pleasure, her needs, her orgasms. Which wouldn’t be much of a hardship, because he was going to enjoy making her come so many times she’d eventually lose count.

      He lifted his hand and touched the ends of her gorgeous hair, which he’d been itching to do since she’d sat down again. It brought his fingers precariously close to her exposed cleavage, and he had to resist the urge to dip inside her unfastened blouse and stroke the curve of her breast.

      Instead, he met and held her dark green gaze. “Now here are my rules,” he murmured, wanting to make sure she knew exactly what to expect this evening with him. “Once we get into my room, you’re mine. I get to dictate how tonight goes and what happens and how the flavor strawberry plays out. And I promise you, there will be plenty of dirty, x-rated foreplay and fucking.”

      He caught the anticipation that flickered in her eyes and the rapid pulse fluttering at her throat before she spoke. “I sure do hope so.”

      “Sweetheart, I always aim to please,” he said as he paid for their drinks, along with a generous tip, and draped his jacket over his arm. Then he grabbed her hand and tugged her off the barstool. “Come on, let’s get out of here.”

      If he only had one night with her, he intended to make the best of every minute they had together.
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      Daisy followed Aiden out of the bar, through the hotel lobby, to the bank of elevators. With her hand tucked securely in his, they looked like any ordinary couple retiring for the evening. Except they weren’t a couple, and she was about to take part in her first ever hookup. Sometimes, being a good girl and doing all the right things was overrated, and tonight, she really, really wanted to be bad with the hottest, sexiest man she’d had a secret crush on for the past three years.

      Never would she have imagined the scenario about to play out with a man who was her co-worker and a friend. But here she was, going up to Aiden’s room and getting naked with him and indulging in a night of risqué sex—and her body was already vibrating with excitement for all the wicked things he might do to her. He was perfect for a one-night stand, because neither one of them was looking for anything serious.

      The elevator doors opened, and they stepped inside the empty space, and as he stood beside her, she cast a surreptitious look at his profile. Aiden Stone was so insanely good-looking it was almost a crime. He was tall, dark, and a charismatic charmer . . . and exactly the kind of guy her mother had warned her about since the day she’d bought Daisy her first training bra at the age of thirteen.

      Hell, who was she kidding? she thought, glancing down at the marbled flooring in the elevator. Her mother still went on about smooth-talking men and how they couldn’t be trusted, especially the ones who charmed their way into a woman’s life and made promises they had no intentions of ever keeping because they couldn’t commit to just one woman. It didn’t help matters that Daisy had ignored her mother’s advice and had paid a steep price for falling for a man who’d swept her off her feet with romantic gestures and said all the right things to steal her heart . . . only for her to discover everything had been a devastating lie.

      It had been three years since Troy’s deceit, and Daisy’s mother still hadn’t let her live down that error in judgment. Daisy often wondered if she ever would.

      But despite Aiden having similar personality traits, he’d always been honest with her, and she knew this situation was no different. She was going into this tryst with her eyes wide open and absolutely no intention of falling for him beyond the mutual attraction they shared. This wasn’t a date, there were no emotions involved, and her heart . . . well, that part of her was still very cautious as far as letting a man permanently into her life again.

      “You’re awfully quiet,” Aiden said as the elevator moved upward, a tinge of concern in his voice. “What are you thinking, Daisy?”

      He still held her hand, and she loved how possessive and protective it felt, like she was his, if only for the night. She glanced up into his kind eyes and realized he’d probably taken her silence as her having second thoughts, which wasn’t happening. But she wasn’t about to share the details of her dysfunctional relationship with her mother with Aiden, so she refocused her mind onto something more pleasurable. Like his full, sensual lips and what they’d feel like against hers.

      “I’m thinking that I wish you would kiss me.” Yeah, she wanted that, so much.

      He groaned, and the gentle look from a few seconds ago heated with something deliciously dangerous. “Trust me, not kissing you right now is taking all of my restraint. But I already know that once I start, I’m not going to stop until you’re naked and filled up with my cock, and I don’t think the hotel management would appreciate us fucking in the elevator.” The corner of his mouth quirked with a hint of a devilish grin. “Then again, if it’s some kind of hot fantasy of yours, I’d be more than happy to make it happen.”

      Her entire body heated at the thought. She didn’t doubt him, because Aiden always followed through on his word. In business . . . and she knew that same trait would apply to anything else he set his mind to. Like seducing her in an elevator.

      But she wasn’t that much of a thrill seeker or an exhibitionist. “I think it’s best to wait until we’re alone,” she said with a touch of humor.

      He chuckled as he lifted her hand and placed a soft kiss on her knuckles. “I promise to make it worth the wait.”

      Daisy’s stomach fluttered at the sweet, swoon-worthy gesture, and her knees went weak. She really couldn’t wait to have that mouth on hers, and anywhere else he might want to put it.

      The elevator chimed as they arrived on their floor. Aiden led the way to his room, used his key card to unlock the door, then let her precede him inside. They both had standard king-size beds, and the room itself was spacious and luxurious. One of the nightstand lamps had been left on, and it was just enough light to illuminate the area.

      While she slipped off her shoes, Aiden took her purse from her and set it on the dresser, then tossed his jacket onto a nearby club chair. Before she could advance any farther into the room, he placed his hands on her waist and backed her up against the wall. She’d expected him to get right down to business on the bed, but if he wanted to mix things up, she was certainly game. Besides, there was something incredibly sexy about having a hard, unyielding surface at her back and an equally solid, muscled one pressing in from the front.

      His eyes fell to her mouth, his gaze filling with a breathtaking hunger for her. “I owe you a kiss,” he murmured.

      Grabbing the loosened tie he still wore, she gave it a playful tug. “Yes, you do,” she agreed with a soft, needy sigh.

      He lifted his hands and threaded his fingers through her unbound hair, playing with the strands before pushing his hands deeper into the waves. “We didn’t establish where that kiss would be, so I’m going to have to cover all bases.”

      She wasn’t about to object, and she tipped her chin up toward him, her lips already slightly open and waiting for him to claim. “Please do.”

      The last thing she saw was his smirk of satisfaction as he lowered his head and touched his mouth to hers. His initial kiss was soft and sweet and much too tame for the restless longing building inside of her. He gently nibbled on her bottom lip, then skimmed his tongue along that plump flesh before placing a chaste kiss at the corner of her mouth. If he was trying to drive her crazy, he was nearly succeeding.

      “Aiden,” she moaned in frustration. “Stop with the vanilla crap and move on to the chocolate already. I want the good stuff.”

      He laughed, getting her reference. She didn’t want to be treated gently. Not tonight.

      His big hands tightened in her hair as he pulled her head back, causing her neck to arch and forcing her lips to part so that when he took her mouth she’d have no defenses against how he kissed her. He held her head immobile, and in that moment, it was clear that he’d taken complete control and that, whatever happened next, she had no choice but to go along for the wild ride.

      His eyes darkened, heated in a way that made her pussy clench and ache, and when he claimed her mouth this time, the kiss was immediately hot, deep, and fueled with lust. It was the darkest, richest chocolate imaginable, and she wanted more. So much more. The memories of these kisses had to last her a good long while after tonight, and she suddenly felt greedy and ravenous.

      The deep, erotic, tongue-tangling kisses continued as he unbuttoned her blouse and tugged the hem from the waistband of her skirt. His mouth never left hers as he pushed the fabric off her shoulders and down her arms, until it was falling off her body and onto the floor. He reached around to her back, and like a man who knew his way around women’s lingerie and who’d clearly honed his skills, he easily unhooked her bra in one try. That silk and lace garment joined the rest of her clothing on the floor.

      She moaned against his lips as her tight, aching breasts swung free. She fully expected him to cop a feel, wanted him to, but his hands moved down her spine until he found the button and zipper of her skirt. While he took care of getting rid of that piece of clothing, he showed off his impressive multitasking skills, his mouth never letting up on hers as he assaulted her senses with more blistering, toe-curling, panty-melting kisses—and she wasn’t exaggerating about her panties melting. Her underwear felt hot and wet enough against her flesh to disintegrate.

      Once the skirt was off, he finally released her mouth and took a step back so he could look his fill of her, and feeling emboldened, she leaned seductively against the wall and let him. His gaze drifted over her flushed face, taking in her tousled hair and the lips that felt swollen and bruised from his unrelenting kisses. He continued the trek, admiring her full, firm breasts, the swell of her hips, and her curvy thighs. She was still wearing her panties, but when his scorching gaze momentarily stopped at the white lace concealing her sex, she felt as though she might as well have been completely naked.

      His eyes came back to her face, the depths filled with lust and awe. “Jesus, Daisy,” he said, his voice rough as sandpaper. “That was like unwrapping a long-anticipated present on Christmas day and discovering what you asked for was so much more than you’d ever expected. You’re fucking gorgeous.”

      She shivered at his compliment. She was well aware that she didn’t have the tightest, skinniest figure—she was a girl who liked to eat more than just a salad and she’d never refuse a cupcake—but she’d never felt so adored. So beautiful. So desirable. “Thank you.”

      He tugged at the knot of his tie until the loop was big enough for him to remove the accessory over his head, then he started in on the buttons of his white dress shirt. She licked her lips in anticipation, because it was now her turn to watch him strip and enjoy what he was about to reveal.

      “I’ve always wondered what you were hiding beneath those conservative suits you wear, and now I know,” he said, revealing to her that he’d fantasized about her, too. “A banging body meant to be thoroughly fucked, with soft, sexy curves designed to take a cock hard and deep, just like you’re going to take mine.”

      Her breath caught in her throat. Holy shit. She was already wet from his kisses, but now her panties were absolutely soaked by his explicit, unfiltered words. Aiden was the consummate gentleman at work, the nice, easygoing guy who flirted and teased. But in the bedroom, she was quickly learning that this man was a dirty-talking alpha who liked being in charge, and it was seriously hot. That dominant edge had her body softening, ready and willing to submit to whatever he demanded.

      No wonder his little black book app was constantly pinging with notifications from interested women. He’d definitely be her go-to guy for a booty call if she did this kind of thing on a regular basis.

      He shrugged out of his shirt and stripped off his pants, and now she had intimate knowledge of what he looked like beneath his tailored suits. Her imagination didn’t do the real thing justice, and she committed everything about his gorgeous, delectable body to memory . . . his solid chest, the cuts in his muscled abdomen, and that deep, carved V that disappeared into the waistband of his black boxer briefs. Despite him still wearing his underwear, she brazenly looked lower and swallowed hard. The thick length of his cock outlined beneath the cotton fabric was testament to exactly what was coming her way, and she realized it was going to be a deliciously tight fit when it happened.

      A sly, knowing smile curved his lips as he stepped back to her, and as soon as he was close enough, she didn’t waste any time in tucking her fingers into the waistband of his briefs to pull them down so she could look and touch and play with his cock. Before she could execute the move, he grabbed her wrists and pinned her hands against the wall at her sides.

      “No touching yet, sweetheart,” he said, releasing her so that his fingers could tangle in her hair again. He tipped her head to the side and skimmed his lips along her jaw and up to her ear, nipping the lobe. “I’m already rock hard and throbbing, and I’m not about to come in your hand like a goddamn teenager. Not only that, I still haven’t covered all those other bases with kisses.”

      She laughed, then moaned as his mouth, open and hot and damp, pressed along the side of her neck, causing goose bumps to break out all over from the divine sensation, as well as the arousing scratch of his trimmed beard on her skin as he gradually made his way lower. His tongue stroked languidly over the hollow of her throat, then down the center of her chest, eliciting a delightful shiver as his mouth reached her cleavage.

      He pressed the sides of her breasts together, and when he licked and sucked and bit roughly at the pebbled tips, she felt that sharp, tugging sensation all the way down to her core. She moved restlessly against the wall, pushing her nipples deeper into his mouth and rubbing her thighs together to help ease the swollen, heavy feeling in between. It did little good. She needed direct stimulation to give her the orgasm that already felt so close to consuming her.

      She speared her fingers through his hair, gripping the strands tight. “Aiden . . .” His name fell from her lips on a desperate note of sheer need.

      Keeping his mouth latched onto her nipple, he let one hand drift down her rib cage and along her stomach before sliding into her panties. Her legs were already anxiously parted, and profound relief and pleasure poured through her at the first glide of his fingers along her sensitive slit, and he let out a low, possessive-sounding growl at what he found . . . an abundance of slick heat that instantly coated his hand.

      “Oh, fuck.” The crude words were filled with acute appreciation, because he obviously knew he was responsible for that hot mess of arousal that greeted him. He lifted his head from her breasts to look at her face, his expression darker and more intense than she’d ever seen it before. “You’re so fucking wet and your clit is so hard,” he murmured, pressing his thumb against that excruciatingly sensitive bundle of nerves while two fingers slid deep inside her. “You’re so ready to come, aren’t you, sweetheart?”

      She whimpered and trembled in response as her release beckoned, and it wasn’t going to take much to push her over the edge at this point. Grabbing on to his arms so she had something to hold on to when she flew apart, she managed a jerky nod. “Yes, so ready,” she panted.

      “Fuck my fingers,” he ordered gruffly, his eyelids hooded as he stared down at her. “Do it, and I’ll make sure you come good and long and hard.”

      His filthy demand didn’t even shock her, not when everything within her was urging her to move against the hand between her thighs, to ride it until he turned the burning ache into blistering pleasure. Her nails dug into his biceps as she shamelessly rocked her pelvis, as if the fingers buried inside of her were his cock, and her clit rubbed against his thumb with just the right amount of pressure and friction. And every time she thrust her hips, he stroked her a little harder and a whole lot deeper, until she lost the ability to breathe.

      “Give it to me,” he said huskily, driving her closer and closer to release. “Let me feel that sweet pussy pulse around my fingers as you come.”

      If those indecent words weren’t enough to make her fly apart, then the slow, cocky smile that eased up the corners of his mouth was going to do the trick. Because, oh, God, the dimple that was normally so boyish and charming was now pure sin. It was like an added injection of lust to her already overloaded senses, and it sent her careening over that final precipice.

      Her head rolled back against the wall, and her eyes fell shut as her orgasm quaked through her, so strong and intense she had to bite back a scream of pleasure as endless waves of ecstasy crashed over and through her. Her legs shook as she rode out the blissful release. Her heart pounded wildly. And Aiden got his wish as her internal muscles clenched around the fingers that were still filling her up inside.

      He kissed her as her body gradually pieced itself back together again after that epic orgasm. Slow, soft, dreamy kisses that made her feel oddly cherished and gave her the time she needed to come down from that glorious high.

      After a while, Aiden finally eased his fingers out of her, and she forced her lashes to open so she could look at him as his lips left hers. She expected to see a smug expression on his face for the way he’d so effortlessly seduced her and had her doing bold, brazen things she’d never done with anyone else before, but the unexpected caring look in his eyes was a direct contradiction to the assertive man who’d made her fuck his fingers in order to claim her orgasm.

      She found both sides to the man equally appealing.

      He gently brushed a few strands of hair away from her cheek. “Good?” he asked huskily.

      She exhaled a content sigh and nodded. “So good.”

      “Awesome,” he said with a grin. “Because there’s a whole lot more where that came from tonight.”

      He stepped back, away from her, and poof, that quickly the smile was gone. “Turn around and put your hands on the wall, and keep them there unless I tell you otherwise.”

      She blinked at him in surprise. The tenderness of moments before dissipated, and bossy Aiden was back. Just that easily, her body was vibrating with renewed awareness and desire as she did as he ordered. Once she assumed the position, he walked into the adjoining bathroom. She heard him rummaging through something, then he returned, lifting the foil packets he’d retrieved for her to see.

      “I only have three condoms with me, and I’m going to use them to fuck you the three ways I’ve imagined the most,” he told her.

      She gave him a sassy grin, and with her hands still braced on the wall, she wriggled her ass at him, watching as his jaw clenched tight with a restraint she didn’t want. “Is this one of those ways?”

      He set the condoms on the dresser right next to where they were standing. “One of a dozen ways, yes.”

      “A dozen?” The fact that he’d conjured up that many different ways to fuck her was shocking and thrilling. “How are you going to narrow that down to three condoms?”

      “We’re going to improvise, sweetheart, because it’s going to be a long night,” he said as he pressed his body against hers from behind and nuzzled his face against the side of her neck. His hands came around and cupped her breasts, while his thumbs flicked hard enough across her rigid nipples to make her gasp from the sting of pain. “What I can’t do with my dick, I’ll have to do with my hands, fingers, and mouth. And some of those things that I’ve imagined involve your mouth and hands. Feeling your lips wrapped tight around my cock as you suck me off is definitely on the agenda.”

      She groaned at the mental image he’d painted in her mind. “I want that, too.” She wasn’t going to spend the next few hours with Aiden without knowing what he tasted like. All of him.

      “We’ll get to that, but right now, I have something else in mind,” he murmured into her ear. “Something that’s going to test what a dirty girl you really are.”

      Her entire body shuddered against his as he bit the curve of her neck and shoulder and he gave her nipples one last pinch before sliding his hand into the sides of her panties and pushing them over her hips and down her thighs, until they dropped to the floor at her feet. She kicked them out of her way while he took a step back. She immediately missed his warmth.

      He stroked a hand down her spine, petting her like a kitten, and she damn near purred. “Lower your upper body against the wall just a bit more, and arch your back as much as you can so your ass is upturned.”

      She did as he asked. No doubts or hesitation. It was as if her body was his to command, even as the position exposed the most intimate part of her to his gaze.

      A sexy growl escaped him as he caressed a hand over the curve of her bottom. “God, I knew you’d have a great ass.”

      She bit her bottom lip as she glanced over her shoulder at him. “You noticed?” At this point she shouldn’t have been surprised that he’d ogled her ass, but she never would have believed she’d ever been on Aiden’s radar sexually. It wasn’t as though she wore tight or formfitting clothes to outline her backside.

      His hot, unapologetic grin made him look like a licentious rogue. “Oh, yeah, I did more than just notice. Every time you walked away from me at the office, I thought about running my hands over this perfect ass,” he said, stroking her bare skin again. “Whenever I saw you bend over for something, I imagined spanking it.”

      To demonstrate, he smacked her bottom with just enough force to make her inhale a startled breath, then moan as the stinging burn of his handprint ebbed into an arousing tingle that spread straight to her pussy. The erotic play was so freaking naughty and so electrifying. Who knew she’d like being spanked?

      “I thought about biting it,” he went on, bending down and sinking his teeth into her flesh before kneeling behind her, his thumbs dipping into the creases of her ass and moving lower, along her perineum. “And running my tongue right here in between these sweet cheeks just so I could eat your pussy. Spread your legs for me nice and wide, Daisy, so I can finally know what you taste like.”

      Her brain short-circuited as she felt his damp breath in forbidden places, while she struggled with wanting his mouth on her already pulsing sex and rejecting something so taboo.

      “Aiden . . .” Her voice quivered with uncertainty.

      “Shhh,” he whispered as he kissed and licked the inside of her trembling thigh. “You wanted the dirty, x-rated version, baby. Don’t back out on me now, when I’m so fucking close to knowing how your pussy feels against my tongue.”

      He lightly feathered two fingers along her sensitive flesh, teasing her with the promise of another shattering orgasm. “Spread your legs, Daisy,” he said again, but this time his tone was darker and more demanding, effectively shoving any last doubts from her mind.

      She opened to him, widening her stance and bending at the waist even more to give him full access to anything he wanted. With a low, guttural groan of satisfaction, he launched his erotic assault on her body. As he spread her cheeks wider apart, his indecent tongue stroked along her slit, hot and possessive, and he didn’t stop until he’d gotten a good, long taste of her and her body started to shake from the undeniable pleasure of having his mouth on her and the way he devoured her.

      The need crashing through her was overwhelming, and she did whatever it took to chase the release building between her legs. She pushed back against his mouth, uncaring of her own shockingly immodest behavior, but Aiden seemed to love her uninhibited response. He groaned against her pussy as he licked and sucked at her clit as if he was addicted to the taste of her, as if he couldn’t get enough of the breathy, begging sounds she made . . .

      This second orgasm was stronger than the first, deeper and more intense, like a shot of undiluted euphoria had been infused straight into her bloodstream. And when it hit, there was nothing she could do to hold back the unbridled cries of pleasure that she was certain the occupants in the next room could hear. But her release felt so damn good she couldn’t bring herself to care.

      Before all those aftershocks completely receded or she had a chance to recover and catch her breath, Aiden was standing back up behind her with the order to stay right there. As if she could move on her shaking, unstable legs after that climax. She absently heard the rip of a condom wrapper, then he was back behind her, with his sheathed cock following the crease of her ass until the broad head found her opening.

      He let out a primal, animal-like noise as he gripped her hips in his hands and promptly drove into her from behind, thrusting so hard that he was immediately as deep as he could go and her fingers curled against the wall for purchase. She gasped at the unexpected size of him filling her full, at the stretch and burn as her body frantically tried to adjust to the sudden invasion after three years of celibacy.

      “Fuuuuck,” he groaned, long and loud, sounding tortured by the grip of her pussy around his cock. “I’m so sorry, but this first time isn’t going to take me long to come,” he said with a strained laugh. “You feel too fucking good, so fucking tight, but I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

      He’d already given her two earth-shattering orgasms, so as far as she was concerned, this was all about him—and she wanted to return the favor and be that dirty girl he’d brought out in her tonight.

      With her hands still on the wall, she glanced over her shoulder and looked at him while pushing her ass against his groin, deliberately provoking him, and the heat that flared in his golden eyes was intoxicating. “Fuck me, Aiden,” she said, her voice sultry and inviting. “Fuck me as hard and deep as it takes to make you come.”

      “Jesus,” he breathed, clearly surprised by her filthy words, but equally turned on because he was already pistoning his hips, his fingers digging into her skin to keep her steady while his thrusts quickly escalated and he moved faster, slammed into her harder, slid deeper as his breathing turned erratic.

      And God, having Aiden inside of her felt so good. Better than she’d ever fantasized. Her body hummed with desire, though she knew there was no way she’d come a third time . . . until he slapped her ass again, and not gently. It was a commanding, dominant smack that had pain blooming across her bottom and her pussy throbbing with pleasure.

      “Aiden . . . ”

      He didn’t respond, just kept pumping into her, fast and furiously. His body flexed and strained behind her, and when his palm cracked against her cheek again, it was like a spark to a flame, igniting her like wildfire. Quickly and uncontrollably, shocking her with the realization that she was going to come a third time.

      She moaned, letting the release take her over. Her body shuddered, and she could feel her internal muscles clamping around Aiden’s thick shaft as she climaxed. It was what he was waiting for . . . because as she crested, he swore, and his next thrust was so hard and jarring she felt impaled on him. Buried as deep as he could get inside her, he wrapped an arm around her waist to anchor her hips tighter against his, his body jerking erratically as his cock pulsed inside her and he came hard.

      When it was over, he collapsed against her back, breathing as though he’d run ten miles straight. His heavy body smashed hers against the wall, his parted lips puffing hot, damp gusts of air against her shoulder as he recovered.

      “Holy. Shit.” His voice was gruff with astonishment.

      She laughed, because the two words pretty much summed up her feelings, as well. “Ditto.”

      She felt him grin against her neck in response as his hands wandered back up to her breasts, fondling them and teasing the tips with his fingers. “And just think, that was only the first condom.”

      Her soft, sensitive nipples instantly peaked, and she moaned as her body stirred all over again. Oh, yes, this man was going to give her a night to remember for a good long time.
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      Aiden dipped the bright red strawberry into the chocolate sauce and brought it to Daisy’s mouth for her to taste. With her eyes shimmering playfully, she slowly and seductively closed her lips around the tip of the fruit as she took a bite, and he didn’t even bother to hold back his aroused groan when he thought about having that lush, delectable mouth on his cock at some point during the course of the night.

      He’d already fucked her twice. The first time up against the wall, and it hadn’t taken him long to regain his stamina for round two as he’d played with her tits and she’d started to squirm and grind her sweet ass against his groin while he’d still been semi-hard inside her. The second time, he’d sat down on the club chair and had her straddle his lap, so he could watch her enthusiastically ride his cock and take her pleasure however she wanted to use him, while he sucked and bit her nipples and tried to hold off until she came. Which hadn’t been an easy feat.

      There had been nothing reserved about the woman who’d rocked her way to another release as she’d scored her fingernails down his chest, and when he’d lifted her up and laid her back on the bed so he could hook her legs over his shoulders to maximize the depths of his thrusts for his own orgasm, it hadn’t taken her long before she was panting and tossing her head back, then tightening her calves against his neck as she came again, with him following shortly thereafter.

      Seeing her sultry sex face when she climaxed and watching the beautifully candid way in which she gave herself over to him so completely had been so incredibly fucking hot. The orgasm that blasted through him had been nearly debilitating considering how his vision had hazed and the force with which his semen had jetted from his cock in long, searing spurts that left him utterly drained.

      Another holy shit moment with her, for sure.

      Now, they were on the big, king-sized bed. She was sitting cross-legged across from him with the sheet discreetly draped around her waist—which he was more than fine with because she did nothing to cover her gorgeous breasts. He was reclined on his side with an arm propping him up as he fed her a snack to make sure she kept up her energy, because it wasn’t even midnight and he had no intentions of letting her go back to her room tonight.

      If she’d been any other woman—like Mallory, for instance—he would have already sent her on her way, or she would have been long gone after getting off the first time. Oddly enough, he didn’t feel that normal rush to end the evening with Daisy so he could be alone and avoid small talk. There was so much about her that intrigued and fascinated him, and quite frankly, he just plain enjoyed her company because there wasn’t any pressure or expectations. She’d always been easy to be around and low maintenance compared to most of the other dates he hooked up with, and she was certainly less smothering and needy after sex.

      It was a refreshing change to want to hang out with a woman, with Daisy, and he just went with it.

      She finished off the first strawberry and licked the smeared chocolate on her bottom lip as she gave him a playful smile. “Who needs vanilla when you have chocolate and strawberry to sate your appetite,” she teased.

      “Indeed,” he murmured, loving how content she’d looked, so happy and fucking adorable—a complete contradiction to the serious businesswoman he worked with on a daily basis.

      “You, Daisy Parker, are definitely a dirty girl beneath those respectable suits you wear.” Would he be able to look at her at the office and not think about how much she loved getting her ass spanked, or the sounds she made when he’d scraped his teeth across her nipples, or how her pussy clasped him so fucking tight when she came? Probably not.

      She laughed softly, her face still flushed from all those orgasms and her hair a disheveled mess around her shoulders that made her look even more debauched than just her naked, exposed breasts. “I’m inclined to believe it’s you that brings out the dirty girl in me.”

      Yeah, he hadn’t held back and had made some pretty explicit sexual demands. But she’d never blanched or given any indication that he’d gone too far. “Not once did I hear that fuckable mouth of yours complain or protest when I told you to do something.”

      Her eyes darkened at his choice of words, but she definitely had the kind of soft, full lips that would feel amazing sucking his dick. The thought made his cock twitch beneath the sheet around his hips.

      “I liked it when you told me what to do,” she admitted, and the current puckering of her nipples backed up her claim as she held his gaze. “A lot.”

      Yet for a woman who clearly had a healthy sex drive and more than enjoyed the act, she’d gone three years without getting laid, even casually. He wasn’t a double-standard kind of guy when it came to no-strings-attached encounters and believed in equal opportunity for anyone who wanted to fool around, as long as it was mutual. So the fact that Daisy had abstained for that long made him curious to know if her dry spell had been situational, deliberate, or because she was discriminant, which, of course, he totally respected.

      “How come you haven’t been with a man in three years?” he asked, genuinely interested in her answer. “I have to say, after being with you tonight, I think you need to get fucked more often, Ms. Parker.” Yet even as he spoke the words, the thought of another man touching her the way he just had made him feel a little territorial. What the fuck was up with that?

      “Why?” she asked, brow raised as she reached for another strawberry and dipped it into the chocolate sitting on the tray on the bed between them. “Did I come across as deprived?”

      He didn’t miss the slight insecure note to her voice, which wasn’t his intent. “No. You came across as a woman who enjoys sex but doesn’t get enough of it, so I’m just curious why it’s been so long. I mean, even if you’re working long hours, there’s always time for sex,” he joked.

      “Spoken like a true man.” She rolled her eyes humorously as she ate the berry, suddenly looking anywhere but at him.

      He pushed a few of the pillows against the headboard and sat up in a more comfortable position, with the covers still around his hips. She still had her gaze averted, and she still hadn’t told him why she hadn’t been with a man in three years, so obviously, her reply wasn’t as simple as “I don’t have the time” or “I’m too career focused,” either of which would be totally relatable.

      “Why do I get the impression you’re evading the answer to my question?” he said point-blank.

      She sighed, the sound rife with exasperation, but at least she was now looking at him, even if her green eyes were a little annoyed at his persistence. “Maybe because I am avoiding it?”

      He knew he was pushing, but he really wanted this deeper insight to this woman who’d intrigued him for the past three years—and now the warm, willing woman she’d been with him tonight that she’d kept wrapped up in nondescript suits and behind a conservative façade.

      He wasn’t above using a little leverage to get her to talk. He smirked, trying a different tactic. “If you don’t appease my curiosity, no more orgasms for you tonight.”

      That made her laugh and lightened the moment a bit, which was what he’d been aiming for. “Wow, you drive a hard bargain.”

      It still wasn’t the answer he was waiting for. He thought back to the discussion they’d had in the bar before coming up to his room. The one where she’d set down her rules in a straightforward manner yet hadn’t been able to completely conceal the vulnerability he’d heard in her voice. The one that made him wonder if she might have been hurt in the past, and maybe that’s why she’d avoided being with a man—and opted instead to focus on her performance at work and earning her current promotion.

      He went with his gut, even knowing how intimate and personal he was making this conversation, which was something he never did after fucking a woman. “Did you break up with someone or end a relationship before coming to work at Roth Owens?”

      Her green eyes widened in surprise. Bingo. Her reaction was all the answer he needed to confirm his hunch.

      He reached across the short distance separating them and feathered the back of his hand along her soft, warm cheek. “He had to have been a real douchebag to let you go,” he said, meaning it. Even though he didn’t do commitment, it didn’t mean he couldn’t appreciate the qualities a woman like Daisy would bring to a relationship.

      She abruptly laughed, but the sound lacked humor. “I let him go after finding out he was married.”

      “Shit,” he muttered beneath his breath, not missing the pained look in her eyes that reached into his gut and squeezed hard—for her, and because it reminded him too much of his father’s infidelity and how it had devastated his mother at a time when she’d needed her husband the most. “I’m sorry.”

      She shrugged her shoulders, causing her breasts to jiggle enticingly, momentarily distracting him. “It’s over and I’ve moved on.”

      He studied her for a moment—her stiff posture and how she was trying to remain composed but was obviously bothered. So, no, he didn’t think she’d moved on. Not completely, and he didn’t like that she was holding it all in when he was there to listen.

      “Tell me, Daisy,” he urged softly, not questioning why this mattered so much to him . . . maybe because he knew how that kind of betrayal could shatter a person’s trust. “I really want to know what happened.”

      It was the truth, even if it did surprise him. While he’d always avoided this kind of getting-to-know-you stuff with his one-nighters, Daisy wasn’t someone he’d never see again. They worked together, and he’d like to think they were friends who could talk to each other without her feeling as though he’d think badly of her because of what had happened with this other guy, who was a douchebag.

      After a long moment, she exhaled a deep breath and lifted her gaze back up to his, though there was still enough hesitation etched on her expression to keep her from sharing.

      “No judgment, sweetheart,” he said, just in case she was worried about that, considering she’d been involved with a married man.

      She picked up the small tray of food and set it on the nightstand next to the bed, then resettled on the mattress a little closer to him before speaking.

      “So . . . I met Troy online,” she said in a quiet voice as she absently picked at the comforter. “He contacted me on Facebook thinking I was someone he went to school with, though I’m not really sure that was the truth now that I look back on everything. Anyway, we started talking. He knew I lived in Los Angeles at the time, which is where I worked before moving to San Diego to accept the position with Roth Owens. He told me he lived in Denver and that he traveled for work a lot as a pharmaceutical rep and he had a few accounts in LA. He asked to see me the next time he flew out, and I agreed. That was the start of a nine-month long-distance relationship.”

      She drew her knees up, still covered by the sheet, and wrapped her arms around them, the gesture expressing how vulnerable she felt at that moment. “He was genuinely a nice guy who did and said all the right things to make me fall in love with him, because on the surface, he was perfect, and I really believed he loved me, too. And when he asked me to move to Denver, I put in my two-week resignation at the firm where I was working and started packing up my things to go . . . until I got a phone call from his wife, who’d seen the calls and texts to me on his phone and realized that her husband was having an affair with me.”

      She winced, as if the memory was as fresh as the day it had happened. “I was shocked and horrified, and she was so pissed because she thought I knew about her, which I didn’t, not that it mattered. She called me a home wrecker and a slew of other ugly names that I didn’t even know existed. Come to find out, Troy had been married to this woman for eight years and they had two young kids together.”

      His mother, he realized, had handled Aiden’s father’s adultery with much more grace, but that was the type of woman Grace Stone was. Kind to a fault. Poised in the face of a scandal. And always an optimist even when she’d been dealing with the painful wreckage of her marriage and facing a battle with breast cancer—all while raising three kids. To him, his mother was a fucking rock star. And his dad was a complete piece of shit who Aiden no longer wanted to have anything to do with.

      “When you confronted this guy, what did he say?” Aiden asked, his tone a bit more agitated than he’d intended, which always happened when he thought about how his father had destroyed their family and the idyllic childhood Aiden had believed he and his siblings had.

      Daisy’s lips pursed with a hint of anger. “He said he was going to tell me, that he intended to divorce his wife and we’d work it out once I was living in Denver. As if he really thought I’d move closer to where he lived after finding out he was married with little kids.” She shook her head in disbelief, her eyes filled with self-recriminations. “How could I not know he was married? How could I have given up everything for him—my job, my apartment, my life in LA—when he wasn’t even available? Not to mention knowing I was responsible for breaking up his marriage and family. God, I was so naïve and stupid.”

      “You had no idea,” he said, more gently now, because he hated that she was blaming herself for something she’d had no control over because she’d believed the guy was single and available.

      She let out a dull laugh. “From the beginning, my mother said it was too good to be true. I should have listened to her.”

      He frowned, not sure why her mother would be so pessimistic about the relationship before Daisy had even known that the guy had a wife. “Why should you have listened to your mother? Did she know he was married?”

      “Well, no,” she replied as she hugged her knees a little tighter. “But she spent my entire life warning me about men who’d take advantage of me. Who’d make promises and I’d end up giving everything up for them and getting nothing in return. I never really believed that, yet she wasn’t wrong with Troy, because it almost happened to me. It would have happened had I moved to Denver, then found out Troy was married.” Her gaze met his, a troubled frown furrowing her brow. “What kind of asshole does that kind of thing to their wife and family?”

      Now that was the million-dollar question for both of them, and one he’d asked himself a hundred different times. There was no explaining or justifying his father’s behavior, but as a result, he understood Daisy’s confusion and her pain.

      “I wish I knew, because my dad was one of those assholes,” he said, the confession coming much too easily with her when he never talked about his past. Ever. It was something he’d always kept locked up tight, even knowing how much it affected his views on relationships and marriage.

      She stared at him incredulously. “Your father . . . he had an affair?”

      He nodded. “Yeah. I was eighteen at the time, and it completely rocked my world because when my mom found out, she was undergoing chemo for stage-two breast cancer, and while my brothers and I were scared shitless that we were going to lose our mother and doing everything we could to take care of her, our father, who is a lawyer, claimed he was working late on a case when he was actually out fucking a woman fifteen years younger than him.”
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