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Prologue
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She spotted the handsome stranger across the parking lot. Dark hair, arresting eyes, tall muscular body encased in a snug-fitting long-sleeved t-shirt and blue jeans. She observed him approach the concession stand and order. She kept her eyes on him, heard her children call to their friends. Moisture pooled inside her core, and her nipples tightened, imagining what it would be like to see him naked. God, it had been a long time since she’d reacted this way to a man!  

He turned toward her, and their eyes met. He tossed a kernel of yellow corn into his mouth; she dropped her eyes and continued on toward the bleachers. She spotted her son, already engaged in baseball practice, and spoke to several of the parents while edging through the crowd. But her mind was on the dark-haired stranger. Who was he? Was he another parent? Coach? Recent high school grad? Boyfriend of one of the teenage girls? She decided to take in the high school girls’ softball game and climbed to the top bleacher, nodding to a teacher she knew.

“Hey there, Mr. Castle, how long did it take the cheerleaders to understand the Pythagorean Theorem?” A body landed next to her, and her breath caught in her throat, recognizing the stranger who’d made her crazy with sexual fantasies. Her breath caught when their knees bumped. His voice burned into her brain, and she knew she had to find the courage to speak to him.

The balding teacher turned around and shook his hand. “Lord help us if Emily Mason ever decides to be an architect.”

“I know Emily. I helped her with her Algebra three years ago. Did she really always mark her test papers with ‘b’ or ‘c’?” She leaned forward to insert herself into the conversation. Her knees shook, and she hoped she sounded coherent.

The stranger laughed, turning his intense, milk chocolate brown eyes her way. “That’s Miss Mason. She was convinced all the correct answers could be found on her boyfriend’s test paper. Or if by choosing ‘b’ most of the time, she at least improved her odds of getting it right.” 

Her brain screamed for her to do something to get him alone. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a fly ball approach and grabbed for it, but the stranger had also reached out to catch it. They crashed into each other, and she landed unceremoniously in his lap with his arms around her waist, inches from her breasts. 

Electricity arced between them, along with the bulge in his denim.

“Oh I’m sorry! Did I hurt you?” Dumb question; that’s not a gun in his pocket!

She eased herself up, sweeping away the spilt popcorn. “Let me buy you another bag of popcorn.”

“No, no. That’s not necessary.”

“Please, I insist. You can buy a bottle of water.” What the hell possessed you to say that? Water? Why not a soda?

“Lead the way.”

* * * *
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He’d noticed the curvy, blue-eyed woman with the flowing hair watching him earlier and his body tightened. She seemed to be totally unaware of the way her hips swayed beneath her leggings and oversize sweatshirt. Or was she? His experience told him she wasn’t, but then again, she hadn’t glanced back to see if he was looking. She climbed to the top of the bleachers and sat behind one of his colleagues. Who was she? Definitely too young to be a parent of one of the high school girls. Maybe a parent of one of the smaller children on the other ball diamonds? He vaguely remembered seeing her with two small children...damn. She had to be married. Her familiarity with the teacher surprised him, and a flash of jealousy scorched his body. He wanted to see that dazzling smile directed at him, to run his hands through that mane of curls wafting over her shoulders in the breeze. 

Unable to contain himself, he vaulted up the bleachers and planted himself in the spot beside her. The scent of her floral perfume hit his nostrils and he forced himself to ignore her and tease his colleague about a group of students. He tried to maintain his composure; what he wanted to do was grab her and claim that rosebud mouth for himself. 

Her gentle voice joined the conversation. He turned to look at her, and his throat went dry.  Suppressed passion burned in her dark blue eyes. And then a foul ball flew toward them. They both reached for it, but it flew overhead. She landed in his lap, crushing his erection painfully against his leg. He dropped his popcorn and grabbed at her waist, his hand brushing her breasts. Her mouth fell open, and it took enormous amounts of self-control not to kiss her right then and there. Time slowed; images of stripping her naked ran through his brain. He released her and agreed to accompany her to the concession stand. Hell no, he didn’t want popcorn. He wanted her, wet and willing, his hard cock plundering her soft pussy over and over until they were both sweaty and satisfied.

He shook the haze clouding his brain to check her left hand. No ring. Was she divorced, then? Separated? Baby-sitting? Dozens of scenarios raced through his brain. Halfway to the stand, he asked her. And was jubilant when the answer was single.

“Well then...what say you we skip the stand and get a cup of better coffee in town?” Town was two blocks away from the school.

She hesitated. “My kids have practice until two, but they know I sometimes go up to the coffee shop and to wait for me at the van.”

“I’ll have you back by then.” He steered her to his car, but touching her had been a mistake. When he opened the door for her, she turned to look at him, and suddenly they were in each other’s arms. Her hands found their way inside his shirt, cool against his hot skin. He slid his over her backside, caressing the curves encased in spandex. He pulled her closer and rocked his pelvis against hers. Roughly, he dragged his mouth from hers and told her to get in.

Instead of driving to the coffee shop, he drove the opposite way to a deserted country road. He pulled under a tree and shut off the motor. They came together as if starved for each other. He pulled up her sweatshirt and unclipped her bra. Her breasts tumbled into his palms, and he groaned with pleasure at the sight of her taut, pink nipples. He bent his head and licked each one, hearing her breath catch in her throat. 

“You like that?” he murmured. “Long time?”

She nodded, threw back her head, and pressed him closer with one hand. He took one bud into his mouth, sucking greedily while his other hand traced and caressed her other breast. He switched, and his hand drifted lower to the elastic of her waistband. He worked a hand inside her underwear, overjoyed when he touched her moist heat. Her hips shook; he released her breasts to help her slide the tight leggings down to her ankles. Her hands brushed his belt buckle and worked it loose, freeing his swollen cock. Her long fingers closed around his shaft. And he nearly lost it right there.

“Careful, sweetheart,” he gasped, feeling a slight trickle rolling down the head of his cock.

She massaged it into his skin.

“Long time?” She smiled.

“Yes.” His mouth claimed hers again while his fingertips brushed between her parted legs. The faint stubble of her bare pussy prickled against his hand. “Oh God...I want to see that bald cunt.” 

“Then look.”

He focused his eyes on her sleek body, trailing his fingers lower. “Wow...it’s begging for me. What made you shave it?”

“A dare. One of my friends did hers and told me how much her boyfriend loved it, and then she dared me to try it.”

“But....”

“But, there’s been no one to see it, except for you.”

The irony of her statement amused him. “I love it.” He bent down and pressed his lips over her mound, hearing her slight cry when his tongue slithered out and found her clit. She slid down the bench seat, giving him better access. He backed off, pulling off one of her shoes and tugging her leg free of the spandex. He repositioned her beneath him and settled her legs over his shoulders. His fingers dove into the slick cave of her dripping pussy and curled deep inside; he swirled his tongue around her clit. She tossed her head and moaned, the heat between her legs threatening to scorch him. With a shout, she came, her taste flooding his tongue. He rose up, slid his cock into position, and drove deep. He pulled back and teased her entrance. Her legs slid down to lock around his waist. 

Her arms crept around his neck and tugged him closer. He forced himself to go slow, to build her tension back up. Finally, his self-control could be contained no longer, and he gave it everything he had. She took his entire length and accepted every thrust with a resounding ‘yes’ which echoed in his ears. And with a final shudder from him, she screamed and convulsed around him again.

“Oh fuck,” he panted. “That was fantastic! But look at the time...”

“Oh shit.” She glanced at her watch. “I need to get back to the ball field. Practice ends in five minutes!”

They jerked apart and stuffed their bodies back into their clothes. He started the motor and sped back to the ball field, still trying to dress and drive at the same time. He rammed his car into the first available parking space. Before he had a chance to say anything, she’d thrown the door open and ran away, disappearing into the crowd.

Helpless, he fastened his jeans and adjusted his belt. Smoothing his tousled hair, he got out of the car and went to look for her. He didn’t even know her name. 

He looked everywhere possible for her, but she’d disappeared. Even his colleague was nowhere to be found. Frustrated, he ground his teeth together and stalked back to his car.
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Three months later...

“...and I tell you, it’s the damnedest thing! Women don’t just disappear that easily around here.” Kevin Taylor watched his friend lift the weights up and down.

“Yeah, well, maybe you dreamed it.” Mark Winslow blew out his breath as he continued to bench-press two hundred and fifty pounds. 

I didn’t dream her taste, I didn’t dream that I nearly lost my hearing from her screams, and I certainly didn’t dream the fact she left her hair clip in my car. “I’ve never felt this way before. Do you know how long it’s been since I’ve been that hot for a female, and I didn’t even take the time to find out her name? But she’s ruined me for any other women. All I want is her.”

Mark set the barbells on the rack and wiped his face. “Dude, you’ve got it bad, if you can’t make it with just anyone.”

Kevin shook his head. “Mel got pissed because I asked her to shave her pussy. She hasn’t called me since.”

His friend sat up. “Have you called her?”

“No. I want my mystery woman back.” Complete with her bald pussy, her delicious snatch, and oh God...her juicy nipples...I get hard just thinking about her tits. He closed his eyes, feeling his body respond.

“When you find her, can I try her out? I’ve never been with a woman who shaved down there.” Mark’s question caused him to open his eyes.

“No way. She’s all mine.” I want to lay her back, spread her legs, and tongue inside that wet cunt. I’ll sip her slowly, tug on her clit, and lick every inch of those tiny petals until she begs me to fuck her hard.

“If you need a cold shower, it’s through there.” Mark pointed, grabbing a towel. “Or make up with Melanie and relieve yourself.”

Kevin snorted. “No way. I’ll find her, if I have to meet with every parent in the school.”

* * * *
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He made it a point to be early to the Back To School night. Kevin positioned himself near the door and scrutinized every female who came in with children. Even though he taught the sixth-graders, he watched children kindergarten age and older drag their tired parents to the appointed classrooms.

He had just about given up when he caught a flash of flyaway blonde curls. He shifted his stance, tried to catch another glimpse, and yes...he remembered that smile. An ache began in his crotch at the memory of the way of her sweet tongue wrapped around his.

“Mr. Taylor!” yelled an adolescent voice, yanking him from his reverie. He jolted when a former student waved at him. He waved back and turned. His mystery woman had disappeared again. Damn it, would he ever learn her name? Feel her in his arms? Put his cock inside her again? Stop it, he scolded himself. 

And suddenly, she was right in front of him, being dragged toward the music room by her children. He captured her eyes, and they widened in recognition. Yes! She remembers me. His heart sang. He casually sauntered down the hall after them, loitering under the pretense of fixing a loose bulletin board. He heard her tinkling laughter as she thanked a teacher. And then she was in the hallway again.

“Hi, Mr. Taylor,” a childish voice said. “I’m in your special math class.”

“Oh, yes, Danny. And is this your mom?” 

She held out her hand, not returning his smile.  “Tammy Saunders. Danny’s sung your praises this week.” 

He liked her firm handshake and kept a hold of the soft hand. “Kevin Taylor.” His brown eyes locked with hers, and said the first thing he could think of to be alone with her. “I need to talk to you, concerning your son’s math skills.”

Concern flickered over her fine features. “Is there a problem? He always does so well...” 

“No, no problems.” He held up his hands. “I just like to meet privately with my student’s parents to go over certain skills.”

Suspicion clouded her dark blue eyes. “Call me. I’ll see when I can come in.”

Oh, baby, I’ll be the one coming in.... “I’ll do that.”

* * * *
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He waited two uncomfortable days before looking up her home number, and then called and requested she meet with him the next day after school. And thanked God he could lock the door to his classroom.

She was punctual, a trait he admired in women. His cock rose in salute when she entered the room in form-fitting dark jeans and a soft pink shirt that matched her peaches and cream complexion. Her hair was caught up in the same loose bun, with tendrils falling in front of her ears. Pink and silver earrings hung from her lobes, and there were still no rings on either hand.

“Mr. Taylor?” She hesitated in the doorway. “You wanted to speak to me about Danny?”

He shoved himself off the desk, his erection growing stiffer by the moment. “Call me Kevin.” He took her hand and closed the door. “I’ve been out of my mind, wondering who you were these past few months.” He brought her hand up to his mouth, lips grazing the backside.

She jerked her hand away. “That was a mistake.” She put some space between them. Color flooded her face. “I can’t believe we...that I allowed...you know,” she sputtered.

“To fuck you brainless?” He arched an eyebrow. 

Her complexion was now darker than her t-shirt. “Could we please talk about my son?” she asked, teeth clenched. She cleared her throat. “I mean, that is why you called.”

“I lied. You’ve haunted me for months, Tammy. I go to sleep at night, and you’re in my dreams. I catch sight of a woman whose hair flows down her back and try to see of her face, hoping it’s you.” He noted her startled expression and stepped back. “Don’t tell me you haven’t thought of me these past months...”

* * * *
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Oh the arrogance of a good looking man! I may have let Bruce steamroll over me in our marriage, but I’ve grown up in the past three years; I know how to handle men like you. 

Her eyebrows arched. “Thought of you?” Time to take him down a notch. “Oh, right. Let me see if I have this correctly. We have mind-blowing sex, I run off to collect my kids, and you’re telling me that you, Mr. Obviously Popular, can’t sleep at night because the poor sex-starved widow never bothered to tell you her name? Is your ego that fragile?” She laughed. “Believe me, I’ve lost no sleep over it.” She crossed her arms over her chest. That ought to cool him off.

He closed the distance between them. “Then let me refresh your memory.” Kevin cupped her face in his hands and angled his mouth over hers. His tongue prodded between her lips; with a quiet moan, she opened them. 

Oh my god...I’d forgotten what a good kisser he is! 

Her body declared war on her common sense. She remained stiff, trying not to show him any response. 

Kevin ended the kiss and moved his hands to her shoulders, tracing her lower lip with his thumb. “You’re telling me you feel nothing? Your body betrays you.” He drifted a hand down to sweep across the swell of her breasts. “Why are you shaking, if you feel nothing?” His voice dropped an octave. 

Stay strong; oh that feels so good... Seriously, Tammy? You’re buying his caveman act? I don’t care; it’s been so long since any man has had this effect on me...and it felt so good last May...

His other hand joined the first in light exploration of her breasts. He leaned down again to stroke her lips with his. She uncrossed her arms and wound them around his neck. Screw acting responsible. I want to feel him against me.

Kevin’s tongue slid past her teeth as his hands crept up her shirt. His fingers removed her nipples from the restraints of her bra. Tammy’s imagination ran wild from the sweetness of his lips and the warm hands on her skin. He wrenched his mouth from hers and bent down to suck a nipple into his mouth. One of Kevin’s hands unfastened her jeans, and a finger explored inside the waistband of her underwear. 

Common sense came flooding back. “Kevin...we can’t...”

Kevin pulled away. “Oh yes, we can. Feel how hard you’ve made me.” He took her hand and led it to the bulge in his caramel slacks. “I want to see how wet you are.”

“Wait!” She closed her eyes. “Can you lock the door?” I can’t believe I’m doing this! Just one more time, and then we’ll act like responsible adults. Yeah, right.

* * * *
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Kevin reached past her and locked the door. He pulled her into his arms. She’s fighting her feelings, and her passion’s won this round. I like a challenge, and she’s definitely not a typical woman. He hooked two fingers in her waistband and slid the tight denim and cotton down to her ankles, sank to his knees, and pressed his face against the small strip of curls. “Ahh, sweetheart...you’ve let some grow back.”

“It itched...I kept some of it shaved, but I probably need a touch-up...Ohhhh!” 

Kevin’s tongue licked her clit, felt her spasm, and tasted the rush of moisture. He inserted a finger, and her muscles clamped around him. A second and she moaned. A third brought a cry to her lips. He stretched her, thrilled by her rising excitement. Finally, he stood, freed his erection from the constraints of his slacks, and encouraged her to bend over the desk. 

He fumbled in his back pocket for the condom he’d brought and tore it open. He slipped himself in her sweet pussy from behind, his balls slapping her ass. Her cries more vocal; his own groans matched hers. The desk scraped the floor in protest to the aggressive thrusts and clanged against its nearest neighbor in a tandem staccato tempo. He came with a final thrust, his fingers gliding over her hips.

“I hope to hell the janitorial staff is on another floor,” she gasped. 

He withdrew and reached for her waist, but she moved beyond his reach. Tammy tugged her bra and blouse back in place, and then laughed, looking him up and down.

Kevin stared at her for a moment. She bent down to tug up her jeans and had the audacity to flash her bald mound at him before tugging the denim over her hips. He yanked up his slacks, pulled off the condom and stuffed his limp cock into his boxer briefs. He zipped his pants and tossed the full condom into the trash can.

“I’m sure they are. What’s so funny?” He buckled his belt and slid into the seat opposite her.

“It’s got to be the ultimate schoolgirl fantasy: sex with the teacher in the classroom.” She stood up to tug her own pants to her waist. She didn’t bother to turn around and look at him. “And what’s the next one, Teach? Want me to suck you while you sit at your desk? Or do you sweep everything off of it and take me there?” She turned around and raised an eyebrow at him. “Just wondered what to expect at the next ‘conference’ you call me for. Unless, of course, you’ve already fulfilled that fantasy with some other unsuspecting mother...”

Kevin’s temper smoldered. “This isn’t a habit for me.” He ran his hands from her elbows to her shoulders and back down again. “Let’s be real for a moment: You’re the first woman who’s ever had this effect on me. Got it?” He dropped a kiss on her lips, walked to his desk, and leaned against it. “Your name is Tammy Saunders, your son Danny’s in my accelerated math class, you’re a widow, and you like the way my cock buries itself inside you. Is there anything else I need to know?”

“How about your stats?” she countered. “Your name is Kevin Taylor; you teach my son Danny. And I do not like the way you manhandle me!”

“Manhandle you?” he repeated, blinking his eyes. “Excuse me? I didn’t sense any struggle as I undressed you, and, oh, if memory serves, you undressed me in the car.” He crossed his arms over his chest and shook his head.

Color flooded Tammy’s face, but she continued to face him. “We were caught up in the moment.” Her eyes flashed blue fire at him. “Do you have a girlfriend? Significant other? Or do you cheat on your wife?”

He held up his left hand and wiggled his fingers. “I’m not married, nor have I ever been.”

“Stay that way,” she said. “I was glad when that bastard finally died. The only good things I got out of it were two fantastic kids and his pension plan. So now you’ve assuaged my conscience about your marital status, and we know each other’s names. Can I go now, or did you have a legitimate reason for me to come in today?” She leaned down and retrieved the empty condom wrapper, waving it at him. “Don’t forget to dispose of the evidence now.”

He stood, took it from her, and walked her to the door. With his hand on the knob, he turned to her. “This isn’t over between us. Not by a long shot.”
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