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ALMOST SIX YEARS AGO 

 

How did this happen?

God, his kiss was… powerful. Confident. Demanding. Shit, whatever consumed him infected her too. Their disease was pure lust and neither of them fought it. Let it take them down.

Her back hit the elevator wall. Roaming hands fought fabric, searching, squeezing, stroking. 

“Fuck, I want you,” he breathed.

“More.” 

Temptation stole his mouth to her throat, her breast, her cleavage. Damnit, her body tingled, her skin fizzed. This guy was everywhere; somehow in every part of her. And completely in control. Plucking her up, he twined her legs around him, letting his mouth return to the kiss it’d denied hers.

Shit. 

They’d been drinking. 

Hooking up wasn’t smart. 

Strangers. In a hotel. Anonymous. 

So many things were wrong with the picture.

Red flags flew everywhere. 

But… what the hell? Inhaling his kiss, she gave herself to it, pushing his tongue with hers, matching his furious need. Fuck, his body was solid. She was too high up. Couldn’t feel—

He dropped her back to her feet and grabbed her hand to rush them from the elevator into a room. A very private, dark—living room. They didn’t stop, no. This was heading somewhere far more horizontal. He hurried through a door in the corner and swung her into his arms, squeezing her body to his.

“Last chance to back out.”

She actually laughed. “You think I’m here against my will?” Sliding her hands up his chest, she pushed his jacket off and got to work unfastening his shirt buttons.

He ducked, tracing his lips across hers, then his head fell back. “Even your voice is hot. Damnit, you’re a siren I can’t resist.”

Snagging his jaw with the gentle press of her fingernails, she tempted it down again. “Looks to me like you’re resisting,” she murmured. “You want to slow down?”

With a crooked brow, he walked, backing her toward the bed. “In a rush, Siren?”

“You got me going, now you’re hitting the brakes. Pussy tease.”

Jolting her body from his, he ripped open her shirt and tossed her onto the bed. 

“No brakes,” he said, casting off his button down and shoes. 

Shit, that physique. Solid was right. Defined, delicious, way more than the clumsy jocks she’d been with in college. Definition like that wasn’t bulk, it was finesse. Perfect.

Her fingers couldn’t keep away as he descended above her. Their mouths met slowly. A gentle press, a delicate touch.

“Now, JD,” she whispered, arching up, encouraging his mouth’s exploration of her neck. 

Hard. Mm. And just right. His cock, encased in fabric, teased her. More. She wanted more.

Their kiss masked the shedding of her clothes. Skin on skin wasn’t enough. Coiling her legs higher around him, she loosened his belt to liberate her prize.

“We can go slow, baby.” 

“No, we fucking can’t,” she gasped, squeezing him tight. “Your cock agrees with me. You’re outvoted.”

A gruff laugh preceded his kiss. The way his hips moved with her fist could be involuntary, but the motion betrayed him. He wanted it. Wanted her. And she wanted him to fulfill his desire. In her. All night long.

“Good.” The edge of need in his voice suggested his restraint was slipping. “I’m not in the mood to take my time.” 

“That a promise?”

As satisfaction relaxed her, he plunged into her. Shit, now who was the one wearing that satisfaction?

Her teeth dug into her lip as he moved slow, his eyes locked on hers. Warming her up, easing her in, whatever it was, experiencing him like that gave her something new, something unexpected. A gratification that touched every part of her, inside and out. A belonging that felt safe, even while alarm bells rang.

Tightening the circle of her legs, she pulled him deeper, angling her hips, enhancing their connection. 

“More.” The word du jour. “Harder. Fuck me, JD.”

Her day hadn’t started with promise. Her evening hadn’t begun with him. No, this guy wandered into her path from nowhere. The unexpected was exciting, an adventure. Sometimes life just happened and all you could do was enjoy the ride. And a ride like him didn’t come along every day.

Trust her to go to bed with a stubborn, egotistical agitator. 

How did this happen?


 

 

TWO

 

EARLIER THAT NIGHT

 

Oh, her feet hurt. Most every woman on the continent would know exactly the pinch and squeeze that abraded her skin. Heels. Why had she thought they were a good idea for her first tech expo? What was she trying to prove? And, given she traveled alone, who was she proving it to?

It was early, as the almost deserted hotel bar highlighted, but still evening, giving her the green light for alcohol. After five p.m. was the rule everywhere, right? She slid onto the central stool at the long bar and breathed out her bliss when the pressure left her feet. Yeah, they still ached, but she’d take any win.

The bartender came wandering over. “What can I get you?”

“Rum and Coke… and a tequila shot.”

“Bad day?”

“Long day,” she said on a smile as he went to fill her order. 

Maybe she should eat. Did she want to eat? When was the last time she ate? Her breakfast coffee was a distant memory.

“Excuse me.”

The masculine voice brought her attention around. Mm, hello. Tall, gorgeous, shirt, tie. Serious. Playing with him might be fun. If only she wasn’t so damned exhausted.

“Can I help you?” she asked because he just stood there glaring. If this was a move, the guy wasn’t too smooth. “Is something wrong?”

“That’s my seat.”

Glancing along the bar, she twisted to check out the line of empty stools behind her. “Seriously? It’s not like there’s nowhere to sit. How is this your seat?”

He nodded to something beyond her. “That’s my drink.”

She looked over her shoulder at the all-but-empty whiskey glass. “It’s closer to the other stool.” It was a judgement call, was it closer? Yes, by a hair. “And it’s all the way across at the bartender’s side. That suggests finished to me.”

Her smile narrowed his eyes. “You’re not going to move?”

“I’m not going to move.”

On principle? Partly. She also didn’t want to put weight on her poor feet again. 

“Okay.”

That was that then. Bye, guy.

The bartender came over to put down her drinks. “If my feet didn’t hurt so much, I’d jump up on this bar and kiss you.”

“Put it on my tab, Mike. I need another,” said a male voice behind her.

On a snicker, the bartender went away and there was the seat guy, sliding onto the stool next to hers.

“Are you kidding me? There are fifty seats in this room. You’re picking that one?”

“I could say the same to you,” he said. “Of all the places you could’ve picked, you chose mine.”

“It wasn’t yours,” she said on a sneer. “You don’t own the stool.”

“Know the guy who owns the hotel.”

“Oh, and I’m just so impressed,” she feigned wonder with a hearty dose of sarcasm. “Maybe you should ask him to put a plaque on it. Post security to protect it when you go to the men’s room.”

“Maybe I will.”

“Won’t save you tonight. This is my seat. And I’m not going anywhere,” she said, tossing the tequila shot down her throat. “For a very long time.” Mike came over with the seat guy’s drink. “Now I need another one of these.” She raised her shot glass. “Two. If Mr. Connected over here is paying.”

As Mike retreated, a hand appeared in front of her. “Jamison.” Oh, Mr. Connected. “Dawes.”

“Good for you.” She landed a suspicious eye on him. “You married?”

“No.” His hand just stayed there. “You?”

“No. Why would you ask me that?”

Except, her head tilted, hadn’t she just…?

“You asked me.”

“To find out if you’re a sleazy bar creeper who picks up women in bars while your wife waits at home.”

“And you couldn’t be a sleazy bar creeper who picks up men in bars while your husband waits at home?”

Touché. Intriguing.

“Rylee,” she said and shook her head. “But I don’t want to shake your hand.”

“Because…?”

“I don’t know where it’s been.”

That wasn’t exactly the truth. Tequila was swirling in her stomach and his eyes had darkened. Oh, shit. This wasn’t the time to make bad decisions. If she could feel his pull just sitting next to him, touching wasn’t going to ease the burden. No, damn, and now she wanted to touch so much more than just his hand. She should’ve eaten something.

“I took a call,” he said, his palm settling on the bar. “Didn’t use the restroom.” She wasn’t even thinking that. He raised his glass. “Should we toast?”

“To what? I’m sitting here alone and didn’t invite you to join me.”

“I could argue you joined me,” he said, sipping his liquor. “You put yourself in my path.”

What was fate up to? The guy wasn’t wrong. And her snippy, cynical woman bit wasn’t doing its job. He was supposed to be deterred, not encouraged. 

She sighed. “You were at the tech expo, Jamison Dawes?” Everyone around was. He nodded, confirming that notion. “It’s amazing, isn’t it? So much talent concentrated in a space that’s… Think if the building went on fire, humanity would be set back ten years? Technologically?”

“Twenty, at least,” he said. “Thinking about arson?”

“I’m thinking about how much we rely on technology and how it’s taken over our lives. We don’t even talk to each other anymore. No one just bumps into someone and hits it off. It’s contrived. Online. The web or apps. There’s an app for literally everything. And we can’t trust anyone in the digital world. Not even ourselves.”

“We bumped into each other.”

“Hmm,” she said, relaxing. 

The precise haircut. The blue of his eyes. This was a guy who didn’t need to go online for any kind of relief. If he was interested in a woman, just looking at her would be enough. And then he dealt the killer blow and smiled. 

“You’re staring,” he said on a whisper of a laugh. “You don’t think we’ll hit it off?”

Maybe. Bad idea. Yet, for some reason, she didn’t shut him down. “The night is young. I guess we’ll have to see how this plays out.”

“I guess we will.”

And when she raised her glass, he was nice enough to touch his to it. The tequila shooters were there when she put down her rum. Picking one up, she handed the other to him. 

“To bumping into each other,” she said.

“To hitting it off.”

They both drank. And he was confident. Mm, she pushed her hips a little deeper into the stool.

“Why’d you leave the expo?”

“Saw what I came to see,” he said. “Why did you leave?”

“I’ve been there since first thing this morning. I was taking more of a macro view… I got all the macro I needed.”

“What’s your field?”

“Branding,” she said and shrugged. “I’ve been with my company for almost a year. They always send the recent graduates to things like this at least once. And it’s research. I have to know what our competitors are doing to know how to beat it.”

“Ah, you were spying.”

She laughed. “I suppose you could call it that.”

“Learn anything interesting?”

“Maybe. What about you? Are you a tech genius pedaling your wares?”

“No. That’s a definite no.” He drank, his eyes staying on hers, dancing with a mischief that drew her closer. “I’m building my business.”

“And you’re looking for inspiration?”

“You could say that.”
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