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The day had been long. Ten hours of meetings and contracts, and all Helena wanted was to get home, kick off her heels, and pour a very large glass of wine. She walked through the lobby of her building, the clicking of her shoes on the marble floor echoing the frantic pulse in her temples. It wasn't just stress. For the past month, ever since the divorce had been finalized, something else had been humming under her skin. A low, constant heat.

She was horny.

There was no other word for it. It was a restless, annoying itch she couldn’t scratch. At forty-four, she thought she was past this kind of thing, but her body had other ideas. It made her feel trapped in her own skin, her expensive silk blouse and tailored suit feeling less like a power outfit and more like a cage.

She pressed the button for the elevator, relief washing over her as the doors slid open. Just a few more seconds of this hellish day. She stepped inside.

“Hold the door!”

The voice was young and familiar. Helena’s hand shot out, stopping the doors. Liam jogged in, his chest rising and falling from the short run. Kevin’s best friend. He smelled faintly of sweat and soap, like he’d just come from the gym.

“Thanks, Helena,” he said with a quick smile.

She just nodded, her throat suddenly dry. The doors slid shut, sealing them inside the small, mirrored box.

The elevator began its smooth climb. The space felt tiny. Too tiny. She was intensely aware of him standing beside her. He was all solid muscle and warmth, radiating a raw energy that seemed to suck the air out of the car. Her eyes flickered to his arm, resting on the steel handrail. The muscles in his forearm were tight, veins tracing a path under tanned skin.

Her body gave a traitorous little jolt. Heat pooled low in her belly. She stared hard at the glowing floor numbers, forcing herself to breathe evenly. He’s a kid. He’s Kevin’s friend. But her body wasn’t listening. It only registered the six-foot-plus wall of masculine heat standing inches away.

Breaking the thick silence, Liam spoke, his voice casual. "So, how was the big merger deposition? Kevin said you were buried in paperwork all week."

Helena was startled by the question. It was more personal than their usual polite greetings. She forced herself to look at him, to put on her "Kevin's Mom" face. His eyes, a warm hazel, were watching her with genuine interest.

"It was exhausting," she admitted, a wry smile touching her lips. "I think I've read enough legal jargon to last a lifetime. I'm glad it's over."

"I bet," he said, nodding. "You work too hard. Kevin worries about you."

The comment, so simple and caring, pricked at her defenses. It was sweet, and it made the raw, physical pull she felt toward him even more inappropriate. "A mother's work is never done," she quipped, falling back on a tired cliché. "And how about you? Mid-terms treating you okay?"

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
©
A\‘ i
STUCK WITH
FRIEND'’S
MOM
gf—"

>
, Y;

( MORANA NOCTURNE W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





