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      Groaning, Sabrina rolled until she was on her back. Everything on her hurt. And when she said everything, she meant parts that hadn’t hurt in months.

      Some that she couldn’t ever remember hurting.

      Opening her eyes, she stared at the ceiling.

      A ceiling that wasn’t hers.

      Fuck.

      Slowly she turned her head to the left and found what she’d suspected. A sleeping man.

      A sleeping man with a gorgeous backside full of muscles that made her hands itch to touch. And jet black hair that was a little unruly from what she assumed was a vigorous night of sex.

      Who was she with?

      She never did this. Never picked up a guy and had sex. Well, never was a strong word. Yes, technically she’d done it before, but that was years ago. Now she had regular sex partners she could go to when she wanted. Guys she’d known for a while and who knew the deal.

      Sex only, not a relationship.

      Although, it had been a while since she’d even called any of them. Months. Probably more than six if she was being honest.

      And now here she was in some random dude’s bed. Or, a hotel bed from the looks of it.

      She had no memory of him or what had gone on.

      What she did remember was going to Flynn and Joy’s wedding, dancing with her friends and drinking way too much. Something she never let herself do.

      It was that last one that she assumed had gotten her into trouble.

      Sighing, she slowly and quietly slipped from the bed. She was naked, and as she looked down at herself, she noticed bruises already forming on her hips, and what looked like hickeys all over her chest.

      Great, the sex had been just as she’d liked it—hard and rough—and yet, she couldn’t even remember it.

      Finding her dress, she slipped it on over her head, forgoing her undergarments, since from the looks of it, they were tattered on the floor. She found her shoes and purse, then tiptoed to the door. Looking back as she opened it, she finally saw who her mystery man was.

      The door opened with a click and she saw him stir. With the speed of light she slipped out and practically ran down the corridor.

      Derek.

      The smoking hot FBI agent who she’d been secretly lusting after since she’d first met him was the man in the bed. The man who she’d taken back to a hotel and slept with.

      The man, who from the looks and feel of her body, had devoured her just how she liked.

      She kept running until she entered the lobby and then ran out into the parking lot. Looking around, she noticed she was in the local hotel in Cedarville which, thankfully, was not far from her apartment. She didn’t see her car — thank God she hadn’t driven — so she walked hurriedly down the sidewalk toward her home.

      Sabrina was no novice when it came to the walk of shame and thanked her lucky stars that it was only seven in the morning on a Sunday. Very few people were out this early on a normal Sunday, let alone on New Years’ Day.

      And, of course, out of vanity, she’d refused to wear a coat to the wedding, not wanting it to cover her fabulous dress, so now she was freezing. She shivered as she walked faster and faster, her legs wobbling in her sky-high heels.

      When she spotted her apartment building, she let out a sigh of relief. She was almost there. Almost free from Derek running out to find her.

      Reaching her apartment, she ran up the front steps and then up the one flight of stairs to the second floor, opened the door, slammed it closed and slid down to the floor against it. Her head hit the door with a loud thud, making her already fuzzy brain pound in pain.

      She’d slept with Derek.

      Hot, gorgeous, saved lives every day, eyes that could see into her soul, Derek.

      There went her no sleeping with customers rule.

      As a bartender, she vowed to never sleep with a customer. That hadn’t always been her rule, but after a guy got a little too zealous after she went out with him once, and then kept showing up to her job acting like her jealous boyfriend, it became her rule. So, if she met a guy at work, she never dated them.

      She’d been bartending since she’d graduated high school. She’d tried college, but it hadn’t been for her. Her mom begged her to try to find a real job, but she’d held strong and kept doing what she loved. She loved the people and the pace and energy. Plus, she made great money. And now she was the bar manager at Dockside. She’d taken on the job six months before on a whim. She’d needed a change and Woodridge was getting to be too much for her. So she’d applied and been hired on the spot. Wes, her boss, wanted her as the manager, not just a bartender. That meant more hours, but it also meant more pay. She’d taken it and hadn’t been sorry a day since.

      Moving to Cedarville had also changed her life. She’d met so many people, and now had actual friends, and not just people she knew from serving them. Friends who invited her to weddings where she slept with hot FBI agents.

      Ugh.

      To be fair, she’d met Derek at Joy’s house so he wasn’t actually a customer. But, since the day she’d met him, he was all she could think about. It helped that he didn’t live in town. She’d only seen him a handful of times total and not once had he hit on her or acted as if he was even interested in her. So, she had no idea how she’d ended up in bed with him.

      Making it worse was that she couldn’t remember anything they’d done or what he looked like naked. And she’d been dreaming of seeing him naked for weeks.

      Fuck her life.

      Kicking off her heels, she stood up. Thanks to the holiday and Flynn and Joy’s wedding. Wes had closed Dockside for a few days. She didn’t have to go to work and could wallow in her stupidity for another twenty-four hours.

      That also meant she had time to herself to overthink the whole situation and try to remember details.

      God, she wished she remembered details.

      Stripping as she walked to her bathroom, she turned on the shower to let it heat up. Looking at herself in the full-length mirror she had a clear view of all the marks on her body. Literal fingerprint bruises were on her hips where his fingers had obviously dug into her skin. Not only did her breasts have hickeys but there was also one on her neck. And when she turned around, she saw the signs of red ass cheeks that told her he’d absolutely spanked her.

      Shivering from the sheer thought, she turned away and stepped into her shower.

      Had she told him how she liked it a little rough or had he guessed? Had she left marks on him? Did he like it?

      She continued to torture herself with thoughts and questions as she showered. Once finished, she dressed and found her phone. She needed some details, and for those, she needed to find out who saw what.

      Choosing Julia first since she was pregnant and hadn’t been drinking, she sent her a text.

      
        
        Sabrina:

        Did you see me leave last night?

      

      

      Her reply was immediate.

      
        
        Julia:

        You mean did I see you leave with the oh so sexy Derek? Yeah, I did and so did everyone else.

        Sabrina:

        What does that mean?

        Julia:

        You were all over each other. The whole night. I would have been embarrassed if it hadn't been so hot.

      

      

      Groaning, she hit the call button so she could actually talk to her friend.

      “Are you still with him?” Julia asked as soon as she picked up the phone.

      “No.” It was short and sweet and she had no idea what else to say.

      “Were you? I mean there is no way you two didn’t get freaky last night.”

      “I woke up next to him with my body aching and bruises in random spots, so I’m assuming sex was involved.”

      “You don’t remember?” She could tell from her tone that she was shocked. “What did he say?”

      “Nothing. I bolted before he could wake up.”

      “Sabrina! How could you do that?”

      “How could I do that? I woke up next to a very hot guy after a night of doing who knows what that I can't remember. Leaving was easy.”

      “Okay, I guess that makes sense, but you do not strike me as a wimp.”

      “I’m not a wimp.”

      “Leaving was something a wimp would do.”

      “Can we get back to my horrible, wimpy move later? I need to know what the hell happened last night at the wedding.”

      “What do you remember?”

      “Pretty much nothing after dinner. I remember dancing and drinking.” She vowed to never drink again right then and there.

      “After dinner, when the dancing started you were one of the first out on the dance floor. Derek wasn’t far behind you. After a couple of songs you guys were all over each other. I mean it was like that scene from Dirty Dancing where they go to the staff quarters for the after-party. Only nobody carried a watermelon.”

      “Oh God,” she groaned into the phone. “This is so embarrassing.”

      “Avery and I tried to stop you and then Tony tried to talk to Derek, but neither of you was having it. I didn’t even know you knew each other.”

      “We’ve met a couple of times but never really talked.”

      “Well, I’d say you know each other now.”

      “What happened after that?”

      “You guys left. It was early, maybe ten, and without even a word. We all saw you make your way outside and into an Uber.”

      “At least neither of us drove.”

      “While you were drunk, I don’t think Derek was. He seemed completely level headed.”

      Not drunk? How was that possible? She was still feeling the residuals of too much alcohol. “Are you sure?”

      “I mean I can’t be one hundred percent sure that he wasn’t drunk, but he sure didn’t seem like it.”

      She didn’t speak for a few seconds, not at all sure what to say. If he wasn’t drunk what did that mean?

      “Sabrina, are you okay?”

      “I guess and what does it really matter, he doesn’t live here anyway.” He worked out of the Columbus office of the FBI, but mostly traveled.

      “Um, that's not entirely true.”

      She sat up straight. “What do you mean?”

      “He left his job at the FBI and is buying a place here.”

      “Why? Why? Why would he do that?” She sounded like a crazy person.

      “I don’t know the whole story, but Tony told us last night.”

      She dropped forward, her head falling into her lap. “Why me?”

      “I think the better question to ask here is why it matters to you? You are not the type of person who lets things like this bother her. So why do you care?”

      “He isn’t just some random guy, Julia. It’s Derek. He’s like a freaking superhero without the cape. A gorgeous superhero.”

      “Oh I see now. You like him.” The smugness in her voice was evident.

      “Ya know, if you’re gonna be all love is awesome and everyone should do it, then I’m gonna go find someone else to talk to.”

      “Good luck with that because everyone you know is happy and in love.”

      That was true. She had no single friends.

      “Here’s the thing,” Julia said, “it can be scary at first, to like someone. And as far as I know, you haven’t liked anyone the whole time I’ve known you. But, that shouldn’t stop you, and you shouldn’t be afraid. Pull up your big girl panties and go after what you want.”

      “What if I don’t know what I want?” Her voice was low, barely audible.

      “Then figure it out fast. There’s a hot superhero who I’m guessing you left naked in bed wondering what the hell is going on.”

      “Sometimes, no scratch that, all the time, I hate having a friend who is a therapist.”

      “You love me and you know it. Now go and figure out your life and do it fast.”

      She hung up, dropping her phone beside her on the couch. She did like him, there was no denying that. But, it had been easy to like him because he didn’t live near her, so she could pretend all she wanted. But now, if he was going to live in Cedarville, that complicated things.

      She hadn’t ever thought her crush would have the chance to turn into anything. She wasn’t sure if she’d wanted it to. But, now she’d gone and slept with him which would make it awkward, at least for a little while.

      Because she wasn’t wimpy and had never in her life backed down from a problem, she sent another text. This time to Norah.

      
        
        Sabrina:

        Do you have Derek’s number?

        Norah:

        I would have thought from the way you were dancing last night that you’d have already exchanged numbers?

        Sabrina:

        This is not the morning to mess with me.

        Norah:

        You’re no fun.

      

      

      The next text was his number and before she chickened out, she sent him a text.

      
        
        Sabrina:

        Can we talk?

      

      

      After she sent it she realized that he might not know who it was.

      
        
        Sabrina:

        This is Sabrina.

      

      

      She saw the three little bubbles and fear tried to push its way up her throat. But she kept pushing it down as she waited for his text.

      
        
        Derek:

        So you decided leaving me naked in bed with a hard-on and sneaking off was a bad idea?

      

      

      She blinked twice at what he’d written. Blunt and to the point.

      Fuck if that didn’t turn her on.

      
        
        Sabrina:

        I woke up and freaked out.

      

      

      If he could be blunt, then so could she.

      
        
        Derek:

        Come back and we can talk.

        Sabrina:

        How about we meet somewhere?

        Derek:

        Is this really a conversation you want to have in public?

      

      

      He made a good point.

      
        
        Sabrina:

        What room was it?

        Derek:

        You didn’t get a good look when you sped out of here? 231. I’ll order breakfast.

      

      

      She wanted to laugh, tried hard not to, but his sarcastic humor was something she found very attractive. Since they’d never really talked before, she’d assumed, because of his job, that he’d be straight-laced and humorless. Two texts showed her otherwise.

      She was fucked.
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      His smile was bigger than he could ever remember it being. And it was all because of Sabrina. A woman who he’d had phenomenal, out of this world sex with for hours on end, but then when he’d woken up, she’d been gone.

      She’d snuck out on him like she’d been ashamed.

      And yeah, some of the stuff they’d done had been pretty shameful, maybe even illegal in some states, but to leave like it had meant nothing. That had pissed him off.

      Until his phone dinged.

      She’d gotten his number from someone, he sure hadn’t given it to her, and texted after she’d left him.

      That had to be good, right?

      Unless she wanted to brush him off face-to-face.

      That wouldn’t surprise him with her. She was ballsy and very straightforward. When he’d woken up alone, he’d been shocked that she’d taken the easy way out.

      Only now he knew that she was no coward.

      She was willing to come back and talk to him. That was a woman he wanted to get to know better.

      And after last night, he was pretty sure he knew her well.

      She was vocal and had no problem saying what she wanted. And all of that just so happened to coincide with what he wanted. She liked it hard. And fast. And sometimes a little kinky. All of which were things he was completely into.

      From the outside you’d never know that he was that way. He wore suits and kept his hair short and his face clean-shaven.

      He rubbed his fingers over his chin. At least he had been clean-shaven.

      As long as he could remember he’d wanted to be an FBI agent. He’d worked and worked until he’d achieved his goal. But now, after ten years on the job, he was done. Seeing kids kidnapped and women abused and people murdered, it took a toll. A toll that was tearing him up inside.

      He wanted something more, something simpler.

      So after the case involving Norah, where her ex-fiance was after her and tried to kill her, he’d put in his notice. During that time, he’d traveled back and forth from Columbus to Cedarville to search for property. He wanted to build a house on the lake. He wasn’t rich, but he’d been working hard for ten years and rarely spent any of his money. Add to that the money his dad had left him when he’d passed away, and he had enough to build a nice house for his future.

      He’d found a great piece of land a couple miles out of town that sat right on the lake, hired Dax’s company, and together they got busy designing his dream home.

      Thursday, he’d driven the route from Columbus to Cedarville, for hopefully the last time, with all his belongings packed into the back of a moving truck. Perfect timing for his new friend Flynn’s wedding.

      A wedding that led him to insane sex with a gorgeous, outgoing, smart woman.

      So far the move was proving to be worth it.

      Sitting up, he pushed the covers off his naked body and stood. Everything hurt. In the best way possible. Life as an FBI agent had been lonely when it came to relationships. There had been women who he’d slept with, the most recent being in early fall, but no time for long-term commitments.

      He wanted to change that.

      In the bathroom he showered fast then brushed his teeth. In the mirror he noticed half-moon marks on his shoulders and took a closer look. Sure enough there were several sets of fingernail marks covering his shoulders, and when he turned, he also found them on his back and butt.

      Sabrina was a wildcat in bed and he’d loved it.

      It was refreshing to be with someone so open and uninhibited.

      And sure, the alcohol might have had something to do with it, but he’d asked her a dozen times if she was sure it was what she wanted. He’d almost not left with her because he felt like he was taking advantage, but she’d assured him that she was not too drunk, and that even if she was, she wanted him.

      She’d wanted him.

      Of all people, she’d chosen him.

      The universe was a strange place.

      Finding clothes, he pulled them on and then went to order room service. He wasn’t sure what she liked, so he ordered several things hoping she’d be able to find something. When a knock sounded on the door, he practically ran to answer it.

      He was that excited to see her again.

      If anything, she was more beautiful than she’d been the previous night. At the wedding she’d been in a slinky black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places with her face made up so that her eyes were dark and smokey. Standing in front of him now, she was in jeans, a hoodie and sneakers, with her short hair wet from a shower and a make-up free face.

      She barely looked her twenty-four years of age.

      Twenty-four.

      He was over ten years older than her.

      Maybe this was a bad idea.

      “Are you gonna let me in or do you plan to stare at me all day?”

      “Uh yeah, come on in.” He held the door open as she passed by him. She smelled the same as the night before. Peaches.

      He loved peaches.

      “I ordered food and it should be here soon.”

      She sat on the bottom of the bed looking right at him. “Sorry I left this morning.”

      “Why’d you do that?” He sat down a few feet from her.

      “I woke up unsure where I was, which is not normal for me. Not only that, but I also had no memory, still don’t, of what happened last night.”

      “You don’t remember?” Was he that unforgettable?

      “I don’t think it has anything to do with you, probably more the massive alcohol consumption, if I had to guess.”

      “You didn’t seem that drunk.”

      “I can come across pretty normal when drunk. It’s why I don’t do it anymore. Two drinks are my limit.”

      “What happened last night?”

      “I can’t be sure, but if I had to guess, you happened.”

      “Me?” He tapped his chest.

      She sighed. “You were safe, okay. You didn’t live in town and you were hot. I sort of had a little crush on you. And I’m guessing when I saw you I freaked out a little.”

      “You have a crush on me?” His head was spinning from this new information.

      “Can you maybe not make a big deal out of it? This,” she looked around the room and pointed at him, “is not something I do. I don’t do crushes, at least not with people within my reach. That’s why you were perfect. But now you’re here, and,” she dropped her hand, “I don’t know.”

      “I’m trying to wrap my head around this, and honestly, I’m having a hard time understanding. You only liked me because I didn’t live here?”

      “Yeah, I know it sounds stupid, but I don’t do relationships, and with you living far away, there was no harm in finding you attractive and dreaming a little.”

      “You dreamt about me?” His voice went up an octave.

      “Let’s stay on track here.” She shook her head, but there was a small smile on her mouth. “Can you tell me what happened last night? Maybe it will jog my memory.”

      “I can try. After the ceremony, I showed up at the reception and within minutes saw you. You were gorgeous in the black dress and your hair, all spikey and messy, was hot. I remembered you from when I was here in November even though we’d only met a few times. After dinner, you went right to the dance floor and started dancing. I was drawn to you like a moth to a flame and joined you. At first, it was innocent. Just normal dancing. But, before I knew what was happening, we were all over each other.”

      “You mean I was all over you.”

      “No, Sabrina. We were all over each other. I wanted you as much, hell maybe more, than you wanted me. I’m the one who asked you to leave. I was dying to get you alone.” Just remembering it had his dick getting hard. Thank God there was a knock at the door.

      “That must be the food.” He answered the door and let the waiter in with the food. After he was gone, they both moved to sit at the small table where there was way too much food. “Take your pick.”

      She chose the omelet and fruit leaving him with pancakes and sausage.

      “What else?” she asked as she ate.

      “I asked you back here and you said yes. Before we left, Julia and Avery came over to talk to you, and Tony did the same with me. I told him I was sober, which I was, and that you and I were on the same page. He said if I hurt you, I’d have to answer to Carly or Joy, and since those two scare the bejesus out of me, I told him I wasn’t planning on hurting you. Which was the truth.”

      “You don’t know what I said to Julia and Avery?

      “You told me in the car that they were afraid you were drunk and not aware of what you were doing.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Seems like they were right.”

      “I didn’t mean to take advantage of you.”

      She waved him off. “First, you did no such thing. When I’m drunk, I am completely aware of what I am doing. It’s the next day when I forget. Hence, why I don’t overindulge anymore. Second, and I think this is the important part, I wanted you.” She swallowed the grape she’d popped into her mouth.

      “I asked you at least a dozen times to be sure and you seemed eager and willing.”

      “I promise, I was. You aren’t at fault here.” She chewed another grape. “I assume that was it?”

      “Oh, that was so far from it. We were all over each other in the Uber so much so that the driver had to warn us to stop or he’d pull over. Then when we were here,” he shook his head, “it was out of control.”

      She dropped her head into her hands. “I’m so sorry.”

      “Sabrina, look at me.” She lifted her head as he’d asked. “We were out of control. Together.”

      Her eyes searched his. “I wasn’t too...wild for you?”

      “You were perfect. Wild is right up my alley.” For a moment, he thought he saw desire in her eyes.

      “I—” she pushed food around her plate with her fork. “I’m too much for some people.”

      “You are not too much for me.” He took a chance and reached out to take her hand. “I know I look all buttoned up and boring, but what we did together, that’s me. That’s who I really am.”

      She studied him but continued to let him hold her hand. “You used to be all clean-cut, but now you are more.” She shook her head. “Just more. What happened?”

      He shrugged. “I decided I didn’t want to be in the FBI anymore. Once I made that decision, the other things just came naturally.”

      “It suits you.” Her gaze held his own and the heat that passed between them was enough to light the whole building on fire.

      He turned her hand over in his own and ran his thumb back and forth over her palm. “So what are we gonna do about this?”

      She cleared her throat. “This?”

      “The obvious attraction we have going on here.”

      She instantly pulled her hand from his. “There’s nothing to do. I don’t want a relationship and now that you live here, I think we need to pretend that it never happened.”

      “Maybe you can do that since you can’t remember last night, but I don’t think I can.”

      “You’re going to have to.” She stood. “This can’t happen again.”

      “This is insane, Sabrina. We obviously have chemistry.”

      “Like you said, I don’t remember the chemistry, so it shouldn’t be a problem.” She started to walk to the door.

      “You don’t remember begging me to fuck you so hard that the painting above the bed fell off the wall. Or, when you got down on your knees, gripped my ass, your nails digging into my skin and told me to fuck your face. What about when you told me to mark you? Wanted me to suck on your neck just to make a mark. You’re saying none of those things matter?”

      She was silent, her hand gripping the doorknob. “They can’t matter.” She pulled open the door and walked out.

      Out of the room and out of his life.

      Just fucking great. He finally met a woman who suited him sexually and she wanted nothing to do with him. Well fuck that. She thought it was nothing, he was going to prove her wrong. Show her that they could be good together.

      How, he had no idea. He was currently a man without a job or home. All he had was himself.

      That was just going to have to be enough.
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