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He’s a celebrity, she’s a fan. . . They have to work together after a one night stand.

They say you should never meet your heroes, but rugby league player turned motivational speaker Joey Mananui is even more gorgeous in real life than in Ella’s dreams. She only meant to chat to him after an event to see if he was as whip smart as he seemed. But an impulsive night of passion between fan and idol can’t hurt. . . can it? 

Since his accident Joey has wanted someone who saw him for more than a celebrity paraplegic. A one night stand with sassy Ella Tart is a delicious mistake, but he can’t resist the pretty lawyer who sees him as a man, not just a legend. 

When her boss demands she work with Joey, Ella is keen to retain her professionality - and her job - by pretending *that night* never happened. But why is Joey desperate to keep their one night stand a secret? And when passion flares, how can they keep their hands off each other, when love between a celebrity and his fan is impossible. . .?


-  Opposites attract

-  One night stand 

-  Workplace romance
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“Fun and flirty to hot and heavy.” Ella Sweetland, GoodReads

“The two of them together are explosively hot.” Coral, GoodReads
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For my gorgeous grandma, Doreen. Thank you for the Christmas story, and many other tales of madcap adventure. 

For Mr Cochrane. My year 4 teacher who gifted me a love of maths, and who is an amazing wheelchair rugby player.
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Welcome to OUT OF HER LEAGUE, the first book in the Kapow Advertising series set in Sydney, Australia. 

OUT OF HER LEAGUE is a sexy story of an Aussie football player and the one night stand that becomes love. Joey and Ella will capture your heart, especially if you love opposites attract, one night stand, and workplace romances. 

Readers, please be aware that this story includes references to suicide, alcoholism, and cancer. It also contains a hero who uses a wheelchair, and no magical cure for his disability. 

Please note that this book is written in Australian English and some spelling and phrases may be unfamiliar to American readers. 

If you are keen to keep up to date on new releases and, more importantly, sales, I recommend you sign up to my newsletter, or follow me on social media. 

Social Media Links

Twitter

Facebook 

romance.com.au

Instagram 

BookBub

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée 
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Chapter 1
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“Mananui.” Joey answered his phone in a flat tone. Why the fuck did people feel the need to call just before he went on stage? The flashing notification with his cousin and agent’s name was the only reason he’d bothered to answer. Tonight marked the last event in his Leagues Club tour and his biggest audience to date. When the event sold out, they’d moved it from the local club to one of Sydney’s biggest hotels and even with triple the original tickets, the sold out sticker had gone up again. He clamped down the churn in his stomach—audiences were all the same, regardless of size. Sure. 

“Hey, cuz, I know it’s the worst time, but I’ve got a great opportunity for you.”

“Wiremu.” Joey could wring his cousin’s neck. This had better be worth the interruption to his routine. “What sort of thing?” He tried to infuse the sentence with as much disdain as possible. 

“An advertising agency, they call themselves Kapow—” Wiremu started, and Joey clenched his teeth. This couldn’t possibly be urgent. 

“—want you to be the face of a new campaign. Mate, this is huge.”

“Later.” Joey hung up on his cousin. He’d ask for forgiveness later when he wasn’t trying to settle his stage nerves. No matter how often he spoke in public, it didn’t get any easier. Joey shoved his phone into his jacket pocket and wheeled over to the elevator. He stabbed the down button with his middle finger. What in the hell was Wiremu thinking? He blew out a frustrated breath. The call had completely messed with his routine. Just what he didn’t need before he had to go on stage. He pulled in a few deep breaths, like he used to when he had pre-game nerves. Confidence settled around him again and his pulse calmed.

When he’d broken his spine three years ago, his whole world had stopped. In an instant, one mistimed tackle had ended his career as one of rugby league’s greatest players. Four Origin wins, a Dally M medal, an NRL premiership with his beloved Tigers, and an Australian cap. He’d hoped to play for a few more years, perhaps captain the Australian side, but everything changed in that split-second. He’d known immediately—from the sickening crack in the base of his back, even before he hit the ground—he’d never play another game. For the first year, all through the rehab, he’d grieved for his lost career, and he’d discovered which of his teammates were true friends. He’d used the insurance payout to create a house that worked for him, and when everyone assumed that he’d live off the remaining funds, his cousin Wiremu had created a lucrative new career for them both. People wanted to hear his story, damned inspiration porn, but they paid ridiculous amounts of money for it. Unlike so many of his fellow players who had thought the big players salary would last forever. Now retired, they worked as bricklayers, scaffolders, and other physical jobs, every day slogging their butts off to earn a meagre income. He shouldn’t have been so harsh with Wiremu—he was only doing his job—so he quickly flicked him a text.

Joey: Let’s chat after the show

Wiremu: (thumbs up) 

Life had an odd way of changing course, and he’d turned his injury into a huge opportunity. He could have been just like his teammates with a post-sport retirement of hard grind, not enjoying the gorgeous view over the Tasman Sea from his Coogee house. When a storm rolled in, grey and ominous, he loved to breathe in the energy of it, alive as it lashed his house. On long summer days, with the hot Australian sun glinting off the sea, he could relax with a beer on his deck, the heat slowly warming him. 

He closed his eyes and let out a long breath. Yeah... He nodded. He could thrill this crowd of people who’d never know the gut busting joy of an Origin try, or the depth of despair when he knew he’d never feel his feet again. He’d talk, he’d listen to them cheer, and he’d get that same rush that his sport had given him. The lift doors opened, and he wheeled himself in. He enjoyed this life. The churn in his gut settled back to its usual pre-stage level, there but not overwhelming. 

“Excuse me.” A soft lilting voice came from the corner of the lift. It cut right through his frustration with Wiremu, and his hands loosened their grip on his chair. He looked up to see a petite woman with black hair pulled up into a sophisticated, tight bun. Her perfectly fitted sharp business suit emphasised her subtle curves. Only her shoes showed any personality; tall black heels with silver highlights that drew his eye to her narrow ankles and slim legs. Light glinted off the side of her head, drawing his attention to a rose gold ring that pierced the top of her ear. The odd placement intrigued him. It added a sense of playfulness to the precision of her clothing. He let his gaze roam over her tidy form, admiring the way her breasts curved with the tailored jacket. It was probably his overactive imagination, but he was sure that she shifted her shoulders slightly back under his perusal lifting her perfect, neat breasts towards him. His jaw slackened and he closed his mouth. A quiet scent of vanilla wafted past, washing away the tightness in his chest. Now his pulse raced for a different reason.

“Yeah?”

“Are you Joey Mananui?” She leaned towards him, a tint of pink on her cheeks. She imbibed his name with a breathless awe that was somehow fresher than the overt fandom others used when they spoke his name. 

“Yes, and you are?” He heard the last vestiges of irritation in his voice and took a deep breath.

“Ella Tart.” She bit her bottom lip, and her white teeth dug into the soft, pink flesh. “I know you are probably late to be on stage, I have a ticket, and I’m late too, but would you mind signing something for me?” Her words galloped out of her. He’d been doing this for too long. On every other fan, he found the admiration tiresome, but her zesty enthusiasm delighted him. And her name—her surname had to be fake—but he wanted it to be a promise. He wanted to whisper her name in her ear, to feel the shiver of pleasure in response. Sinful thoughts rushed in his brain, roaring like an excited crowd in his ears.

“What would you like me to write?” His voice deepened as she rustled in her bag. She looked up at him with her brown eyes glinting, and a smirk on her lips. 

“For Ella. Love Joey.” She laughed, a throaty sound that rumbled inside him. The self-depreciating joke, offered with a twinkle of humour flashing in her eyes, was precisely what he needed before he went on stage. He wanted her to laugh against his skin, to fulfil the promise in her voice as her mouth vibrated on him, her breath against his throat. His whole body pulled towards the attentiveness in her gaze. She slipped her hand into her bag and rummaged around. 

“You know if women’s clothes had better pockets, I wouldn’t need this ridiculously oversized bag. And then I wouldn’t carry around all this junk.” She tilted her head and grinned at him. 

“Your clothes don’t have pockets?”

“No. And isn’t it just the stupidest thing? I bet you have all sorts of pockets in that coat. Even secret special ones in the lining. And more in your shirt.”

“Yeah. And even more in my pants.” He laughed as she faux-scowled at his comment, but when her gaze dropped to his lap, the laugh stuck in his throat. Heat traversed his skin, and his heart started to gallop. A lifetime ago, he would have pulled her against him and taken advantage of his fame to kiss her. But life had taught him caution, to search for something real under this hum of lust in his veins. She pulled a pen out of her bag and held it out for him, a standard black ball point pen that spoke of a sensible nature at odds with her off the cuff charm. As he took the pen, his fingers brushed hers and a zing of electricity rushed up his arm and slammed into his chest. His hand tightened around the pen, as she thrust her hand back into her bag.

“I have some paper in here too. Just give me a moment.” Her nose crinkled as she searched. He couldn’t look away from her face, at the sudden concentration on her brow. Back in his playing days, he’d had strings of gorgeous women and a few men, each wanting a piece of his fame and he’d taken what they offered, but none of them had this natural joy that bubbled out of Ella. Or maybe it was simply because it’d been a while since anyone had enjoyed his company without a hesitation. One glance at his chair usually sent them scurrying away, yet Ella hadn’t paid it any attention. She’d focused on him. No wonder he found her attractive beyond the tidy package of her body. He tensed, waiting for when the inevitable dismissal would come. 

“Ah huh! Found it.” She pulled out a scrap of paper with a flourish. The paper slipped from her fingers and floated in the air. She dropped to her knees and grasped the paper as it landed on the lift floor. She shifted her body to block him from seeing it, but he saw enough. He recognised that photo. It’d been in his debut season, over a decade ago, when some photographer had taken a photo of him walking out of the surf, saltwater glistening on his bare chest. He gulped as the headline flashed before his eyes.

GAME CHANGER: Meet NRL’s newest, hottest star

He blinked. She’d kept it in her bag for more than ten years? She scrambled to her feet, and her skirt pulled tight across her heart-shaped bottom. He hadn’t imagined that he could be so interested in just watching someone. They’d hardly even touched, just one brush of fingertips. She straightened, shoulders square, and stared defiantly at him. He grinned at the blush that painted her cheeks while she stuffed the old magazine cover back in her bag. 

“I’d be happy to sign that for you,” he said. She shook her head so hard that her hair loosened, leaving long black tendrils to frame her face, softening the business-like style. She stared at him with a defiant bold look in her eyes.

“Fine.” She dug her hand into her bag but kept her eyes on him. He admired the way she didn’t look away or hide, just embraced her embarrassment with a dare in her gaze. 

“You’ve been a fan for a while then?” he asked. 

“Of the Tigers? Yes, since I was a kid...” she said. He grinned as she deftly mentioned his team and avoided his question. She flicked her eyes down to her bag and handed him the magazine cover.

“What was it you said? To the bold girl in the lift?” he said, waving the pen. The roar in his ears changed to a quiet wind that whispered ‘pick her’ when she laughed out loud. The joyous noise burst out of her, filling the enclosed space in the lift with pure happiness.

She lifted one shoulder. “If that pleases you.” Her words stroked his skin, making the hair on his lower belly stand up. Oh, yeah, you please me. Her blush deepened. He held out his hand and waggled his fingers for the paper. Her fingers brushed across his wrist, skimming his speeding pulse. He snatched his hand away as her touch sent a new shockwave of sensation along his skin. Before he could argue with himself, and decide against it, he autographed the front, then flipped the paper over and scribbled a quick note on the back.

Meet me after my talk. Room 3201.

A tiny nervous weight started to form in his stomach. She glanced at his message, then looked deep into his eyes, and grinned.

“Sounds like a plan. But if I do, I want the fake love note.”

“Agreed.” If she fucked with the same musical joy she had in her voice, he’d give her the bloody world. The lift dinged, and the doors slid open. He let his gaze roam over her, devour her. He nodded once, spun around, then rolled out to face his audience with a dorky grin on his face. 

***
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Ella sank against the lift wall and let out a shuddery breath. Had she just agreed to a one night stand with Joey fucking Mananui? Holy shit. She’d been in lust with him for more than ten years, ever since he debuted for her beloved Wests Tigers when she’d been just seventeen. And when he’d had his accident three years ago, she’d sobbed as if he’d been a close friend, refreshing the news on her phone endlessly for days in the vain hope that he’d be fine. Her breath raced as she rested the back of her head against the cool glass. A poster announcing his Leagues Club tour hung on the opposite wall of the lift, Joey’s open, handsome face staring at her from his promotional photo. The doors slid shut. She shook out her hands. She preferred to take her pleasure on her terms, selecting partners for the sexual attributes—cleanliness, impersonal sex with great technique, guaranteed orgasms without any emotional risk. 

Nothing like this. Not this heat of the moment, spontaneous madness. That low ebb of lust that simmered before tonight now roared to life. His power and confidence as his gaze took her in, those deep brown eyes, broad nose and full lips, so much more handsome in real life, up close with the air shimmering between them as he calmly assessed her. The chair didn’t change his aura, didn’t soften his appeal. How could it when his broad shoulders filled the space, his bare hands resting loosely on his wheels? His formal jacket covered his muscles, but her imagination and memory filled in the gaps. How many hours had she stared at photos of him? His broad chest, narrow waist, those little muscles over his hip bones... she swallowed. He had an athlete’s body, strong, fit, and his arms, oh my, his arms. She could barely believe she’d just breathed the same air as him, had agreed to touch him. Her fingers still tingled minutes after he’d taken the pen from her grip. 

When that magazine cover slipped out of her bag, a rush of embarrassed heat had flooded her cheeks. She rested her palms against them now, as the heat slowly subsided. Was it childish that she’d brought it tonight? The photo of him, bare chested with his brown skin glistening as the sea dripped off him, was more than just a keepsake. She’d been there that day at Coogee with Sal and a few other friends to watch the team train. A rare respite from school and work commitments. They’d stretched out in their bikinis on towels and giggled together as the Tigers had a training session in the surf. With the warm sun on her skin, and her fingers trailing through the sand beside her, she hadn’t been able to take her eyes off Mananui as the waves crashed around his strong, muscular body. Whenever she went to the beach, the smell of saltwater, and fresh air always reminded her of that day. He’d walked right past her after that photo was taken, his bare feet less than a metre from her body. Her blood heated as she recalled how his gaze had roamed her body. That memory had crashed back when he’d done the same thing just now, his brown eyes darkening to the rich depths of soil kicked up by football boots in the rain.  

Never in her life did she imagine that in only a couple of hours, her hands would be touching those broad shoulders, those biceps that she’d ogled so many times. How many times had she stood at their home ground and screamed his name as he ran down the sideline? Her fingers caressed her throat. God, she was hot and wet for him already. She ran her hand down her side, past her swollen breasts and along the lines of her jacket, skimming over her stomach, sending a shiver of pleasure along her backbone. One finger slid under her waistband, her breath shallow and fast. The lift door opened and she jerked her hands, slamming them together behind her back. Two old ladies entered.

“Are you alright, miss?”

“Yes, thank you,” she said with a squeak. She caught a glimpse of her dishevelled hair and flushed cheeks in the mirror. She plucked out the pins holding it in, untwisted it from its tight bun, and dragged her fingers through her hair to smooth it out. She re-rolled it in shape, stabbing the pins back in, as the lift dinged again and the two ladies exited without words. As the doors slid shut, she heard them begin their gossip. What right had those old biddies to judge her? She worked hard, had done ever since she was fifteen. That awful year when her father, Baba, died in a car crash, leaving just her and Mama to survive together. Mama had fallen apart, grieving into a bottle, and Ella had to balance work and school to hold their life together. Work had become a habit, a way to control her destiny as Mama lost control. Sex was part of that control. She didn’t chase mindless passion like her mother chased the buzz of alcohol. She controlled her desires. 

With an angry puff of breath, she pushed away her problems. Screw everything. Ella deserved tonight. She’d splashed out on a ticket to watch Joey tonight, a present to herself, a reward for her recent promotion at Kapow Advertising. Her best friend Sal might say that she didn’t know when to stop working, or how to have fun. Just look at her now. Tonight she would have fun, she would take everything Joey would give her. A fresh shiver of delight raced down her spine. Who the fuck cared about anything! She had a date tonight with her idol, and he was as courteous as he was hot.
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Chapter 2
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Ella blinked as the lift doors opened to the top floor of the hotel. Joey’s talk had been everything she’d hoped for, the highs of his league career, his bravery after his accident, and now she was about to meet him in his room. Her knees were weak as she tucked her phone in her pocket and walked slowly down the hallway to room 3201, her pace out of step with her rapid heartbeat. She paused outside his door, then leaned against the wall. She pulled out her phone again.

Ella: Hey Sal, can we chat?

Sal: Yeah. Are you ok, hon?

Ella: I think I’m about to do something silly. Was it ill-considered, or just wildly risky? She wasn’t sure. She only knew that her heart galloped and her fingers trembled. With fear or anticipation?

Sal: Ok? Silly, as in spontaneous and fun. Or silly, as in Help?

Ella: I might have agreed to a one night stand. 

Sal: As in fun, then. Do it! You could do with some fun in your life.

Ella: Hey, I have plenty of fun.

Sal: Lol. No, you have pre-arranged sex with men you’ve interviewed about their ‘attributes’.

Ella: Still fun. Plus you know why I need control in my life. 

Sal: Sure. But maybe it’ll be good for you to take a risk for a change?

Ella: That’s not helping.  

Sal: Step outside your rules for once. No wonder you are nervous.

Ella: Rules are useful. Besides, she might be assuming too much. The air had been electric between her and Joey, and a couple of touches in the lift had sizzled, but he’d only said ‘meet me’ not ‘fuck me’. Her thumb left little sweat smudges on her phone’s screen.

Sal: Is he hot? 

Ella: Oh yeah!  ... it’s Joey Mananui.

Sal: That’d be why you’re nervous. Holy shit, girlfriend! Ella swallowed. Sal had nailed the problem. They’d laughed about meeting him in real life over coffee last week, when Ella had mentioned she was going to hear him speak. She might be breaking her own rules about sex, but it was Joey. Her first ever fan crush hadn’t faded.

Ella: Yeah. His speech tonight was amazing.

Sal: Do it. You’ll regret it if you walk away. Thank fuck for friends. Sal always knew how to get to the heart of things. This could be enjoyed and put away in her memory, a keepsake. Her fingers tingled at the prospect of tracing his biceps, trailing her fingers over his strong shoulders, and feeling his short hair against her palms. She pushed herself away from the wall, sent Sal a thumbs up, put her phone away again, and knocked lightly. A murmured voice called out a few inarticulate words and she eased out a shallow breath. A moment later, the door opened to reveal Joey. He’d ditched his tie and jacket, and his linen shirt clung to his rock hard chest, emphasising his flat stomach. He rolled backwards to allow her inside, and she entered. The door swung closed behind her with a quiet snick. 

“Hey, Ella, come in.” Only a few simple words, yet they rumbled through her in welcome. 

“Thanks.” How could one word sound so breathy? She knew why, because every word in his speech tonight had built the anticipation for this moment, as his resonant deep-toned voice had wowed the audience. To hear her name in his baritone now sent a new thrill spinning inside her. 

“Do you want a drink?” Joey rolled back into the wide lounge, with full length glass windows that gave an incredible view of Sydney at night. She bit her bottom lip and glanced around the penthouse hotel room. It struck her that she didn’t have all the power in this transaction, that she was entering his turf. His rich, luxurious turf. No wonder her pulse tremored with nerves. Damn it. Remember what Sal said. No regrets. 

“This place is amazing,” she said, deliberately avoiding the question about alcohol. Between that and the glamour of the room, the flutter inside her grew. She swallowed away the nerves and tried to convince herself that he was just another guy, that he wasn’t someone she’d admired for years. Usually she was the master of this type of encounter, believing that she worked hard, and therefore she deserved to take her pleasure where she wanted. And, oh boy, did she want to fuck Joey. She was damp for him already. It had only taken one glance at his handsome face as he spoke her name. 

“I bet you get a million emails after your talks. I mean, I know the whole story, and yet it gave me chills when you talked—” She heard the babble of panic in her voice and sucked in a deep breath as he continued to stare at her. Hungrily or annoyed, she couldn’t tell. The lights of Sydney harbour glowed behind him as she clenched the handle of her bag. 

He winked lazily, with a cheeky smirk. “My agent deals with those.” 

“Oh.” She clamped her other hand over her mouth, then let it fall slowly as his gaze raked over her. He rolled closer and stretched out his hands towards her.

“You don’t have to be nervous around me.” 

“How can I not be nervous?” Her eyes darted around the room, “I mean, you are Joey Mananui, and I’m just .... me.” The last word came out as a whisper. The tremble in her voice irritated her. She swallowed away the sticky burr in her throat, and glanced back at his eyes, crinkled with amusement.

“Hi, just me. I’m just me too.” He grinned, and she shook her head unable to prevent a smile breaking out. 

“You think I’m thinking too much.” Shit, was she thinking too much? Hadn’t she come here to enjoy herself? 

His mouth quirked at the side. “You are female. Comes with the territory.”

Nervousness flipped into irritation and she hugged her bag against the flurry in her stomach. “And since you are all man – an important famous man at that - you think you can just smirk at my nerves.”

“Your nerves?” He blinked once in exaggeration, still grinning. “Have we just time travelled back a hundred years or something?”

“Fuck,” she whispered, then lifted her chin. “You know what I mean.” 

He chuckled. “Yeah.”

Her arms relaxed, dropping to her sides again. “I guess you think I’m an idiot. I agree to come here, and now I’m all—”

“All what? Bothered?” His smile grew, his eyes glinting with teasing laughter. Yes, she was bothered—hot and bothered—by the look in his eye. She was used to being the instigator. In charge. His fame shifted the balance away from her, but it was the way he held himself with utter relaxed confidence that altered everything in his favour. 

“There is no need to be afraid. Come and sit here.” He gestured to his lap, and his gaze burned on her skin as if he knew that she would do as he’d asked, commanded. The assumption prickled at her, and she wanted to wrestle that power back. 

“I’m not—” It was true, she wasn’t scared, not of him. Only, perhaps, probably, of herself. She’d interviewed, as Sal called it, enough men that she knew the creepy wrong second-sense when she might not be safe. It was easier with other women, less risky. Joey gave her none of that sense of off-ness, only a good giddiness that made her pulse beat irregularly. She swallowed away the last vestige of doubt. This was the legendary Joey Mananui, she’d come here deliberately to revel in fandom. Time to choose to sit in his lap and kiss him. Sal’s voice rang strong in her head. Do it. Take a chance. She could tell plenty about someone’s technique, about whether they’d be selfish in bed or amazing, from a kiss. She’d dismissed many a potential partner after an ordinary kiss, and there was much less risk in kissing someone than ending up in their bed. God, she hoped he could kiss. As she stepped towards his chair to sit on his lap, he wrapped his huge hand around her hip and started to pull her towards him. 

“Stop thinking, Ella.” 

She tried not to bristle at the command. “Hang on, let me put my bag down, and I’ll sit down.”

“Sure. It wouldn’t be the best start if you walloped me with that gigantic thing,” he said. She laughed, clean and clear as the warmth from his hand on her hip seeped through her clothes. 

“We already discussed this. If I had pockets...” She threw the bag onto the table where it landed with a clunk. 

“What have you got in there? Rocks?”

She grinned. “Oh, all sorts of useful stuff.” A few lipsticks in different shades, spare tampons, an old school romance that she didn’t have on her e-reader, the kind of clutter that was in every woman’s bag because they didn’t have pockets. She unbuttoned her jacket as she stood before him, her fingers fumbling on the buttons as he kept his gaze fixed on them. 

“You’d need bloody big pockets to fit whatever made a dent in the table.” His dark brown eyes twinkled and her shoulders relaxed as she slid onto his lap. The chair wheels made it slightly awkward, stopping her from sitting completely sideways. She had to twist to face him, one hand landing naturally on his strong shoulder, the other resting on her own knee. Before she could process the heat of his skin, or the way touching him made her nipples tighten, he captured her mouth, his hot lips seared her. She sighed into his mouth. Joey. What she’d wanted was a clinical kiss to determine his skill level. What she got was something completely different. An opportunity for more. Heat. Connection. His tongue probed deep, his taste filling her, dominating her senses with rich chocolate and salted caramel, a heady mix, one that promised dessert. The taste of desire. Sinful. Exquisite. Her imagination was a poor cousin to reality. Warm satisfaction—she was correct, he was more than good at this—filled her torso, mingling with the heat of desire that began where their lips connected, and raced down to her core. She slid one hand up his neck. His short hair was rough against her palm as she threaded her fingers against his scalp, and he groaned into her mouth. She reached up, placed her other hand on his hard chest, the linen of his shirt soft under her palm while his heat radiated through the fabric. His masculine scent, salty, rich, sharp, sent a tremor of anticipation skittering over her skin. She shifted so one hip pressed against his arousal, as he coaxed her senses with his tongue. Her body melted, that warm rush of desire making her boneless against him until she jerked away, breathless. She panted, only barely noticing that he also breathed heavily. 
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