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      Sometimes undressed is better…

      

      The creative dressings Sahara Whitney serves at The Oasis Diner and her long line of failed relationships are her local claim to fame. Such is the small-town life of a buxom, blue-eyed blonde—until a sexy businessman decides she needs rescuing from a creep with wandering hands. Her usual common sense deserts her in favor of a delicious assortment of bedtime treats with a man who seems to want more than a single night of dessert.

      

      Trace Dennison doesn’t believe in coincidences. Instant sexual attraction, a common business interest, and an oopsie baby convince him he’s found the woman of his wildest dreams in Sahara Whitney, even if she has lingering doubts. A self-inflicted shotgun wedding offers the perfect recipe for happily-ever-after, but the honeymoon ends before it begins when Sahara suspects an ulterior motive—that their trail of clothing to the bedroom leads to Russian spies, a French revolution, and Caesar’s assassination.
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      Sahara Whitney scrolled through the series of unanswered less-than-apologetic messages from Dominic—her cheating ex-boyfriend of roughly half an hour—and gestured at her empty glass as the bartender walked past. For the fourth time in as many minutes, clammy fingers crept along her leg, inching well past the calf-length hem of her dress. Tucking her knees together, she swiveled her bar stool away from the pervert to her right.

      He jerked the stool around so she faced him, setting off the panic button in her tummy. “Don’t turn your back on me, you feisty little piece of ass. Playing hard to⁠—”

      “Hey, beautiful. Sorry I’m late. The meeting went longer than expected.” Soft lips touched hers before Sahara could recover from the silky baritone that cut off the creep’s denigrating command. Unfamiliar smoky-gray eyes captured hers when the stranger eased back, and her uterus responded with a decisive spasm. “Miss me?”

      His sexy smile short-circuited her brain, but every other part of her wanted to drag him upstairs to her hotel room and prove to the male population she could have any damn man she wanted.

      I don’t need to prove anything to anybody, especially not myself.

      He rotated her to face him and nuzzled her ear. His whisper sent a delicious shiver along the fine hairs on her arms. “You looked like you could use a rescue from the slug.”

      She tugged on his tie, bringing him almost nose to nose with her. While his intentions might be the same as the groper, at least he had the decency to be subtle about it. “Mm-hm. Let’s get out of here.”

      A faint clink sounded behind her, drawing her rescuer’s mesmerizing eyes to something past her left shoulder. He held up his index finger and then pulled a wallet from inside his suit jacket. “Second mojito?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      At the bartender’s confirmation, he pulled out a couple bills and extended them past her shoulder. The paper was crisp, with barely a wrinkle from its time next to his heart.

      “Keep the change.” He picked up her drink. “Dinner in the restaurant or room service?”

      Indecision stole her voice. If she said room service, would he automatically interpret it as a promise to have sex with him? Of course, he might have already made the same assumption since he’d paid for her drinks.

      Slipping his free hand around hers, he returned the full martini glass to the bar. “You know what? Let’s go for a walk first. I’ve been sitting all day and I could use a little exercise, not to mention some fresh air.”

      She ignored the pitter-patter in her chest, that telltale sign of attraction. Her instincts had been wrong before—dozens of times—but leaving with the suit was clearly a better choice than staying with the handsy sleaze.

      With a fortifying breath, she slid from the stool. “Sounds wonderful.”

      The disconcerting feeling of being watched that followed her all the way into the common area finally disappeared when she and her escort turned toward the escalator leading to the hotel’s lower level.

      His gentle grip was reassuring as they stepped onto the moving stairs. “Are you okay?”

      “Maybe. It depends on whether you’re an improvement over the octopus in the bar.”

      “I don’t force myself on women, if that’s what you mean.” As they neared the bottom of the escalator, he slid a business card from his suit coat and tucked it into the side pocket of her purse. “Trace Dennison. Protector, rescuer, and businessman. The offer to buy you dinner still stands.”

      “Sahara Whitney. I could’ve protected and rescued myself if it had come to that, not that I invite confrontation. Businesswoman. You paid for my drinks. I’ll pay for dinner.” Careful not to catch her heel in the moving parts, she stepped off the vanishing ridges.

      “Sahara, like the desert? Beautiful but potentially dangerous, with a dry sense of humor?”

      “I don’t know about dangerous or beautiful, but I’ve been told I have a very dry sense of humor.” The click of her shoes against the polished tile echoed through the open space, allowing her to concentrate on each step instead of Trace Dennison. “So what do knights in shining armor eat? A big, juicy burger? Still-bleeding steak?”

      His bark of laughter sounded more pained than amused. “I wish. My doctor told me to cut back on red meat last year. Cholesterol and blood pressure were a little high. Personally, I think it was stress-induced. How about a veggie pizza? Thin crust. Feta cheese. Heavy on the black olives.”

      “Spinach, onions, and mushrooms okay? In addition to the olives, of course.” She added a few inches of space between them, a pathetic alternative to going her own way as soon as they’d reached the street level.

      “Sounds great.” The double doors whooshed open as they approached the exit, and Trace gave her hand a light squeeze. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

      Unseasonably warm air soothed most of the tension in her neck. Or maybe the slightly calloused fingers caressing the back of her hand were responsible. “I deal with creeps on a regular basis. Why do you ask?”

      “When I said we should go for a walk, I was expecting more of a relaxing stroll than speed-walking.” He matched her stride for stride, even as she quickened her pace to beat the crosswalk signal at the first corner. “If you want to go to your room instead, I can grab dinner by myself. I do that a lot on business trips.”

      “I walk fast. It’s a habit. If I wanted to go to my room, I would’ve.” She slowed halfway along the second block and turned left into the Italian restaurant she’d spotted yesterday while searching for the valet-parking entrance. “My cousin recommended this place.”

      “Works for me.” Before she could address the hostess, her bodyguard aimed a friendly smile at the young woman at the greeter’s stand. “Two please.”

      “Right this way, sir.” With a pair of menus in hand, the dark-haired girl led them to a corner table. “Enjoy your dinner.”

      Gesturing for Sahara to take the seat beside rather than across from him, he leveled an unreadable stare at her. “Thanks. I’m sure we will.”

      What the hell have I gotten myself into this time?

      As soon as the hostess returned the way she came, Sahara set aside her menu. “I appreciate your help, but I want to make something perfectly clear up front. Coming to my rescue doesn’t entitle you to⁠—”

      “If we have more than dinner, it’ll be because we both want to. No might mean maybe or yes in business negotiations, but it always means no when a woman says it in a social or sexual situation.” He held up three fingers. “Scout’s honor. You said you’re a businesswoman. What kind of business?”

      “You probably weren’t even a Boy Scout. I own and run a restaurant.”

      “Eagle Scout. Franchise or independent?” Without missing a beat, he greeted the approaching waiter with a nod. The light caught a few stray grays standing out in the stylish cut his dark-brown hair sported, but they didn’t detract from his classic good looks. “Ladies first, Miss Whitney.”

      His manners were almost as annoying as they were charming, but Sahara focused on their server instead of her dinner companion. “Iced tea. Un-sweet please.”

      A muffled chime came from Trace’s direction. He withdrew a cell phone from his jacket, muted the sound, and returned it to an inner pocket without studying the screen. “Make it two.”

      No alcohol and no distractions.

      She stifled the urge to run like hell back to the relative safety of her small-town diner. “And we’re ready to order. Medium thin crust pizza with onions, mushrooms, spinach, and double black olives. Feta cheese. I’d also like a small salad with your house vinaigrette on the side.” All play and no work had never been her style. The least she could do was taste-test for new variations of her local claim to fame.

      Trace handed the server the menus. “No salad for me, but can I get a bowl of extra black olives?”

      The waiter scratched his pen across the order pad. “Absolutely, sir. Would you like those out with the salad and bread?”

      “Yes, please.” Trace unbuttoned his suit jacket and realigned his tie, but it didn’t quite hide the slight blush on his cheeks.

      She followed the waiter’s progress toward the kitchen before returning her attention to her dinner date. “No need to be embarrassed. I have a customer who always orders a cup of my sweet-and-sour dressing to dunk his bacon and another who likes my Russian on his ham-and-cheese omelet.”

      “You make your own salad dressings? Small independent restaurant then.” Those gray eyes met hers again, making their innocuous conversation seem far more intimate than it was. “Isn’t it more cost effective to buy food-service sizes from a supplier?”

      She rested her forearms on the table and clasped her hands. “I suppose, if you’re happy eating mediocre dressings with enough preservatives to make them last almost as long as their plastic containers. Fresh tastes best and mine are always gone before they could possibly expire. No unnecessary packaging, either.”

      “Do you bottle and sell them? Sounds like a good source of extra income.”

      As she shook her head, the server returned with their drinks. She waited until the young man completed his task and headed back to the kitchen to answer Trace’s question. “I’d rather spend my spare time creating new flavors than canning them. Tell me about your business.”

      His forehead furrowed slightly. “Dennison Foods. Marketing VP.”

      The words he didn’t say overshadowed what he said, piquing her curiosity. “Ah, one of the food-service suppliers I should buy salad dressings from. Family business? My guess is your father or an uncle owns the company and plans to retire soon. You’re in line to inherit the title of president or CEO, but you’d rather stay in the marketing office and abdicate to your younger brother or cousin. No. Sister.”

      A grin spread across his face, lighting up his storm-colored eyes and producing a shallow dimple in his right cheek. “That obvious, huh?”

      “I’m afraid so.” A sip of tea cooled her throat, but the impact of his honesty and humility countered its effect on the rest of her body. Then again, she was hardly an expert at spotting truth or modesty in a man. “What does a vice president of marketing do?”

      The waiter arrived with her salad, the bowl of olives, and a miniature loaf of yeast-and-garlic-scented bread. “Your pizza will be out shortly.”

      “Thanks.” Trace gave a polite nod. “To your question, I oversee marketing and advertising campaigns, manage our branding, analyze reports to see what’s working and what isn’t. Attend the occasional marketing conference and industry convention. Investigate potential acquisitions. Lots of meetings. Some travel.”

      She dipped her fingertip in the cup of salad dressing and touched it to her tongue. “Hmm, not bad. Nice lemon flavor. A hint of rosemary and white pepper. Unfortunate aftertaste of xanthan gum. You end up running most of those meetings, don’t you?”

      “Usually.” His intense gaze seemed to follow her hand to the cloth napkin. “Not many people can identify specific ingredients that quickly. Mind if I have a taste?”

      With a shrug, she moved the cup a few inches closer to him. “Why not?”

      Instead of dipping his fork into the dressing, he guided her finger back to the vinaigrette and then lifted it to his mouth. His lips parted, drawing her fingertip inside, where his tongue swirled over her skin and licked it clean. “Mm.”

      His sexy hum wiggled its way to her toes, stimulating every part in between. She caught herself as she let out a breathy sigh, but the dimple in his cheek told her he’d caught it too. He was at the top of his game in more than marketing. His skill set included seduction, and he clearly knew it.

      Releasing her hand, he licked his lower lip. “Delicious.”

      She took another sip of tea to keep from suggesting they take their dinner up to her room and eat it later. “Are you always as subtle as a freight train?”

      He tipped his head back and laughed. The unrestrained sound attracted the attention of the other patrons in the restaurant, but he didn’t seem to care. A trickle of moisture seeped along the faint laugh lines at the corner of his eye when he met her gaze again. “You, Sahara Whitney, have made this trip worth every minute I spent in meetings. How long are you in Cleveland?”

      And he cuts to the chase. “Until tomorrow.”

      A wistful look replaced his grin. “Me too.”

      The pizza arrived, saving her from a likely invitation to a one-night stand. As the server plated a slice for each of them, she turned her attention back to her supper instead of the man who thought he’d rescued her. She wasn’t helpless, stupid, or promiscuous, no matter what most people assumed about her—the buxom, blue-eyed blonde with enough ex-boyfriends to span the state of Ohio.

      She stabbed a grape tomato and sucked it between her lips. Juice and tiny seeds flooded her mouth with a single bite, offering the closest thing to a blow-job reward she’d experienced in at least three years. Dominic’s impatience to get her into bed had led to his downfall. His put-out-or-else ultimatum had backfired. His loss.

      “Everything okay?” Trace’s frown reflected her sullen mood as he helped himself to a third slice. “You’re awfully quiet all of a sudden.”

      What could she say? That she was sick of being the good girl with awful instincts about men? That having men proposition her everywhere she went had gotten tiresome, especially when she didn’t do a damn thing to encourage it?

      “It’s been a long day.” She cut the point off her second piece of pizza and stuffed it in her mouth.

      “What else happened, besides that bastard pawing you?” He closed his hand over hers, stopping her from inhaling the rest of the slice. “If you want to talk about it, I’ll listen.”

      With nothing left to lose, she set her fork on the plate. “Let’s see. My cousin got married this afternoon. During the reception, a groomsman pawed my ass and I was chewed out by the mother of the groom for making a scene. Then my full-timer caught my boyfriend and my new waitress doing the nasty in the broom closet and sent me a text with a picture so I’d know to dump him. The ex-boyfriend spent the next half hour texting me passive-aggressive apologies and promising it would never happen again if I’d just have sex with him. And while I was having a drink, the scumbag in the bar decided to explore my thigh.”

      Trace grimaced. “And then I came over and kissed you, like some dickhead with an alpha complex. I’m sorry for my behavior and for the way everybody treated you. It’s inexcusable. Dinner’s on me. Then I’ll make sure you get back to your room safely. And go to my own.”

      Although he seemed sincere, she pushed her plate away and set her napkin over the partially eaten slice. “Apology accepted. You’re welcome to stay and eat. I’m done.”

      “I’ll have the waiter bring the check.” He raised his arm and waved at the server. “You shouldn’t go by yourself.”

      Too exhausted to argue, she rested her hands in her lap and fingered the textured lace overlay of her pale blue dress. The skirt fell past her knees and the neckline covered her collarbones. She’d chosen it specifically for its demure styling and color, but nothing thwarted the uninvited expectations.

      Offering his hand, Trace stood. “Ready?”

      She rose with his assistance and let him lead her to the exit rather than fighting for her independence. It already belonged to her.

      The buildings cast long shadows on the sidewalk, blocking the sun’s earlier warmth and giving her a chilly reminder that mid-October usually meant jacket-and-sweater weather. She stifled a shiver, but goose bumps spread across her exposed forearms and calves before she stopped at the first crossing.

      Trace took off his suit coat and draped it around her shoulders. His body heat and the familiar scent of Speed Stick surrounded her, chasing away the chill.

      Even more confused by his gentlemanly gesture, she counted down the numbers from the crosswalk signal in her head. “Thank you.”

      The light changed and he placed his palm at her lower back as they continued toward the hotel. “You’re welcome. Will you meet me for breakfast tomorrow before we check out?”

      His question added to her confusion. “Why?”

      “So I can prove to you that I’m not like the shithead at your cousin’s wedding, your philandering ex, or the asshole in the bar. I’m pretty sure I said something to make you uncomfortable and I want to make it up to you.” The entrance glided open as they approached, and he exchanged a brief greeting with the valet.

      The combination of his perceptive mind and polite manners tried to sway her, but her track record was a giant blinking stop sign. “I need to think about it.”

      “Fair enough. What floor?”

      “Twelve.”

      His silence on the elevator ride was companionable rather than hostile, suggesting he understood her reluctance to commit to anything. Then the doors slid apart and he once again placed his hand at her lower back. When they turned the corner to the hallway leading to her room, he cupped her chin and leaned in like he planned to kiss her again.

      Yes.

      No.

      Oh, hell.

      His breath tickled her lips. “Look at me, Sahara. Only me. This is important. Your admirer from the bar is standing about thirty feet from us.”

      Panic surged through her body, almost instigating a glance past Trace. Her attempt at a whisper came out as a hiss. “What’s he doing here?”

      “It’s okay. I won’t let him near you. What’s your room number?”

      She blinked up at him, trying to drag the information from her brain. “Uh, 1248? No, that’s my brother’s room number. 1240. About a third of the way down the hall on the left.”

      “Good. We won’t have to go past him. Ready?”

      She wasn’t, but the creep had probably seen them by now. “Yes.”

      “Follow my lead.” Trace’s arm tightened at her waist, holding her against his left side. He brushed his lips against hers in a feather-light kiss and then took a step into the corridor.

      The resonant sensation in her lower lip helped her keep her eyes locked on his as she passed one door after another. Adoration and concern glowed in the smoky depths, convincing enough to almost make her believe the emotions were real.

      He stopped at Room 1240 and kissed her again, this time slower and far more sensual, even though he made no attempt to slide his tongue into her mouth. “Do you have your key handy, sweetheart? I think I left mine on the nightstand.”

      Breathless and tingling from her head to her toes, she blinked up at him. “Key? Um, yes.”

      Where had she put the key card?

      Purse? Yes, in the zipper pocket. That’s right. She retrieved the plastic card and handed it to her escort, hoping she wasn’t making the biggest mistake of her life.
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      The light flashed from red to green, and Trace guided Sahara into her hotel room, determined to get her out of the hallway. Unfortunately, being alone with her wasn’t necessarily in her best interest, either.

      He turned the deadbolt and shifted the security lock into place as soon as the door clicked closed. Then he put his eye to the peephole to give himself a few seconds to recover from that kiss. For being relatively chaste, it had packed a wallop.

      “Is he gone?” Her voice trembled, hinting at how shaken she was by the guy’s presence.

      And here I am fighting a hard-on. “I can’t see him, but the angle isn’t very good.” He tried again to survey the area outside her room, but the curved glass didn’t magnify enough of the hallway to reach the asshole’s previous location.

      “Damn, I could really use that second mojito.” A hasty zip suggested she’d opened her purse or decided to change into something more comfortable.

      Way to fix the dick issue, imagination. “He might get suspicious if you order room service after we talked about going to dinner.” Hoping she wouldn’t notice the bulge in his pants, Trace gave up his post by the door and chanced a look at her. Thankfully, the dress still clung to her sumptuous curves under his jacket. “We could call hotel security.”

      She’d already removed her fancy shoes, and the top of her head was now even with his mouth instead of his eyes. Wisps of blonde hair fell past her chin as she shook her head. “No more drama today.”

      More than anything, he wanted to reach behind her and remove the pins that held her up-do in place. Maybe not anything. “Do you want me to stay for a while? I promise to behave myself.”

      She slipped his suit coat from her shoulders and hung it on the office chair at the desk. With luck, her scent would linger on it for days. “That lump says otherwise.”

      “Having an erection doesn’t mean I expect you to sleep with me. I have two hands and they’ve had plenty of practice solving that particular problem.” Unable to resist touching her, he tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. The smooth silk glided through his fingers. “But, so you know, I wouldn’t ask you to stop if you made the first move.”

      Indecision radiated from her baby-blue eyes for several heartbeats and her kissable lips parted. Every bit of emotion in her shifting expression made his pulse thump faster and more noticeably in his dick. She was nothing like the calculating women who saw him as an easy path to all the right business ties and financial security, the ones who hid their motives, not very effectively, behind fake smiles and enough makeup to paint the Dennison Foods Distribution Center—inside and out.

      Sahara Whitney was the most unpretentious female he’d ever met. Or she was an expert at bamboozling men. The latter seemed highly unlikely, given his practiced ability to read people. Her actions and reactions during the last hour had been genuine. Had he really met her only an hour ago?

      A puff of sultry air warmed his chin a second before she draped her arms around his neck and brought his mouth down to meet hers. Instead of a soft, sweet brush of her lips to thank him for his gentlemanly behavior, she slid her tongue past his teeth in an aggressive move that made him wish they were already naked and taking the sharp edge off his desire to be inside her.

      Then she tugged at his tie, working it loose as she challenged him to take control of the kiss. The knot slipped back and forth, reminiscent of the act that would bring them unequaled pleasure. Coming to her rescue may have been what put the attraction in motion, but coming with her was all he wanted right now.

      He savored the tart-and-spicy flavor of her, the rough glide of her tongue along his, and the breathy whimpers that mirrored his urgent need to make a deeper physical connection. His fingers itched to reach behind her and ease the zipper down her spine, but he waited. When she gave him permission to peel that delicate lace and body-hugging layer beneath it from her hourglass curves, he’d act. Presuming her willingness would make him no better than the jerks she’d spent the day escaping.

      He threaded his hands into her upswept hair as she worked the buttons of his dress shirt free. His fingertips located several hairpins under the French twist, holding her pale mane at the back of her head. One by one, he slipped them from her hair, until it hung loose over his hands.

      With a none-too-gentle tug, she yanked his shirttail from his pants. Warm palms on his chest countered the cool air chilling his skin. Still, she didn’t break the kiss, treating him to the welcome feeling of being wanted for his body and maybe for being a nice guy.

      She nipped at his lower lip as she panted against his mouth. “I made the first move and the second. Why aren’t you undressing me?”

      Reining in his desire, he eased his hands out of her hair and down the back of her graceful neck. “Are you sure you want this?”

      “Yes.” Her breathless reply brought relief. “I want you.”

      His balls tightened and his cock twitched, ready to get on with the main event. “Will you say it again? So I know for sure.”

      “I want you.” She nibbled her way along his jaw to his ear as she shoved the shirt past his shoulders and down his arms. “I want to have sex with you. The best sex of my life.”

      Her declaration sent shivers over his bare skin. Under that reserved, guarded exterior was a woman of passion and fierce sexuality, with the power to make him surrender without a fight. “I’ll do my damnedest to exceed your expectations.”

      “Good. Do you have a condom?”

      He nodded, thankful for always being prepared and that she’d remembered protection. His brain was in no condition to think at the moment. “Wallet. Jacket chest pocket.”

      She walked him backward to the chair and reached for his suit coat. After several seconds, she held out her prize. “Here, put it someplace handy and unzip me.”

      Hoping he hit the bed, he tossed his wallet over her shoulder. Undressing her was first and foremost on his to-do list.

      The zipper skated down the teeth with a steady pull on the metal tab, loosening the fabric that clung to her body. Her breath hitched as he grasped the edges and eased them apart, his knuckles skimming her upper back. Each inch of skin he revealed tempted him to tear away the dress to expose everything she hid behind the modest clothing, but he left a trail of soft kisses along her collarbone to slow his progress. His attraction was far too strong to ruin the opportunity to enjoy this, to enjoy her.

      The neckline dipped to the lacy cups of her bra, allowing him a glimpse of the deep valley between her full breasts. She arched toward his mouth as he continued his exploration, and her dress slipped lower. Rosy nipples peeked at him through delicate lace half a dozen shades lighter than her eyes. Unable to resist their call, he tongued the pebbled tips. They hardened against his mouth, stoking the heat in his balls.

      She trembled, but she didn’t retreat from his mouth. “Mm. Sweet torture. I have condoms too, just in case.”

      He lapped at her nipple again instead of taking the not-so-subtle hint to forget foreplay and simply fuck her. “Hallelujah. I don’t think one’s going to be enough.”

      Releasing her grasp on his biceps, she dropped her arms to her sides, sending the dress cascading into a puddle at her feet. A scrap of matching lace covered a tiny triangle above the juncture of her thighs. “Then take off your pants. We’ll go slower next time.”

      Next time. After another quick suckle, he toed off his wingtips and stripped out of his trousers, underwear, and socks. His cock bobbed at her as he allowed himself a moment to appreciate the breathtaking vision in front of him. “Do you have a favorite position? One that’s especially good for you?”

      Her gaze dropped from his face, most likely to his erection. It bowed again at her inspection. “On my back in a full tuck and my feet pressed against you. It helps tighten the vaginal muscles.”

      “Tight is good.” Although he wouldn’t be able to kiss her as easily, he could watch her face as he moved in and out of her and gauge his release to follow hers. “We can switch positions if it isn’t working for you.”

      She nodded as she flicked open the front closure of her bra. The sheer cups hugged her fullness, undoubtedly no more willing to give up their hold than he would be. When she bent to shimmy out of her thong, her breasts popped free. “Better find that condom.”

      “Hm? Oh, yeah.” He sidestepped to the bed without looking away from her and patted the covers to search for his wallet. His fingertips bumped into the folded piece of leather, saving him from missing a moment of her striptease. “I’m sorry if I don’t last long the first time. I don’t think I’ve been this horny since I was a teenager.”

      Her amused smile made his stomach somersault. “Men don’t usually apologize for their performance before sex. Actually, not after, either. And a quickie isn’t always a bad thing. Sometimes, it hits the spot.”

      “Tell me if I miss, and I’ll keep trying until I find it.” He nearly dropped the condom in his attempt to remove it from the package.

      “Want some help?” She stepped out of the pooled fabric and walked to the end of the bed. Her breasts swayed in time with her hips as she knelt on the mattress and crawled toward him. The gleam in her eyes warned him she was far less inexperienced than her wholesome looks implied.

      “I’m pretty sure I’ll have to apologize again if you help.” Focusing on his task, he rolled the latex into place with a shaky hand while she tossed pillows to the middle of the king-sized mattress.

      “You’d have nothing to be sorry for unless you left me hanging. Then I might have to retaliate.” She settled against the jumbled pile, her knees bent and her bare feet planted far enough apart on the bedcovers to give him a mouthwatering view of her pussy. “You’re staring.”

      “I like what I see.” He licked his lips as he joined her on the bed. Stopping at her knees, he trailed his hands along her thighs. “Natural blonde. No surgical enhancements. Nothing fake about you.”

      Her cheeks flushed pink. “You talk a lot.”

      He’d evidently also discovered another trait he didn’t often find in the women he met—modesty. “Verbal foreplay can be stimulating.”

      “You must like phone sex.”

      Not wanting to embarrass her, he let her shift in conversation go without comment and lowered his forehead to hers. Her tropical-scented shampoo and musky arousal blended to make the most delicious perfume. “I’m a forty-year-old virgin in that respect, although I’d certainly be willing to give it a try with you.”

      She arched upward, bringing their bodies closer. “Another time. This thirty-eight-year-old sex-deprived woman needs your cock. Fuck me. Please.”

      The coarse language was at odds with her guileless appearance and politeness, but damned if it didn’t turn him on even more. He gave her a quick kiss and leaned back on his heels to guide his erection through her slick folds. The head of his dick homed in on her entrance like it had a mind of its own. Positioning her legs the way she’d directed, he eased inside her opening inch by inch.

      She gasped and trembled around him, pulling him deeper.

      His lungs contracted as he fit their bodies together. “Jesus, you feel good.”

      Her eyelids fluttered on a moan. “More.”

      He echoed her moan as he buried himself to the hilt. Every erratic squeeze and release of her inner muscles threatened to push him over the edge. “If I move, I’m going to come.”

      “Me too, so move.” She tipped her chin toward the ceiling and dug her fingernails into his ass, forcing him deeper still and distracting him with the slight sting.

      Giving up any pretense of finesse, he retreated a few inches and then rocked his hips forward. By the third thrust, the buzzing in his ears almost drowned out her repeated cries, but he didn’t slow his pace. She pulsed and shuddered around him, adding to the rapidly building pressure in his balls.

      Then another utterly feminine groan finally broke the dam, sending heat through his length. A growl burst out of him, tearing at his throat. His limbs went numb and spots danced in his vision. He heaved himself into her body once more, and her keening drew another jet of hot fluid from him. The beautiful sound amplified the pleasure already coursing through his body and spread to his soul.

      Her hands fell to his thighs as she gave a last gasping cry, and tremors vibrated through every place they touched. Blonde hair fanned out like a halo around her head, but her angelic glow was rapturous in the most sinful and erotic way.

      Too spent to make his muscles work any more, he unfolded her legs and melted onto her heated skin. His heart thrummed in his chest, assuring him he was alive, even though wham-bamming her had taken him to heaven and beyond.

      Panting breaths were the only sound in the room for several minutes. Exhaustion and exhilaration battled, making him aware of a stark fact—that amazing chemistry could happen at any age. Forty wasn’t the end of the world. He didn’t have to settle for self-gratification or being alone.

      Her slow exhale bathed his neck in heat and she draped her arms over his shoulders. Then she pressed her sex-softened lips to his jaw. “Will you stay with me tonight?”

      “Yes.” Adding that one night wasn’t all he wanted didn’t seem wise, considering how skittish she’d been about even letting him walk her back to the hotel after their abbreviated dinner. He rose to his elbows, hoping she’d reveal something in her expression.

      Her hypnotic gaze held intelligence, contentment, and a bit of mystery. “You definitely found the spot, but I think you should try again in a little while.”

      “My recovery time might not be as quick as a horny teenager’s, but I’ll do my best.” He grinned down at her and was rewarded with a laugh that made his dick perk up. “Or maybe not. I should get rid of the condom before things get out of hand.”

      She stretched as he climbed off her and headed to the bathroom. “Hurry back.”

      With his thoughts clearer than they’d been in months, a single notion reverberated in his mind. I have to find a way to keep Sahara Whitney.
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