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      Daisy Parker watched the Director of Sales and Marketing for the Roth Owens Agency as he worked his charismatic magic with their clients, not at all surprised to find herself just as enthralled with Aiden Stone as the other four women sitting at the dinner table.

      She understood their rapt attention, because even after three years of working together at the same company, she still wasn’t immune to everything that was Aiden Stone. Like the smooth, rich, seductive tone of his voice that never failed to make certain body parts aware of him the moment he spoke. The sexy, whiskey-colored eyes that had caused her to lose her train of thought much too often while looking into those mesmerizing orbs during a conversation. The gorgeous, symmetrical face and jaw with full, soft lips that inspired all sorts of naughty fantasies of how that sinful mouth would feel against hers, and then there was his close-cropped beard that she’d spent way too much time wondering if that facial hair would feel soft against her fingertips or just prickly enough to leave a trail of chafed skin in sensitive places.

      And when he grinned and flashed that charming dimple in his right cheek, like he was doing right now with widowed Mrs. Darlington, the owner of Darlington Jewelers, the resulting female adoration never failed to amuse Daisy because she knew how potent that dimple could be. After much practice, she’d learned to temper her outward response to that lethal weapon of Aiden’s that had sealed many deals for their firm, but as she glanced at each of Carol Darlington’s three single daughters—all of whom had been vying for Aiden’s attention since the moment she and Aiden had arrived earlier that afternoon to pitch their marketing campaign for the family jewelry business—it was hard not to laugh at the varying reactions around the table.

      Liza, the pretty blonde and youngest Darlington, sitting next to Aiden, wore an expression of utter infatuation as her big blue eyes remained fixed on his face. Jenna, sweet-natured daughter number two, had her hand pressed against her chest in mid-swoon, which Daisy could totally relate to because Aiden was deliciously swoon-worthy. And to Daisy’s left was Mallory, the oldest and most aggressive of the twentysomething siblings, who was biting her lower lip while her gaze blatantly ate Aiden up like he was a piece of candy.

      “God, please tell me that he’s not married and doesn’t have a girlfriend,” Mallory said, leaning close to Daisy and keeping her comment between the two of them while Aiden replied to a question Carol Darlington asked him. “Hell, even if he does, I might not care,” she added with a laugh that said she was used to getting what she wanted, and tonight she wanted Aiden. “He’d be worth sinning with.”

      Daisy couldn’t argue that latter point because Aiden was the embodiment of sex on a stick. He had a tempting body to match his handsome face—clearly, he’d won big in the gene pool lottery. But she didn’t think it was cool that Mallory had no qualms about poaching on another woman’s territory. As much as she wanted to say that her co-worker was off the market, mostly because she didn’t care for Mallory’s personality, it clearly wouldn’t dissuade someone so determined.

      And really, what business was it of hers to cock block Aiden when he had a Little Black Book app that was always pinging with notifications—courtesy of his techie younger brother, Dylan, who’d designed the app and was making a small fortune off it? Bottom line, Aiden was a good-time guy who never lacked for female companionship, and going by office chatter, he was all about the casual hookup and didn’t do relationships. That gossip was backed by the dozens of different women who’d adorned his arm at various company functions since she’d met him. She’d never seen him with the same woman more than once . . . which made him a perfect candidate for what Mallory was insinuating.

      From the moment Daisy and Aiden had stepped into the conference room at the Ritz-Carlton to pitch their campaign ideas to elevate Darlington Jewelers’ internet presence, Mallory had made her interest and attraction to him clear. And Aiden, who was genuinely a nice guy and a consummate charmer who didn’t discriminate when it came to the female gender, had easily flirted right back.

      Daisy knew it was all a big part of his easygoing personality and who Aiden was as a person. He loved women and enjoyed indulging in all that playful banter when it came to the ladies, young and old, which only made him all the more appealing. And it definitely worked to his advantage when it came to persuading a client to sign on the bottom line, which Carol Darlington had done right before insisting she take them to dinner.

      Realizing that Mallory was still looking at her and waiting for an answer to her question about Aiden’s marital status, Daisy gave her the truth. “He’s single.”

      “Perfect,” the other woman replied, a tinge of excitement in her voice as she shifted her gaze back to Aiden. “I’m going to make his night in San Francisco a memorable one.”

      Because establishing a connection with their clients was important to the firm, she and Aiden had traveled from San Diego to pitch their concept and ideas to the Darlingtons in person. This was Daisy’s first business trip for the company since her recent promotion, though Aiden’s position required him to travel more often for that face time with their clients. They had a flight back to Southern California tomorrow morning, so yes, Aiden was free for the evening, and he’d probably take Mallory up on her offer . . . while Daisy went back to her hotel room and lived her sex life vicariously through the fictional characters she read about in the steamy novels that had become a guilty pleasure for her since she’d sworn off men after being duped so spectacularly.

      For the next half hour, while everyone finished their dessert and coffee, Mallory did her best to make sure Aiden’s focus remained on her. Anytime he tried to address one of the other sisters, Mallory answered for them and redirected the conversation back to her. Daisy found the whole situation comical to watch, though she did feel bad that the other two girls appeared disappointed that they’d essentially faded into the background while their sister dominated the conversation as well as Aiden’s attention.

      Finally, after the waiter cleared away the dirty plates and the bill was paid, Carol interrupted the two-way exchange, suddenly looking tired after their long day discussing strategies and marketing ideas. “Aiden and Daisy, it was a pleasure meeting with you today and we’re very excited to start working with the Roth Owens Agency.”

      “Yes, we’re very excited,” Mallory added with a slow, provocative wink at Aiden.

      Daisy had to refrain from rolling her eyes at the other woman’s obvious, and cheesy, seductive tactics, and smiled at Carol instead. “We’re looking forward to making sure that Darlington Jewelers has a strong internet and social media presence.”

      “I promise you, you’re in great hands,” Aiden assured the older woman, his voice as confident as the man himself. “I’ll be overseeing the account and working closely with the marketing team, but with Daisy as the newly appointed manager of design and development, I can assure you she has proven herself many times over when it comes to establishing creative branding ideas that will get you the results you’re looking for.”

      Considering Aiden had been with the company for the past eight years, Daisy couldn’t deny that his praise made her feel good and gave her morale a bit of a boost. She’d started with the Roth Owens Agency at the bottom rung in the design and development department, and spent the ensuing years focusing on the one thing in her life she could control after her personal life had fallen apart—her ability to be a strong, valuable branding consultant for the firm.

      Her hard work had paid off. She had the respect of her colleagues and she was building a name for herself in the branding and marketing industry. The cherry on top of that sundae was her promotion, which came with a nice pay raise that would hopefully allow her to get a bigger place of her own, instead of the small studio apartment she was living in. Even her mother had shown subtle signs of being proud of her accomplishment. That in itself was a huge feat considering how badly Daisy had screwed up in the past, which had caused an awful tension between herself and her mother that was always tinged with disappointment whenever they were together.

      She really wished Diane Parker’s approval didn’t matter so much to her. Unfortunately, that desire to please her only parent had been deeply ingrained in her as a child and had carried into her adulthood.

      With business and dinner concluded, they all stood up. Aiden extended his hand to Carol in a gentlemanly gesture, which she accepted with a beaming smile as he helped her to her feet. Then he slid his arms back into his tailored Brooks Brothers jacket and fastened the front button . . . and bam, the man was instantly transformed into the epitome of suit porn. The expensive fabric fitted immaculately to his broad shoulders and the width of his chest and was tapered perfectly everywhere else. He exuded power and confidence and sex, and there was no doubt in Daisy’s mind that any woman in the vicinity looking his way had just orgasmed a little bit—including Mallory, who did nothing to disguise her appreciative, breathy sigh.

      As they made their way through Parallel 37, the upscale restaurant located at the Ritz-Carlton, Mallory managed to push past her sisters and latched herself to Aiden’s side so that he had no choice but to acknowledge her. She petted his arm through his suit jacket and said something that made him laugh, and Daisy couldn’t deny that the low, sexy sound made her own body ache for what Mallory would most likely be enjoying tonight with Aiden. Hot, sweaty, exhausting sex.

      Daisy shivered at the thought, surprised at the flicker of envy that made itself known. She definitely missed the touch of a real man . . . and knew that the small, discreet vibrator she carried in her purse—that looked like a lipstick tube—was going to come in handy tonight when she was alone in her hotel room and dirty fantasies of her co-worker filled her imagination. She wasn’t ashamed to admit that Aiden was her go-to fantasy when she needed a little extra to push her over the edge of release.

      They all stopped just outside of the restaurant, and not wanting to hang around for small talk while watching Mallory make her move on Aiden, Daisy decided to politely excuse herself so she could head up to her room. “Thank you again for dinner, Mrs. Darlington. I’ll have those changes to the new company logo we discussed today sent over by the end of the week so we can move forward on the branding package.”

      “That sounds wonderful, dear,” Carol replied with a smile.

      Then she glanced at Aiden, who didn’t seem to mind that Mallory had her breasts smashed against his arm as she leaned possessively against him. After their earlier meetings and before dinner, the other woman had changed into a formfitting dress that was low-cut in front and a pair of designer heels, most likely to entice Aiden—making Daisy all the more aware of her bland business attire that made up most of her wardrobe: a prim and proper buttoned-up blouse, a nondescript black A-line skirt, and sensible pumps. Oh, yeah, and her hair pulled back into her normal knot or twist at the nape of her neck so she looked professional and would be taken seriously, at least according to her mother.

      “Aiden, I’ll meet you in the lobby tomorrow morning at ten thirty for our ride to the airport?” Daisy asked, mostly as a reminder that no matter how he spent his evening, she didn’t want him to forget they had a flight to catch back to San Diego.

      He nodded. “That sounds good.”

      “Have a good night,” Mallory said, giving Daisy a little finger wave, a presumptuous smile curving her red lips. “I know I certainly plan to.”

      Nope, sticking around and being a third wheel wasn’t Daisy’s style. After making her way to the elevators, she stepped into the first one that opened and pushed the button for the floor that both she and Aiden were staying on, grateful that they didn’t have adjoining rooms so she didn’t have to listen to any of his sexcapades with Mallory through the walls.

      However, once she was inside her room with her shoes kicked off, she realized she wasn’t tired and the thought of being cooped up and lying in bed reading for the next few hours—which was what she did almost every night at home—made her feel even more restless. It was barely eight o’clock, and she realized she should have gone to the bar, appropriately named the Lounge, for a drink to relax and unwind since she’d passed on any alcoholic beverages during dinner to make sure she kept a clear head.

      But business was over, so there wasn’t any reason she couldn’t indulge in a cocktail or two and enjoy the lounge’s swanky atmosphere, instead of spending her evening alone in a stuffy hotel room.

      Decision made, she slipped her shoes back on, and ten minutes later, she was walking into the Lounge. It was a Tuesday night, so there were plenty of open areas to choose from, but she didn’t want to sit at a table by herself, so she automatically started for the bar, which was populated with only two male customers sitting on opposite ends of the counter. One of which, she realized as she caught sight of the familiar profile, was Aiden.

      She was surprised to see him there, mostly because he appeared to be alone. Mallory was nowhere to be seen. His jacket was off again and casually hanging on the back of his chair, and he’d rolled the sleeves of his crisp white dress shirt up to just below his elbows, treating her to a tantalizing glimpse of his strong, muscled forearms. More perfection to add to the already long list of his attractive traits.

      He’d loosened the tie around his neck, and his hair looked as though he’d pushed his fingers through the strands, giving her the impression that he was winding down for the evening, as well.

      She approached where he was seated and slid into the chair next to him, not missing the way his body stiffened ever so slightly. He turned his head to look at her, and the faintest flicker of annoyance in his golden brown gaze quickly ebbed to relief when he realized it was her.

      “Oh, hey,” he said, giving her an impish grin that still somehow managed to be ridiculously sexy. “I thought you were Mallory.”

      Hmmm. Interesting, she mused. It appeared the two had parted ways in the past twenty minutes or so, and it wasn’t the turn she’d thought Aiden’s evening would take. “I certainly didn’t expect to find you here all alone.”

      “I could say the same for you,” he replied, his voice taking on a teasing lilt as he fell back into that comfortable friendship they’d established between them over the past three years. “I thought for sure you’d be in your pajamas by now.”

      God, did he think she was that predictable and boring? The sad part was, his guess wasn’t that far off the mark, because that had been her initial intent.

      She shrugged and hooked the handle of her purse over the back of her chair. “I figured after today, I deserved a drink.”

      “You absolutely do, and so do I,” he agreed, picking up the cocktail menu on the bar top. Whatever had happened between him and Mallory, he clearly wasn’t going to elaborate. “By the way, you did really well today for your first face-to-face meeting with a potential client.”

      As much as she appreciated his compliment, she knew he’d been the star of the show and the day wouldn’t have gone nearly as well without him there. “You carried the pitch for the most part, and let’s not forget the power of that dimple of yours that can pretty much coax a woman to, well . . . do just about anything you want them to. In this case, sign that lucrative contract that guarantees Darlington Jewelers is exclusively ours for the next year.”

      “Yeah, the dimple comes in handy sometimes,” he said with humor, making light of what really could charm the panties off a nun if he wanted. “But you held your own, even without the advantage of having a sexy dimple like mine, so give yourself that credit. Sabrina promoted you for a reason,” he said of the owner and CEO of the firm, and one of the best bosses Daisy had ever had. “And I’m really glad she made you the manager of your department. You’ve worked really hard to prove yourself since you were hired.”

      Yes, she had, almost to the exclusion of everything else. She’d given up frivolous weekends with friends and a social life in general, though it had been easy enough to scratch dating off her list of things to do over the past three years when she obviously couldn’t trust her judgment when it came to men. At least being celibate hadn’t been in vain.

      “You put in long hours without complaint,” he went on, extolling her diligence as he set the drink menu back down on the counter. “And you came in on weekends even when you didn’t have to just to make sure a project was completed ahead of deadline, and you’ve always been a team player with original and creative perspectives on branding concepts and designs.”

      She didn’t get flustered often, but she couldn’t stop the warmth spreading across her cheeks. “Okay, now you’re making me blush.”

      “I like it when you blush,” he said with a too sinful smile that made her skin flush even more. “I just wanted you to know that your work ethic didn’t go unnoticed, and I made sure Sabrina was aware of all the personal sacrifices you made for the company, too.”

      She blinked at him in shock. “Did you recommend me for the position?”

      He shrugged. “When the position opened up, I put in a good word for you because you deserved the promotion, but it was ultimately Sabrina’s decision.”

      “Well, thank you for that.”

      “So, enough about work. I say we move on to other pleasures,” he said with a flirtatious gleam in his golden eyes. “What’ll you have to drink? Your normal white wine spritzer?”

      Yep, she really was totally predictable and boring, because that was always her go-to drink during their monthly mixers with clients or when some of their co-workers went out after work for a cocktail, and he’d obviously noticed her lightweight choice. Her limit was always one, and she was usually the first to leave those social gatherings, citing an early morning.

      Predictable and boring had been her life for the past three years because it was a safe place to be, but tonight, being in a different city and away from her normal routine and weighty expectations prompted her to be daring.

      “I think I’ll have a Moscow mule,” she said, stepping completely outside of her square little box.

      He arched a dark brow, the amusement in his eyes warm and playful. “Wow, walking on the wild side tonight, huh?”

      She laughed, the sound huskier than she’d intended. “Sure. Why not.”

      “Why not, indeed,” he murmured, looking at her as if he was seeing someone other than the reserved woman he’d worked with the past three years before motioning to the bartender.

      “What can I get you two?” the older gentleman asked as he set a small square napkin on the counter in front of each of them.

      “Two Moscow mules,” Aiden said, surprising Daisy by ordering one for himself.

      “You like them, too?” she asked once the bartender left them to make their drinks. With a mixture of vodka, spicy ginger beer, and lime juice, it was usually an acquired taste.

      “Never had one,” he admitted, flashing her a dimpled grin that caused a warm tickle in her belly. “But if you’re taking a walk on the wild side tonight, then I’m joining you.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’m such a rebel,” she scoffed, then shook her head at that absurd notion and laughed. “Okay, let’s be real. I’m so not rebellious.”

      “I know, which is why I’m not letting you indulge alone,” he teased, leaning his forearm on the countertop. “You know what they say . . . friends don’t let friends get drunk alone.”

      Her lips quirked at his explanation. “Umm, can’t say I’ve ever heard that quote before.”

      “Just go with it, Daisy,” he encouraged, swiveling his chair so that his body was turned toward her, though she remained sitting straight, because if she did rotate her seat his way, his legs would end up bracketing hers. “Besides, I don’t want to be the responsible sober one if you do something crazy, like dance on one of the tabletops. I want to watch and cheer you on.”

      Her cheeks warmed at the notion of doing something so impulsive, but mostly at the thought of Aiden encouraging her brazen behavior and having his eyes on her while she shimmied her body and tempted him to end her three-year dry spell. Yeah, as if that would ever happen. Judging by the beautiful, sophisticated, svelte women she’d seen him with, she was so not his type.

      “So, truthfully?” he said, his voice effectively snapping her out of her little fantasy, even though the residual scrape of her tight, hard nipples against the cups of her bra was distracting as hell. “I’ve always been curious to know what a Moscow mule tasted like.”

      “You didn’t have to order one,” she told him with a laugh. “I would have given you a sip of mine.”

      “Mmm . . . I don’t think I should be putting my lips on your lips,” he said, his voice dipping sensually low as his gaze skimmed across her mouth before lifting to her eyes again. “Well, not technically, anyway, but if you shared, I might not be able to stop at one taste, and that wouldn’t be fair to you.”

      Daisy’s pulse stuttered, then resumed at a faster, more arousing pace. Oh. My. God. Were they even talking about the Moscow mule anymore? She was used to the occasional teasing exchange with Aiden at work, where there were a dozen other people around so it never felt personal. But now that it was just the two of them, without anyone else around to buffer his comments and the situation, she wasn’t sure what to make of this more intimate dialogue . . . except to admit that it was making her very aware of how much she missed this kind of connection with a man . . . especially the physical one. And how much she liked Aiden’s attention.

      The bartender delivered their drinks, and both she and Aiden picked up their highball glasses and took a sip of the Moscow mule. The taste of vodka was strong, but the spicy ginger beer and lime gave it an interesting twist of flavor. It took Aiden three sips, taken with a furrowed, uncertain brow, before he finally, slowly nodded his head in approval.

      “It’s definitely different, but I like the kick of spice.” He shifted his gaze from the drink to her. “Who knew beneath those conservative suits you wear that you were a woman who liked a little spice in her life.”

      His eyes twinkled mischievously, though there was something more heated simmering beneath the golden hue as he maintained eye contact with her. As if he was testing just how far she’d allow this arousing banter between them to go. If she’d play it off like she normally did, or if she’d dare to take a walk on the wild side, as he’d suggested earlier.

      The thought was appealing, especially in a city and environment where no one knew them. Deciding to just go with the flow of flirty conversation and enjoy the evening away from work, obligations, and responsibilities, she took another swallow of her drink and smiled at him. “That’s because you’ve never seen me out of my business attire.”
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      For the first time ever, buttoned-up, straightlaced Daisy Parker had rendered Aiden speechless, and he kinda liked being thrown off-balance by a woman, which admittedly didn’t happen often. Correction, he liked being thrown an unexpected curve ball by Daisy, because that bit of impetuousness she’d just displayed contradicted the colleague who’d presented herself as poised and serious when it came to work and business-related functions.

      He’d always suspected that her sedate, unassuming outfits, combined with the way she wore her hair pulled into a neat and tidy twist at the back of her head, and her mostly composed personality, were her attempt to downplay her beauty and conceal her delectable curves so her intelligence and experience were what people focused on. She was a woman in a competitive corporate world, so he understood why she’d want to present herself as smart and as capable as any man who was her equal.

      What she couldn’t hide, however, was that the tailored fit of her clothes, despite being modest, still hinted at the feminine figure beneath, or the full, soft lips that even now shimmered with a pale shade of pink that was hardly noticeable, instead of a blatant red hue that women wore to get a man’s attention. And even though she kept her hair pinned up in what he’d label a matronly style, there was no doubt in his mind that if she ever let it down, it would be thick and soft and turn her from a self-contained lady to a hot little vixen.

      At least, that’s what happened when he fantasized about what it would be like to peel away that outer layer, and he’d imagined it many, many times. So while he might not have ever actually seen her out of her business attire, he definitely had a mental image of what she’d look like naked . . . ample breasts that would fit his big hands perfectly, shapely hips he could grab on to as he did dirty things to her from behind that made her shake and moan, and a lush ass that he’d enjoy putting his handprint on.

      Jesus . . . those illicit thoughts of Daisy accomplished what Mallory’s come-ons had not. His dick was hard, and as he met Daisy’s amused gaze, it took effort for him to regain his composure.

      She tipped her head to the side, the corner of her luscious mouth barely suppressing a grin. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you at a loss for words, Mr. Stone.”

      He shifted on his barstool, which did nothing to help ease the ache in his groin. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard something so naughty, or so tempting, come out of your mouth.”

      She shrugged as she took a long drink of her Moscow mule, nearly finishing the cocktail, then met his gaze and licked her bottom lip in a way that set his blood on fire. “Just for the record, I do like a little spice.”

      In her drink? In her life? With sex? Her reply was open-ended, but since she’d sat down beside him at the bar, their conversation had gradually veered from work to light and engaging and, now, to something far more suggestive. It felt as though she’d just volleyed the ball into his court and was waiting to see if he’d drop the ball or return it.

      Jesus, he was so fucking turned on by this unexpectedly bold side to Daisy. She’d always intrigued and fascinated him, mostly because she was one of the few single women he’d met who hadn’t blatantly come on to him before. Admittedly, he’d enjoyed that attention and easy conquest in his younger years, but now, at thirty-two, when it came to sex, he found himself being more discriminant and preferred being with a woman who stimulated more than just his cock, and one who had substance. And Daisy certainly had plenty of that.

      Despite her outer appearance being the complete opposite of what normally caught his eye, his attraction to her had been a slow, steady build over the years. They’d started as colleagues, had become friends, and as time went by, he’d notice those little things about her that went beyond the physical . . . like her captivating smile and her husky laugh that was so damn sexy. How smart and funny she was, and confident in a quiet, understated way that drew respect from her co-workers—and had earned her a substantial promotion.

      But never, ever did he think that the two of them would cross the line beyond flirtation and skirt the edges of temptation. But they were currently right on the verge of stepping over all those boundaries, and the fact that they were hundreds of miles away from home, where no one knew them personally, made what he’d always considered off-limits suddenly an enticing possibility.

      “So, what happened to your flavor of the week?” she asked.

      Aiden blinked in confusion at Daisy, realizing that he’d taken so long to respond to her “spice” comment that she’d moved on to another topic and he had no idea what she was talking about. “Excuse me?”

      “Mallory,” she explained with a quirky smile. “You know, a new woman every week, hence, the phrase flavor of the week. I would have bet money that the two of you would have hooked up tonight.”

      He was still wrapping his mind around the whole flavor of the week thing, because all he could think of was what flavor Daisy would be. He imagined her mouth would taste like sweet ginger from the Moscow mule, her nipples like cherries, and her pussy like warm honey against his tongue.

      He swallowed back the groan that nearly escaped and tried to reply in a normal voice. “The offer was definitely there, but I just wasn’t into it. Or her.” That was the flat-out truth, and these days, sex was far more enjoyable if he was into it, and the woman he was with. “So, flavor-wise, she just didn’t interest my palate.”

      “Hmm,” she said, the contemplative sound making him wonder what the heck “hmm” meant.

      Before he could ask, the bartender stopped by, and when Daisy ordered another drink, he did, too. A few minutes later, they were sipping on fresh Moscow mules, and he was still thinking about the whole flavor thing, and decided to put an interesting twist on it and see what happened.

      She currently had her head turned away, and he wanted to be able to look into her eyes when he asked his next question to gauge her reaction. He reached over and tapped his fingers on her knee, which was covered by the modest hemline of her skirt. He figured it might have been more effective if he’d caressed her bare skin, but he still got the startled reaction he was looking for because he’d never touched her so intimately before.

      He heard her suck in a quick breath that was arousing as hell, and her gaze jerked to his. Beyond her initial shock, he didn’t miss the heat and awareness that flared in her pretty green eyes and gave credence to the desire that seemed to be simmering between them tonight.

      “So tell me something, Daisy Parker,” he said in a low, deliberately seductive murmur as he skimmed his fingers a few inches up her thigh. Just enough to make her chest rise and fall a little more rapidly. “In terms of flavor, on a scale of vanilla being a woman who strictly enjoys traditional missionary sex, chocolate representing adding in some light, playful fantasy elements, and strawberry being dirty, x-rated foreplay and fucking, where do you personally fall on the spectrum?”

      Her eyes widened and her lips parted as her mind seemed to process his suggestive question, and he waited for one of two things to happen . . . for her to reprimand him for being so uncouth and offensive—because, let’s face it, his question was the equivalent of a proposition—or banter back with a reply that gave them both permission to take that walk on the wild side tonight that he’d mentioned earlier. With each other.

      She didn’t disappoint him. The look in her eyes turned hot and daring in a way that filled him with anticipation of what her answer would be. “If I had to choose, I’d have to say that I’m a Neapolitan kind of girl. I like a mix of all three, depending on the mood or the situation. Tonight, I’m definitely craving chocolate with a generous side of strawberry.”

      Jesus. Who the fuck was this sexy, brazen woman? Certainly not the Daisy Parker he’d worked with for the past three years. Not that he was complaining, because it appeared that tonight they were on the same page and wanting the same thing.

      He raised the hand resting on her leg to the collar of her blouse, then boldly slid a finger down to where her top was buttoned so primly, well above the swells of her breasts. He didn’t have to look down to know that her nipples were probably hard as little pebbles against the front of her shirt. “In order to enjoy strawberry to its fullest, most pleasurable extent, it would require you to not be so buttoned up and to let your hair down, literally and figuratively.”

      She arched a brow at his subtle dare, and he could see her mulling over a response to his provocative challenge. After a moment, she broke eye contact with him, took a long drink of her second cocktail, and slid off her chair.

      “Excuse me for a minute,” was all she said, and headed to the ladies’ room.

      He watched her walk away until she disappeared from his sight, confused as hell at what just had happened and why she’d abruptly left him in the middle of what he’d thought had been a reciprocated conversation. Had he gone too far? He couldn’t imagine that he’d offended her after her own flirtation, and she probably just had to use the facilities, but he spent the next five minutes finishing off his drink and pondering her unexpected reaction and how she’d just left him . . . hanging.

      Out of the corner of his eye, he saw her approaching again, and he turned his head to look at her and groaned at the woman heading in his direction. His brain and his dick immediately registered the changes she’d made in the short time she’d been gone, and now he understood exactly why she’d hadn’t answer his comment. . . because she clearly wanted to make a statement, and holy shit, he was blown away. For the second time tonight, she’d knocked him for a loop.

      She’d taken out the pins holding up her hair, and for the first time since knowing her, he finally knew how long the rich chestnut strands were. The light in the bar caught the reddish highlights he hadn’t even known existed. The soft waves fell over her shoulders, the curled tips ending just above her breasts . . . and speaking of her tits, the buttons on her blouse were now unfastened low enough that he was able to see her mouthwatering cleavage and the creamy, smooth swells peeking through the opening.

      Even her walk was different. What had always been a clipped, purposeful stride was now slow and sultry, with an inviting sway to her hips that drew his gaze down to a pair of long, slender legs that prompted a plethora of dirty thoughts to run through his head of where he’d like those legs . . . hooked over his shoulders, wrapped tight around his waist . . . the possibilities were endless.

      By the time she reseated herself next to him, his mouth was bone-dry, and pure, unadulterated lust had his body strung tight with the need to get this woman up to his room as soon as possible so he could strip off her clothes and taste and explore every inch of her until they were both desperate for him to bury himself deep. His cock strained against the front of his pants and pulsed at the thought.
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