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Prologue

Bill stared at the pale object on his
screen until it abruptly winked out. He blinked at the screen
several times, his mind perfectly blank with shock. No flare. No
explosion. No impact. One minute it was there and the next
second—vanished. Finally, he emerged sufficiently from his surprise
to run a frantic check on his equipment.

Every test came up negative for defect
or malfunction.

What the hell was he supposed to make
of that?

It wasn’t the equipment, but the
object had disappeared.

It occurred to him after a few moments
that he might try the infrared to look for a heat signature, but
that would require authorization from his supervisor and he doubted
Frank would go for it.

What to tell him?

For days, almost a week,
he’d been tracking a new object that had entered the system—an
object that seemed to be traveling far faster than anything ever detected
before—and then it had just disappeared.

Would Frank believe him? Or think he
was incompetent?

That thought brought him to his
data—his proof that he hadn’t been chasing ghosts on the screen—and
he pulled that up and checked it.

No doubt about it—the object was
there—and according to his calculations, the speed, size, and
trajectory made it a definite threat.

Or would have if it had gotten
closer.

Because it was huge—easily as big as
747 and it had been approaching Earth orbit at a frightening
velocity if it impacted.

“Problem Bill?”

Bill jumped at the voice near his
shoulder and whipped a look at his supervisor.

Apparently there was something about
his expression that increased Frank’s alarm. “What is
it?”

Bill licked his lips. “I … uh … I
don’t know. I’ve run checks on the equipment three times. I don’t
see a problem with it ….”

“Your equipment is
malfunctioning?” the supervisor asked with an obvious mixture of
irritation and relief.

“That’s the problem! It
isn’t! Malfunctioning, I mean. Not that I can tell. Maybe
….”

“Bill,” Frank ground out
with determined patience, “why
do you think the equipment might be
malfunctioning?”

Bill stared at him
self-consciously.

“Spit it out, man!” Frank
said impatiently. “You must have seen something that scared the
hell out of you!”

Bill shrugged. “I don’t know. I
thought it might be a glitch. That’s why I was checking everything.
I was … well I’ve been tracking this new object for the past
several days—spotted it last Thursday—way out near the ort cloud.
It was big—moving fast—and … well it entered the system like an
arrow and looked like it was headed straight for us.”

“Good god! And you didn’t
think to mention it? Wait! What do you mean ‘was’?”

“I was trying to verify my
data before reporting it!” Bill snapped indignantly. “It wasn’t
moving like anything I’d seen before.”

“Explain!” Frank growled
impatiently.

Bill shook his head. “Well, it’s gone
now. It doesn’t matter.”

Frank frowned. “Hit
something?”

Bill shook his head. “No. It just …
vanished.” He struggled with his discomfort. “I was thinking about
asking you if we could recalibrate the infrared to check it
out.”

Frank stared at Bill’s computer screen
in silence for several moments, but it was clear his brain was
functioning at light speed. “Send your data to my computer and then
use your data to calculate where it would be if it hasn’t changed
course.”

“Changed course?” Bill
echoed, stunned. “How could it …?”

But Frank was already gone.

When he’d gathered his wits, Bill
managed to focus on pulling up the data he needed and running the
calculations. He took his findings directly to his
supervisor.

Frank was studying his computer screen
when he arrived at his office. He didn’t even glance up when Bill
knocked. “Come!” he said absently.

Bill entered, hesitated on the other
side of the desk, and finally simply put his drive down on the
desktop. Deciding he’d been dismissed, he straightened.

“Come have a look at
this,” Frank commanded before he could even step away from the
desk.

Curious, he rounded Frank’s desk to
stare at the computer screen.

It was his data! A mixture of
confusion, anger, and suspicion flooded him. “You already had the
data?” he asked.

Frank glanced at him.
“This looks like what you saw? Just
like it?”

The questions threw him for a loop. He
looked at the screen again. “That isn’t my data?”

Frank pointed to the lower right hand
corner of the screen. There was a time stamp on the video. It was
dated nearly ten years earlier. He shook his head, as if by doing
so he could clear away some of his confusion. “I don’t
understand.”

“This looks like what you
saw?” Frank persisted.

Bill shrugged. “Yeah, pretty much.” He
frowned. “I’ve seen some freaky weird things in space, but this
takes the cake. What do you think it is?”

Frank stared at it.
“Visitors.”

Bill recoiled as if he’d been hit.
“Visitors?” he echoed.

“Looks like maybe four to
six pods or landers or whatever they call them.” He turned to study
Bill’s face. “Looks like they’re back.”

Bill gaped at Frank, trying to wrap
his mind around what Frank was suggesting—but he just
couldn’t.

Because he couldn’t
swallow that they’d had alien contact a decade earlier and
no one knew!

No one but Frank.

He was still trying to
figure out how to respond to what Frank had said—actually if
he should respond
or if he should go straight to Frank’s superior with his suspicion
that Frank might have had a psychotic break—when he discovered
Frank had grabbed his zip drive and inserted it into his computer.
That distracted him from his thoughts and refocused them on the
strange incident he’d recorded.

An hour later they were looking at
images from the infrared telescope—images of the object that had
disappeared from Bill’s computer screen—images amazingly like the
one Frank had shown him before with one significant
difference.

“Only one,” Frank said,
voicing Bill’s thoughts aloud.

“One,” Bill repeated like
a parrot.

“The mother ship seems to
have taken up orbit around Jupiter.”

“Mother ship,” Bill
repeated, trying to wrap his mind around what seemed to be
happening on the screen.

Frank picked up the phone on his desk
and dialed a number. “They’re back. Yes. Confirmed. Only one this
time. Coming in fast. You got it on your screen?” He was silent for
several moments. “Ok. Confirmed. I’ll take care of things over
here.”

When he hung up, he looked at Bill
assessingly. “Best thing you can do is forget this happened. There
will be no confirmation data if you decide to go
public.”

Bill stared at him. “That was a UFO.
Is.”

Frank shrugged. “I suppose if anybody
had seen it they might have thought it was.”

“But it’s coming here.
Somebody’s bound to see it!”

“Actually, they aren’t
bound to. These … visitors used a sophisticated cloaking mechanism
when they came before. No doubt they’ve got something as good or
better now. Unfortunately for our visitor, we have a lot better technology than
we had the last time. He won’t slip through our nets this time like
he did before. We’re going to nail the bastard and then we’ll know
what the hell they’re doing here!”


Chapter One

Chelsey paused in her attempt to apply
her makeup and studied the tremor in her hand that was making the
task nearly impossible. She didn’t think she would’ve minded it so
much if she’d known the shakes were from excitement rather than
plain old fashioned dread. Unfortunately, there was no convincing
herself that she felt an ounce of anticipation and her frustration
mounted at having to work so hard to prepare for something she
didn’t want to do at all.

She’d been so
angry with Marla when
her sister had announced that she was throwing her an early
birthday bash! She didn’t know why
Marla couldn’t get it through her head that she
just needed time to lick her wounds! She didn’t feel like partying! Maybe sometime
in the not too distant future she’d begin to feel alive again,
start feeling as if there was actually something to look forward
to, but not yet. She wasn’t ready yet!

She was still trying to
come to terms with the fact that her son—her only child!—had
brushed her off just like his father had, had chosen to live with his father! She
didn’t think it would’ve crushed her nearly as much if it had been
a matter of the money, of being practical. She knew she couldn’t
provide for Larry like his father could. It would’ve hurt that he
hadn’t loved her enough to be willing to live with a little
hardship to be with her, but it wouldn’t have hurt nearly as much
as it had to see him look at her like his father did—like she was
some kind of … lower life form like an … amoeba!

She was as angry with
herself as she was with Lawrence Sr.! She’d known he was waging a
psychological war with her, had been almost from the time they’d
gotten married. Of course she hadn’t really understood what
obsessive compulsive disorder was in those days. She’d thought
Lawrence’s ruthless determination to control everything around him
was just a manifestation of his machismo! If she
had known, she might
have had enough sense to cut and run.

And maybe that was all it
really was, at first? Maybe the problem had grown with time
and become OCD?

Or maybe she was just
looking for excuses for herself for allowing him to crush her when
she should’ve refused to allow him to control every aspect of her
life? She’d known he was working to turn Larry against her almost
from birth, certainly from the time their son was old enough to
begin brainwashing him! She’d at least suspected it. She didn’t suppose
she’d actually acknowledged it until she’d seen that it was
working.

She should’ve left the
bastard sooner, before he’d had time to convince her son that she
was as worthless as he thought she was!

That train of thought brought her
close to tears as it usually did, part grief and part anger.
Sniffing, she struggled to grasp another thought to divert herself
to keep from breaking down again, and focused on her reflection.
Who was this woman, she wondered abruptly? She hardly recognized
herself—maybe because, bit by bit, she’d allowed Lawrence to erase
the person she was?

Or maybe simply because she’d stopped
really looking at the person she was, or had been, and begun only
to look at herself as a canvas where Lawrence sought perfection? He
didn’t particularly like her nose. It was a bit too long for his
tastes and what was up with that little hump on the bridge? Had she
broken it sometime? He actually preferred something a little more
pert, more elegant.

Of course he didn’t want to shell out
his hard earned money to fix the damned thing! Just because he’d
made her self-conscious about it didn’t mean she should ‘mess’ with
nature. He preferred natural beauty. Her lips were too thin,
too—looked like somebody had slashed her face when she wore
lipstick. She should avoid the red lipstick he’d told her he
liked.

It was a shame she didn’t have bigger
boobs when he liked big boobs on a woman but they wouldn’t be real
if she got a boob job, so what was the point?

Her hair didn’t look nearly as blond
as it had when she was younger. It had started to look like dirty
dishwater. Did she used to bleach it? Or was she putting something
on it now to make herself look like white trash?

Squeezing her eyes closed as if she
could crush the thoughts by doing so, she focused on the image in
the mirror when she opened them again rather than the image
Lawrence had built in her mind. What she saw jolted her—hollow eyes
and hollow cheeks. It was a damned shame, she thought wryly, that
the ‘waif’ look wasn’t ‘in’ for women her age! She’d struggled for
years to attain the weight Lawrence had thought ideal and never
managed it … until the divorce. Now she was starting to look like
an escapee from some starving third world country!

It wasn’t just the fine
lines that made her look every year of her age! It was the dullness
in her eyes and her skin and hair! She looked beaten down!
Even she thought
so. She probably looked worse to everyone that looked at her. Her
hair wasn’t just unfashionably long—because Lawrence had turned
wrong side out any time she mentioned cutting it—she looked like a
throw back from centuries earlier with hair down her waist! Or
maybe like somebody trying to pretend they were still a kid? Or
trying to fool people into thinking she was?

The thought brought the
first surge of rebellion she’d felt in years. She wasn’t
old just because her
ex-bastard had hooked up with a girl barely old enough to be
considered an adult!

Well—ten years younger than her, which
made Lawrence fifteen years older!

She probably just wanted his money—not
that Lawrence didn’t look good for his age! He kept fit, but he
still looked enough older than his girlfriend people thought she
was his daughter! It would serve the bastard right if she took him
to the cleaners!

She resented the fact that the woman
would get what she’d put into the marriage, but, hateful or not,
she thought she would almost rather that than knowing Lawrence was
enjoying it!

Pushing the thoughts aside when she
flicked a look at her watch and saw she was running late, she
rifled through the beauty products Marla had been piling on her in
an effort to build an interest in ‘fixing herself up’ when she
didn’t have one. She thought it would make her feel better to at
least put some effort into her appearance and it was bound to make
Marla happy.

And she might cut her a little
slack.

She didn’t really want to arrive late,
though. She was so uncomfortable in big gatherings! She hated doing
anything that might attract attention!

Shrugging it off with the reflection
that she wouldn’t be very late if she hurried, she grabbed the
shampoo and rinse that was supposed to ‘brighten and repair tired
or damaged hair’ and leapt into the shower before the temperature
had even adjusted. It occurred to her as she was scrubbing
frantically with her loufa that she hadn’t bothered to shave. She
debated and finally grabbed the razor. It wasn’t like she had to
worry about a man discovering she had hairy legs, she thought
wryly, but she needed to feel like she was preparing for something
special, she decided. She needed to work on trying to feel
attractive—starting from the skin up!

Neither the attitude adjustment nor
the hot shower had served to banish the bruised look around her
eyes. Fortunately, there were cosmetics for that! She used them
sparingly anyway. Lawrence had never liked for her to use a lot—not
that she gave a damn what Lawrence liked or didn’t like
anymore!—but she wasn’t use to wearing much. It wasn’t as if
anything was going to hide the fine lines anyway! Makeup only
seemed to emphasize them.

Her hair was still wet when she’d
finished making up her face. She debated whether to try the blow
dryer and dismissed it. The heat would just make it frizz. She
could just leave it loose until it dried and capture it in a hair
tie once it had.

Marla had said it was a hen party and
she should just dress comfortably. She debated over those
instructions for a few moments and finally decided to grab a newish
pair of jeans anyway. Comfortable to her might mean the well warn
and roomy, but it meant designer casual to Marla.

Not that she had designer anything!
She had several pairs of jeans she hadn’t worn before because they
were a little tight, though, and an outrageously skimpy top Marla
had given her for Christmas that she hadn’t had the nerve to
wear—because there was no way to wear a bra with it!

She felt the next thing to naked when
she’d put it on but, really, her hair was long enough she could’ve
made like Lady Godiva and nobody would’ve known if she was
completely naked! If she felt uncomfortable, she reasoned, she
could just leave her hair down and hide behind it. The jeans
weren’t tight anymore—at least not too tight to breathe or sit
down. They created a slight ‘muffin’ top around the waist, but she
decided the shirt hid that well enough.

It was just ‘hens’ at this party
anyway, she reminded herself, promising herself she’d choke her
sister to death if she discovered she’d slipped in another eligible
bachelor. Grabbing something to tie her hair back if she decided to
once it dried, she stuffed it in her purse, slipped her feet into a
pair of thong sandals and dashed out of her apartment.

The damned car wouldn’t
start!

After banging her forehead
on the steering wheel a couple of times, Chelsey debated whether
she even wanted to try to make the damned party! Finally, deciding Marla was going
to be pissed off if she didn’t, she pressed the catch release on
the hood and the trunk and got out. Grabbing a screw driver from
the trunk, she went around and lifted the hood to stare blankly at
the engine.

If it was the engine, she was just
screwed! Focusing on the battery, she hammered at the connections
with the handle end of the screw driver and went back to try the
starter. The starter groaned, sending a flash of excitement through
her, but the engine didn’t catch. Deciding, maybe, it was just the
corrosion, she went back inside her apartment and mixed up a pot
full of water and soda.

A spark flew off the battery when she
hit it with the screw driver again, scaring the shit out of her.
Shaken, she went back and tried to start the car again. Thankfully,
it started.

She was still jittery over the near
mishap and the problem starting the car when she arrived, but it at
least distracted her from her anxiety about the party
itself!

Marla looked her over and frowned when
she arrived and Chelsey’s self-confidence took a nosedive. “What in
the world have you been doing?”

Chelsey shrugged. “The car wouldn’t
start.”

Shaking her head, Marla grabbed her
and marched her through the living room and into her spare bedroom.
“Clean up and change. It’s a damned good thing I told you to get
here by 6:30! I knew you’d be late!”


Chapter Two

Wondering what she was supposed to
change in to, Chelsey headed into the adjoining bath to see what
the problem was.

“Shit!” she exclaimed the
moment she saw her reflection. How the hell had she managed to get
black grease on herself?

Her hands told the story! The damned
screwdriver must have had grease all over it! Releasing an
irritated huff, she scrubbed her hands and then cleaned the smears
off of her nose and forehead. She’d also spattered her clothes when
she’d poured the soda over the battery, she discovered. Using a
damp cloth, she brushed at the spots in the hope of removing them
and finally gave up.

Fortunately, she discovered she’d left
a few things when she moved out of her sister’s house and into her
apartment—probably in the laundry.

Actually, she hadn’t ‘forgotten’ them
or overlooked them, she recalled when she’d picked them up to
examine them. It was some of the things Marla had bought to ‘cheer’
her up—way too risqué to her mind and too young for a woman her age
if it came to that. She was a teacher, for god’s sake! She couldn’t
be seen in public in this sort of thing!

Marla brought her a mixed drink. “I
was thinking about that one,” she said, pointing at it as Chelsey
took the drink.

It was a halter top similar to the one
she was wearing … except it had a looped cutout in the front that
exposed most of her boobs. “I didn’t put on a bra.”

“You shouldn’t wear a bra
with sort of thing anyway,” Marla said dryly.

“My boobs will fall
out!”

Marla shrugged. “So? Shove them back
in. There isn’t anybody coming except a few of the
girls.”

“Don?” Chelsey said
pointedly, reminding Marla she had a husband, and two boys that
were way too old to see auntie’s boobies if it came to
that!

“Hell! I didn’t want him
in the way! I convinced him to take the boys camping for the
weekend.”

Chelsey took a gulp of the drink and
made a face. “My god, Marla! Did you put any mixer in
this?”

Marla rolled her eyes. “You’re
supposed to sip it!” She turned away. “Hurry up! The girls should
be arriving any time and I don’t want the snacks to get cold and
soggy!”

The ‘snacks’ were
fancy hors d’oeuvres Marla had had catered for the party that were as delicious,
and fattening Chelsey didn’t doubt, as they were beautiful to look
at.

The ‘girls’ ranged in age
from thirty to fifty. Roughly half of them were single like
Chelsey—meaning divorced. Arriving by ones and twos, Marla’s
friends were as giddy as school girls. “Ooooh! Marla always throws
the best parties! I can’t believe … uh ….” Beverly Saxs broke off
when Marla threw an hors d’oeuvre
at her.

“Catch!” Marla exclaimed
gaily, and then narrowed her eyes at Beverly when she gaped at her
instead of trying to catch the hors
d’oeuvre that hit her on the chest and
then landed on the floor. She blinked a couple of times and then
her eyes rounded. “Ohhh! We weren’t …. God I’m starving! Let’s
eat!”

Instantly suspicious, Chelsey would’ve
pursued it if she hadn’t noticed the women were arriving with
‘birthday’ presents. Since her birthday was almost a month away,
and they were Marla’s friends, not hers, she was uncomfortable
enough to be completely distracted.

“Marla!” she hissed when
her sister had directed everyone into the great room to help
themselves while she broke out the wine. “You told them it was
my birthday?”

Marla stared at her. “Early birthday.
I didn’t tell them to bring presents! They did it because they
wanted to. Relax, will you? It’s probably just little fun things,
you know? Gag gifts?”

Feeling a little relieved, she didn’t
argue when Marla sent her into the great room to entertain their
guests while she got the wine. She didn’t see that they actually
needed entertaining. Most of them were down on their knees around
the huge coffee table, a plate in one hand and their gazes fixed on
the dishes. Cynthia Dixon was going through the videos in the
cabinet beside the enormous wall mounted TV and Barb Smith was
looking through the music collection.

“Where did you put the
pornos?” Cynthia yelled at the ceiling after a moment.

Chelsey shot her a surprised
look.

“They’re in that box by
your foot,” Marla responded as she joined them. “We don’t keep them
in here!”

“Eew! We aren’t going to
be watching porns while we try to eat?” Milly Overton
complained.

Cynthia had knelt by the box. Without
looking up, she shot a bird at Milly. “You don’t have to
watch.”

Barb apparently found something that
appealed to her. The stereo blared to life, drowning out any
response Milly might have made. Barb adjusted the sound slightly
lower. “Sorry! I didn’t realize I had it all the way
up.”

“I was about to put on a
porn!” Cynthia said indignantly.

Barb rolled her eyes. “Like we need to
listen to the dialogue!”

Cynthia thought it over and shrugged.
Shoving her choices into the machine designed to play multiples,
she grabbed the remotes and headed for the L shaped sectional sofa
where everyone was gathered. Marla poured wine for everyone, set
the bottle down, and focused on grabbing her own snacks. “Oh! This
is one of my favorites!” she exclaimed, settling on the couch with
her plate.

Chelsey wasn’t certain whether she was
talking about the food or the video, but when she followed Marla’s
gaze she did a double take. “Oh my god! Is that …? Is that what it
looks like?”

“Those can’t be real!”
Milly gasped. “They look like … elephant trunks!”

Barb snorted her wine and then coughed
for ten minutes while Beverly pounded her on the back—until Barb
finally caught her breath and managed to fight her off. “Of course
they’re real! The name of it is ‘Giant Cocks and the Ladies Who
Love Them’,” she said snickering. “Where in the world did you get
this, Marla?”

“Oh! Now that
can’t be real!” Beverly
objected a few moments later when one of the guys, who looked like
he had a two foot dong, began pumping it into first one and then
another of the impossibly large breasted women in the video. “It
must be … retractable or something!”

Chelsey was so mesmerized she forgot
about the food on her plate until a piece slid off and landed in
her lap. Cynthia put the player on fast forward and they all
watched the pair fuck in high speed for several moments, then she
put it in reverse, which was even funnier.

As an ice breaker, Chelsey thought
ruefully, it worked great. By the time they’d watched the video
with everyone vying with witty commentary, drinking wine, and
munching on the catered food, everyone was totally relaxed and
completely in a party mood. They got louder and more raunchy in
their comments as the wine sank lower in the bottles. They got up
and danced wildly around the room whenever any of their favorite
songs played, and then collapsed breathlessly on the couch and
complained about not being able to dance like they used
to.

In spite of the rough start to her
night, Chelsey found herself relaxing and having more fun than she
could remember having since she’d been a kid. Ruefully, she
admitted part of it was undoubtedly the wine, but she thought she
would’ve felt like she was in the midst of a wild college sorority
party even without the wine as uninhibited as everyone was
behaving. Of course, the wild college boys were conspicuous by
their absence, but the stallions prancing across the big screen
like randy satyrs gave the party the right ‘atmosphere’.

They’d graduated from the wine to
mixed drinks when Marla announced it was time for the ‘special’
entertainment she’d lined up for them. Everyone began to whoop and
clap enthusiastically. Chelsey had no idea what the entertainment
was, but she laughed and joined the others clamoring for the
show.

Marla and Cynthia pushed the large
coffee table with the remains of their refreshments out of the way
and then Marla headed over to the light switch to dim the lights
while Cynthia turned the TV off and changed the music on the
stereo. Barb moved to the floor lamps around the room and switched
them on, adjusting the lights until they focused on a single spot
in the center of the great room.

The women ranged along the couch began
to clap in sync, chanting, “Diablo! Diablo!”

Laughing, Chelsey clapped and chanted
with them without having the first clue of what they were chanting
about.

Barb, Marla, and Cynthia scurried to
the couch and flopped on to the cushions just as the music Cynthia
had put on to play started. The door that led down the hall to the
bedrooms opened dramatically and smoke billowed out of
it.

Chelsey gasped in momentary alarm as
the smoke poured from the hall. A dark figure seemed to flow
outward with the smoke, emerging from the shadows created by the
lighting almost like a dark shadow among the others. The masked
figure swept to the center of the spotlight, flipped his cloak back
to reveal a bright white dress shirt and black dress pants, and
began to gyrate in time to the music.

Chelsey sucked in a breath of surprise
as he flipped the cloak off and twirled it around himself as he
danced, almost like a matador. Around her, the other women began to
squeal with delight and bounce up and down on the couch, calling
out lewd praise and invitations as he tossed the cloak aside and
whipped the mask off, tossing it as he had the cape. A flicker of
recognition swept through Chelsey, but before she could pursue the
errant memory, he grasped his shirt, ‘tearing’ it off so that all
that was left was the collar around his throat and the cuffs at his
wrists.

The motion instantly drew her
attention from his face to his chest. The beautifully sculpted
torso he revealed was either already damp with the sweat of his
efforts or oiled. The light gleamed on his flawless skin,
emphasizing the mesmerizing play of muscles along his belly, chest,
and arms as he danced. Leaping into the air, he came down and did a
split and then up again as if he was on pulleys. When he was on his
feet again, he reached down and grasped the sides of his trousers
and tore them off as he had the shirt, tossing them in the
direction of the screaming ladies on the couch.

Chelsey’s attention was instantly
riveted to the bulge that filled the soft red knit thong he was
wearing beneath. Imagination or not, it seemed that the fabric
molded to his genitals in a way that made it clear it was primarily
a monster cock that created the bulge. He turned, displaying firm,
rounded buttocks and a back that was as beautifully sculpted as his
chest.

Turning to face them again, he glanced
at the women lined up along the couch and then headed directly
toward her. Her eyes rounded the moment she realized he was heading
toward her. She tensed all over in an instinctive urge to retreat.
Before she could surge to her feet, however, he leaned over
her.

For a split second they were nearly to
nose.

Garryk stared into her eyes and
instantly abandoned the well rehearsed routine that had been
guiding him on autopilot from the moment he’d recognized Chelsey
among the women he’d been hired to entertain. He supposed, more
accurately, it abandoned him, leaving him with no guidance at all
beyond his instincts and those were honed entirely upon the hunt.
Lifting his hands to her bare shoulders, he ran them lightly over
the smooth skin and down her arms, clasping her hands. “Come on.
I’m giving you a private lap dance,” he murmured hoarsely, tugging
on her gently as he straightened, coaxing when everything inside
him was screaming to simply haul her to her feet and carry her off
to a place where he’d have her to himself.

He felt a moment of resistance and
then she yielded, coming to her feet. Some of the tension eased
from him, the anxiety that she would refuse, but it merely gave way
to the savage need pounding through him. Mostly oblivious to the
other women now, though he was vaguely aware of the clapping and
the chant they’d begun—‘Go Chelsey! Go Chelsey!’—he turned and
headed across the Great Room toward the hall where he’d emerged,
his mind in too much turmoil to have any clear goal in
mind.

As he reached the hallway, however,
his mind leapt to the room where he’d prepared for his performance
and he strode quickly toward it, pushing the door open and pulling
her inside. Her eyes were wide as he pulled her around in a circle.
She had the kind of eyes a man could drown in, filled with the kind
of uncertainty and vulnerability that gave rise to a rush of
testosterone—the urge to conquer and, at the same time, made a man
want to rescue her, to protect. He felt all of that and more as he
stared into her eyes, but he didn’t think anything short of
screaming terror could’ve turned him from his purpose at that point
and he didn’t see that.

He saw confusion, but also desire and
that fed his own, threatening to send it spinning completely out of
control when he was hanging on by a thread now. He had been since
he’d spotted her and all the things he’d felt for this woman for
what seemed like forever had descended over him like a
thunderclap.

He waltzed her backwards toward the
backless bench that stood at the foot of the bed, not because he
was in any mood to delay and savor the victory he’d been
fantasizing about for years, but because he could see the fear
skating just beneath the surface of her desire. She wanted him and
that was all that really mattered. Finally, she’d looked at him
with the desire he’d longed to see in her eyes.

All he had to do was control the need
ravaging him, gentle her, and she was his. Her eyes widened with a
touch of panic when she felt the bench behind her knees. He slipped
his hands upward to her upper arms and guided her onto it,
following her, maintaining the illusion that he intended nothing
more than the lap dance he’d promised. Once he’d climbed onto the
bench astride her lap, however, could feel the heat radiating from
her and hear her rapid, panting breaths, he discovered he was as
near a total loss of control as he’d ever been in his life. He
caught one of her hands as he undulated over her, lifting it.
“Touch me,” he demanded hoarsely, guiding the hand he held to his
chest and clasping it to one pec, just above his pounding
heart.

He thought for a moment that she would
snatch her hand back the moment he released it. Instead, after
hesitating for an endless moment while he held his breath, she
curled her fingers. A dizzying rush went through him as she
hesitantly explored his upper chest, and then her gaze drifted
downward. His heart slammed against his chest wall in triumph. He
felt his cock, semi-erect already, fill to aching
fullness.

Her head snapped up, her eyes
widening. He swallowed convulsively, cupped her hand and guided it
downward to cup his erection, guiding it along his length. Her gaze
drifted down again, but once more when he tentatively released her
hand it stayed, poised, and then gripped him. His eyes slammed shut
at the excruciating sensations that poured through him.

When he opened them again, he saw that
she was looking up at him as she had before. He stared back at her
indecisively for a moment and then threw caution to the wind.
Threading his fingers through her hair, he curled them around her
skull to prevent her retreat and lowered his head to cover her soft
mouth with his own, capturing her faint gasp of surprise and then
surrender as he breached the barrier and lay claim to the tender
inner recesses with his tongue.

As if she’d lost all will, become
enchanted, Chelsey allowed him to guide her, yielding to each
demand he made of her with a sense of being swept away by a force
too powerful to resist, feeling her body react with heated wonder
as if that, too, was his to command. The tremors she felt racing
through his big, muscular body were almost as unnerving as they
were enthralling, however, and she wavered moment to moment between
her sense of self-preservation and complete
capitulation.

Self-preservation lost the battle the
moment she felt his mouth close over hers, though, crumbling in the
face of determined conquest. Drunk already from his scent that had
enveloped her in a cloud of euphoric abandon, the moment she felt
his tongue stroke along hers, felt his taste fill her mouth and
awaken seemingly every nerve ending in her body, she completely
lost her moorings. Her hand curled more tightly along his cock,
more a mindless reaction of the abrupt increase of tension than
deliberation.

She felt the jolt that ran through
him. His kiss became wilder, more abandoned. He reached between
them, capturing her hand and guiding it back and forth along his
length as he had before and yet, when she caught the rhythm and
tried to stroke him as he seemed to want her to, he caught her hand
and stilled it. Breaking the kiss, he stared at her for a long
moment, panting hoarsely. Abruptly, he shifted his hold on her.
Encircling her with one arm, he lifted her, dragging her backwards
onto the mattress. She’d barely registered the fact that he’d
carried her onto the bed when she felt his hand settle on her belly
and skate upward beneath her top.

He captured her gasp of surprise with
his mouth when he cupped one breast and kneaded it, distracting her
with the rhythmic stroke of his tongue along hers while he massaged
her breasts and plucked at her nipples with his fingers until they
were tautly erect. When he abruptly broke from her lips again and
shifted downward, shoving her top up to expose her breasts,
discomfort wafted through her despite the dizzying disorientation
that gripped her. She caught his hands anxiously, trying to protect
herself from his perusal.

He met her gaze. Something flickered
through the wildfire in his eyes. He swallowed convulsively and
transferred his attention to her hands as if willing her to release
her frantic grip. As if his gaze alone was enough to control her,
she found her fingers uncurling almost with a will of their own. He
curled his hands around her wrists, manacling them as he pushed her
top up. For several, long moments, he merely stared at her breasts.
Finally, swallowing convulsively, he flicked a look at her face.
“Chelsey—baby—you’re so beautiful,” he murmured hoarsely, leaning
down to pluck at first one and then the other with no more than his
lips.

Chelsey felt her breath catch in her
throat as she watched him. Her eyes slid closed as warmth wafted
through her and heat when he ceased to pluck at them and took one
nipple into his mouth, sucking it. Currents like electricity jolted
through her, arrowing downward to her lower belly. Her womb
contracted and she felt heated moisture flood her channel as he
alternately sucked and teased her nipple with the tip of his
tongue.

A mindless sort of fever enveloped
her. Before many moments passed, she began to feel a restlessness
take hold. It eased its grip on her slightly when he released the
nipple he’d been teasing and then seized her in a tighter grip when
he transferred his attention to the other. The jolt that went
through her that time was harder, seemed to knock the air from her
lungs. She twisted, wrestled for possession of her hands, but when
he released them, she couldn’t think what to do with them beyond
gripping him tightly and trying to keep from floating
away.

He shifted upward again abruptly,
covering her mouth with his as he reached between them and began
tugging at the waistband of her jeans. For a moment, she thought it
would defeat his determination and then she heard the snap pop,
felt the release of the zipper. He shoved his hand into the opening
with an eagerness she didn’t doubt, cupping her mound briefly with
his fingers and then parting her nether lips with one and stroking
her cleft.
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