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      That one night changed everything!

      I let my gorgeous, ripped, and filthy rich boss take my innocence.

      This was supposed to be just fun – a no strings attached, one night stand.

      And this was definitely not supposed to get me pregnant!

      

      Yep, the test result is positive,

      And I can’t let my baby daddy know about it.

      He’s ten years older than me,

      And well…let’s say, it’s complicated.

      So, I run away from his life,

      Carrying my little secret with me.

      Until…four years later, I meet him again…at a charity auction.

      He looks just as yummy as ever,

      Same green eyes as my (our) son’s,

      The same heated desire as our first night together.

      Someone get me a manual with clear instructions on how to deal with a second one night stand with the same person,

      Oh…and how to hide this HUGE secret !
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      There were sounds of laughter, playful arguing and general revelry all around me. It all clashed together in my ears, making a headache grow between my temples and my already sour mood turn foul. I usually held a fondness for parties, which was why I had a penchant for throwing them so often.

      But usually was the keyword there.

      As the head of my own company, I found that shindigs and events were much more useful than most people gave them credit for. There was the networking, and not to mention that lips loosened by free booze often let tightly guarded secrets slip. There was also the fact that ladies would often dress up, and by that I meant dress down, and I did like watching lovely women dance and have a good time all because of me. Aside from all the business benefits, I just enjoyed spending time with my employees. I didn’t consider myself some lofty founder who was above their heads, so I would go out of my way to get to know those who helped my company move like a well-oiled machine. The only reason I was as successful as I was, was because of them. I wasn’t so arrogant to think that I could have done all of it on my own.

      At that moment, however, I was less than thrilled to be at one of my own events. My heart just wasn’t in it, and I was worried that my mood might affect those around me, which I certainly didn’t want. While I wanted my employees to know that I appreciated them, and looked out for them, I didn’t want them to think that I was weak. And considering everything that had happened in the previous weeks, I certainly didn’t feel very strong.

      No, I was utterly exhausted, and the cacophony all around me was just wearing at the thin bit of resolve I had left.

      The past month had been Hell. My father had passed away after a pulmonary embolism so suddenly that it felt like my head was still spinning. I still wasn’t over the loss. One moment I had a Dad, a man who supported me my whole life and gave me the seed money to start my business. A man who I could go to when I had difficult questions or just reassurance. My father was such a prominent point of support for me as I grew up, much different than a lot of my friends, who’s own dads had been busy with money, affairs or anything but them. I knew I was lucky. I’d always valued and cherished the time we had together, but… then poof. It was all over. The thought that he was no longer with me to celebrate my victories hurt. Hurt didn’t even really cover it. It felt like someone had delved a dagger so deep inside of me that no one else could see it, and every day it twisted a little more, and a little more, until I would be dead myself.

      I shook my head. It wouldn’t do to think that way. I wasn’t going to die. Plenty of people had been through worse and I would get through it. It was just… more difficult than I had imagined.

      It didn’t help that earlier, the papers for the disbursement of my father's estate came in. I had actually been looking forward to the party I had planned for my employees before I opened that letter. If I didn’t know better, I would have thought that I was cursed with bad luck.

      No, I knew it wasn’t bad luck. It was just life.

      Life that gave me a father and mother who loved me dearly and supported me through everything. I needed to be grateful for what I had, not lovesick over what I lost. But still… those words were easier thought than followed through.

      I raked a hand through my coarse dark hair. I was standing off to the side of the large room where the main focus of the party was. I had rented out a ballroom at a hotel and of course hired a couple of bartender to handle the drinks at the very open bar. There were a handful of servers as well and a cleaning crew that would come when everything was over. Normally I would be in the thick of it, but I just wanted space for a moment. To think and sip at my whisky neat and not have to perform.

      But too long in one spot made me restless, thoughts I didn’t want to entertain creeping up in my mind and winding around my ears in insistent little whispers. I hated it, but I knew that if I kept lurking in the shadows, that they would just continue growing until I was too sour to be fit for even the slightest of human company.

      With a sigh, I wandered throughout the room and let others come up to me. I would speak to them like normal, but I wouldn’t go out of my way to keep the conversation alive. Maybe just one lap would get those whispers to die down and I could sulk off to some corner again without anyone noticing.

      But as I passed through the crowd, stopping to talk and answer questions, I couldn’t help but catch drunken whispers spoken a little too loudly by inebriated lips.

      “God, he’s so hot.”

      “Yeah, but I hear he’s totally gay.”

      “Do you ever think what it must be like to have so much money but be so alone?”

      “Shh! Didn’t you read the news? His father just passed.”

      “I hear he’s engaged to some actress. What was her name?”

      “He looks sad. Did he just go through a break up?”

      “Awful glum for a guy who’s about to hitch his wagon to a hollywood darling.”

      It grew to be too much too quickly and I made my breakaway for the edge of the room again. Comments about my father weren’t easy, but the constant rumors about Alyssa made what little patience I had crumble.

      She was a beautiful woman, without a doubt, but we weren’t anywhere near engaged. We had gone on a couple of casual dates, just getting to know each other, but the paparazzi had gone absolutely ham and decided that we were in love - which we were not. Although we enjoyed each other's company, and there wasn’t anything off putting about her, it had always been casual encounters. Neither of us had any interest in a serious relationship, let alone engagement. We just weren’t in the right places in our lives, and I was also pretty sure that she was in love with her co-star and in serious denial about it. Not that I blamed her. Rachel Danvers was also beautiful and the two ladies had incredible on screen chemistry, even if Alyssa wasn’t quite ready to come out of the closet yet.

      At least the paparazzi decided to leave my work event alone. For both my employee’s and my own sake, it was quite the relief. Although some of the folks who worked under me had starry eyed dreams of fame, most of them just wanted to work hard then go home to their private lives and have them stay private.

      I lingered again, finishing off my drink and just holding the empty glass. Once more, when I stayed still for too long, thoughts I didn’t want to think began to creep in, layered with memories that were still too bittersweet to touch. I was getting ready to try another no doubt ill-faded walk across the floor when I heard a loud shriek and a commotion.

      I scanned the room, looking for the source of the sound. It took a moment, but I found it, my gaze landing on the bar.

      There was a woman I didn’t know, she had long blonde hair that hung well past her shoulders. She wore a simple yet elegant dress that hugged every curve of her generous body, swept dramatically back as she stood over a man who was laid out on his back. The man clutched at his nose and I could hear the pained groans that escaped past his lips even from where I was. There were some swears in there too, and I drew closer.

      The woman had her hands clenched into fists and I could see blood on her right fist. Her arms seemed to tremble, but I couldn’t tell if it was out of fear or outrage. “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll stay down.”

      “You fuckin’ bitch!” The man roared as he got to his feet. He still had a hand on his nose, blood seeping between his fingers, and tried to swing at the blonde.

      That did not go well for him.

      The blonde, straight-faced, kicked her thick leg out and nailed the man right between his legs with her wedge-clad foot.

      I twitched in sympathy as the man fell back to the floor with a howl of pain. With a steady stride, I made my way over to separate the two. I didn’t know the context of the altercation and it was my duty as everyone’s boss to see what happened.

      People moved out of the way for me as I drew near the bar. I could feel their stares but continued onward without missing a beat.

      “What is going on here?” My voice was gruff as I eyed the man and woman.

      My gaze was torn from the two when a young lady spoke up. She wasn’t the blond or the man, but she still looked quite shaken, her young eyes red-rimmed and her face pale. She had to be in her early twenties, barely even legal enough to drink. I could also tell she was an intern by the badge she had pinned to her front.

      “Mr. Bishop, sir, um it was my fault.”

      “How so?” My brows shot up toward my hairline. The girl was a tiny thing, like a runway model who had been shrunken down several inches and terrified out of her mind. I very much doubted that she would have started any sort of fight.

      “W-well, the man, he asked me if I wanted a drink. I said no, I’m not twenty-one yet. I’m part of the c-college program you put together. I just, I uh, I didn’t want to be rude, but he kept pressuring me and I didn’t know what to say, and then he, he…” she lowered her gaze and flushed red. “He grabbed my butt, and then this lady came over and told him to get his hands off me.” Her eyes lifted from the floor to look at the larger woman gratefully. “Thank you,” she breathed, barely a whisper. “I’m sorry for causing a ruckus.”

      Now that wouldn’t do at all. It was a mess, but messes were always bound to happen when alcohol was involved.

      “I don’t see how any of this is your fault.” I gave the frightened intern a soft smile. “You didn’t do anything wrong.” She heaved a shaky sigh of relief and I turned my gaze to the intern’s savior. The blond had stayed in one spot but still had her guard up, her eyes locked on the man who was swaying slightly.

      “Miss, are you alright?”

      Her head perked up and she looked up at me with unbelievably dark eyes. They were depthless, such a deep, opaque umber that they looked black, pulling me in like a void. Our gazes locked for a moment, hers intense and evaluating, mine curious.

      But then she blinked, and seemed to snap out of whatever attack mode she had been in. Suddenly the intense, stalwart woman shifted into a typical worker and began to sputter an apology. “I’m so sorry sir! I really didn’t think before I reacted - I just… I don’t do well with bullies and he was just being such a jackas-”

      “It’s alright, Miss.” As I watched her, I realized that I did, in fact, recognize her. I didn’t personally know her, but I had seen her around the office before. She certainly looked different, however. If I recalled right, she was the lover of baggy sweaters that went almost to her knees, vests and loose palazzo pants. I also didn’t think I’d ever seen her hair out of a messy bun or make up on her face. It was a crime that she hid her amazing, voluptuous figure so.

      But her stunning body wasn’t the matter at hand, and I wasn’t like the creep who was currently trying to blurt out his side of the story to me. Looking past him, I waved my hand at one of the bouncers at the door, and in less than a minute a group of security officers came and escorted the man out. I would be sure that he wouldn’t come into work on Monday. I had a strict no-harassment policy and there would be no exceptions.

      Once the man was taken out of the room I turned to the blonde and offered her a smile. She was blushing furiously, the apples of her cheeks vibrant, but that just made her that much more fetching.

      There was so much beauty to be found in women, and I liked a broad, broad range of that spectrum, but what I gravitated towards was big, bountiful women who’s cup overflowed in all the right ways. Society would say I was wrong, but I didn’t care. There were few things better than gripping soft, soft flesh underlaid by even softer layer. Of fingers sinking into thick thighs, or teeth into round bellies. And when you slid inside of a fat-

      “I guess I should head home,” the blond said. “I’ve had enough party for tonight. Do you need me to walk you to a cab, Daisy?”

      The intern started. “U-uh, no. I’m fine. I think. I actually want to stay, especially if he’s gone.”

      Suddenly, I couldn’t really say why, I didn’t want the blond to go. It wasn’t every day I got to witness one of my employees completely lay out a man. Maybe it was just that she was a distraction, maybe it was because a novelty, but either way, I wasn’t ready to part.

      “Would you let me look at your hand?” I asked, setting my empty glass down and offering her my own hand.

      “Oh, uh, you don’t have to.” She sputtered, and -I didn’t think it was possible- but she grew even redder. “It’s fine.”

      “I insist, as the host. I wouldn’t want it to get infected for anything. And,” I paused as I looked down at her right knuckles, “it’s bleeding.”

      “Oh...” She chuckled and rubbed the back of her head with her left hand, “I didn’t even notice. Whoops. I guess what they say about adrenaline is true.”

      I offered her my hand again and this time she took it, “Follow me, I know where a first aid kit is.”

      She looked uncertain for several moments, and I realized it was probably strange to her to trust a man to help her when she had just decked another man for being overly friendly, but eventually, she hesitantly placed her hand in mine and followed me out of the ballroom. There was a family restroom that I asked the hotel staff to always keep a fully stocked first aid kit in. Something always seemed to happen at these parties, from broken toenails from a too tight heel, a busted lip from tripping while dancing, or even burns (I hadn’t figured that one out) so I made sure we always had a couple on sight.

      I opened the family restroom door and motioned for the woman to follow me in.

      “By the way,” I spoke as the door shut behind me, “I never actually got your name.”

      “Anabelle MacIntyre, sir.”

      “Michael Bishop, but you know that.”

      Ana nodded with a weak smile.

      “So Anabelle. That’s quite the mouthful, isn’t it? Almost seems regal.”

      She chuckled somewhat nervously. “No one really calls me that.”

      “Oh, what do they call you?”

      “Belle.”

      I blinked at her a moment. “Belle? Does that make me a beast then?”

      She finally let out a genuine laugh. “Not unless you’ve got a castle and a rose in your pocket you didn’t tell me about.”

      “Nothing of the sort, I’m afraid. Although my penthouse is pretty nice, if I do say so myself. Now let me look over your hand.” She held it up and I clicked my tongue. There was quite a bit of blood. “You’ll want to wash it first. I can’t tell if it’s your blood or his.”

      She nodded, then wordlessly washed her hands while I grabbed the med kit. I pulled down the baby changing station to have more space to lay things out, making sure that if I removed anything that I set it on paper towels and not the bare plastic of the station.

      By the time I was satisfied with my layout, the blond was done washing. Turning back to me, she held up her injured knuckles. I looked it over and I found that the blood was almost entirely the man’s. Her knuckles were swelling, and one of them looked like it might bruise, but there were only two scrapes where the skin had split and they were already scabbed.

      “You’re quite lucky,” I mentioned with a grin. “You’re not gonna die.”

      Belle laughed and shook her head with a smile, “What’s the sitch doc? Will I ever be able to use my hand again, or have I lost it to the battle?”

      “Just minor scrapes. You might want to put some ointment on them and wrap them for a day or two, but other than that you seem relatively healthy.”

      I had to admit to myself I was quite surprised by Miss Anabelle MacIntyre. Even with her knuckles red from having punched a man in the nose, she had a cheerful smile on her face. I didn’t know what I would have done in her position, but it certainly took plenty of chutzpah to slug a man cold right in the middle of an office party. Most people I knew would just turn their heads the other way and ignore the intern’s situation.

      I found myself mesmerized by her smile as I wrapped up her hand in a little bit of gauze. Honestly, band aids would probably be fine, but I wanted to stretch out the time between us. Something about her made it easier. For a few minutes at least, I was able to forget about my father and the coiling in my gut.

      If only it could last.
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      I stood in stunned silence at the situation I had landed myself in. I was sure that if I told folks on the internet about it, they would reply with ‘#thathappened’ but it was absolutely true. I never thought that my defending that poor intern would end up with me in a bathroom while my obscenely handsome boss was tending to my hand, looking at me so curiously that I felt like some sort of intriguing and powerful puzzle. It was both flattering and unsettling, the way his piercing gaze drank in every inch of me -and there were plenty of inches to drink. I couldn’t explain the feeling it made coil in my chest, but he almost looked at me like I had hung the sun in the sky. Like some sort of ancient deity that he couldn’t believe was in front of him.

      Whoooo, that adrenaline was something else. Certainly, it was making me see things that weren’t there. Because there was no way the mega hot, extremely smart and successful owner of the company was checking me out. I just wasn’t that type.

      Despite the smile that crossed my face, I suddenly felt extremely self-conscious. I had just broken up with my now ex-boyfriend. We had dated for a month and things were fairly casual, but he’d been pressing for our relationship to go further and further. I hadn’t felt ready to have sex for the first time yet and I thought my ex understood that. He said he did, even if he thought it was weird that I was twenty-two and still a virgin. He said that he would wait till I was ready, that he loved me, and I was worth it, but not even two days later I walked in on him cheating on me.

      So, of course I broke up with him on the spot and left his ass behind. I knew my worth. I deserved better than him. But that didn’t stop the nagging thought in the back of my head that there might be something wrong with me.

      I mean how often did one actually hear of a 22-year-old virgin woman?

      It wasn’t that I was a bridge troll. It was just that I went to a very small high school where I was the ugly, fat girl who no one was interested. Once college hit, and I should have blossomed, my mother was diagnosed with cancer and everything quickly sunk into its own hell. I took extra credits so I could get a good paying job as soon as possible so I could support her, and take good care of her. But she’d passed four months before I graduated.

      That had been a year ago, and I’d only started dating my ex because I finally thought I was maybe ready for romance. And while the hugging and cuddling and kissing was nice, I’d quickly found that I wasn’t healed enough to go beyond that. At least… not with him.

      My hand shifted gently, pulling me from my thoughts. I was surprised with how gentle Michael was with me as he rubbed the ointment onto my knuckles and wrapped them with a roll of gauze that was in the first aid kit.

      “Why did you bring the med kit?” I asked as he worked.

      Michael looked up at me with a spark in his eyes, “I didn’t bring it. I just asked the staff to make sure this bathroom always has a few.”

      “Alright then, why did you make sure the staff makes sure there’s a few in here?”

      “Little things always happen at these shindigs. I’ve found it helps things to be prepared.”

      “A lady beats up one of her coworkers?”

      Michael chuckled lightly and shook his head, “No, that’s definitely a new one. Usually it’s dance injuries. Once a guy faceplanted on the carpeted steps by the pool tables.”

      I winced with that mental image. “That’s true, I guess. I haven’t been to too many parties myself, so I didn’t think about that.”

      “Ah, so on the off chance you do go to a party, do you always coldcock men, or was this just a special occasion?” From anyone else it might have been insulting, but he said it with just enough charm that it was actually pretty funny.

      I chuckled, “It depends. If I do, it’s only for the good of the nation. It’s scary as hell when you’re hit on by a man who won’t take no for an answer. That’s when I step in and play the knight in shining armor.”

      “For a knight in shining armor, you’re not afraid to play dirty. I almost felt sorry for the man when you kicked him between the legs. That’s a special kind of pain, you know.”

      I glanced at Michael and saw his grin as he spoke. Good, so he wasn’t defending the creep, as I was absolutely sure he would have when he first walked up. Too many times I’d been shunned or reprimanded for telling a bully where to shove it or giving them their just rewards. I was still a bit in shock that the rich man had just believed the intern and me. That never happened.

      “Well,” I started, “When it comes to survival, playing fair or dirty doesn’t really matter. You don’t know what your opponent is gonna do so you take what chances you have when they’re presented. Besides, perhaps a little punishment in that area seemed appropriate considering his advances.”

      Michael seemed to sober a bit as he looked me in the eyes, “You sound like someone who’s gotten into their fair share of fights.”

      I shrugged. It probably wasn’t the smartest thing to share with my boss, but he was being so kind and open. “I was a fat kid in a small town who only had a Mom and liked nerdy things. You put two and two together.”

      “That doesn’t sound easy.”

      “Life often isn’t. But if it was, it would be awfully boring.”

      “…that’s certainly a philosophy.”

      Silence settled around us as Michael finished up his work. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. When the fight had ended, I thought that I would get kicked out for violence or asked to leave, not tended to like something precious.

      “Would you like to go get a drink?” The question was unexpected and startled me a bit. Certainly not the direction I had anticipated, but not exactly unwelcomed. I blinked at him a moment, taking a beat to process what he asked, but my answer was instant when my brain caught up to the words his mouth had made.

      That probably wouldn’t be the best idea. My mind supplied.

      “Yes.” My mouth said instead.

      Michael once again offered me his hand and I gave him mine without hesitation. He led me back to the ballroom, then to the bar, and ordered us some drinks. I wasn’t sure what he had requested, but it was a vibrant blue color and tasted amazing when I brought it to my lips.

      But I could only keep my mouth shut for so long. “So, tell me, Michael…can I call you Michael? Why am I still in this building? I would have thought that I’d be booted for...” I searched for a charming way to say what I meant. “…causing a slight ruckus.”

      “Ah, is that what you call it?”

      “It could maybe be considered a kerfuffle.”

      “Ah yes, that is much more fitting.” He shook his head in a soft laugh and looked at me with those sparkling eyes. “Michael is fine, and truthfully, I don’t think you did anything wrong. You protected a peer from a harasser. I’m not sure how many people would have actually put themselves in your position out of fear. I must say that I’m grateful for your actions. If that new woman was accepted into our college co-op program, that means she is quite bright. It would be a shame to have her scared off from this field by feeling unsafe.”

      I fought a flush that wanted to rise to my cheeks. I wasn’t used to a man that didn’t hate my outspoken ways. My ex hated that I would try and defend others. He thought it wasn’t “ladylike” and that it was exhausting that I was always trying to pick a fight. But I wasn’t trying to pick a fight. I just really, really, couldn’t stand bullies. At all.

      “I - Thank you. That’s sweet of you to say.”

      “It’s nothing.”

      “I don’t think so,” I said, sipping at more of my drink. “I always note when someone is kind.”

      “I don’t think that thanking you for saving my company from a bigger HR incident is exactly a kindness.”

      “Don’t diminish your politeness. The world will do plenty of that for you.”

      “That’s a rather glum outlook.”

      I shrugged. “I don’t think so. It’s smart to understand that there’s a lot of dark in the world. That doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t try, shouldn’t be kind to others, it just means that you should value it that much more when you do find those shining points of niceness.”

      “Oh, is that me? A shining point of niceness?” He raised one of his eyebrows and leaned forward slightly, his massive frame dwarfing me.

      It wasn’t often that I felt small. I was five nine and I was wearing three inch velvet wedges on my feet, but even with all that, Michael still had several inches on me. His shoulders were broader than mine, almost as wide as my hips, and his hands… well, he had tended to me enough for me to know that they were big and broad and very warm.

      I felt myself leaning into his space as well, leaving us closer together than maybe was the standard personal bubble.

      “Well, there’s at least a couple of sparks.”

      “Sparks huh?”

      I nodded. I didn’t know what possessed me, but I reached out and let the back of my fingernails gently drag across the top of his hand. “Yeah, don’t you feel it?” I asked.

      “I thought that was just static.”

      I shrugged, drinking the last in my glass. “I’m just a content creator, not a scientist.”

      “I see.” He waved down the bartender and ordered us another round, this time I got a red, pretty drink and he had some sort of whisky.

      “I don’t know how you drink that stuff.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “It smells like floor cleaner and I can’t imagine that it tastes much better.”

      He chuckled but took a large drink, holding my gaze as he swallowed it down without a single flinch. I made a light gagging sound and the corner of his lip turned up as he smirked. “I suppose there might be a bit of a burn,” he said once he finished.

      “Yeah, and I don’t know if you’re aware, but drinks aren’t supposed to hurt. They’re supposed to be pleasant.”

      “Are you telling me that you’ve never found anything pleasant in a little bit of pain?”

      I didn’t know what to say to that, my cheeks flushing red, so I just busied myself with gulping more of my own drink.

      It was fruity and sweet with a citrusy sort of twang that I was all about. I loved citrus with a passion. Even though it was terrible for my teeth, I would happily devour pretty much anything orange, lemon, lime or any other of those delicious little fruits. It was probably just a happy coincidence, but I wondered how he had known.

      The conversation slowed a little, both of us observing the rest of the revelry while also observing each other. The man wasn’t anything like I had expected. Sure, I had researched him up and down and one of the reasons I had applied to his company was because of how outstanding his reputation was, but still… there was a difference from being a good person on paper and a good person in real life.

      It seemed, so far at least, that he was indeed a pretty good guy.

      We finished our second round of drinks when Michael turned to me.

      “Would you like to dance?”

      No. That was a terrible idea. He wasn’t just my boss, he was my bosses’ bosses’ boss. He literally owned the company that payed my bills. It was one thing to drink drinks together and maybe kinda flirt, it was another to dance together, all touching and the like, on the dance floor.

      “Of course.” My mouth said instead. I smiled and followed him out to the floor, my hand in his. Normally, I would have said no. I was never really much of a dancer, it didn’t matter if it was at a party or not. And I knew that I should definitely say no at the moment. But I couldn’t find it in me to do so. After all, a dance or two wouldn’t hurt.

      …right?

      We walked to the small dance floor available for anyone to use. We passed the myriad of tables available for sitting, eating and gossiping for those who were like me and usually not a fan of cutting a rug. I saw some of my peers from my department as we passed, and I was grateful that they didn’t seem to notice me arm in arm with our boss.

      The music picked up its tempo as we crossed the floor and began to move together. I wasn’t an experienced dancer, so I tried to follow Michael’s lead. His large, capable hands started at my waist at first, which made me a bit nervous. My middle wasn’t sculpted or trim like most people wanted, but he didn’t seem to care, his thick fingertips sinking in slightly.

      But after a few beats, those palms slowly slid to my hips, their descent so cautious - it was almost as if he was asking if that was allowed. Normally, I never would have been alright with it, but there was just… something about the guy that was making me feel warm and excited in a way that wasn’t usual.

      We swayed there a moment, just looking at each other, and I couldn’t help but wondered if his heart was racing like mine was. I licked my lips, tempted to ask him, but the words wouldn’t come out and then we were moving to the beat of the music. He led me just fine, my body following his, and for once I wasn’t afraid of stepping on his toes. Because as a woman with pretty large feet, I knew how much that could hurt and how it could be compounded by the heels I was wearing.

      It was electric, how close we were, the hair on my arms raising in response to him. I was so alive. I couldn’t really explain it, but it was like every nerve in my body was up and running at full speed, taking in all the data it could all at once. The whole world was both in sharp relief and yet faded around anything that wasn’t him. I was just so aware of everything. I felt the warmth of his body as we drew closer. I felt the thumping bass of the music through the soles of my shoes. I felt his breath fan across my neck.

      A resulting fire rose to my face and I suddenly felt too hot. His hands were scalding as they rested on the swell of my hips and I felt as if I needed a gallon of water.

      Actually, forget a gallon of water. I needed to pitch myself straight into an iceberg, where I was sure I would melt at least half of it before becoming human again.

      But maybe being human was underrated, because I’d never felt… whatever was going on inside of me before. Sure, I’d met plenty of attractive people. Maybe even had a mild crush or two in the back of my mind, but it wasn’t anything like what I was feeling now. I was all fire and heat and excitement and nerves… it was a heady mix.

      I couldn’t tell if Michael was effected the same way I was, and before I could decide which, the song ended and he was leading me off the dance floor. I tried not to be disappointed, but that burning fire in me wavered ever so slightly. Maybe he just got tired, or maybe he wanted a new dance partner. Either way, I needed to appreciate how kind and charming he had been and not get greedy.

      Still, it was hard not to feel anxious as we stopped at a table that was out of the way of traffic and in a dark corner. Basically tucked away and private, which… well, I didn’t know what that meant.

      I was about to ask Michael something, anything to alleviate the sudden churning in my belly when suddenly a hand around my waist turned me and I felt warm lips against mine.

    

  

