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A collection of compact tales that can be read in a brief amount of time with no cliffhanger endings or multiple parts.
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SPICYSHORTS ARE COMPACT tales that can be read in a brief amount of time with no cliffhanger endings or multiple parts. 

Get this collection of nine SpicyShorts, with bad boys, spies, billionaires, cowboys, and the women who love them. Features threesomes, twosomes, contemporary, and a touch of and paranormal romances in bite-size packages. Completely calorie-free, but totally satisfying.

Over 70,000 words in all!
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[image: ]




EMMA BIT BACK A NERVOUS giggle as she let herself into Mona’s photography studio. She’d been here a few times before and each time the décor was different, though the white wall and lights remained static. Today, she was a bit unnerved to find a bedroom scene in the main studio when she walked past reception to find her mother’s best friend.

“Mona?” she called hesitantly.

“In here, dear.”

Following the sound of her voice, she entered a changing area off the side of the studio. Her mother’s petite friend was in the process of hanging something. Thin and energetic, with black hair shorn close to her head, Mona always reminded her of a crow darting around. “Hey.” She stood awkwardly, not sure what to expect.

Emma had never seen herself as model material. She knew she was pretty, having heard she had “such a pretty face” often enough, and she was tall, but she wasn’t a model. Not that she had ever dreamed of being a supermodel, but her ample curves would have killed that dream if she had.

Apparently not though, according to Mona. Curvy models were in demand, especially for books featuring curvy heroines. Having read more than her share of Mina Carter and other curvy authors, Emma could appreciate the desire to have a cover model match the heroine’s description.

It hadn’t been that motivating her to give in to Mona’s pleading for her to pose for some pictures, as much as she liked the idea of having a woman of size on a romance book cover. Simply, it had been great affection for the other woman, who was her aunt in all ways but blood.

Also, she had to admit the idea of being transformed into a curvy goddess for a day appealed to her. It would be a fun way to see how the other half lived, or something like that. What girl didn’t secretly dream of being photographed and admired? Despite her lack of supermodel ambitions, she couldn’t pretend the fantasy didn’t appeal.

After spending ten minutes applying a light layer of makeup, Mona nodded. “Right, we have a busy day ahead of us, dear. If you could please put on this black nightie, we’ll start with those shots.” She walked over to the rack to lift a hanger holding a garment of gauzy black decorated with lace panels and a rhinestone heart at the bustline.

Emma eyed it doubtfully. “Um, you want me to wear that, Mona?”

Mona shook the hanger gently. “Yes, and do hurry. I have a lot of ground to cover today.”

She bit her lip. “Don’t you think it’s a bit revealing?”

The smaller woman rolled her eyes. “Of course it is, dear. We want to meet a wide range of needs. Some of your images might end up on erotic novels.”

Her heart jumped at the thought. “You mean guys might masturbate to my picture?” She didn’t know whether to be repulsed or flattered.

Mona laughed. “Perhaps, my dear, but it’s far more likely to be women. They’re the main readers of erotica.”

Emma’s eyes widened. “Really?” Reluctantly, she reached out for the nightie. “Well, okay.” It was a little strange, but she’d already clarified with Mona that there would be no nudity when she had signed the model release last week. 

As soon as Mona left, she shed the simple blue jeans and white shirt she’d been instructed to wear, folding them neatly before slipping on the nightie. 

It molded to her curves while somehow fluttering around them. The black was a beautiful contrast to her porcelain skin and bright auburn hair. Unfortunately, the bra underneath ruined the effect, and she didn’t have to ask to know Mona would want her to remove it.

With a bit of lingerie gymnastics, she took off the bra without having to remove the nightie. Then, taking a deep breath, she forced herself to step out of the dressing room and into the studio.

“Lovely,” said Mona, but in a brisk way that felt impersonal. “Let’s get started.”

Emma walked over to stand in front of the white wall, doing her best to comply with her honorary aunt’s instructions. She soon discovered that while modeling left one feeling sexy and desired, it was also precise and kind of exhausting. It was a relief when Mona finally called a halt forty minutes later after taking what seemed to be an infinite number of pictures.

“Great job, dear. Now please return to the dressing room and slip on the white shirt and jeans you wore in.”

Emma nodded, heading that direction. She froze when she heard her name. “Yes, Mona?”

“No bra this time, dear.”

With a tight nod, she returned to the dressing room. The nightie slid off easily, and she was soon redressed in her street clothes sans bra. Gulping quietly, she stared at her generous breasts through the thin white halter shirt. The ribbing did nothing to hide the dusky pinkness of her aerolas or shield the taut buds of her nipples. The shirt was actually sexier than the nightie somehow.

Feeling a bit daunted, Emma stepped out of the dressing room. Shaking out her hair, she wasn’t paying attention. “Okay, Mona, let’s get this over with before my boobs explode out of this—uh.” She collided with a solid male presence that made her head snap up.

Even though she was tall, he was taller. Gorgeous too, with a nice tan, sparkling blue eyes, and thick, black curls topping his head. Her fingers itched to stroke them, and she balled her hand into a fist to curb the impulse. “Oh, sorry. I didn’t expect anyone else.” Her face bloomed with color as she silently added she wouldn’t have been discussing her boobs if she had.

He grinned, his eyes dipping very briefly to her cleavage before returning to meet her hazel gaze. “No problem.”

“Emma, darling, this is Cody Lemott. Cody, this is Emma Baylor.”

Emma took his hand, shaking firmly, while shooting Mona a puzzled look. “What’s he doing here, Mona?”

“He’s the other model, dear.”

Emma blinked. “Uh, what?”

Mona gave her a puzzled look with her sharp, dark eyes. “We’re doing romance covers here, dear, so readers are going to expect to see a couple.”

“Oh.” Oh god, why hadn’t she realized that? Why hadn’t she asked Mona about the possibility? Emma was reasonably secure with her curves, having had twenty years to get used to the state of her body, but the idea of modeling in couples’ poses with the hot guy beside her left her stomach churning with dread. 

“Cody’s ready. I did his makeup while you changed.”

Emma nodded, eyes widening with relief that at least he hadn’t come in while she was still wearing that nightie. As her mother liked to say, it could always be worse.

Somehow, she forced her feet to move as she walked behind Cody back to the space in front of the lights. Her gaze rested on the taut curve of his buttocks in the dark blue jeans, and she had to make herself look away. The bed was off to the side of the place Mona was currently highlighting with the studio lights, and her stomach dipped again with the idea of having to pose with him on that.

No way. Mona wouldn’t go that far, and she wouldn’t allow it if her mother’s friend tried to persuade her. They’d have a couple of embracing pictures, and then Emma could clear out and let Mona do a one-on-one shoot with Cody.

“All right, dears, we’re not robots. Stand loosely and relax.”

Emma focused on her instructions, taking a deep breath that gradually unclenched her muscles. 

“Now lean back against him, Emma. Put your head on his chest.”

Cautiously, she eased into the directed position, letting her head barely touch his chest. This was so awkward. She hadn’t done a lot of touching with the opposite sex, and the impersonal nature of this made it even stranger when it should have provided a buffer.

“Relax, Emma. Take a deep breath and rest against him.”

“I won’t bite,” said Cody in a low whisper, and his reassuring tone helped her relax. “Unless you ask me to,” he added in a teasing tone.

She stiffened again, but forced herself to sink against the firmly muscled chest and abdomen behind her.

“Good. Cody, put your hand on her hip.” Mona took a couple of pictures before issuing new instructions. “Now wrap your arm around her waist, hand on her tummy.”

Emma fought really hard not to jump like a skittish kitten when he followed the photographer’s instructions. Her fight got harder a second later.

“Now splay your hand out wide, Cody, fingers pointing downward. You’re reaching for her pussy.”

“Mona!” Emma didn’t know if she was more shocked by the casual vulgarity or the suggestion—or even how quickly Cody obeyed her. She trembled slightly when his hand spread across her abdomen, the tip of his middle finger just a few inches above her mound.

“Don’t be such a prude, dear,” said Mona in a dismissive way.

She didn’t consider her reaction prudish, but she resisted the urge to snap at Mona. Instead, she forced herself to pretend to be calm and stand in what she hoped was a passably relaxed way.

“Very good.”

It seemed like it took Mona ten years to take enough pictures before she was satisfied. During the entire process, Emma endured the touch of the stranger.

Okay, endured was a strong word. More like withstood her own need to cuddle closer and let his hand drift lower. It was a ridiculous reaction, and she reminded herself this was strictly business. Cody was behaving like a professional, and she needed to do the same despite her amateur model status.

“Excellent. Emma, turn toward Cody. Wrap your hands in his T-shirt, and pull it up his chest.”

Still focused on trying to be professional, she did as Mona told her, bunching the cotton around her hand in what seemed an awkward way. Cody’s indrawn breath had her freezing, and she looked up at him. “Am I hurting you?” She tried not to move her lips when she asked, in case Mona was actively photographing them.

“Killing me,” he said softly.

She frowned, trying to decide what could be bothering him.

“Now lean in closer, Emma. I want your torsos pressed together. You’re urgent for each other.”

With a small sigh, she complied before issuing her own gasp as their bodies met. The hard point of his erection against her hip was a shock. Perhaps he wasn’t as professional as he had seemed.

“Hold that pose.”

Emma stared up at him, trying to keep her expression neutral even in the face of his obvious embarrassment tinged with amusement. “Hurry up, Mona,” she said through mostly closed lips.

“There’s no need to rush.” Cody bent his head to bring their mouths just a few inches apart. “I’m having a wonderful time.”

Her eyes widened even as she heard Mona’s praise.

“Excellent, Cody. Hold that, and now kiss.”

She remained frozen when his lips touched hers, unable to respond due to shock. Could it be this guy really found her attractive, or was he just a good actor?

“He’s not your brother, dear. Try to relax and summon some enthusiasm. Put your arms around his neck and hold on. Yes, like that.” Mona sounded pleased as her camera clicked. “Now, lips touching again.”

It was strange to press her lips to his. They remained still, not really kissing, but giving the appearance of it. It was more awkward than her first kiss, when she hadn’t known what to do with her hands or how to tilt her head to avoid hitting Kyle Whitley’s nose.

“Great. Now for something else.”

Emma started to step back, gasping silently when Cody’s tongue flicked over the seam of her lips before he stepped back to await further instructions. She barely resisted the urge to let her own tongue follow the same path as she looked away, confused by his actions.

And turned on. She couldn’t deny her pulse was suddenly pounding in her ears, and that her nipples had gotten harder.

“Okay, shirts off, lovelies.”

Emma stared at her mother’s friend as she saw Cody instantly comply, pulling off his shirt as though it was no big deal. With a body like that, it probably wasn’t. Lord, she wanted to touch his skin to see if it was soft over the hard muscles.

“Tout de suite, Emma,” barked Mona.

She jumped, but still didn’t pull up her tank top. “You said no nudity, Mona.”

Her mother’s friend sighed heavily. “Of course not, dear. The distributors won’t allow nudity. Bras are allowed.”

“Oh.” That explained why her pseudo aunt had given her a gift card to Cacique and instructed her to buy something pretty and pastel. She’d sort of expected to be modeling the underwear set, or at least the bra, but not with a man present, and certainly not while touching him. “Don’t you think I’d better put it on again then?”

Mona nodded, waving toward the dressing room. The way she tapped her toes betrayed her impatience.

Emma hurried back to the dressing room to slip the bra on again. The idea of baring herself in front of Cody made her want to walk past the studio and right out the front door. Somehow, her feet still veered toward him, though she stood awkwardly once back at his side, finding it impossible to take off her shirt.

“Don’t be shy.” His voice was like a caress.

She firmed her lips. “I’m not shy.” Feeling a bit defiant, she pulled the top up and over her head, tossing it out of the camera area. “I just know you have to stand firm with Mona, or she’ll steamroll you.”

His lips quirked. “Let me know when you figure out how to do that. I never learned how to tell her no during the eight months she dated my dad.”

“Oh, you’re John’s son.” No wonder Lemott had sounded familiar. She had never met Cody before, but she’d been introduced to John a couple of times, back when it had seemed Mona was finally about to settle down.

He nodded, his gaze never wavering from her face. “She appealed to my sensitive nature to get me to agree to this.”

“Funny, she offered me an obscene amount of money.” Emma couldn’t believe she was practically flirting with Cody as she stood in her bra and jeans. A lot of her surge of confidence came from his casual way of handling the situation.

“I feel cheated.” He sounded outraged, but his amusement was plain. “How much?” he asked as he took her into his arms, his chest against her bare back.

“Five hundred dollars and a gift card for the underwear,” she said matter-of-factly.

He laughed. “I got the same.”

“Except the underwear?” she teased.

His eyes gleamed when he turned her back to face him per Mona’s directions. “You’ll just have to wait and see.”

She shivered with anticipation and a touch of dread at the prospect. Seeing Cody stripped so bare was certainly appealing, but it would likely mean she’d be in a similar state. That was daunting. No matter how accustomed she was to her body, the idea of showing it to a virtual stranger made her head spin. Oddly, she wasn’t nearly as bothered by the concept of being on book covers for public consumption as she was by stripping down to her skivvies with Cody.

“That’s perfect, dears. Emma, strip off your jeans and lean against the wall.”

She hesitated for half a second before deciding to go for it. How often would an opportunity to press herself against such a hot body come along anyway? Besides, they would probably sell a bazillion covers.

Quickly, she shucked off her jeans and stood in her bare feet and pale beige underwear set. Emma put her back to the wall, waiting to see what Mona would have Cody do next. 

“Step in front of her. Emma, put your arms up on the wall. Yes, just like that.”

Feeling a bit like the victim of a holdup, she held her arms over her head, highly conscious of the way the new position lifted the “girls” and enhanced her cleavage.

“Cody, take both her wrists in one hand. You’re dominating her.”

Her eyes widened with alarm at the concept, and she immediately pictured leather and whips. Good god, how kinky was Mona planning to get here? Still, she didn’t protest when Cody did as Mona had asked, holding her wrists in a gentle grasp that still suggested a hint of strength. He could keep her in line if he wished.

Unexpectedly, moisture flooded her folds at the thought of having Cody take charge and take her. She swallowed, desperately struggling for an impassive expression as Cody pressed closer to her.

“Part your legs, Emma, so he can stand between them. Now wrap your thigh around his.”

Emma did as the other woman commanded, entranced by the circumstances. It wasn’t so much like a photo shoot with him pressing against her, his hand holding hers. It felt like foreplay.

“Cody, put your hand between her legs. Cup her pussy. Claim it. It’s yours, and you’re making sure she knows that.”

“God,” muttered Cody.

She wanted to say no, to tell Mona to forget this, but she couldn’t make herself utter the word. All she could do was actually move her legs a little wider, so he could reach between them more easily.

“Hike your leg higher up, Emma. I need a good angle.”

As his palm grazed her mound, she moved her leg higher. Emma bit her lip to hold in a groan when his fingers brushed the outline of her lips. Her mouth dropped open with shock when he cupped her slit, squeezing lightly as he pressed his lips to her neck. “Mine,” he almost growled against her ear as his hand pumped against her, stimulating her clit and making it impossible for her to hide how wet she was.

It took everything she had not to grind against his hand, and she almost sobbed with relief when Mona announced in a cheery voice that she was, “All done with this.”

She sagged with relief. The experience had been embarrassing and arousing, but it could have been worse.

“Now, dears, onto the bed while I adjust the lights.”

It just got worse.
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Chapter Two
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CODY HAD TO SMOTHER a grin at the panicked way her eyes dilated, and she seemed to search for an escape. He didn’t enjoy fear or desperation, but he was certain she wanted to escape her reactions, not him. He knew she was wet and ready.

Almost as ready as he was. He’d been hard as stone since he’d slipped into the studio a few minutes early and had seen her posing in that sexy little black nightie. She wasn’t his usual type at all, but he’d taken one look at her and fallen hard into lust.

He watched as she slowly composed herself. Good, she must have decided to be brave and proceed. Relief filled him that he would get to touch her and stroke her on the bed. It was all a pretense, but his dick didn’t know that. It was straining against the fancy designer underwear Mona had insisted he buy, trying to find its way to her wet heat.

He barely bit back a groan, deciding maybe the bed pictures would be more pain than pleasure, especially since it seemed unlikely his dick would get its wish. That didn’t keep him from following her to the bed or biting down hard on his tongue to stifle a moan at the sight of her sweetly rounded backside as she climbed onto it.

“On your knees, Emma in front.”

Cody climbed onto the bed, his cock throbbing painfully as he positioned himself behind her. Her voluptuous curves cuddled him, and he wanted to sink into them. It took all his self-control not to bend her forward, push aside those lacey panties, and drive himself deep inside her.

“Unfasten her bra.”

“What?” asked Cody and Emma in unison, her sounding far more outraged than him.

“No nudity, Mona. It was in the contract.”

“Don’t be a prude.” Mona waved her hand. “Listen, dear, I’m not going to photograph you without your bra. I just want Cody’s hands to replace it. Then I’ll shoot.”

She was stiff in his arms, and he fully expected her to shove him away and refuse to continue as he hesitantly unhooked her bra from behind. Emma remained silent as he slipped it down her shoulders. Gravity took over, and the bra fell to the bed. He started to move it, even as his greedy eyes drank in the sight of her breasts below him.

“No, leave it for now,” said Mona. “It adds to the authenticity. Now cup her breasts and hold your lips against her neck.”

Her small moan when he cradled her generous breasts in his hands elicited a moan of his own that he stifled against the soft skin of her throat. She smelled like raspberries and vanilla, and he couldn’t resist a small swipe of his tongue to taste her. Delicious.

It was too much for him, and he rubbed his palms against her hard nipples, which made her arch her back and allowed him to take more of the soft flesh in his hands. “This is the best job ever,” he said against her neck. He wasn’t sure if his words or the ticklish nature of his mouth against her skin made her giggle, but the sound was musical.

“Don’t move,” snapped Mona.

“She’s trying to kill me,” he muttered, careful not to move his lips too much.

“Ditto,” she managed to whisper, which earned a sharp rebuke from their photographer.

When that torture finally ended, Mona had them lay together on the bed, his chest covering her nipples, which did nothing to hide her lack of bra, either from the camera or from him. She was so soft underneath him, except for her hard nipples. Cody could have stayed like that for hours, apart from for the raging hard-on that was demanding surcease to the pleasurable torture.

Mona had better get her damned pictures quickly, before he lost control and came in his underwear. He couldn’t remember being so turned on just by a woman’s proximity since puberty, when anything could make him hard. Emma had sent him back in time eight years to that horny, desperate thirteen-year-old.

It was crazy to want someone so intensely, considering he had his pick of women. Cody knew that was arrogant, but it was true. As a football player at the local university, he was assured a never-ending supply of willing pussy, even though he didn’t have professional prospects when he graduated next year. He was a good football player, but an even better pussy player, and women routinely succumbed to his good looks and charm.

He squirmed internally at the thought, suddenly ashamed to be thinking about women as “pussy.” Looking down into her heavy-lidded gaze, her passion obvious even as she tried to hide it, he knew Emma was much more than just random pussy to bang. She was sweet and special, and it was startling to find he wanted to get to know her almost as much as he wanted to be inside her. Maybe even more than he wanted to have sex with her, which was strange new ground.

Finally, to his mingled relief and disappointment, Mona declared them finished. He stood up and offered Emma a hand off the bed. She took it with a slight look of confusion, as though she couldn’t figure out his angle, and quickly disengaged when she was steady on her feet.

Her breasts were beautifully bare for a second before she scooped up the bra and shrugged it on in a move that women made look easy. He watched her scoop up her shirt and head for the dressing room before forcing himself to do the same.

As he passed Mona, the older woman’s hand on his arm made him look down at her.

“Don’t.”

He frowned. “Don’t what?”

“Don’t hurt her. Don’t pursue what you’re thinking unless you want something more than a quick fuck.”

He scowled, pulling away from her. “Jeez, Mona, you’re the one who put us in this situation.”

She lifted a shoulder. “That’s true, but I didn’t expect there to be a spark. She’s usually too grounded, and you’re...well...” Rarely at a loss for words, it was almost amusing to see Mona struggle to find what she wanted to say. “Honestly, dear, you’re a slut.”

That wasn’t so amusing. It stung, partially because it was the truth. “Nice. Thanks.”

She rolled her eyes. “Dear, I’ve seen the girls you date. They’re usually shallow, vapid, and not at all curvy. I’m surprised you find my dear niece attractive.”

“She isn’t your niece,” he groused before sighing. “Yeah, it’s a first for me, but I’m aware she’s more than a quick lay, okay, Mona?”

After eyeing him for another second, she nodded. “Well, then, go wash off your makeup and see about taking the girl to dinner, my boy.” 
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Chapter Three
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EMMA WAS SURPRISED to find Cody waiting for her when she exited the studio a few minutes after four p.m. Even more surprising was the way he fell into step with her, as though they were friends just hanging out. Most surprising was his casual dinner invitation. No, she supposed the most surprising moment came when she opened her mouth to refuse, but somehow said, “Yes,” instead.

That was how she found herself sitting opposite from him at a small table in a Moroccan restaurant, eating with her fingers and having a lively conversation. With a start, she realized she was relaxed around him, as though they were old friends. There was none of the awkward first-date jitters.

Maybe because it wasn’t a date? She didn’t know what it was exactly. Emma was sure the attraction she felt wasn’t one-sided, having felt the weight of his arousal pressing against her skin in various spots throughout the afternoon. It was just bewildering, because she was sure she wasn’t his type.

Honestly, he wasn’t hers either. She tended to go for quiet, academic types, more interested in their brains than their bodies. Emma had dated three men, slept with two of them, and hadn’t felt this level of insane physical need for any of them. It was kind of shallow to be regarding Cody as a potential one-night stand, to admire his muscled body and want to feel it against her again—this time as they followed their own instincts rather than Mona’s instructions.

Would it be so bad to indulge in one night? She’d always considered it lacking in self-respect to be the curvy girl who put out for anyone who showed interest, so she had made a point of waiting long past the third date, which was the contemporary fuck-or-break-up point. Now, she was second-guessing her decision.

Was it lacking in self-respect to seize an opportunity? It didn’t feel like it. Emma didn’t think she was selling out her ideals or talking herself into something because she was considering inviting Cody back to her apartment. 

That was a prospect that almost paralyzed her for a second. She had asked out men before, but never one like Cody, and certainly never with the obvious, if unspoken, intention of having a hot night together.

Her lack of confidence was appalling her, and it pushed her to make a decision. Whether or not he rejected her, she owed it to herself to ask for what she wanted. “Cody, do you—”

He interrupted before she could ask the question. Taking her hand, he squeezed it lightly. “Would you consider me a complete dick if I asked you back to my apartment?”

She blinked, even as pleasure flooded through her. “It depends.”

He arched a brow. “On?”

Emma forced her expression to remain serious. “What do you intend to do with me at your apartment, Cody?” He looked like he was bracing himself. Surely not for her rejection? The idea was crazy. Wasn’t it?

“I’d like to finish what Mona unknowingly started.” His blue eyes sparkled with longing when he looked at her. “I’d love to kiss every inch of you and touch you. I want you to come several times, and I want to be deep inside you. I’m aching for that. In summation, I want to sleep with you, not play checkers.”

Her lips twitched, and she couldn’t maintain her serious expression any longer. “Well, it’s a good thing I suck at checkers then, isn’t it?”

His eyes widened, and he looked relieved. It seemed that he had expected her refusal. That helped her see him as more than a sex god used to having any woman he smiled at. “Is that a yes?”

“It sure isn’t a no.” Emma wiped her fingers carefully before setting down her napkin with precise movements.

He lifted his hand to wave at the passing waiter. “Check please,” he called a tad too loudly, with maybe more enthusiasm than paying a bill necessitated.

***
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EMMA HAD HALF-EXPECTED her logical side to assert itself and persuade her this was a bad idea by the time they walked the six blocks to his Greenwich apartment. Instead, she was calm and collected, completely certain of her decision to spend the night with him as the door closed behind them with a soft click.

She eyed the modest apartment as he led her down the hallway. “My roommate is supposed to be out tonight.” He raised his voice, calling, “Jeff, you here?” Silence answered, and he looked happy when he took her hand to lead her down the hallway.

There was no pretense of anything else. He didn’t offer a drink or ask if she wanted to watch a movie. Cody just led her straight to his bedroom, nudging open the door with his foot, as his hands cupped her shoulders. They passed the threshold, and she shivered with anticipation.

His room was as modest as the rest of the apartment, but it was tidy. Most importantly, it had a queen-size bed covered by a black and gray comforter. “I’m kind of surprised you don’t live in a frat house,” she said as she shrugged off her light jacket and set it on his desk chair.

“Too expensive,” he said with a shrug. “I don’t want a bunch of student loans or to rely on Dad too much for help, so I try to make it with my part-time job and some grants.”

Emma’s hands trembled with a hint of remaining nervousness as she pulled off the shirt. Even though she had been before him in less earlier, this was a thousand times different. For one thing, they were alone, and the outcome this time wasn’t nice pictures for book covers. It was about sweaty, raw sex that made her feel alive. She’d never experienced that variety, but it seemed guaranteed to happen with Cody.

He watched her undress without moving. His unblinking gaze made her hesitate. Had she misinterpreted his interest? No, that wasn’t possibly after their candid discussion at dinner. Could he just be enjoying the show? She looked at his eyes, finding his pupils narrowed, and his lips parted softly. It was an incredible high to inspire that level of need in a man.

Confidence boosted, she slowed down her strip show, taking way longer than necessary to remove her shoes and wriggle out of her skinny jeans. She stopped when she stood before him in just the matching underwear set. “Your turn.”

He inclined his head, and his shirt was gone a second later. His shoes, socks, and pants followed shortly, and she held her breath when he hooked his fingers into the waistband of the black boxer-briefs. Soon enough, his erection sprang free, and it was everything she had expected from the way it had pressed against her earlier.

They moved together at the same time, as though drawn to each other. Their paths collided near the bed, and she reached behind to unfasten her bra. The fabric slithered over her breasts and down her arms before falling to the floor.

“Fantastic.” He drank in the sight of her breasts for a moment before lifting his hands to cup them both. “I appreciate being able to look and touch as much as I want, Emma.”

She sighed softly, amazed at how different this felt without Mona’s presence. His thumbs pressed carefully against the aching buds before he circled around them, careful not to stroke them again.

As she opened her mouth to protest, needing his touch, he lowered his head and claimed her for a long, deep kiss. Emma steadied herself with a hand on his hip as she pressed closer to him. His hands abandoned her breasts to wrap around her, one winding in the long strands of her auburn locks, as though determined to keep her from fleeing.

She certainly had no intention of running anywhere. Emma parted her lips to accept his tongue, stroking it with her own as they tasted one another. The kiss seemed to go on forever before her mouth wandered lower, her tongue extended to lick a line down his chin. Pausing at his neck, she bit him hard enough to make him yelp in protest before moving southward.

He tasted delicious and smelled even better. There were few hairs on his chest to impede her questing tongue, and she veered off course to flick it over one of his nipples. His hand in her tresses tightened, but she slipped lower. As she kissed and licked her way over his hard six-pack, he tugged lightly on her locks.

She glanced up at him, tongue slowly tracing around his belly button. Emma arched her brow to ask what he wanted, since her mouth was too busy.

“You don’t have to do that.”

Of course she didn’t, but she wanted to. Still not speaking, she let her mouth move lower, and he gradually slackened his hold on her hair as she approached his erection. Wrapping her hand around the base, she opened her mouth wide to take as much as she could.

He was noticeably longer and thicker than her previous partners, but she enjoyed the challenge. Emma knew she was good at this task, and she didn’t hold back as she worshipped his cock. When he stiffened with a small curse, she pulled away with a small popping sound, knowing he was close to coming, and she wanted that to happen inside her.

He stroked her cheek tenderly. “You’re too good at that, babe.”

She smiled. “Thank you.”

His expression turned serious. “Now it’s my turn. Get on the bed, woman.”

Emma giggled at the caveman tactics, though it was hot to know she’d pushed him to that point. She got up from her knees to sit on the bed, gasping with surprise when he pushed her back roughly. Her heart raced, but not from fear. Excitement coursed through her as he parted her thighs.

She held her breath as his head descended. It wasn’t the first time a man had gone down on her, but her past lovers had been tentative and uncertain. Cody navigated her body like a cartographer, seeming to know exactly where to kiss or when to use his tongue versus suction.

Soon, she thrust against him, shouting his name as she came. His mouth eased, but didn’t move from her core as she crested and started to relax. Instead, he began again, coaxing two more orgasms from her. “Please stop. No more,” she begged as she came down from the third one.

He grinned. “I believe I mentioned giving you several of these, sweet Emma.”

“Three’s enough.”

Cody laughed as he slid up her body, a rich sound that started the slow curl of arousal unfurling inside her again. “It’s never enough.” He kissed her chin and her nose before standing up.

Seeing him head to the nightstand spurred her to somehow drag her post-orgasmic body higher up the bed, so they would have more room. She lay on her back, feeling too languorous to offer assistance when he ripped open a foil package and smoothed latex down his shaft.

Her eyes widened when he put a strip of at least half-a-dozen on top of the nightstand before turning back to her. He was going to kill her with sex, and she decided that was a terrific way to go.

***
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DAMN, SHE WAS KILLING him. He finished rolling on the condom before putting the rest of the strip within easy reach of the bed. Cody didn’t know if it was possible to use them all by morning, but he was sure going to try. Her soft, curvy body was driving him crazy, and he didn’t think he’d be able to get enough of her in one night.

That should have been a scary thought for a guy used to fuck-and-runs, but he was surprisingly fine with the idea of seeing more of Emma. The taste of her slick folds lingered on his tongue as he bent to kiss her while positioning himself between her knees. It was an addictive flavor, and he wanted to taste her all over again.

Unfortunately, he was too hard and too close to losing control to keep feasting on her slit. Cody wanted to come inside her, not on the bed like an inexperienced teenager. Unable to hold back any longer, he angled the head of his cock to her opening, thrusting in a shallow way to push into her slowly.

Emma groaned, surging upward to take him almost completely with one thrust. Her small cry of satisfaction fed his own need, and he abandoned finesse. She was tight and wet around his cock, and the trembling contractions of her sheath around him pushed him toward the edge of release faster than he would have liked.
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