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Dangerous Curves






Kelly Fitzsimmons walked into the Kiss FM
radio station, the crisp Chicago fall air nipping at her heels. Her
new black trench coat swirled around her ankles as she opened and
then slipped out of it, revealing the cute black top and jeans
she’d bought just yesterday.

“Hey you!” Amy, the receptionist, beamed a
smile at her. “And don’t you look great tonight! Got a hot date?”
She winked.

“Just with the microphone upstairs,” Kelly
grinned. “I’ll let you know if that changes, though.”

She walked through the lounge and up the
stairs to where the offices and the radio room were located. She
still had fifteen minutes before it was her turn to get on the air,
so she stopped by her own office to check her email and any memos
that had been left for her.

When she got there, it was to find Marsha and
Tom, two of her co-workers and fellow radio DJs, waiting for
her.

“Hey guys,” Kelly greeted them, flashing an
easy smile. “You’re here late. What’s going on?”

Marsha and Tom gave her identical grins of
mischief. “The boss had us here working late on a project up until
about half an hour ago. We decided to wait up for you because we
remembered that we still haven’t assigned you a dare yet.”

Kelly frowned. “A dare? Oh,” she remembered.
“Tradition as the new kid on the block, right?” She smirked. “I’ve
been waiting for you to ask.” She wasn’t unfamiliar with initiation
rites, and wasn’t the kind of woman to back down from a challenge.
Plus, Marsha and Tom genuinely liked her, and wouldn’t make her do
anything that would jeopardize her new career.

“Yes, well we’ve been waiting and watching to
try and get a rhythm for your style and how the public respond to
you,” Marsha told her.

“You’ve got a really smooth, sexy voice and a
great personality,” Tom added. “Half the guys who call in are in
love with you. Myself included.” He grinned, and Kelly rolled her
eyes, laughing.

“Just make sure your wife doesn’t catch you
fantasizing about me.”

“Oh, I’m sure she won’t have anything to
worry about,” Marsha interjected. “Since half the men calling in
are determined to get you to reciprocate their feelings, we’ve
finally decided on a dare.”

“And that is?”

“The next time one of them asks you out,
you’ve got to accept, and then follow through.”

Kelly’s eyebrows rose. “You’re telling me to
accept an offer for a date from some strange guy I’ve never seen
before?” She thought about it a moment. “Could be fun… or
dangerous.”

Marsha waved her hand. “You can always check
the guy out, and if he turns out to be some kind of predator you’re
off the hook. But most of these guys are harmless, just trying to
get a little attention.” She winked at Kelly. “Good luck, honey.
I’m sure you’ll have something by the end of tonight.”

Kelly watched as they walked off, amused and
exasperated at the same time. It seemed she was going to be telling
Amy about a date after all. She walked into the radio room just as
Shelby was signing off for the day.

“Hey girl,” she said, swiveling around in her
chair and pulling the headphones off her ears. Her sleek chestnut
hair gleamed in the dim light, not even remotely affected even
though she must have had those headphones on for hours. Kelly
always had to fluff up her own hair whenever she was taking a break
or coming off shift. “The helm’s all yours now. I’m out for the
night.”

“Have a good one,” Kelly said as Shelby
sprung up from the chair. She couldn’t help but admire how skinny
she was, in a pair of tight blue jeans and a form-fitting purple
top. Some girls had all the luck.

Rolling her eyes at herself, she sat down and
smoothed her shirt down over her generous hips. She might not be
stick thin, but her curves were in all the right places. Hourglass
figures might not be as in demand as they used to be, but she still
turned plenty of heads whenever she went out.

Unfortunately, the one man she’d really
wanted to snare in her life had to be one who appreciated slender,
waif-like girls. She sighed as an image of Alex Carter surfaced in
her mind—business tycoon extraordinaire and owner of Carter and
Smith, one of the largest financial firms in Chicago. They’d only
been in a few classes together when she’d gone to ISU for her
Bachelor’s Degree in Journalism, but she’d always been naturally
observant of people around her, and had decided the first day she’d
laid eyes on him that he was a winner. He was the exact combination
of brains and brawn that she looked for in a man—top of his class
and a football star on the Redbirds. But he’d always had a girl—or
two—on his arm; the willowy, leggy blondes always asking him for
‘tutoring’ and ‘homework help’ and she was never the kind of woman
who would throw herself at the feet of a man who not only didn’t
view her as his type, but would be more than likely to love her and
leave her even if he did—he was never seen with the same girl
longer than a month.

That wasn’t to say he was a total jerk—he did
volunteer work and was always willing to help a friend out, though
she’d been too proud to ever ask for anything herself from him. But
she wasn’t willing to make a fool of herself over something she
knew could never be.

Snapping herself out of it, she took a look
at the schedule and realized a break was coming up in a few
minutes. Taking a breath, she organized her notes and cleared her
mind, riding it of her melancholy thoughts so she could focus on
her work. The Kelly Fitzsimmons the public knew was cool and
confident and sexy, not some moonstruck gal stuck on a guy from
college who probably never even noticed her.

“Good evening!” she chirped into the
microphone once the last song finished playing. “This is Kelly
Fitzsimmons, and you’re listening to one-oh-three point five, Kiss
FM. I know you all are getting off work right now and would rather
be listening to your favorite tunes, but let me see if I can
sweeten the pot for you with another trivia question!”

She took a moment to pull out the card with
the question and answer, and then continued. “As our regular
listeners know, this is travel week, which means each of our trivia
questions so far are related to different places around the world.
For this particular question, the thirteenth person to call in with
the correct answer will win an all-expenses paid trip to NYC! The
question is: which of these three cities is closest to New York:
Moscow, Buenos Aires, or Honolulu? Remember, Caller 13 with the
correct answer gets the trip! Good luck!”

She sat back and waited for the calls to come
in, which were handled by the radio station operator. The
thirteenth call was sent straight to her mic. “Hello, and welcome
to Kiss FM! What’s your name?”

“Alex,” a familiar male voice said, and she
nearly dropped the index card with the answer on it. Alex Carter,
major college crush and wealthy business tycoon, was calling
her radio station. She knew it was him because she’d
followed his career through the tabloids and the media and had
heard his voice plenty of times during interviews.

Hell she’d even tried to get closer to him by
becoming a financial reporter, and then decided the hectic,
cutthroat business wasn’t for her—which was why she’d worked her
ass off to land this job about a month ago. Being a radio DJ might
not pay as well, but it was a hell of a lot more fun, and that made
up for the pay cut.

“Uh, are you still there?”

She bit back a curse as she realized she’d
actually zoned out. “Yes, sorry. Alex, you said? Great! Do you have
an answer to our trivia question?” She repeated it both for his
benefit as well as the listeners.

“Yes. But I don’t want the prize your radio
show is offering. I had something a bit different in mind.”

Her eyebrows arched, and a tingle of
foreboding started in the pit of her stomach. “And what would that
be?”

“A date. With you.”

Kelly thought her head would explode—was this
a dream or a nightmare? Five or six years ago she would have been
thrilled if Alex had asked her out. But now, over the radio, when
he’d never even seen her and only knew what he heard when she came
on? She supposed she never even thought he’d listen to Kiss FM
since he’d never listened to ISU’s radio station, which she’d been
a DJ for when she was getting her journalism degree. And the kicker
was, she couldn’t just laugh and politely refuse him like she did
all the others, because she’d already accepted that dare. And
Marsha and Tom were certain to be listening. They’d know if
she copped out.

“Well alright, hot shot,” she said in a
smooth voice. “I suppose we can come to some sort of arrangement…
if you have an answer to the question.” Whoah, boy. This was
going to boost ratings like nobody’s business! Her boss would be
happy, if no one else.

“It’s a bit of a tricky one considering, but
I do a lot of travel so it wasn’t hard for me to figure out. The
answer is Moscow.”

Kelly blinked—was it really? She looked down
at the index card and blushed to realize that it was. She’d been so
flustered she’d forgotten to look at the answer! “Congratulations,
Alex! You are the winner! Folks, we are going to cut over to a real
quick commercial break, and then you’ll have thirty minutes of good
old music. Just hang on tight! We’ve got Usher and Trey coming up
right after these messages.”

She cut to commercials, then took a deep
breath and picked up the phone, where Alex was waiting on the other
line to confirm their date.

God help me.





***

Alex Carter turned off North Astor Street; up
his drive way and straight into the solace of his garage. His pulse
was still a little high as he got out of his BMW and walked into
the five-bedroom brownstone he’d purchased three years ago. It had
been his first major financial purchase after Carter & Smith
had really taken off, and he was extraordinarily fond of it.

But his mind wasn’t on the house as he made
his way to the kitchen and pulled a Guinness out of the fridge. His
mind was on the phone call he’d just gotten through with—not a
business call, which was usually what he did when he was stuck in
rush hour traffic. But with Kelly Fitzsimmons, radio personality
extraordinaire, with a voice like sex and a bubbly personality that
could make him smile no matter how many horns were honking.

He’d been stuck in traffic for an hour, had
finished three business calls and had been about to start a fourth
when she’d come on, announcing the trivia question. His phone was
in his hand, and the answer to the question was incredibly
easy—though the average American would’ve probably picked Honolulu
since it was in the same country as New York. But when he’d been on
the phone with her, and she was actually talking to him
instead of just all the listeners in general, something had
possessed him. He hadn’t wanted to let go after a mere two minutes
of getting to listen to her sexy voice say his name—even if it was
just to ask him a question. And so, like an idiot, he’d asked her
out on a date.

Now if she’d known who he was and they were
face to face, he was certain she would have jumped at the chance.
But he’d only given her his first name—appropriate, really, as the
media would have jumped had they caught wind that Alex Carter, mega
business tycoon, had called in to a radio DJ to ask her out on a
date—and to her he was probably just another Joe. He’d been holding
his breath, waiting for her to say no, and had been shocked when
she didn’t. And he’d been shocked further when she’d spoken with
him after and instead of forcing the vacation package on him, she’d
accepted his invitation and made arrangements with him.

“I’d have felt guilty accepting that stupid
package anyway,” he mumbled, lowering himself into his black
leather recliner. “It should go to someone who’d really appreciate
it.” He’d been to the Big Apple countless times, and had more than
enough money to finance a trip if he decided he wanted to go there
for a bit of fun.

Instead of grabbing the remote and turning on
his flat screen, he leaned back, closed his eyes and sipped his
Guinness while he tried to picture the woman behind the voice. What
did she look like? She’d only been DJ’ing for Kiss FM a few weeks,
so there wasn’t a picture of her up on the radio’s website. He
supposed he could pull out his phone and run a search to see if he
could come up with anything, but he found it was more interesting
to use his imagination. Would she be petite, with a pixie face and
a boyish body? Or would she be tall, with legs that stretched on
for miles? He imagined she would have a luscious mouth, perfectly
matched with the voice that came out of it. Would she have
sparkling blue eyes, or deep, sultry brown?

Would she have long, silky hair he could run
his hands through, or would it be short and choppy—that edgy look
that so many women found fashionable these days?

Jesus. He’d never spent so much time thinking
about a woman before a date. Usually he didn’t give them a spare
thought when he wasn’t in their company—between his business and
the little spare time he got to have to himself, he simply didn’t
have enough to devote to a woman. But Kelly was cloaked in a
mysterious, sexy allure, made all the more so powerful by the fact
that he’d never seen her before.

Oh well, he thought, draining his
beer. Good thing you’re seeing her tomorrow, or else you’d drive
yourself nuts!

Kelly took a deep breath and smoothed her
dress down over her hips one last time as she checked herself in
the slim, full-length mirror hanging in the women’s bathroom. She
and Shelby had switched radio shifts at her boss’s insistence after
he’d heard that she’d offered herself up as the prize for
yesterday’s trivia question—couldn’t go disappointing the
listeners, now could they?

She’d chosen a form-fitting cocktail dress
that hugged the curves off her hips and butt, and the slashing
V-neck made the most of her cleavage. It showed off her tanned
legs, which she’d always thought of as one of her best features
despite being plus-sized. Around her neck was an onyx choker, and
earrings of the same stone dangled at her earlobes. She’d swept up
her hair into an elegant knot, leaving a few tendrils to frame her
face.

She jumped at a knock at the door, then
checked her elegant wristwatch—was it already time? No, she had at
least another ten minutes. She opened the door to see Marsha
standing outside, who let herself in without so much as a
by-your-leave.

“I heard your date was picking you up outside
the station tonight and thought I’d drop by to give you a sendoff.”
She let out a wolf-whistle, as she looked Kelly up and down. “Damn
girl! You’re going all out! I didn’t realize you took dares so
seriously.”

“Yes, well, when you’re told that you’re
being taken to the Pane Caldo, you don’t dress in jeans and a
t-shirt.”

Marsha’s eyes just about popped out of her
skull. “Holy Jesus! Those are some really fancy digs. He must be
seriously infatuated to spring for such a high-end restaurant when
he barely even knows you.”

It was actually more like a man like Alex
wouldn’t be caught dead at anything less than the Pane Caldo… but
she didn’t want to say that since she knew it would only provoke an
endless stream of questions from Marsha.

She’d decided last night that she was going
to play it cool, to not gush and drool over him despite his
elevated status… and, well, because she was actually the one
who was infatuated. The two of them were leagues apart, and she
realized she was nothing like the kind of woman he usually was seen
with. It was highly likely that once he saw her he would regret his
decision. But that was okay, because she was technically a media
personality and he was a business tycoon, and the last thing he
would want to do was piss her off. He would wine and dine her, and
she would enjoy the time spent and the excellent food.

And then she would consider herself done, and
never think about him again. Really, she would.

“I’m not going to complain,” she told Marsha,
“especially since I’m only doing this on a dare. Now if you’ll
excuse me, I need to get down to the lobby. Wouldn’t want to keep
my ‘date’ waiting.”

She slipped out of the bathroom with a wink
and smile that didn’t really mirror how she felt, and took the
elevator down—she didn’t really fancy the idea of using the stairs
when she was wearing four-inch platform pumps.

When she arrived downstairs it was to find
Alex already waiting. He was leaning against the sleek black
reception desk, impeccably turned out in a gray three-piece suit
that was obviously tailor-made to fit his tall, powerfully built
body. It seemed that the years behind his desk as a CEO hadn’t
softened his physique at all. His mahogany hair was sleekly cut and
styled, just long enough to reach past his earlobes, and he flashed
his perfectly white teeth at Amy, who looked over the moon as he
chatted her up. Kelly fought the urge to roll her eyes—she could
practically see the stars in Amy’s baby blues.

The two of them turned toward her, and Kelly
was momentarily dumbstruck as Alex turned his smile her way. From
afar his eyes were blacker than sin and absolutely wicked, though
she knew from listening to the girls who’d actually gotten close
enough to see them that they were really dark brown. Either way,
they still packed the same punch they always did… and they seemed
to flicker a moment with recognition. Oh God. Did he actually
remember her? She wasn’t sure if she could deal with that level of
awkwardness.

“You must be Alex,” she said, stepping
forward and offering a smile.

“Kelly Fitzsimmons?” His eyes flickered
again, and her heart sank a little—she wasn’t what he was
expecting. Well, that was just too bad. He’d asked her out, not the
other way around, and he was just going to have to take what he
got.

If he truly was displeased with her
appearance though, he didn’t show it—just offered his arm to her
with another smile. “It’s great to finally meet you in the flesh,”
he said, and he sounded sincere. “My car’s waiting outside, so why
don’t we get going?”

He led her out to the Mercedes parked in what
was clearly a no-parking zone, and she wasn’t sure whether she
should grin or wrinkle her nose at him. Apparently his money
greased the wheels well enough that he didn’t care about parking
tickets, which was extremely convenient—but she didn’t necessarily
like men who thought themselves above the law.

You’re over-thinking this, Kel, she
chided herself as she slid into the passenger’s seat while he held
the door open for her. Just enjoy your evening. There’s no point
in making this harder than it already is.

“So what’s it like, becoming one of the most
popular DJs on Kiss FM in such a short time?” he asked as they
headed toward Gold Coast—one of the most affluent areas in Chicago,
and where the Pane Caldo was located.

“It’s pretty sweet,” she admitted. “I get all
the attention and some really stellar fan mail, and I don’t have to
worry about showing my face except on rare occasions.” Like
tonight. “Guess I can’t really say the same for you though, can
I, Mr. Carter?”

He blinked, and then let out a warm, rich
laugh that sent a warm flush through her body. “I suppose it was
too much to ask that you wouldn’t have tracked me down. But yes,
you’re right—although thankfully my face ends up on magazines like
The Wall Street Journal and Time Magazine instead of OK or
OMG.”

“Oh, you poor baby,” she couldn’t help but
tease, even though she was supposed to not know him.

He frowned and glanced at her sideways. “You
know, something about you seems familiar. Have we met somewhere
before? Maybe a press conference? I seem to remember someone saying
somewhere that you used to be a reporter.”

“No,” she lied, “I don’t think we have. I
never really ran in the same circles as the reporters you dealt
with in my former life.” Lies, lies, lies. But what choice did she
have?

They parked directly outside the restaurant,
and Alex helped her out of the car and took her into the
restaurant. Normally she would’ve objected to being led around by
the hand, but his hand was warm and strong around hers and sent
tingles up her spine, making it hard for her to want to let go.

The Maitre de recognized him and personally
escorted them to their table. Inside, the atmosphere was welcoming
without being ostentatious—beautiful artwork was framed and hung on
the muted, amber-toned walls, and the floors were gleaming panels
of stained oak. Their table was covered with a white linen cloth
and set with tiger-lily centerpieces and a display of china, silver
and stemware the Queen of England might’ve been pleased with. Not
that Kelly would know, since she didn’t visit fancy restaurants
very often. She was more comfortable in a hole-in-the wall pizza
joint—and Chicago pizza was hard to pass up.

They sat in the high-backed, black leather
chairs that were surprisingly comfortable, and ordered drinks while
they perused the menu. She arched her eyebrows—the menu choices
were all in Italian and the descriptions weren’t much better, but
she guessed that’s what you got in an upscale restaurant. She
decided to go with the lasagna—couldn’t really go wrong there—while
Alex ordered something with chicken.

“Not really an appetizer kind of gal, are
you?”

She shrugged. “It takes them just as long to
whip up the appetizer as it does for the entrée, so why not just
skip to the main course.”

He grinned at her. “You’re direct. I like
that.”

They slipped into easy conversation, and Alex
took the time to study her. She certainly wasn’t what he’d
expected, on more than one level. She looked svelte and womanly in
that cocktail dress and heels, but she definitely wasn’t anything
like the slender girls he preferred, with her ample curves. Yet she
came across as vivacious and sexy, and he wasn’t turned off like
he’d expected to be. Rather, he couldn’t help but wonder what all
that golden skin and curvy mounds would feel like beneath his hands
and mouth.

Once a ladies man, always a ladies
man, a snide voice whispered in his mind, and he fought not to
roll his eyes. So what if he liked women? He was a healthy man most
definitely still in his prime. But there was something more about
Kelly. Something that niggled at him. He felt as though he should
know her, but he didn’t know why.

Maybe you met in another life, the
romantic in him suggested—a part of him that rarely came out to
play. He was charming and friendly, certainly, and knew how to wine
and dine and please a woman, but he didn’t consider himself to be a
romantic soul. The idea that this woman was someone he’d met in
another life that had followed him into this one was ridiculous,
and not at all like him.

But then why did she seem so familiar?

“What college did you go to?” he asked
abruptly, annoyed at himself that he didn’t take the time to look
her up after all.

“Purdue,” she told him, but she took a little
too long to answer the question. Why would she lie to him about
that? He struggled to keep his face bland, but it was hard when she
was piquing both frustration and curiosity in him. Who was
this woman? “I lived in Cincinnati for a while, and they had a
pretty killer Journalism program.”

“What made you decide to come to
Chicago?”

She smiled politely, but inside she was
seething. “My parents were born and raised here, and they came back
to live here, so I wanted to be near them.” Why was he asking all
these questions? Was she onto her? Did he remember her, or just
suspect?

Well, two could play that game. She was a
reporter, and was trained to ask questions. She wasn’t going to let
him muscle her around in this conversation.

“What do you do when you’re not working?”

He blinked. “What?”

“I’m curious to know what a man like you does
to take a load off,” she said with a charming smile. “Being the
head of a financial empire has to take its toll.”

“Well when I’m looking for fun, I have fun.”
He grinned at her. “I’ll do anything adventurous; skydiving,
snowboarding, jet skiing, rappelling, hang gliding…” he ticked them
off on his fingers. “But when I want to relax I do yoga.”

Kelly nearly choked on her glass of wine.
“Really?”

He grinned. “What? Just because I own a
conglomerate doesn’t mean I’m a soulless person. I have a spiritual
side.”

A dare-devil and a yogi? No wonder
I’ve always thought he was my type!

His grin widened. “Well thanks.”

Her cheeks reddened. “Did I actually say that
out loud?”

“You most certainly did. But don’t worry,” he
added with a wink, “I won’t tell anyone.”

She sighed. “You really are lucky, to be able
to drop the reins and go do all those crazy things. I’ve always
wanted to go sky diving.”

“Maybe I could take you sometime.”

Kelly laughed to try and hide the fact that
her heart just flip-flopped in her chest. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m
sure you have better things to do than take me
skydiving.”

He most certainly did, he thought to himself
crossly, wondering what on earth possessed him to say that. Did
someone take over his body and make him say insane things whenever
he talked to her? This was supposed to be a one-time thing, this
date, to get her out of his system. So why did he ask her to go
skydiving with him?

“Well, if you really don’t want to, I’m sure
I could find other things to occupy our time with,” he said,
hedging—if he took it back he’d look like an asshole. And some part
of him suggested he really wouldn’t mind going skydiving with her
at all. In fact, he had a feeling she would be a natural

“I’m sure you could,” she said silkily, and
for some reason that sounded like a challenge.

Their entrees arrived and they talked about
trivial things over dinner, and then finished the meal off with
crème Brule for dessert. Alex found himself watching Kelly more
than enjoying it himself—she definitely had that luscious mouth
he’d envisioned, and he couldn’t help but notice how her pupils
dilated and her cheeks flushed just slightly as she savored the
dessert.

“What should we do now?” she asked after he’d
paid the check and they’d left.

He looked down at her, at how beautifully
made up she was, and thought it would be a waste if he just took
her home now. She didn’t look like a woman who’d gotten dressed up
just so they could go out to dinner.

“I was thinking we could go dancing.”

He took her to the Pump Room, a
restaurant/bar that morphed into a 30’s style dance club at night.
The lights were muted, and the majority of the patrons out on the
dance floor were dressed appropriately for the motif—tailcoats and
bowties for the men, ankle-length evening dresses for the
women.

Kelly couldn’t help but arch an eyebrow as
they headed to the bar. “We’re not exactly dressed appropriately
for this,” she pointed out.

He shrugged. “Maybe not. But they’re playing
live jazz tonight, and the bartender makes a killer martini.”

Alex ordered two for them, and Kelly had to
agree as she sipped hers—the vodka here was prime. She allowed Alex
to lead her out onto the dance floor. Kelly had never learned any
jazz moves before, but Alex was a good teacher, and pretty soon she
was jumping and twirling with the best of them out there.

“For someone who was so nervous earlier,
you’re awfully confident now,” he teased as he twirled her across
the floor.

Kelly laughed, and Alex couldn’t help but
notice how she lit up, sparkling like a rare diamond in the muted
light. “Well they say the best way to be confident is to act
confident, right?”

“That’s definitely true.” He stopped at the
edge of the dance floor and pulled her into his arms, feeling
reckless, as he hadn’t in a long time. “And I think I’m confident
enough to take a chance right now,” he said right before he kissed
her.

Kelly’s mind spun as Alex crushed his lips
against hers—she could smell the hint of vodka on his breath, mixed
with cologne and a unique scent that was his own. She’d imagined
this moment countless times, in various locales and situations, and
although admittedly a 30’s nightclub had never been one of them, he
didn’t disappoint. No fantasy could equal the feeling of pure joy
that came with his arms banded tightly around her as slid his
tongue into her mouth, nor the taste or scent of him invading her
senses. And definitely no fantasy could simulate the little
groan that escaped his lips as she nibbled on his tongue, or the
shiver of pleasure that ran up her spine as a result.

Alex couldn’t believe how good she felt in
his arms, with her lush curves pressed up against his hard body.
He’d removed his jacket and vest at some point during the dancing
and could feel the nipples of those big, beautiful breasts harden
through her dress. Her cocktail dress had a cutout in the back and
he couldn’t stop rubbing his hands up and down the area of exposed
flesh—he wondered if the rest of her skin would be as silky and
smooth as her back.

Her fingers dug into his scalp as she held on
and kissed him back with surprising ferocity, as if she was afraid
to let go of him or he would evaporate. Usually when women got like
this he tended to try and shimmy away, but for some reason her
obvious hunger only fed his own. He wanted that flimsy black dress
off, and he wanted it off now.

“Hey, you two!” somebody called out. “Get a
room, will ya?”

Alex pulled back slowly and looked down at
Kelly’s flushed face, pouty lips and heavy lidded eyes, and decided
she looked like sex incarnate. “What do you say? Should we ‘get a
room’?” He meant to sound casual, but his voice came out in a husky
growl that sent a visible shiver through her.

A little voice was screaming in the back of
Kelly’s mind that this was exactly what she shouldn’t do if
she wanted to walk away from this encounter and out of his life,
but the rest of her was too overwhelmed by all the fantasies she’d
had as a college girl crashing through her mind again. He was
wining and dining and taking her to his bed? That was the
stuff dreams were made of.

Besides, she wasn’t some virgin fresh out of
high school anymore. She was a woman grown, and experienced
besides. Surely she could enjoy this without losing her head over
it.

“Your place or mine?” she purred, dragging
her nails down his chest through the front of his shirt.

He took her back to his place, and they’d
barely made it into the house before he was on her again, shoving
his hands in her hair and his tongue in her mouth, completely
destroying her lipstick as well as the time she’d spent carefully
styling her hair as pins and hair ties rained onto the floor. If
she’d been lucid she might’ve rolled her eyes at how inconsiderate
men could be, but at that moment she was too busy ripping the
buttons off his shirt as she pulled it open.

Alex lifted her into his arms and wrapped her
legs around his waist as he stumbled up the stairs. His shoulder
bumped one of the frames hanging on the walls, but the following
crash barely registered as he pushed open the door to his room and
tossed Kelly onto his bed.

Kelly pushed herself up on her elbows and
watched breathlessly as Alex pulled off what was left of his
clothing. Her mouth watered as he bared his tanned, rippling
muscles to her avid gaze, not even the least bit self-conscious.
The suit had only hinted at just how big and powerful his body was…
and she meant every inch of it.

His black eyes burned into hers as he
returned his gaze to her, and she instinctively crawled backwards
up the bed as he stalked toward her like a predator. It was as
though he’d taken off the civilized man when he’d removed his suit,
and all that was left was a wild warrior.

“Off,” he demanded, pulling her dress over
her head in one swift movement before she had a chance to object.
“Mmm, yes, much better,” he murmured, his hot black eyes roaming
the length of her body. Kelly dug her hands into the duvet to keep
herself from trying to shield her body from him—she knew she wasn’t
his type, but he’d asked for this, and she wasn’t going to try to
apologize for her body. She might not be skinny, but she was proud
of her curves, and if he didn’t want them, she could take them to
someone who would.

Of course, she was really just telling
herself that because she was scared shitless of rejection,
especially after he’d stripped her defenses away. After all, she
was lying beneath him wearing nothing but a pair of lacy purple
panties—the cocktail dress had been well padded enough that she
didn’t need a bra. But there was no need for her to worry that he
would reject her. He didn’t say anything at all—just cupped her
breasts in his large hands and took one of her nipples into his
mouth.

“Oh,” she moaned as little jolts of pleasure
shot through her. “Oh, yes, that’s good.” She didn’t think it was
possible for her to get any hotter, but her breasts flushed and her
panties were even wetter between her legs.

“I could feast on these all day,” he
murmured, switching to the other breast to give it equal attention.
“So round and pretty and pink.” He’d half-expected her breasts to
be somewhat floppy as was normal for women with a large cup size,
but hers were proud and perky and stood up all on their own. If he
hadn’t been touching and kissing them he would have said they were
fake—but he knew what fake felt like and these were the real deal.
He wondered if she knew just how many of the women he’d slept with
in the past would be absolutely jealous of her.

He nibbled a path down her stomach, and she
moaned when he dipped his tongue into her navel. That was another
thing about her—she was genuine. Too many of the women who’d found
their way into his bed in order to help themselves to his money
were fake, and he’d done this enough times to know when a woman was
truly enjoying herself or if she was just putting on a show for his
benefit.

A giggle escaped her when he nibbled on the
outline of her hipbone, and he smiled. “Ticklish, are you?” he
asked as she squirmed beneath him.

“It’s a sensitive area.”

“There are a lot of sensitive areas around
here,” he told her right before he tugged her panties off with his
teeth.

“I think someone’s been reading too many
romance novels,” she teased, but her voice was breathless as he
tossed her panties aside and kissed his way up the inside of her
left leg.

“Believe me, I learned what I know from
experience, not between the pages of a book.” He nipped her inner
thigh, making her yelp, then spread her legs and stroked his tongue
down her center.

“Oh.” She gripped the duvet so hard she
might’ve torn through the fabric with her nails. He slid his hands
underneath her butt to tilt her toward his face, using his tongue
to find her clit, and she cried out. “Alex!”

“Mmm,” he rumbled. “I definitely like
it better when you say my name in person than on the phone.”

She didn’t have enough brain cells to analyze
the significance of that statement because he sucked hard on her
clit then, ripping another scream from her. He pleasured her
relentlessly, sending her into a series of orgasm that shook her so
hard she could barely breathe. She’d never thought sexual pleasure
could be a kind of torture, but by the time the fifth orgasm had
rolled through her she was begging him to stop.

“Please Alex,” she gasped. “I can’t take this
anymore.”

He lifted his head, black eyes gleaming
wickedly. “What do you want me to do then?”

Since he was too far away for her to use her
hands, she stroked the length of him using her foot. She was
rewarded with a full body shudder and the sight of his eyes
half-closing in pleasure. “Inside me. Please.”

“Well, since you ask so nicely.” He smiled
widely, then positioned himself between her legs and thrust,
filling her completely with one smooth motion.

“Yes,” she moaned as he moved inside her.
“That’s what I need.”

Her eyes fluttered closed as she absorbed the
shocks of pleasure, but opened again when he pressed his hand
against her cheek. “Look at me,” he whispered, his face tight with
strain. “I want to look into your eyes when we’re doing this.”

There was such depth of emotion in his eyes
and voice that she wondered… could this actually mean something to
him? But no, that was impossible. She was just another conquest to
him.

Still, she did ask he asked and kept her eyes
open, watching him as he moved inside her, his muscles glistening
with sweat. Admittedly It wasn’t a hardship—he looked like a fallen
angel or perhaps a warrior, and she had no doubt that this image of
him would sear itself into her mind for the rest of her life.

“Come for me,” he growled in her ear before
nipping at her earlobe, sending another series of shivers down her
spine. His hand slipped between them to stroke her clit. “Come, and
say my name again.”

He thrust hard and she screamed, his name on
her lips as the orgasm rocked her. She didn’t even have time to
think as he increased his pace, sending her straight into another
one before he emptied himself inside her with a groan.

Panting, he rolled off to the side and pulled
her up next to him effortlessly, making her feel as if she was one
of his petite blondes. Don’t, she commanded herself as he
threw the duvet over them both. You know very well you’re not
his type. By tomorrow morning he’ll probably be wondering why
you’re still here. You should leave now, before he gets the chance
to kick you out.

Even as the thought crossed her mind he was
cuddling her against his chest. She looked over at the clock to
realize it was after two in the morning—no wonder he was conking
out. She really did need to get home.

“Beautiful,” he murmured sleepily, stroking
his hand over her hair before his breathing evened out, and the
word caught at her heart like steel barbs. She couldn’t help but
lay her head against his chest, listen to her heartbeat, and
pretend that they were a real couple sleeping together.

Surely she could allow herself a few moments
for her own fantasy, couldn’t she?






***

Sunlight stabbed Alex’s eyes through the
blinds and he rolled over with a groan. His arm came out to pull
Kelly toward him but instead of meeting warm, curvy flesh it
slapped against a cold mattress. Frowning, he cracked open his eyes
to see that she wasn’t in the bed.

Scrubbing a hand over his face, he got out of
bed and pulled a bathrobe on before heading out of the room.
“Kelly?” he called, heading for the kitchen. Maybe she’d gotten
hungry, or needed to use the bathroom, or just got bored waiting
for him to wake up. He really hadn’t slept in that late though…
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