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This is a work of fiction. All
characters, events, and places are of the author’s imagination and
not to be confused with fact. Any resemblance to living persons or
events is merely coincidence.







Chapter One






I felt like I had a bull’s eye painted
on my forehead—like someone who had a contract out on them and knew
it.






Sort of.






There was a thread of excitement and
anticipation beneath the absolute terror that dogged my steps as I
made my way along the busy city sidewalk. I was wearing red, my
signal that I’d agreed to the terms of engagement.

I must have lost my mind, I thought in
sudden anxiety, hesitating in front of a store window and staring
at the reflections behind me. I didn’t focus on my own. I’d worked
hard at buoying my self-esteem and convincing myself I didn’t look
thirty five even if I was and that I looked hot enough to appeal to
the handsome stranger I was about to have a rendezvous with. I
didn’t want to risk losing that self-deception with too healthy a
dose of reality. Even so, I could see my dark blond, shoulder
length hair, which I’d worn loose, flapping wildly around my head.
Trying to convince myself it would give me a sexy windswept look
rather than the tangled bird’s nest of a bag lady, I focused on
searching the streets for a man who might be looking that would fit
the description I’d been given.






The wind caught the flared skirt of my
short dress at just that moment and flipped it up my back. By the
time I’d fought it down, I discovered I had the attention of every
male within viewing distance.






Big surprise! Wearing a thong on such a
windy day had been a stroke of brilliance!






Feeling my cheeks pulsing like a neon
sign, I decided to gather what was left of my dignity and move,
ignoring the smirks of the strangers around me. I hadn’t spotted
the tall, dark, and debonair Brit that was supposed to fulfill my
favorite fantasy, but I decided to leave it in the hands of fate.
If it was meant to be, he would be right on time. He would’ve
spotted me by now. He would follow me into the expensive department
store that was my goal and ….






I’d probably have a panic
attack!






coward! Spineless, lily livered twerp,
I chastised myself! It was no wonder my entire life had been dull,
uneventful, colorless! I didn’t have the balls to have fun! I
wasn’t wild and carefree! I was a prudish spinster, to use the
barbaric, archaic term for women who failed to find a
mate!

Not that I wanted one, by damn! There’d
been a time when I had, but after one failed relationship after
another, I was thoroughly jaded.

I was pretty set in my ways, if it came
to that. I was pretty sure I’d moved way past any ability to
compromise for the sake of a relationship.

No, I just wanted to do something
daring … for once in my life.






Trying to shake the little voice in the
back of my mind reminding me why I never did anything daring, I
walked briskly toward the department store at the end of the block.
But there it was, sprung full blown from the recesses of my
mind—the answer I didn’t want.

I never did anything daring because it
always turned out badly for me. I was pretty sure I had the worst
luck in the world. As a teen, my first attempt at going ‘all the
way’ in the backseat of a car had backfired humiliatingly. I’d no
sooner bared all than a damned cop had stuck his flashlight to the
rear window, illuminating me in all my imperfect splendor! I didn’t
think I would’ve felt nearly as badly about it if I’d had the body
of a temptress, but back then I’d looked like a stick with
bumps—two front and two back!

I’d certainly made up for it, I thought
wryly! It was a damned shame voluptuous wasn’t in style any damned
more!

Actually, I thought with a healthy dose
of honesty, voluptuous was probably closer to the mark, but I
firmly pushed that from my mind! I wasn’t going to feel sexy if I
let my fantasy image of myself as a modern day Marilyn Monroe
slip.

Of course, my hair was more brown than
blond, I didn’t have quite as much cleavage, and I had a good bit
more trunk space ….

Bad thought! Bad Chloe! Bad, bad, bad!
And that wasn’t the way I wanted to be bad, damn it!

I discovered the front door of the
department store looming before me. Indecision hit me. As if I
hadn’t been wavering almost from the time I’d climbed out of the
cab that had deposited me in the downtown area!

Maybe I should just turn around, grab a
cab, and scurry back to my apartment? I could always tell my best
friend, who’d arranged the rendezvous for me, that I’d done it and
had a fabulous time.

I certainly couldn’t tell her I’d
chickened out! She would be very put out with me after all she’d
gone through to make the arrangements for my birthday surprise!
She’d be disappointed in me.

I didn’t think I could live that down
any time soon.

Squaring my shoulders, I marched up the
steps and grabbed the door handle. As I pulled the door open, I
caught a glimpse of the British Don Juan that had been ordered up
just for my private fantasy in the reflection on the glass! My
heart skipped several beats. My stomach went weightless. I felt
faint and dizzy and hot and cold, all at the same time. I was going
to pass out and roll down the steps to the sidewalk!

Reminding myself to breathe, I
completed the action I’d frozen in the middle of. I pulled the door
wide enough to enter and staggered inside on the spiked heels I
wasn’t used to wearing.

It couldn’t be him, I told myself! He
was just too, too gorgeous! No way was he in to the kinky/weird
Pandora’s Box crowd!

Ok, so I supposed that was a little
insulting to my dear friend, Rebecca, but, truthfully, I just
couldn’t see a male that looked that yummy needing to resort to the
cloak and danger kink of the club! I’d imagined most of the members
must be desperate or they wouldn’t have to join a club like
Pandora’s Box just to get laid!

I was mistaken, I told myself,
commanding my heart to stop trying to beat its way up my throat.
Even if I’d misjudged the members of the club, the hunk of burning
love I’d spotted on the sidewalk was still too far up the food
chain to consider joining such a group.

And actually, I didn’t know a hell of a
lot about it. Rebecca was the member, not me. I’d thought she was
losing it when she’d told me about the club she’d joined. Pandora’s
Box. The name alone sounded naughty and intriguing. Unlike the
fabled box, however, this one, according to Rebecca, was formed to
prevent the evils from escaping. It was a safety net in a dangerous
world so that adults could play out their fantasies, where every
member had a thorough, and regularly updated, background check to
insure the safety of all members.

I’d liked the sound of that, but I
didn’t spend a lot of time entertaining myself with fantasies,
sexual or otherwise. I hadn’t seen any sense in spending the money
to join when I was miserable enough with the occasional flings I
had.

But then, I’d had one too many one
night and let my guard down. Rebecca had managed to pry loose the
one fantasy I’d had for years and years—even before I got old
enough to be what they called a ‘cougar’ these days. Actually, the
cougar hadn’t been part of the fantasy. I just happened to find men
in their late twenties, early thirties appealed to me most, even
though I’d now passed those milestones.

Which totally sucked, of course! Even
when I’d been in my late twenties and early thirties men that age
had been looking for younger women.

Shaking my wayward thoughts, I cast as
casual a glance as I could over my shoulder to see if the hunk I’d
spied might be my dream lover—or if, indeed, I had anybody even
close to my fantasy behind me.

I hadn’t really expected to discover
the hunk following me. It, almost literally, rocked me back on my
heels. Our gazes clashed. His intense blue eyes sent another shock
wave through me.

I sent him a hunted look. I couldn’t
help it! Terror had seized me!

I tried combating it with a
half-frozen, come hither smile.

Talk about mixed signals!

He lifted one finally arched, black
eyebrow at me.

I had heart palpitations.

Swallowing convulsively, I glanced
around the store.

Make a run for it and dash out the back
way?

Stand my ground and enjoy the fantasy
Rebecca had gone to so much trouble to put together for
me?

The rush of air from the door as it
opened got my feet to moving. My legs felt rubbery with nerves and
it was all I could do to maintain my balance on the fucking heels
from hell I’d been stupid enough to think increased my sex
appeal!

Don’t think, Chloe, I told myself
fiercely! This could be your last chance!

It would be my only damned chance! If I
blew it, I should just shoot myself and be done with it! When would
I ever get the chance to meet, let alone have wild sex with, a
handsome, sophisticated British man like those in the books I’d
lusted over for years?

Never! Never! Never!

I could faint
later—afterwards!

It was fortunate that I was too
terrified by that time to worry about my appearance! It was also
brilliant that I’d had the forethought to specify the expensive
department store. Unlike the bargain stores, this one wasn’t too
crowded. I had some hope of actually managing the
fantasy!

I was really starting to get anxious by
the time I reached the men’s department. Dressing room, dressing
room! Where was the fucking thing?

A clerk was already making a beeline
toward me when I finally spotted the sign. Glancing back to be sure
I still had my playmate behind me, I managed a weak smile, eluded
the clerk, and headed toward the dressing room.

I paused again when I reached the
entrance and turned. The clerk had intercepted my tall, dark, and
debonair, but he was looking over the man’s head in my direction.
Smiling more with relief than anticipation at that point, I headed
inside.

I’d never been inside a men’s dressing
room, needless to say. It was a tremendous relief to discover that
they had private dressing cubicles just like they did on the
women’s side—all empty—not like it would’ve been on the women’s
side, which was why I’d chosen it.

Alright, so being surrounded by a very
masculine setting was a tiny part of the fantasy, but I’d mostly
been thinking that while there was a certain thrill in the public
rendezvous, I didn’t actually want to be interrupted. I couldn’t
decide whether to chose one and duck inside to wait or wait for my
dream lover.

He took the decision out of my
hands.

He was way taller than I’d realized,
and broader, too!

His smile made me melt—you know
where!

“Hello.”

I smiled up at him a little weakly. He
had a delicious British accent! “Hello, yourself.”

Emboldened, I reached for his hand and
led him toward the back of the dressing area and into a room.
Thankfully, the glaring light from the hallway didn’t intrude and I
stopped him when he reached to flip on the light inside the room.
“There’s plenty of light,” I murmured.

He lifted both brows at that, but he
was clearly intrigued when I lifted my hands and brushed them
lightly along his broad chest, closing my eyes and trying to
imagine what he would look like naked. It was a shame we didn’t
really have time and the circumstances were such that we couldn’t
both strip down—or I couldn’t strip him down. He felt as delicious
as he looked.

Something flickered in his eyes when I
looked up at him—a touch of wariness? Confusion?—but he leaned down
to meet my upturned face. His lips were perfect, I thought
dizzily—hard like the rest of him, warm. I imagined he tasted like
a different breed—not just male, but British male. It was absurd,
of course, but I’d fantasized so long, I was convinced he had an
exotic taste to go along with his exotic accent.

I didn’t know if it was him that made
me so wet or my own mind, my own imaginings, but it didn’t matter.
I drank in his taste, his scent, the feel of his body pressed
against mine, and I was instantly intoxicated with the brew. I
couldn’t get enough. I wanted to explore his mouth and have him
explore mine endlessly, but I wanted more and, despite my rising
state of excitement, I was ever aware in the back of my mind that
we were liable to be discovered.

No time for finesse! I managed to
disentangle one of my arms and explore his belly, searching for the
evidence that he was as aroused as I was. Thankfully, I wasn’t
disappointed.
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