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“THIS BOOK IS HOTTER than the sand on a Florida beach on an August afternoon.”

“Lea has a natural ability in going deep into her character psych.”

“This book should really be nominated for Hot Read of the Year.”

“If you enjoy erotica, this story is perfect.”

“This book is just WOW filled with enough eroticism to wheat anyone’s appetite, yet still maintaining a clear view on love in all its forms.”

“In my opinion, this is the best book she has written.”

“I love when I read a book and everything is perfectly clear in my mind. It’s like seeing the story come to life in my head.”

“This book is hot, hot hot!”
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A DISTANT BOOM OF THUNDER made Anne look up from the dinner table, wiping cloth in hand. Outside, black clouds built above the hill tops in the horizon, threatening to embrace the small mountain village.

“Hmm, looks like the weather’s changing again.” Nodding, she returned to the wooden table and removed the remaining breakfast crumbs. “We’re in for another one, Brian.”

These storms came quickly in the French Alps, grazing the snow covered, fork-like peaks before diving into the deep valleys and ravaging them with inhuman force. After a few hours, the darkness would vanish as if wiped away by a magic wand, once again leaving the villageois with a familiar sense of awe and the tourists reeling in shock at the power of nature.

“What did you say?” Her husband’s low, gentle voice drifted from the kitchen.

She refocused on the window. Against the backdrop of black clouds beyond, reflections from the lit room played on the glass pane before her. Brian’s silhouette appeared, peeking from the open kitchen door.

Her chest filled with warmth. God, she loved that man with his long hair, moustache, and sad, hazel eyes. An old hippie, a bear of a man with more kindness and humanity than the world could take. He’d traveled continents and oceans alone for half a lifetime before turning up at this village one sunny afternoon, two years ago.

It took one look at the French hosts’ young daughter, Anne, to calm his vagabond heart. Despite their fifteen-year age difference, they’d married shortly after, about the same time her parents bought an apartment in town and left her in charge of the business.

Together, they ran the local bed and breakfast, a charming, two-story stone house with wooden framework and white-painted window frames. They welcomed visitors from all over the world, mostly trackers and bikers questing along the winding alpine roads. While Brian took care of the cuisine and administrative tasks, Anne shopped for provisions, cleaned the house, and served guests.

She focused on her reflection in the glass. Doe eyes in an oval face stared back. Not yet thirty, but a full, ripe woman. A lone brown tendril escaped from her shoulder-length hair and hung on her forehead. She pushed it back before smoothing her white blouse and kilt.

All she needed to be happy now was a child.

Thunder in the distance again, and her heart skipped.

Brian approached. “Sweetie, I didn’t hear you.”

Anne dropped the cloth on the table and stepped toward the front door. “I said a storm is coming. We should close the shutters.”

“Let me take care of that.” Before she could protest, he caught her from behind, bringing along the smells of frying oil and detergent.

Large, manly hands slipped around her waist and settled on her stomach. His tall, warm body enveloped her. Hot breaths brushed against her ear. “And then maybe we can....” He held her tighter, pressing the outline of his cock against her ass.

“Oh, sweetheart.” She smiled. Though they knew each other inside out, he’d never lost his untamed desire and grabbed every opportunity to give her some loving, at least once a day.

If only he were a bit more creative, it would be perfect. But instead of, for example, right this moment, bending her down on the table, pulling up her skirt, and doing her from behind with long, lusty strokes, he would take her hand, bring her upstairs, and perform the same old romantic missionary thing in the bed sheets.

With a low rumble in the depth of his throat, he moved his hips up and down, rubbing her through his pants and lodging his burgeoning erection farther between her cheeks. “I love you, Anne. Every single bit of you. Can you feel it?”

“Yes. And I love you.” To hell with creativity. A pinch in her inner thighs called. Her nipples hardened against the soft blouse. She sighed, leaned her head back on his shoulder, and almost gave into temptation. It would be so easy to dive into the fluffy sheets and let him fill her with his gliding hardness until all she could do was whine like a cat in heat. Good God.

But, no, not now. The tenants could come back anytime. Three families rented rooms today, and though their schedules varied, the approaching storm might rush their return to base.

She sought distraction from her arousal.

The first floor consisted of a dining and living area in one room, a kitchen, and a small office in the back. Her gaze wandered from the dark-painted wood beams in the ceiling to the plastered walls they had decorated with artifacts from her husband’s many voyages. Two Bordeaux-colored couches and a dark-wood coffee table sat in one corner. In the other, sharing a wall with the kitchen, a bar with a couple of stools fronted a shelf filled with a selection of bottles. Small flags from different countries hung from a string above the bar area, and on the countertop, a laptop mingled with beer pads and ashtrays.

The pride Brian took in welcoming the guests was one of the things she loved about him. His jovial generosity, the way he’d fill glasses of beer to the brim and only charge for half, always with a friendly word and a smile. Or the time he’d take to patiently explain the local topography and directions to various mountain treks, not to mention the hours spent in the kitchen trying out delicious recipes, making sure the visitors left the Alps with a sense of having found a second home.

He was good to her, too. He’d often surprise her with a kiss when she was absorbed by some task, telling her he was the luckiest guy on this side of the globe. When she least expected it, she’d find a rose on her nightstand, fresh from the garden, or some ripe fruit he’d collected for her. It was the small things, and she loved him for each token of his affection.

A loud knock sounded on the door. Once more, her heart jumped.

Merde. She stiffened, and so did Brian, against her back.

“It must be the postman.” Hoping the busybody of a village facteur hadn’t seen anything through the white flowery curtains, she slid out of her husband’s tense grip, immediately regretting the loss of contact with his hard-on, and stepped forward.

Brian grumbled a low curse, but stayed put.

This shouldn’t take too long. Unlike yesterday, she would just take the mail from the slim, uniformed man and, with a polite smile, close the door, cutting off his usual attempts to chat. In her mind flashed the picture of his expectant smile and curious eyes beneath the black La Poste cap, and the short conversation they’d had about her pregnancy—or, the lack thereof.

A subject worth mentioning to Brian.

She paused in front of the door, a hand on the cold brass handle, and pivoted. “You know what he asked me yesterday?”

Brian stared at her. “No?”

“If we had any good news.”

“What do you mean, good news?”

God, how could he not immediately understand what she was talking about? She placed her free hand on her stomach. “You know.”

He raised a brow. “Oh, a baby?”

“Oui.” She held back a sigh.

In the course of their two years of marriage, she hadn’t gotten pregnant, hadn’t even had a miscarriage. Though Brian repeatedly confirmed he liked the idea of fatherhood and was more than willing to perform the act of baby-making, she wasn’t sure to what extent he understood and related to her wish for a child.

“Sweetie.” He cocked his head. “We’ll just keep trying. One day, you’ll be pregnant. I promise.”

“I wish you’d take the fertility test. I’m willing to—”

“We’ve been through this.”

She nodded, would drop the subject for now. But one day, she would insist and—

Knock, knock.

She spun around and, with a fake smile, opened the door.

A gust of cool air blew in, filling her nostrils with acrid wetness. Torrential rain would hit anytime.

Outside, two young men sat on tall bicycles, greeting her with expectant gazes. Both carried rucksacks. Wearing only tight, colorful spandex clothes from top to toe, they were far from equipped to tackle the bad weather.

Behind them, across the narrow street, houses similar to the bed and breakfast stood shoulder-to-shoulder. Fast-moving storm clouds loomed above their black-tiled rooftops.

The nearest bicyclist, a thirtyish suntanned blond with the looks of a movie star, gave her a frank smile. His deep-emerald eyes drew her to him so intensely, she almost forgot his companion, almost erased Brian’s hard cock from her memory, and almost ignored the rumbling thunder at the entrance of the village.

“Yes?” She studied the blond.

His well-toned arm and torso muscles worked beneath the thin yellow spandex, and a visible pulse beat in his throat. As he sat on his bicycle—a modern, thirty-something-gear mountain monster—his “package” bulged on the front of the leather seat, reminding her of what Brian had offered seconds ago. She swallowed hard, imagined peeling the spandex off this beautiful man’s svelte body and discovering what sexual beast hid inside. She might be married, but admiring another man could not possibly do any harm.

“We’re looking for a place to stay for the night.” The young guy’s voice, low and confident, with a clear American accent, brought her back to his face. Bedazzling green eyes met hers with a grin displaying a row of perfect white teeth.

“Oh.” She shook herself and took a deep breath, then pointed backward into the living room. “Um, Brian, my husband, will be happy to accommodate you.”

Happy, my ass. I should be the one handling this.

Irritation grew at that thought. Her parents had run the bed and breakfast the same way, with Papa controlling the property and making all the family decisions, and in spite of his hippie roots, Brian had adapted to the tradition. It didn’t matter that she was the formal owner. In this remote part of France, the man of the house automatically had the last word.

“Chéri?”

“Yeah.” Brian joined her. The big bear filled the doorframe, oozing warmth at her side.

“These young men—”

A growling noise interrupted, building at the end of the road. A semi-trailer entered the village, going full speed as it passed merely a meter from the two bicyclists and bringing along a violent swoosh of cold mountain air.

While Anne and Brian turned their faces to avoid the blow, the draught hit the two young guys. The blond managed to stand, but his friend’s bike fell to the ground, bringing him down with it.

“Vaffanculo!” Legs tangled, struggling to regain his balance, the second bicyclist threw his hands in the air in true South-European style.

“Son of a bitch.” Brian glared at the cloud of dust left by the disappearing vehicle. “Fucking narrow street and no sidewalk.”

Anne’s heart raced. “It’s so dangerous.” If—when—she had her own child one day, there would be petitions to sign and meetings with officials to attend.

Breathing deeply to calm her nerves, she approached the unfortunate bicyclist and bent to grab his handlebar.

Surely by pure coincidence, one of his gloved hands landed on hers, curling strong fingers around her small ones and helping her pull until the bike stood upright between them.

Still, even as he stood on his feet, his hand lingered, holding hers firmly on the hard-plastic handle.

Anne looked up into his face, seeing him for the first time. How in the world had she missed such a jewel earlier? Among tanned, Latin features, a pair of black diamonds sparkling with mischief stared back without shame. His long, black locks were swept back in a ponytail, revealing a single golden earring in his left lobe. Large chest muscles heaved beneath a tight, pink spandex shirt, begging to be caressed by a woman’s hand, and black chest hairs peeked from the open collar.

Unable to believe the seductive intensity he exuded, she sucked in a breath and held it while the world narrowed. Her head buzzed. “What?”

“What?” The beautiful bicyclist used the same low tone, his full lips forming a teasing grin inches from her face. He was so near she could smell his hot breath. Intoxicating.

How had he come so close? And how long before her husband noticed?

Thankfully, Brian’s calm, indifferent voice rose behind her, addressing the blond bicyclist. “So you’re looking for a place to stay?”

“Yeah. We’ve already asked in several different villages on our way here.”

Anne tugged at her trapped hand and took a demonstrative step back. “Please.”

“Oh.” Feigning surprise, the dark beauty lifted an eyebrow and removed his hand, allowing her to retrieve hers. “Sorry,” he added, rolling a thick R with his tongue, keeping his lips parted a second too long. A move so deliberately naughty, her stomach knotted with need.

As she retreated, he studied her face with a grin, arrogance and amusement gleaming in his dark eyes, before turning his attention to the two other men.

Blood pulsing in her temples, she copied his movement.

“I’m sorry, but we’re full. This time of year—” Brian gazed into the blond’s eyes. The two men were the same height and had a similar hair color.

“But, Brian.” Anne trembled from the sensual shock. “We have one room available.”

He shook his head. “No, honey, a couple called an hour ago, when you were out shopping.”

“Oh.”

“I’m sorry.” His voice was firm but kind. He looked from one young guy to the other. “But we’re full.”

A new boom of thunder roared above the rooftops, threatening to crack the sky open. Anne hunched away from the noise.

“See, we’ve asked everywhere.” The blond lifted his shoulders. “We’d take anything with that storm coming. A couch, whatever.”

Brian shook his head, apology marring his sad dog features, before a new thought lit his eyes. “Say, man, sounds to me like you’re from the ole US of A.”

“Damn right I am.” The blond smiled. “Baltimore, actually. Where’re you from?”

“Some shitty place in Kentucky, but I been around since.” He offered his bear paw of a hand. “I’m Brian.”

“Todd.” The blond took the proffered hand and shook it, green eyes holding her husband’s. “And my, uh, friend here”—he turned to the Latin guy, who stood still watching the scene—“is Micaela, from Italy. We’re riding the Alps this summer.”

Heat rushed through Anne’s chest. An Italian! That explained his shameless advance. The charm and sex drive of the French were reputed, but a woman could not walk in Italian streets without having lustful stares and whistles thrown at her from both young and old men.

Brian nodded at Micaela. “Nice to meet ya.”

Micaela nodded back with a reserved, self-confident smile.

The first cold raindrops fell from the darkened sky, landing on their faces.

Brian glanced up and blinked. “Well, keep looking, guys. Every village has a bed and breakfast. But don’t waste time. All hell’s about to break loose.”

“Yeah.” Todd sat up on his bike and adjusted the weight of his rucksack.

Anne’s heart tightened as she watched the rock star-looking Italian do the same. She sent a quick, discreet glance at the bulge in front of his spandex pants, resting on the saddle between his muscular thighs.

Why did they have to leave so fast, when they’d just come into her life? She was a married woman and had not once had unfaithful thoughts, but at this moment, she couldn’t help enjoying the flattery of another man.

“You take care, now.” Brian petted his fellow-countryman’s arm.

Like a shower of tiny spikes, raindrops fell from the sky, wetting everything in their path. The guys would be soaked in no time. She prayed they would soon find a safe place to stay.

“Sure.” Flashing a shiny smile, Todd leaned forward to grab his handlebars and plowed on the pedals. His tires crushed tiny stones on the wet asphalt, spraying them to the sides, the sound ricocheting between house walls.

Anne let her eyes drift to the Italian, who seemed to hesitate. His mesmerizing black diamonds met her gaze and sharpened. Rain splashed on his cheekbones, giving his tanned skin a glow.

What? She raised a brow at him. A pulse pounded in her ears.

In the next beat, he ripped his look away from her with a shake of his head, sent her husband a courteous nod, and followed his blond friend down the street.

If Brian hadn’t taken her hand to drag her back into the house, she would have stood still, numb, under the now-pouring rain, until the two bicyclists disappeared at the end of the village.
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“TALK DIRTY TO ME.” Legs apart, Anne writhed, her back pressed deep into the mattress by Brian’s heavy body. Soft heat from the bed sheets enveloped her, and her husband’s warm skin touched hers in all the right places.

Low moans drifted from another room. One of the tenant couples. Outside, a symphony of sounds revealed Mother Nature’s fury. Rain hammered on the roof. Violent wind tore at the closed shutters, making them clatter against the frames. Thunder boomed in the distance as the storm moved to a neighboring village.

Brian grunted disagreement into her ear. The tip of his thick, hard cock poked at her entrance, teasing. One thrust and he would slide in, but she wanted more than the usual fucking and moving on to other family matters. She wanted hot, she wanted dirty.

“S’il te plaît.” She pressed her hands against his hips, stopping him from penetrating her. “Say porn stuff to me, first.”

He grumbled, moving his nose down the side of her throat, his excited breath leaving a trail of moist heat on her skin. “Why? We don’t usually...”

Why? Because—dare she even think the thought?

It’s because of those ebony eyes. I can’t get them out of my mind.

The teasing eyes of a Latin beauty on a bike, staring at her in a haze of naughtiness and shameless seduction.

How pathetic, really. All day, the memories had haunted her, each time making her breath catch and her chest ache. And each time, she’d pushed the vivid images away and forced herself to concentrate on everyday life instead.

But now that the familiar, musky scent of sex filled the dimly lit bedroom, and her husband lay on top of her, eager to introduce his hungry erection into her wetness again, she couldn’t help bringing the Italian back into her mind.

She had to be delirious to allow such a violation of acceptable conduct—infidelity. Her cheeks colored.

A lusty female scream flared through the thin hall walls separating them from the other lovers. A moment later, a male groan.

Anne listened, and when silence settled, she replayed the sounds in her mind. Jealousy stung. Several times, Brian had brought her close to the edge, making her whimper with pleasure, but never this far. She wanted to scream like that woman, wanted to experience a real orgasm like her.

The black-haired bicyclist could do it to me, I’m sure.

Just thinking about it made her pussy muscles contract. Her husband didn’t need to know why. It would be her small secret. The first and only.

She moved aside a bit, leaving air between their stomachs, took one of Brian’s large hands, and brought it between her legs.

“Oh, fuck.” He gasped and brushed his lips against her throat, the hairs of his moustache tickling her sensitive skin. “You’ve never asked me to do this before.”

True. But he hadn’t shown much interest, either. Though he said he loved her more than his own life, he’d never been curious about her body, never fingered her. Hadn’t this liberal-minded hippie learned a few tricks during his world travels?

“There.” She guided his two longest fingers into the damp heat of her cunt and pressed them inside. “Can you feel how wet I am?”

Wet? Dripping might be a better word.

She withdrew her fingers.

“Yeah.” Sucking in a breath, he moved around inside her, probed, discovered. His breathing picked up, grew heavier.

As a reward, she squeezed her inner walls around his fingers, massaged them, and showed him what she wanted. With a resolute push of her hand, she shoved his fingers deeper, then out, and in again, mimicking the regular gliding movements of his cock, wet sounds filling the space between them.

“Say it.” A burning sensation built from her inner muscles and spread to her stomach like a brutal rush of heat. Closing her eyes and conjuring up Micaela’s sparkling Latin eyes in her mind, she raised her hips to help Brian’s fingers dive farther.

It might work, this time. She wanted an overwhelming orgasm. One that rattled her innermost core and made her lose her mind.

Brian groaned against the skin of her neck. “Holy fuck, baby, you’re wet...you’re very wet.” He lifted his face and gave her lobe a surprising bite.

The sharp pain made her gasp. Needing more, she grabbed his thumb and guided it to her clit. “There, please!” As he rolled it around the sensitive nub, his touch sent sparks of fire through her entire body, and her hips jerked. “Ah!”

A loud rap at the bedroom door made them both jump and stare at each other, holding their breaths. What now?

A low, male voice behind the door. One of the tenants. “Excuse me, uh, Mister Johnston?”

“Fuck.” Brian lifted his head, the tendrils of his long hair brushing Anne’s chin. “Yeah?”

“Didn’t you hear?” The voice sounded irritated. “The doorbell rang.”

“Pfff.” Brian put his hands on the mattress and raised his heavy, glistening body from between her legs. His huge erection appeared before her eyes like a gigantic lollipop.

Oh mon Dieu. How tempting. For a brief second, her mind flashed to the gorgeous Italian. What must his stiff cock look like? Thinner, perhaps? Darker?

“All right.” Brian jumped out of bed and put his pants and a sweatshirt on. Grumbling, he opened the door and stepped into the hall.

Heart beating a little faster, Anne crept out of the sheets, put on a bathrobe, slid into slippers, and followed him.

One light bulb lit the dark, paneled walls. To the left, next to their bedroom, stood a small spare bathroom and a bigger one with a tub. Across the hall were four rented rooms. The tenant gave them a scowl before closing his door. The whole house was quiet, as if every other breathing soul listened, wondering who could be waiting out in the pouring rain at such a late hour.

Anne was coming down the creaking wooden stairs when Brian opened the front door. A gust of cold, wet air blew in. She wrapped her arms around her waist.

Oh! The young Italian bicyclist and his friend stood outside, shoulders hunched. They wore raincoats, but these had done little to protect them. The shower hammered so hard on the asphalt, she couldn’t hear what they said.

Behind them, a flash of white lightning pierced the dark sky above the neighboring rooftops. Brian stepped aside, and the guys hurried in, water dripping from their clothes and rucksacks, forming instant puddles on the floor.

Brian closed the door and turned to face them. “Fucking hell.” He shook his head. “Well, all I can offer you guys are these sofas.” He pointed to the living room corner. “Hope they’ll do.”

Anne’s heart pounded as she gazed from one wet hottie to the other.

Brian nodded at her. “Anne, my wife, will give you blankets.”

With a thankful nod, Todd took off his rucksack, removed his raincoat, and hung it on a chair at the dining table. He wore a pullover, but it was soaked, and his hands shook from cold. He looked pallid.

Micaela, equally haggard and wet-dog-like, sent Anne an inquisitive glance before undressing. Dripping black locks hung over his eyes, and his whole body trembled. He knelt on the floor to unpack his own rucksack.

“Anne, sweetie.” Brian shot her a look. “Maybe you could make them a hot drink first.”

One more order. Her jaw clenched, but she swallowed her pride. “Yes, of course. I’ll put on the kettle.” She turned toward the kitchen.

“Franculo.” The Italian’s curse behind her drew her attention again. “Wet. Clothes, everything.”

As she and Brian stared, Todd groaned and ran a hand through his blond hair. “Fuck, I’m sick of this shit. We’ve had rain before, but nothing like this storm.”

“Well.” Brian lifted his brows. “You can have some of my clothes. Anne will get them for ya. They might not fit, but....”

Again! At this point, she blocked everything and everyone out and pivoted back to the kitchen. The guys chatted on, but she didn’t want to hear anymore. First the blankets, then the hot drinks and the clothes. She didn’t know where to begin, or what to think of it all. Why was Brian giving her orders in front of the guys, humiliating her?

And look at me, dressed in a simple bathrobe. How unsexy. Probably have mascara smeared all over my face, too.

When she’d fantasized about seeing the Latin beauty again, she hadn’t imagined such an awkward mess.

She stormed through the kitchen door and turned on the light. Though white-tiled and clean, Brian’s cuisine was old-fashioned and sparsely furnished. She filled the steel kettle with water, put it on the stove, and turned on the gas.

To be honest, his conduct was nothing new. It had started after they’d married. She had overheard her father giving Brian advice on how to run the bed and breakfast, apparently assuming his son-in-law would take over as custom dictated. No one had asked her opinion. In the beginning, Brian had looked sheepish, as if ashamed of his abusive patriarchal behavior, and she’d obeyed his orders so he wouldn’t feel even more uncomfortable. But, little by little, they fell into a pattern, a frustrating habit she could only deplore because he was so unlike the man she’d fallen for. Whenever she objected, he would raise his voice, the same way Papa did when Maman dared argue with him. In an attempt to accept the situation, she told herself Brian loved her, and that his devotion to the family business was the most important thing. He was doing his fair share of the domestic tasks, anyway.

Lost in thought, she barely heard the low voice behind her.

“Anne?”

She spun and stifled a gasp.

The handsome Italian stood cross-armed in the doorframe. Despite tired eyes and cold clothes glued to his body—spandex pants leaving nothing to the imagination—his lips were flushed in contrast with his pale, damp skin, and he exuded the same charismatic self-confidence as earlier.

He smiled. His first gesture of kindness since they’d met, so touching, her chest ached, and so surprising, it took her a while to recover.

She swallowed hard. “Yes?”

“Your name, Anne?”

Again, the thick roll of the R. What a charming accent.

She nodded, took a deep breath. “And you, Micaela?”

“Sì.”

The blond—Todd, she remembered—appeared in the door, pressing Micaela aside, and behind him stood her big bear of a husband.

Todd’s green eyes darted from Anne to the Italian and darkened. “What are you guys talking about?”

Micaela shrugged. “Our names.”

“Ah.” Todd gave an exaggerated nod, as if having been told something of great importance, and glared at his friend. “Your names.”

The Italian’s somber eyes fixed on a spot behind her.

At that moment, the water boiled, saving them from further conversation. She turned to pour it into two mugs. After adding a few spoons of cocoa and sugar, she gave the steaming mugs to the young bicyclists, avoiding their gazes.

Brian scratched his head with a sigh. “So, let me show you the shower, I guess. It’s upstairs.”

They turned off the light, left the kitchen, and climbed in line up the creaking stairs to the landing. Todd went to the bathroom for a shower, Brian to the spare toilet, and Anne offered to get Micaela and his companion some clothes.
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COCOA MUG IN HAND, the gorgeous Italian followed willingly, walking next to her on the bare floorboards with the grace of a panther. They entered her small peach bedroom with the dark-wood furniture.

He sniffed the air and glanced at the ruffled bed sheets with a grin, black eyes sparkling. Could he tell Brian and she had just had sex?

She chose to ignore him and opened Brian’s closet. Her husband was a big man, and his clothes would be large for the two guys, but they had no alternative.

“What do you want to wear?”

When he didn’t answer, she turned to him.

He stood in front of the full-length mirror beside the bed, bending to remove the bicyclist pants, his bluish but very sexy ass pointing toward her. His long, black locks hung like a curtain, hiding his face as he struggled to pull the spandex down his shivering legs.

After a few groans of frustration, he straightened and gave the bundle of wet clothes on the carpet an irritated kick. At the same time, his reflection in the mirror showed the full length of his masculine body. Skinny, but with neatly defined muscles in all the right places, suntanned and beautiful and, by God, sporting a magnificent cock. Dark, just like she’d thought.

She swore the penis grew before her eyes, thickening and lengthening, a fascinating metamorphosis, sending a sharp signal of lust between her thighs. She blinked, believing she must be dreaming—but, no, this perfection of a male specimen stood in front of her, tempting the hell out of her hungry body.

With a deep breath, she let her gaze travel upward from the half-erect organ to the hairy, muscular chest, and farther up to his handsome, grinning face.

Grinning! Yes, above a self-satisfied smile, a pair of black, smoldering eyes met hers in the mirror.

Oh, no. She quickly looked away. The picture of dear Brian making love to her earlier flashed in her mind. The way he’d finally attempted to satisfy her in bed outweighed any issue she might have with him. How could she then behave like this, openly admiring the aroused body of another man?

Micaela gave a low, teasing chuckle. “What is problem, you no like?”

Of course she did, but she refused to admit her interest.

“Don’t you?” He tilted his head, teasing.

“I’m a married woman, Micaela.”

“Is easy. You like or no like.”

She glanced back with a severe look. “You can’t talk to me like that. Do you understand?”

He frowned. A shiver ran through his body, and he tightened his jaw. Wrapping his arms around his trembling torso, he threw a sideways glance at the tempting bed sheets before looking back at her. “I’m cold.”

She shrugged. “You should take a hot shower.”

“No, Todd still there.” He nodded toward her bathrobe. “Give me.”

What? She widened her eyes. She wore nothing underneath, and Brian could come in any time. Or Todd. She shook her head. “Take Brian’s clothes.” She pointed to the open closet behind her.

“I’m freezing.” He rubbed the goose bumps on his arms. Before she could react, his hands shot to her bathrobe and opened it. Cold air from the room brushed her exposed nipples.

With a gasp, she put her hands on her breasts and closed her eyes, couldn’t or didn’t want to see his reaction.

His breathing hitched, too. “Che bella.”

“Stop it.”

He stood still for a moment, short, regular pulses of heat drifting to her from his breath. With a sudden tug, he slid the warm fabric off her shoulders, leaving her nude.

She opened her eyes and reached out for the robe, but he snatched it away from her, laughing. If only Brian would play with her like this. Her nipples hardened from arousal.

The toilet in the hall flushed.

In the next instant, a deafening detonation shook the entire house as if the sky itself exploded above the roof, and the light bulb in the ceiling snapped. Total blackness enveloped them.

Now what?

No longer able to rely on eyesight, she focused on her other senses, holding her breath as everything happened at once. Todd called for help from the bathroom at the end of the hall, Brian yanked open the door to the adjoining toilet with a curse, and Micaela’s breathing in front of her picked up pace. Her heartbeat pulsed in her ears like a high-speed locomotive. Tch-tch-tch... 

Afraid of what might happen if she moved, she remained still as a corpse, nude and helpless. The aroused Italian stood so near, the salty scent of his sweat and wet hair surrounded her. He might complain of being cold, but steady, unmistakable heat drifted from his body, brushing her naked skin. And with her husband a few meters away, she’d never been so close to ... serious, fucking trouble.

She widened her eyes, trying to discern Micaela’s shape in the immediate dark, but sensed him more than she saw him. Her heart palpitated.

Again, Todd shouted from the bathroom, sounding angry. Maybe he didn’t dare climb out of the slippery tub.

Brian’s voice resonated in the hall, drowning out the drumming of raindrops on the roof tiles. “Wait a sec, Todd, I’ll get a flashlight. Anne, are you all right?”

Oh. A simple question, but the fear of discovery hit her like a punch in the gut. She choked, trying to reply.

“Anne?” His tone held a hint of worry. Footsteps came down the hall, with the soft, tentative grazing of fingers on the wood-paneled wall and the familiar sound of her husband’s breathing.

Time to get a grip. “Y-yes, I’m fine.” Her voice echoed somewhat, as if amplified by the dark emptiness.

“It was just a lightning strike, baby. It cut the power.”

“I know.” Though no one could see, she nodded.

A deep intake of breath before her caused the hair on her neck to stand. She resisted the urge to lift her hands and feel around in the blackness.

Micaela, get away from me!

She couldn’t believe he dared stand there, with her husband so close. Maybe he trusted not to be seen. Or maybe he didn’t care. She remembered his incredible arrogance outside, on the bicycle, how he’d kept his hand locked on hers.

A tiny piece of metal scraped the wood panel in the hall to her right. Brian’s wedding band. So near the door.

Her throat tightened. She needed to make Micaela get back. She clenched her sweaty fists and searched the nothingness for some idea of how to make him move.

Todd’s third cry from the end of the hall came in the nick of time.

She bit her lip. “I think Todd needs help.”

“I know. Where’s his friend?” Brian stood close.

She almost jumped. Her heart in her throat, she turned toward him, but couldn’t see the outline of his big body in the dark. “Uh, I don’t know.” She blushed as she pictured Micaela’s smirk in front of her. “Maybe he’s gone downstairs.”

“Don’t you worry, sweetie. I’m gonna go find the flashlights at the top of the stairs and help Todd outta the bathroom.”

“Y-yes, you do that.” She nodded again, swallowed. “I’ll wait in bed.”

“Okay, baby. Be safe and warm. I’ll take care of everything and be right back.” The sound of footsteps and fingers grazing wood diminished as he left. “Ugh, I gotta check on the other guests, too.” A knock on wood across the hall. “Hey, in there. It’s just the power. Stay put, okay?”

A muffled response.

Anne sucked in a breath of relief and tried to still her galloping heart.

Todd called again, in the distance, impatient. Brian replied he was on his way before knocking on three more doors.

The warm breathing to her left came closer. Not knowing what to anticipate, she turned to the invisible presence.

A loud bang detonated somewhere over the village. She counted the seconds until the lightning strike. One, two. A sudden flash of white snuck in between the shutters, enough to reveal the side of Micaela’s face and his curving lips.

Blackness took over again. Anne blinked, regretting the new loss of sight.

Cold fingers reached out of the void and found her shoulders. She gasped and stepped backward, bumping into hard, horizontal bars—the shelves in the open closet.

He followed her. Goose bumps grew on her skin as his large hands slid down her arms, molding around her elbows. With mild force, he tugged at her wrists, pulling her hands away from her breasts.

She tried to resist, but he was stronger.

Brian called from the bottom of the hall. “Found the flashlights!”

Shit. Stuck against the shelf, pinned by another man, she would be revealed as a cheater! It didn’t help that the responsibility was Micaela’s.
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