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Note to Reader


The perspectives from which this story are told change from chapter to chapter – be sure to read the title headings so you know which character is narrating.




Chapter One


Allie


‘No! You can’t change your mind!’ I held the phone away from my ear and winced as the excited voice of my best friend screeched down the line. ‘It’s perfect timing! You have to come out here!’


Of course the ‘here’ was Los Angeles, where Cait was currently staying, and the ‘perfect timing’ was my going out to visit her while both she and Sean – my fabulous and famous boyfriend – were in the same town.


The same fabulous and famous boyfriend I’d now been apart from for eight, long torturous weeks since he’d had to fly back to America at the end of February. Depressingly, Sean had easily returned to the actor’s life of glitz and glamour, leaving me in soggy old England while I worked my final term at school. And, boy, had the two months dragged. It had felt like eight years, not eight weeks.


Wrinkling up my nose I frowned, my stomach quivering with nerves at the thought of jumping on a plane and flying out to LA tomorrow. Gripping the phone tighter I shook my head, even though I knew Cait wouldn’t be able to see the gesture.


‘I’m not sure it’s such a great idea any more. I mean, he’s Sean Phillips, for God’s sake. He’ll be at home in glamorous Hollywood and then there’ll be me, Little Miss Nobody, stuck to his side looking like a right plonker.’ After eight weeks of separation I was starting to have some doubts and question the suitability of our relationship. Some serious, sleep-depriving, nail-munching doubts.


I heard Cait blow a dismissive raspberry and couldn’t help but smile slightly as I imagined her pretty face scrunched up peevishly. ‘From all you’ve told me so far, I don’t think he’d let you feel out of place at all. I bet he’s the perfect gent.’


A perfect gent? He probably was. He certainly looked the part anyway. He might not be a suit wearer like Bridget Jones’ Mr Darcy, but boy, could Sean wear jeans and a tight T-shirt like nobody’s business. Not to mention how sinfully good he looked bare-chested and in pyjama bottoms …


That gentlemanly picture might not be quite as accurate to describe his bedroom antics though, because Sean had already proven that he could be quite demanding and rough when the mood took him. Feeling my cheeks flush, I tried to push the arousing images out of my mind and focus on my call with Cait.


‘Hmmm. I’m not so sure he wants me to visit any more,’ I admitted thoughtfully, stirring my hot chocolate with far more vigour than necessary. My clumsy actions caused some of the added marshmallows to slop onto the coffee table and I grimaced at the mess. Picking one up, I popped it in my mouth, savouring the rush of sugar as it melted over my tongue.


‘Why? Has something happened?’


Dumping down the spoon, I shrugged to myself and drew in an anxious breath. ‘Not really … I don’t know, he’s just seemed a little more distant on our last few Skype calls.’ I knew I was probably making a mountain out of a molehill, but I was just unable to move past how tense Sean had been when we’d spoken in the last two weeks. He’d been frowning a lot too, which, although not an unusual expression for Sean, was one he hardly ever used with me any more. Until recently, that is.


It had all made me think something had happened, but when I’d questioned him about it he’d just looked a bit awkward and blamed it on tiredness from long filming hours. Despite Sean’s reassurances, something in my gut wasn’t convinced, and I’d begun to wonder if something had happened in the last two weeks.


Or someone. After all, he was out in LA, surrounded by clamouring fans and glamorous celebrities, so there must be temptation around every corner.


A shudder ran through me at the thought of all the women who would be vying for his attention over there in the sunshine. No doubt Botoxed beauties with bikini bodies and tans to die for. Ugh. Hardly comparable to my girl-next-door looks, pale skin, and smattering of freckles.


Plucking another marshmallow from my drink I tried to push my gloomy thoughts aside. Perhaps Cait was right and I was making too much of his tenseness. It was most likely just tiredness.


‘That’s probably because he’s getting frustrated with the distance and missing you like crazy,’ Cait said with certainty. It was true that it felt like years since I’d last seen him in person. ‘Even more reason to plant your skinny butt on that plane tomorrow and get over here,’ she concluded merrily.


‘My skinny butt?’ I exclaimed, attempting to imitate the bizarre accent she’d just used. ‘You’ve only been over there a few weeks and you’re already starting to talk like an American.’


I heard her soft giggle down the line and realised just how much I’d missed having Cait around since she’d started travelling. I was so lucky to have such a genuine, loyal friend. The brief flying visits she made to the UK were always great, but I couldn’t wait to spend some real, quality time with her. ‘Am I? Really?’ She sounded almost proud of the fact she was rapidly deserting her roots and I couldn’t help rolling my eyes.


‘Has he still been demanding that you text every night? And using that soppy nickname for you? What is it again? Sweetie Pie? Pudding-Pop? Something like that?’ Cait asked, and I just knew she was grinning and massively taking the piss.


‘Gorgeous girl,’ I corrected quietly, smiling as I thought of the words rolling from Sean’s tongue in that lovely rasp of his. Just thinking of his ridiculously sexy voice made goose pimples pop up on my arms.


‘I prefer Sweet Cheeks,’ Cait teased with a chuckle.


‘And yes, he’s still using it.’ My friend was most amused by Sean’s term of affection, saying that calling me ‘girl’ made me sound far younger than I actually was – twenty-six – and Sean far older than his thirty-eight years. Personally, I loved it.


‘And yes. We still message every night.’ I loved this habit. It was only a quick message to say good night and let him know I was home safe and sound, but it was a constant reminder of our connection and gave Sean the compulsive reassurance he needed. Cait thought it was sweet, if somewhat obsessive – which it was – but I knew the traumatic story behind Sean’s possessiveness and understood his concerns. Besides, what girl wouldn’t want to know they had a gorgeous Hollywood star waiting for a text from them?


‘Well, there you go then – everything’s fine. You’re just overthinking things. Please say you’re still coming?’


Glancing down at the coffee table I saw my plane ticket sitting there almost expectantly. Picking it up, I licked my lips thoughtfully as I flapped it between my fingers.


Sighing, I leant back, amused by the bizarre reality of my life: to the world he was Sean Phillips, movie star and all-round heartthrob, but to me he was the man I’d been secretly dating since January. My Sean. At least I hoped he was mine. I think he was, but then why had he been so tense recently? I hated the way I continuously went over the same concerns in my mind. Being apart for the last eight weeks had been so much tougher than I’d anticipated and seemed to be driving me just a little bit crazy. In addition to making my heart grow fonder, the absence also added to my nerves about our long-term compatibility.


The reason for my hesitation was never far from my mind – just the teeny tiny fact that he was a globetrotting actor and I was a mere school teacher (soon to be ex-school teacher) was always nagging at me. It was all so surreal; me, dating Sean Phillips. I mean, when did things like that ever happen in this universe?


An impatient huff down the line brought my attention back to the present as I guiltily realised that Cait was waiting for my reply. ‘Come on, Allie, don’t leave me hanging,’ she begged. ‘You have the ticket booked anyway, and besides, when else am I going to be in the same frigging city as your new fella? It’s fate, like I said. Perfect timing.’


Now it was my turn to sigh. Cait had a point – my ticket was booked, and had been for nearly a year. Now that my student loans were paid off and I had some savings under my belt, it was time to indulge my two passions: travelling and writing. Those plans had been made before I’d met Sean, so now not only was I one day away from finishing my teaching job, but Cait was in Los Angeles and filming had taken Sean there too. In a way, it did seem as if the fates were aligning to steer me towards the glitz and glamour of LA


Who knew where it would go? Biting my lower lip with a nervous frown, I chewed on it as my mind went into overdrive again. I guess I’d find out for sure tomorrow. Although seeing as I had to endure a long-haul flight of more than fourteen hours to get there first, it was going to be more like two days until I’d see Sean. Even that seemed a million miles away. Could we make our relationship work or was a teacher dating a famous film star just a crazy fantasy? I suppose I’d get to see if my concerns had any grounding once I was there.


‘OK, OK, of course I’m still coming.’ Smiling as I listened to Cait’s giddy laughter I glanced at the empty suitcase across the room. It looked like I had some speedy packing to do.




Chapter Two


Cait


The day of Allie’s arrival was finally here, and I was so excited I could hardly sit still. As friends went, Allie was top of the pile – loyal, strong, supportive, and stomach-clutchingly funny – so it really wasn’t surprising that I was so keyed up about seeing her soon and exploring this amazing city together.


Actually, thinking about it, even though she would be landing later today I probably wouldn’t see her for at least another day or two, because Sean was picking her up from the airport and I suspected they’d want some time to catch up. Images of romantic kisses and heated reunions briefly swept through my mind, but I didn’t let myself dwell on exactly what that ‘catching up’ might involve, because I felt my cheeks immediately begin to burn. Even at twenty-six, I still blushed like a schoolgirl whenever the topic of sex was raised. It was a ridiculous and annoying trait, but seemingly unavoidable.


Rolling my eyes, I stood up from the tall kitchen stool and wandered across to the industrial-sized coffee machine in the hostel kitchen. This place was only a budget backpackers’ joint, but they provided very tasty, very free coffee every morning, which was a definite point in its favour as far as I was concerned. Pouring myself a refill, I turned and leant back on the counter, still too twitchy with excitement to sit down. The caffeine couldn’t have helped, either. Even knowing I would have to share Allie’s time with Sean couldn’t put a dampener on my day. My bestie was on her way, and after three years of living on entirely different continents we would finally be in the same city again.


As I sipped my coffee, I thought about Allie’s whirlwind romance with Sean. After spending eight weeks apart she must be so excited to see him – and perhaps a little nervous if our phone call the other day was any indication. Part of me (a deep down, long-buried part) was actually slightly envious of their relationship. Not because he was famous – that didn’t bother me at all. The part I was curious about was the closeness they shared. From Allie’s descriptions, they seemed to be utterly head over heels for each other and could hardly wait to get back together after their time apart.


Pursing my lips, I absently played with the elastic bands around my wrist as my thoughts briefly darkened. A closeness like that with a man was something I would never experience, even if the idea did occasionally intrigue me. Having gone through a particularly traumatic relationship when I was younger, I now didn’t date. At all. Ever. A fact that Allie found particularly frustrating, but was something I saw as a necessity to keep myself safe. No relationship could ever be worth the trauma I had gone through.


Shaking off the shudder that ran up my spine, I drained my coffee cup, washed it, and hung it on a hook before taking a deep, calming breath. Locking my feelings and memories away inside me – something I was now particularly good at – I replaced my smile and turned back to the room feeling far calmer.


I needed to find some distractions to fill my time for the next day or two, because knowing Allie would be here soon was driving me nuts with excitement. It was still early, so maybe I could burn off some of this fidgety energy with a run, and then head out at lunchtime to register with a few more employment agencies.


Even though the hostel was cheap, I was essentially living off my savings and so couldn’t afford to stay for much longer without finding work. Seeing as Allie was going to be here for at least a month, I had decided that I may as well try to get a temporary job and extend my stay too.


As I made my way out of the large kitchen, I heard a familiar piece of music from the lounge area that made me pause. Turning my gaze to the television, I saw the opening credits of one of my favourite shows, Fire Lab, and found myself humming along to the theme tune as my grin got wider. I wasn’t a massive telly watcher, but this show was based around an arson unit in LA and had it all: drama, action, a touch of romance, and of course, Jack Felton. A man so handsome it should be illegal. Just as thoughts of him entered my mind, there he was, gracing the screen with his dark-haired godliness, warm brown eyes, and chiselled jaw.


Before I could stop it, a small appreciative hum left my throat, drawing the amused attention of the lone occupant of the sofa.


‘He’s quite a hunk, isn’t he?’ the girl said, as she grinned at me in agreement then turned back to the TV to join me in my ogling.


My cheeks flushed traitorously, but the girl’s attention was firmly rooted on the TV and I felt myself relax. I might not date, but I did occasionally window shop – after all, I was a twenty-six year-old woman, not a ninety-year-old nun. Jack was my latest crush, and since he’d been signed as the lead in Fire Lab I had become quite a closet fan of both the show and him. According to the gossip magazines I sometimes read, he lived in LA too – not that I’d seen him, of course, but the fact that I was in the same city as him always gave me a little thrill when I stopped to consider it.


It was tempting to linger and indulge in watching the programme, but I tore myself away and turned for the stairs. Work was needed, and today was the day to find some. Now I just had to pound the tarmac for a nice cleansing run and then dust down my suit to hit the employment agencies.




Chapter Three


Allie


So here I was. Los Angeles International arrivals terminal. Thanks to some strong winds on the way I was over an hour early, and grateful to finally be able to stretch my legs properly. I was also so excited that I felt sick. Although admittedly that might be down to the chickpea and beef sandwich I’d had on the plane about two hours ago, because it had smelt decidedly dodgy and hadn’t tasted much better.


As I made my way through the throng of people attempting to exit the airport I felt my phone vibrate in my handbag and smiled, glad that I had remembered to turn it back on after landing. Dragging my suitcase away from the chaos of the luggage carousel, I tucked myself out of the way and then dug around amongst the debris in my handbag – Kindle, chewing gum, hair brush; you name it, I had it – until I finally found my phone.


Seeing a message from Sean, my stomach bunched with excitable nerves, but my face curled into a smile nonetheless as I slid my thumb across the screen to open it.


From: Sean


Checked your arrival and saw you were early so I’m here already. Look for a driver with your name, I’m in the car. Hurry up. I can’t wait to see you. S x


A pang of disappointment settled in my chest – I’d been half hoping for a romantic reunion in the arrivals lounge, with Sean sweeping me into his arms and spinning me about frivolously while I giggled and smothered him in sloppy kisses. Pfft. I made a dismissive noise with my lips and rolled my eyes – that was the stuff of movies, and although Sean might be a film star, he’d already warned me that the reality of dating a famous person wasn’t going to be easy.


Popping my phone back in my pocket I made my way through Customs with a small accepting smile on my face – Sean had an established reputation in Hollywood and often drew crowds, so meeting me in the car made sense. But I was still a little disappointed.


Exiting into the main terminal building I was met by a sea of expectant faces belonging to the families and loved ones waiting to greet their relatives. It was so busy that I actually found it a little overwhelming at first, and the huge glass building seemed to elevate the noise around me to astronomical proportions until I was almost wincing.


Glancing repeatedly around the crowd, my eyes finally caught sight of a smartly suited man holding a placard with my name upon it, just as Sean had said. What Sean hadn’t said however, was that it would state my full name – Alexis Louise Shaw. Bastard. I’d told him how much I hated my first name, and I could just imagine him sat in the car having a good chuckle to himself.


Tentatively making my way across, among the jostling crowds, I began to feel the bundle of nerves in my stomach expanding. I was so excited about seeing Sean again, but simultaneously I was nervous. It had been a full two months since we’d seen each other in person, and given that our relationship was so new, the distance had made me jittery. Not to mention the tense Skype calls. Forget edgy, those had made me full on paranoid.


The suited man silently nodded at me as I reached his side and gave him a hesitant smile. ‘Good afternoon. You must be Miss Shaw.’ Seeing my jerky nod, he gave me a smile. ‘My name is David. I’m here to pick you up on behalf of Mr Phillips,’ he informed me in a deep American accent.


His very being exuded professionalism: perfect posture, crisp white shirt, flat cap, and a black suit that wouldn’t have looked out of place in Men in Black. Taking the handle of my case, he inclined his head towards the exit doors. ‘The car is just outside.’ He set off in the direction of the exit signs before flashing me a gleaming white grin. ‘I hope you brought your sunglasses, because we’re having a bit of a heatwave at the moment. It’s sixty-nine degrees Fahrenheit today, far warmer than usual for this time of year.’


His words were like music to my ears because back in the UK I’d left behind one of the coldest, wettest Aprils ever recorded. Bring on the rays. The sticky warmth of the day engulfed me as we exited the terminal and I smiled happily, tipping my face back to briefly soak up the sun. It might only be the end of April, but David was right about the heatwave – it was far hotter than I’d been expecting.


Lowering my gaze again I found David waiting patiently for me and looking rather amused by my impromptu sunbathing session. Flushing with embarrassment, I began to move again, following him like an obedient puppy until we reached a long queue of cars waiting by the kerb. As I gazed at the different vehicles my eyes widened. I’d literally never seen so many expensive cars in one place. I suppose it was a sign that you were in Los Angeles when the majority of cars sitting in the short stay car park were Porches and Mercedes.


Opening the boot of a sleek black limo at the front of the line, David slid my case inside before holding the back door open and leaning his head in. ‘I’ll just be a few moments while I pay the car parking fee, Sir.’


I barely noticed David disappearing because my entire body was now aware of the fact that Sean was just a few feet away. Would he be pleased to see me? Would everything be OK between us? And would the attraction be the same? God, I hoped so. The hairs on my arms stood to attention, my stomach was spinning like crazy and my heart had started accelerating so quickly that it felt like a bass drum pounding in my chest. In fact, I felt decidedly lightheaded as I dipped my shoulders to enter the car and only just managed to persuade my trembling fingers to pull the door shut behind me.


This was it – reunion time.


I was barely in the car before I was engulfed in the glorious sight, smell, and strong arms of Sean as he took a hold of my upper arms and literally dragged me across the car and onto his lap, causing me to yelp in shock and then giggle happily.


Over the course of just a few seconds it was like a hormone bomb had exploded inside the car. We didn’t even bother to say hello, instead we became a blur of clutching fists, exploring lips, and lusty moans, rapidly reacquainting ourselves after our separation. God, I’d missed him so much. The relief from his keen response washed over me in blissful waves, relaxing my previous insecurities until I felt like a pliant, boneless mass of lust poured like a second skin across his body.


This was hardly elegant. I was sitting sideways across Sean’s lap with my skirt askew and rumpled, but I still managed to shamefully grind down on his groin. My fingers greedily slid through the silky strands at the back of Sean’s head, eliciting a groan of pleasure from him as I tugged to pull him even nearer, not satisfied with our already close contact. Sean’s hot tongue delved between my lips, twining with mine as he hummed his appreciation into my mouth. Taking hold of my hips in a similarly tight hold, he jerked me down so I could clearly feel the heat of his groin against me through our clothing.


Our breaths were mixing and combining in my mouth, his taste so familiar and divine that I really couldn’t believe I’d lasted eight weeks without him. Grumbling something unintelligible against my neck, Sean lifted me, hitching up my skirt at the same time as shifting my legs so I was now straddling his lap. Giving a sharp, upward thrust he prodded the growing evidence of his excitement against me. Right against me. Oh God. We were joined so firmly that there was no disguising the hot length of his excitement pulsing between us against the thin lace of my knickers.


I didn’t care where we were, I wanted him. Right now.


It appeared that Sean was on the same wavelength, because one of his hands pressed down between us and dug underneath my skirt until his fingers found the damp lace at my groin. ‘Hmmm. Lace. These feel too nice to rip off. Shame,’ he muttered as he pulled the fabric aside and slid a finger along my quivering flesh to my clit.


My eyes rolled back in my skull at the unbelievable pleasure as a gargled moan left my throat. That felt so bloody good. I was so desperate for him that I nearly yelled out, ‘Rip them off! I don’t care!’ but instead, I brought myself back to the moment and set about doing my own burrowing until my fingers found, and hastily undid, the zip of his jeans.


From the moment his hot, hard cock surged free into my palm, there really was no doubt about what was going to happen, it was just quite a surprise to me how quickly it happened.


One second I was groaning my appreciation of his talented fingers as I reciprocated by gripping his firm shaft, then the next moment Sean had lifted me and, after impatiently flicking my knickers out of the way, had dragged me down to line up my entrance with his waiting cock.


‘This is going to be so fucking good,’ he muttered hotly. The sounds of my yelps and Sean’s groans then filled the car as he nudged the first few inches inside me before becoming wedged. Sean was rather well graced in the manhood department, and I vividly recalled how I’d found fitting him in a bit of a challenge at the start of our relationship, but I’d adjusted over time. I suppose after the few months apart where my body had gone without sex, I just wasn’t used to this type of generous intrusion any more.


Never being one to turn down a challenge, I impatiently wiggled on his lap, trying to push myself down and causing Sean to growl against my mouth as he gripped my hips to stop me. ‘For fuck’s sake, don’t hurt yourself,’ he murmured, licking two fingers and lowering them between us to add more lubrication. He really didn’t need to; I could feel that I was wet enough. I just needed time to stretch a bit.


Lifting his face to kiss me, Sean held me half-impaled on him, my body relaxing as his slow, luxurious kiss worked its magic, making me accept more of him until at last he was fully sheathed inside me.


Our foreheads met, damp with sweat, dilated eyes burning with desire as we grinned at each other and took a second to absorb how great it felt to be reconnected again. Really, really flipping great.


The noise of a car door closing followed by a polite cough from behind me had me rapidly tensing and letting out a small shriek as I hastily sat upright. Giving a quick glance over my shoulder I belatedly realised that the privacy screen was down, and that David was now in the car and waiting patiently for instructions.


Holy fuck.


I was panting hard, turned on like a lightbulb, and horrendously aware that I had Sean’s cock buried inside me twitching away happily. My cheeks filled with a heated blush so rapidly that I must surely have been depriving other body parts of much needed blood. Oh God. This was utterly mortifying.


Wincing with embarrassment, I rapidly turned back to Sean to hide my flaming face, but instead of seeing my chagrin reflected in his own expression, I instead found a wicked grin gracing his lips. Jesus, did he not care that we were basically having sex in front of the driver at this very minute?


Raising my eyebrows at him in amazement I shook my head and tried to focus on staying calm. Unfortunately, that failed completely, and my attempts at focusing merely made me hugely aware of the soft warmth of his pubic hair as it nestled intimately against mine. Bugger, bugger, bugger. Just then, his rigid cock gave a jerk inside of me, as if taunting me for my embarrassment. The audience wasn’t giving him performance issues then.


What the hell should I do? If I climbed off his lap it would leave Sean uncovered and make it even more obvious what we were up to, but apart from that I was flat out of ideas. The feeling of Sean’s hands gently smoothing over my bottom and onto his thighs grounded me slightly and made me realise that maybe, just maybe, David couldn’t see exactly how intimately joined we were. Yes I was straddling Sean’s lap, which was embarrassing enough, but he still had his trousers on, so if my skirt was down at the back David might just assume that we were having a reunion cuddle.


A very hands-on reunion cuddle. Which technically we were, just with a bit more groin action …


I couldn’t believe I’d lost control like this in front of David. How shameful. I’d been about thirty seconds away from some serious backseat bouncing manoeuvres too. Now that would have been really embarrassing.


‘Traffic’s pretty heavy so it’ll take a while to get out of the airport grounds, sir. I’ll let you two … um … catch up, and once we’re on the freeway you can let me know where we’re heading.’


‘Perfect. Thanks, David,’ Sean replied, sounding cool, calm, and in complete control. I gave him an astounded look, which he brushed off with a smile as he casually leant around me to close the privacy divider. He was buried inside me balls deep, how the heck had he managed to sound so … normal? If I were to try to speak I had no doubt that it would come out as a wobbly, incoherent squeak.


We both remained rigidly still – apart from Sean’s cock, which was still lurching inside me like crazy – as the mechanical whirring of the screen hummed for about fifteen seconds, and then there was silence, signalling we were now alone.


A huge breath left my lungs as I registered my heart clattering against my ribs and lowered my head onto his shoulder in relief. ‘We can stop, or are you OK to carry on, my gorgeous girl?’


That had been a close call, but now we were alone, joined at the groin and desperate for release, so there seemed only one thing to do. Get on with it.


Instead of answering him audibly, I raised myself onto my knees, the soft leather of the seat giving a whisper of sound as I pulled him almost completely from my body. I saw a flicker of disappointment cross his features, presumably because he thought I was going to stop things altogether, before I let my body drop back down, our hips clashing as I seated myself fully on his lap and once again had him imbedded inside my body.


His head flew back against the seat in shock as his fingers gripped painfully into my hips. ‘Holy shit! Give me some warning before pulling a move like that,’ he cursed, his eyes widening in shock for a second before refocusing on the task at hand. ‘You’ll be the death of me, woman …’ he muttered hotly as one hand dug into my hair, wrapped a portion around his wrist, and then dragged me forward to meet his lips. As our mouths collided feverishly he gave an upwards jerk of his hips that had me crying out in pleasure. ‘… but what a way to go,’ he added with a devilish grin.


I might have been the one on top, but there was no doubt who was leading this reunion. With my hair gripped tightly in his fist, and his other on my bum guiding me up and down, his hips thrusting repeatedly into me, all I really had to do was hold on for the ride. And what a ride it was. Sean was so deep within me that I was building towards my climax practically from the first thrust.


‘Touch yourself for me, Allie. Rub your clit,’ he suddenly urged me, clearly reluctant to give up his hold on my hip or hair. Following his instruction I lowered my right hand and found my clitoris already swollen and sensitive, a gasp leaving my lips on the first contact. Sean’s eyes were glowing, his enjoyment obvious as he bit on his lower lip and delivered a particularly hard thrust that had me seeing stars. I was so close …


With my fingers working against myself my knuckles kept brushing against his length as he jacked it in and out of me and I couldn’t help but look down to watch. I’d never felt him like this before – never touched his cock as it entered my body, I mean, and I found it such a turn on that I briefly left my clit and rubbed at the base of him, finding him slippery from my arousal.


‘Little tease,’ he moaned, a smirk curling his mouth as he gave my hair a gentle tug to bring my head back up to him. Sensing our impending climaxes, Sean upped the ante, moving harder, faster, and deeper, and then just as I was about to slip across the blissful brink of my orgasm, he sealed our mouths together in a deep, searching kiss. His move successfully swallowed my cries of pleasure as I came, his tongue twisting with mine, and then seconds later he ground himself up inside me and came with so much power that I felt him give a series of almighty jerks before the warmth of his release flooded me.


No words were necessary for several minutes as we merely sat there in silence, clutched together, each holding the other up as we regained our breath and quietly enjoyed coming down from our incredible high.


When I finally mustered the strength to lift my head from his shoulder Sean cupped my jaw and flashed me a cheeky wink. ‘I think we skipped the “hellos” and moved straight to the reunion fuck,’ he mused, a smile pulling at his lips as he raised his hand and ran it gently through my damp hair, presumably attempting to flatten it after his earlier grabbing and tugging.


‘Hello, my gorgeous girl.’ His belated greeting made me chuckle as I lowered my lips to nuzzle his neck and then returned it with a shy one of my own.


‘Hey you.’ Lord knows why I suddenly felt shy. We’d just fucked like bunnies in the back of his limo and he was still inside me, so there was no place for bashfulness between us now.


With another wink Sean reached beside us to a central console and pulled out a box of tissues. Carefully lifting me, he let out a hiss of pleasure as his softening length slipped from my body, and then with great care he wiped me clean and pulled my knickers into place for me.


Helping me to shift from his lap, he gave a satisfied chuckle – probably at my complete inability to control my flopping, post-orgasmic body – sorted my skirt out for me, and then settled me close beside him on the seat.


He looked so boyish and yet devastatingly handsome, his hair now thoroughly messed up from my exploring fingers as he grinned his trademark smile and adjusted his jeans, popping himself back inside. I just couldn’t drag my gaze away from him, not after so long apart. Luckily he seemed just as affected by our reunion, because his eyes remained focused on me the entire time which caused him to fumble with his zip for several seconds.


A huge breath filled my lungs as I sought out his hand and linked our fingers. I had missed him so much, and now we were back together, that fact hit me in the chest like a sledgehammer. It was crazy how connected I felt to him, but I was incredibly relieved that the mere sight of him still affected and aroused me just as much as it had when we’d first met. Part of me had been worried that our separation might have dulled the intensity of our bond, but that certainly wasn’t the case; the car was still filled with the fizzing energy of our link. My heart was still pounding, stomach somersaulting, and the lust coursing through me was making me feel young and reckless.


Not to mention horny, hot, and damp in all the right places. We’d only just done it, but I could go again right now.


‘My gorgeous girl,’ he murmured into the hair by my temple, his warm breath making me shiver with delight as he seemed to inhale my scent before finally pulling back and gazing down at me with heavy-lidded eyes.


‘I’ve missed you so much,’ I replied in a whisper, hugely satisfied by our lovemaking but still embarrassed to have been caught out by the driver. I was British – we simply didn’t do things like that in public and the knowledge that I had probably flashed him a good portion of my knicker-clad arse was still filling me with embarrassment.


‘I can’t believe David caught us. Do you think he realised what we were up to?’


Sean gave an unconcerned shrug that only a male could give, looking rather proud of the fact that he had had his way with me in the back of the car. ‘Probably. But don’t worry, he’s seen far more explicit stuff in his rear view mirror.’


My entire body tensed as I ripped my hand from Sean’s and swivelled on the seat to glare at him. Was he seriously just casually confessing to all the dirty deeds he’d done in the back of this car? Surprisingly, Sean dropped his head back and laughed heartily, not looking at all put out by my sudden anger.


‘Not from me!’ he chuckled. ‘David’s only been driving with me a year, but before that he used to work with a boyband – C-Plus, you know, the ones at the top of all the British charts?’ My anger now stowed away again I gave a vague nod of acknowledgement and he continued. ‘He said they were a nightmare, always pulling girls and having a right good go in the back of the car while he was driving them around


‘Apparently the lead singers, the twins with the blue streaks in their hair, were real exhibitionists. They liked to have freaky threesomes and leave the privacy screen down on purpose …’


Raising a hand to stop him, I grimaced and shifted uncomfortably. ‘Please tell me they didn’t use this exact car?’ Ugh, the thought of what substances would be on the leather was not a pleasant one.


‘Nah, this one is owned by the film company, mostly used by stuffy directors, but I managed to wangle it for the day to impress you,’ he said, flashing me a cheeky wink. ‘Driving me around must be boring in comparison, but David reckons it’s far more preferable.’ I wouldn’t have cared what car he picked me up in, but the fact that he had specially arranged to get a limo made me feel all warm and fuzzy.


‘I can’t wait to get you in bed,’ Sean suddenly growled, his few words disintegrating my fuzzy feeling and firmly replacing it with one of lust and longing as my core clenched. With the memories of our recent encounter still thick in the air and desire pinging between us, it was a statement that I wholeheartedly agreed with. Smirking to myself, I let the gorgeous, loved-up feeling swell inside me, leaving me with a heady sensation of euphoria and contentment that was almost making me sleepy.


Just then, there was a short buzzing noise over the intercom, which was apparently some sort of signal from David, because Sean lowered the privacy screen again. A quick glance out of the windscreen showed that we were out of the airport grounds and on some sort of large motorway, but as I became aware that David was glancing at us in the rear view mirror I felt my cheeks heat. There was no way I could look him in the eye, not after what he had just witnessed. It was just too embarrassing so I quickly averted my gaze and looked out of the side window.


‘Straight to the hotel, sir?’ David asked, breaking me from my contented, lusty bubble and making me frown in confusion. Hotel? What hotel? I thought we were staying in Sean’s apartment. That had certainly been the plan when we’d spoken last week, anyway.


‘Uh …’ Sean’s eyes briefly flickered across to me, looking distinctly nervy, and then turned back to the driver. ‘Yes please, David.’ What had that look been about? And why the flipping heck were we going to a hotel?


‘No problem, sir. There are some roadworks on the 405, so I’m going to detour slightly across town onto the 110. It won’t add much to the journey, though. Should be about a thirty minute drive.’


Sean was suddenly looking really uncomfortable next to me as he murmured his thanks and reached around me to raise the privacy screen again. In just a few seconds we were isolated in our own little world, but the lust and desire that had been swirling in my system earlier had been completely flattened by his mention of a hotel.


Mere seconds ago, I would have whooped my excitement about having another thirty minutes closed away with Sean, and would probably have promptly set about ripping his clothes off, but now, after just a few innocent words from the driver my horniness had been thoroughly doused and I was suddenly sitting on the cold leather seat feeling wary.


‘Seatbelt,’ Sean murmured, still giving me an odd look as he reached across to try and fasten me in. He hadn’t been worried about seatbelts earlier when he’d laid claim to my body, I thought grouchily. A mixture of concern and irritation rose in my system, causing me to slap his hands away and click myself in before turning back to him with a frown.


‘We’re not going to your new apartment?’ I asked in a confused whisper.


‘Uh, no … actually, something’s come up, but I’ve booked you into a really nice hotel. Let’s go there and I’ll explain.’ The slightest twitch at the corner of Sean’s eye gave away some hidden tension and I felt my stomach drop. Was something wrong? Narrowing my eyes, I stared at him. It certainly looked as if something was wrong. As well as his sudden fidgeting and avoidance of eye contact, his words ‘I’ve booked you into a really nice hotel’ were screaming around my head like a klaxon – I wouldn’t even be staying with him now! This was all incredibly strange and I felt distinctly alert despite my post-flight tiredness.


Nerves made both my mind and mouth go into autopilot. ‘What came up? I thought you were looking forward to showing me your new apartment?’


Sean shifted on his seat and cleared his throat several times, his cheeks flushing again, but clearly not from lust this time. ‘I was. I mean, I am. But I’m not staying in the new place at the moment.’ Scratching at the back of his neck I watched as Sean’s cheeks reddened further, a seemingly nervous reaction that did nothing to calm my anxiety. ‘It’s just details to do with the series … the production team have moved me into a house closer to set, that’s all.’


Hmm, I could have sworn that one of the reasons he gave me for his choice of apartment was its convenient proximity to the set … but trying to recall the exact details of a conversation from nearly seven weeks ago was decidedly tricky, especially seeing as my mind was currently in overdrive.


He’d certainly greeted me with enough enthusiasm when I’d got in the car – the slight ache between my legs, swollen mouth, and damp panties were evidence of that – so I didn’t want to appear desperately needy or defensive, but an obvious question presented itself in my mind which I couldn’t help but ask. ‘Why can’t I stay with you, though?’ I persevered, bitterly disappointed that I had come all the way here to spend my time alone in a hotel. Not that I couldn’t happily entertain myself, of course, but when the original plan had been to stay with Sean and catch up, this new alternative certainly seemed a poor second option.


‘Our relationship is still so new, Sean, we’ve barely spent any time together. I … I guess I was hoping to rectify that.’


Letting out a frustrated breath, Sean looked at me, his usually vibrant blue eyes cloudy and shadowed by a deep frown as his brows knitted together. ‘I know, I wanted that too.’ Running a hand through his dark hair it spiked up all over the place as if he’d had a small electric shock, and, because of whatever product he used, it stayed that way, making him look like a handsome scarecrow. Under different circumstances I’d have smiled fondly and leaned over to smooth it down for him, but now I was edgy and unsure what was going on, so I kept my distance and joined my hands in my lap.


Perhaps he saw my frown or the way my posture had stiffened, because Sean leant across and pried my hands apart, taking one into the warmth of his and lifting it to his lips where he kissed the palm several times. ‘It’s just that it’s a property owned by the film company and only employees can stay there. I’m sorry, Allie.’


Oh. Well, I suppose that could logically explain things. Plus I knew he’d been working horrendously long hours this week, which could perhaps be the reason for his twitchiness. Gazing at my pale hand clutched in his tanned one, I let out a long breath, trying to release my paranoia and instead enjoy soaking up the warmth of his lips on my skin. It was infinitely reassuring, and I felt my nerves begin to unravel under his loving attentions.


Giving in to the seductive kisses he was fluttering along my wrist, I smiled, deciding that I was being overly suspicious and needed to chill out and appreciate that we were finally back together. I was tired from my long-haul flight, my brain not fully functioning yet, which was probably the cause of my insecurity and suspicion.


As we wound through traffic, the car once again began to fill with tension, but this time it had nothing to do with my earlier paranoia and everything to do with the red hot waves of lust that were once again flowing between us and seeming to heat me from the inside out.


Our months apart had left me decidedly horny, and now that we’d had sex once I couldn’t seem to get it out of my mind. Sean’s continued attention to my arm wasn’t helping matters in the slightest either – his lips were still on my wrist, licking and nibbling at my thundering pulse point and making my blood feel like liquid fire in my veins. His free hand had settled on my bare knee a few seconds ago and was now working a trail up my leg and under the hem of my skirt to my inner thigh as if he was intent on initiating round two. Oh goodie. His tickling and massaging was leaving my skin increasingly hot, my entire body needy and flustered until I squirmed on the seat and let out a long, low, lusty moan.


Chuckling, Sean met my gaze, his eyes dilated with desire as he blinked slowly, a sexy smirk curling his lips. ‘I’d like nothing more than to lift up that sexy little skirt, rip off your knickers, and fuck you again,’ he informed me in a deceptively casual tone, as if he were discussing something mundane like the weather and not using deliciously crude language to describe the very thing I desperately wanted him to do to me.


‘But for the things I plan to do to you next we need to make it back to the hotel. The quicker the better,’ he murmured, before licking his lips again and huffing an impatient breath. ‘We shouldn’t be too much longer. Help distract me from your tempting little body, Allie,’ he suggested with a wry smile, once again attempting to adjust his crotch with a wince. It seemed from the bulge in his jeans that Sean felt just as insatiable as me.


Thinking back to his last words I blinked several times, staring at him uselessly. I was bright red, could barely think straight, and he wanted me to conjure up a distraction? My brain was only just managing to keep my body functioning normally, let alone attempting to focus on thinking. His salacious words were still spinning in my brain, and my body had been well and truly whipped up into a frenzy, but as I let my gaze wander out of the window I saw a poster for AT&T, the American telecommunications company, and an idea hit me.


‘Actually, I need to get an American pay-as-you-go SIM, can we quickly stop at a shop?’ My voice sounded thick with desire, and breathless to the point where I was seriously doubting the ability of my legs to carry me into a store in their jellified state, but he’d asked for a distraction, and hey presto, I had provided one. I should have sorted this out before leaving home, but in the midst of all the packing, stress, and last-minute jobs it had been forgotten.


Sean laughed, but then dug his fingers into a ticklish spot by my groin – that hollow of skin just where the hip, stomach and groin meet – making me jerk and yelp, before he shot me an intense but amused stare. ‘Did you not hear what I just said about needing to get back to the hotel quickly?’ he grumbled, a faint smile finally gracing his gorgeous lips. ‘But OK, we’ll stop, as long as you really are quick.’


Nodding once, he lowered the privacy glass and reluctantly informed David of our slight detour before looking back at me, his eyes filled with an exhilarating mix of lust, love, and happiness. Returning his heated stare I licked my lips, deliberately dragging my tongue slowly and teasingly across my lower lip and successfully drawing his attention.


‘I want to get you into bed just as much, Sean, believe me. I’ll be quick as a flash,’ I promised him in a low tone, my words causing a growl of appreciation to rumble from Sean’s throat as he took my hand and gave a firm squeeze.


‘Don’t mention flashing,’ he complained with a wince as he yet again tried to make his groin more comfortable. ‘Now I’m just picturing you on your hands and knees with that gorgeous arse of yours flashing up at me enticingly. Fuck.’ I couldn’t stop the giggle that bubbled up at just how wound up Sean was, but one thing was for sure – if he was this focused on sex now, then things were set to be explosive between us by the time we got back to the hotel. My core quivered at that thought and I had to forcibly drag my eyes, and hands, away from him to stop the urge of throwing myself at him again.


As it turned out, there was a convenience store just off the main road only a few minutes later, and David assured us that even though it wasn’t really a touristy part of town, they definitely did temporary SIM cards.


‘You stay here, I’ll just be a minute,’ I told Sean as the car cruised to a stop in the lay-by opposite. Not that it was likely that he would have accompanied me anyway, I supposed. I could just see the headlines now, ‘Hollywood heartthrob buys crappy disposable SIM Card from 7-Eleven.’


I’m not entirely sure what made me do it – perhaps Sean’s barely constrained lust was permeating my body, but suddenly I felt uninhibited and wild. Leaning over, I placed a scandalous, open-mouthed kiss on his mouth, briefly sucking his lower lip as I brazenly used my free hand to cup his groin and give it a firm squeeze, all the while hoping that David wasn’t watching.


Lurching below my touch, Sean grabbed at my wrist and let out a long, hissed breath, his eyes shooting wide open. ‘Christ, careful, Allie, one more touch like that and I’ll come in my jeans.’ I was thrilled by his response, rather proud to find him still rock-hard underneath the faded denim. Good. I’d make use of that as soon as we got to the hotel. I’d been so horny for the past two months that I couldn’t wait to jump on him, and almost told David to skip the shop and take us straight back … but I did need the SIM card. My mum would panic if I didn’t call her tonight, and it would cost a fortune from my UK number.


Sliding reluctantly from the car I gave one final, lighter caress to his manhood and giggled to myself as I heard a growl of frustration, followed by a series of heated curses. Grinning to myself I hurried through the muggy heat into the store, in a ridiculously good mood and thinking this day really couldn’t get any better.




Chapter Four


Cait


Running had definitely been a good idea. I tended to get extremely fidgety when I was excited about something, and Allie’s imminent arrival was exciting me to near explosive levels. I was super jittery and could barely keep still. Where was she now? Still in the air? Or had she landed yet? I was almost bursting at the seams with anticipation.


As my legs got into a nice, steady rhythm I started to relax into the run, my body working off the excess energy rather pleasantly as I began to mentally plan a list of sightseeing that Allie and I could do together. As I jogged energetically around the corner of a small community building in the park, I ran headlong into something solid and unrelenting like a hapless bird into a freshly washed window. There had been no warning or possible way to prepare myself, just wham.


I was vaguely aware of hard muscles and warm skin beneath my fingers before I went tumbling backwards, the impact from the stranger’s broad, strong frame so powerful that it sent me cascading unceremoniously to the ground.


‘Oof!’ The air rushed from my lungs as my back hit the sun-warmed tarmac, winding me instantly and sending stars spinning in front of my eyes.


Unfortunately, any vague remnants of my composure were lost seconds later when I tried to draw in a breath and couldn’t. Instead, awful retching noises began to escape from my heaving chest as I desperately tried to breathe, while simultaneously clawing at the stony ground in an attempt to sit up and gather some speck of my shattered dignity.


I failed on all counts.


My composure appeared to have deserted me and made a run for the hills, because air simply wasn’t returning to my lungs and I was still wallowing around like a beached whale.


My iPod was blaring The Prodigy in my ears, but over the fast, rhythmic beat I vaguely heard a man’s voice. ‘God, I'm so sorry! Are you all right?’


I was sprawled on the floor with breath sawing from my lungs like a blocked drain and he was asking if I was all right? Did I flipping look all right? As I blinked in shock behind my sunglasses a multitude of sarcastic replies flew through my brain, but with my head spinning and my poor lungs winded, I couldn't actually voice any of them, choosing instead to check my stinging palms for scratches, which were thankfully minimal.


Tugging one earbud out so I could hear, I tried to calm my spinning head. ‘Winded …’ I finally managed to croak between rasping breaths. Blimey, I hadn't been winded like this since I was a kid and fell off of the rope swing in my back garden. I'd forgotten how ridiculously uncomfortable it was. I felt like someone had kicked me square in the chest with a hobnailed boot.


It suddenly occurred to my poor shocked brain that as well as being marginally injured, I was also lying on the ground by the feet of a man. He was towering over me, which might not bother some, but after my … harrowing … history with men – one man in particular – my brain began screaming at me how vulnerable my position was.


My cruel mind flickered back to memories of the last day with my ex, when I’d been in a similar position collapsed by his feet. He’d flipped out so badly that I’d had to run from him, but that hadn’t deterred him and he’d chased me, and when I’d tripped and fallen to my knees he’d caught me …


A huge, painful shudder wracked my entire body as I came back to the present and my defences leapt to full alert. In my panic to put some distance between myself and the man, I momentarily dropped backwards and scrabbled myself away on my bum as I raised my face to assess him for signs of danger.


My elbows protested at the mistreatment, but it wasn’t until he spoke that I vaguely began to come down from my panic. ‘Whoa, careful! Just sit still for a second.’ He sounded concerned by my tarmac floundering, hadn’t leapt upon me, and was maintaining his distance, so I decided he didn’t seem to be a threat and marginally relaxed my over-sensitive defences as I tried to focus on getting my breath back.


His blue baseball cap and wraparound sunglasses were swimming in front of my hazy vision like a mirage, which was definitely not a good sign. Letting out a low wheeze I winced and rubbed at my chest with the heel of my hand in an attempt to soothe the constricted muscles around my lungs.


‘If you’re winded you need to allow your diaphragm to expand properly. Here, let me help you stand.’ His low, husky tone seemed vaguely familiar, and for some reason sent shivers dancing down my spine.


As I sat on the floor gasping desperately for breath and picking tiny, gritty stones out of my palms, I felt my panic returning as he suddenly held out a hand to help me up. I did not touch men, and I didn’t let them touch me either. Regardless of my sprawled position on the floor, this guy was not going to be an exception to my strictly-enforced rule.


God, this was embarrassing. I couldn’t believe I’d fallen so awkwardly. Reluctantly looking at his outstretched arm I shook my head. ‘I’ll be fine, thank you,’ I grumbled wheezily as I began to try and clamber to my feet.


Unfortunately, no sooner had the soles of my feet landed back on the ground than I started to sway and stagger until I felt him gently slipping his hand to my lower back to steady me as I stumbled about like a drunken idiot.


As innocent and well-intended as it may have been, his touch almost caused me to choke on the limited oxygen I was managing to pull into my lungs. Electricity seemed to fizzle across my skin, stabbing me like a thousand pinpricks and sending terror shooting straight to my brain.


I wanted to vomit. Not from the fall, or my winded condition, but from the sudden contact of his hand on my back. My body simultaneously managed to feel frozen and horribly over-sensitised. As much as I wanted to move, I couldn’t get my leaden legs to function, and then as a true indication of my descending panic, my vision started to go patchy. I needed to get away before I passed out, which judging from my spinning head, wasn’t far off.


The five points where his fingers were touching me were now burning sparks singeing my skin, making it crawl unpleasantly as it once again reminded me all too bitterly of the one man I’d known who could cause such a visceral reaction in me. Greg – my fucktard of an ex; the one who had chased me until I’d had to crawl away from him on bloodied hands and knees. Right from the start of our relationship he’d always liked to place his hand possessively on my back in the exact spot that this man’s fingers were currently settled. Needless to say, being touched on my back was now a pretty major trigger.


A huge shudder of fear racked my body and I jerked my head backwards sharply as my eyes shot to the jogger again, my heartbeat skyrocketing in my veins as my dark, terrifying memories flooded back to the surface. Seeing brown hair and broad shoulders, not Greg’s wiry frame and blond mop, I almost fell to the floor again in relief.


He’s not Greg.


Trying to tamp down the panic that had wrapped me in its icy vice, my right hand groped for the elastic bands on my left wrist and began to rhythmically ping them – this was my technique for controlling my anxiety – the sharp snap on my skin helping to bring my brain back from the brink of meltdown.


‘You look really pale. Maybe you should sit down for a minute,’ the stranger suggested, using his palm on my back to turn me towards a nearby bench. I let out a small hissed breath at his continued touch, but followed his advice and stepped to the bench before practically falling onto it as the man took a seat beside me.


Pulling out my second ear bud to remove the disorientating beat of the music, I straightened myself a little more and steadied my thoughts to try and restore my confidence.


Eventually managing to get a grip on my spiralling emotions, I slid along the bench to the furthest end so I was as far away from him as possible. It wasn’t much distance, probably only a foot, but it made me feel infinitely more reassured. As if sensing my discomfort, his hand also dropped away from me and rested on the bench beside his thigh.


With his distracting touch gone I finally felt my chest expand properly and I sucked in several refreshing lungfuls of air while giving the elastic bands another quick, reassuring pluck.


Glancing across, I saw his eyebrows dipping behind his shades in a frown as if he was trying to work out my skittish behaviour. He’d be a while; even I couldn’t work myself out sometimes. Lowering my head I stared at the ground, wishing he would just go and also wishing I’d never bothered to leave the hostel this morning. This had hardly turned out to be the refreshing start to the day I’d needed.


Taking in another fortifying breath, I felt steadier and decided to finally give this guy a proper look. The first thing I noticed was that his head was dipped, and even with him wearing a hat and shades it was obvious he was giving my wrist – and elastic bands – a peculiar look. Damn it. I hated being looked at like that. Clenching my hands into fists I stopped with the plucking and forced them to lie still in my lap.


From his light cotton running shorts and fitted blue T-shirt it seemed apparent that he had also been out for an early morning jog, before his collision with me had so rudely ended both of our fitness fixes, not to mention having very nearly sent me spiralling into a full meltdown in the middle of the park.


Edgily allowing my gaze to further assess him, I noted that his broad shoulders seemed to be attached to a toned body, with tanned, strong arms. He had incredibly muscular thighs lightly covered with soft brown hair that drew my gaze for several seconds longer than was probably polite. I’d never seen legs quite so … well, I wasn’t exactly sure what it was I thought about them, but they were making my stomach tumble slightly and for some reason I couldn’t seem to be able to look away.
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