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CHAPTER ONE

    Rand Harper stood on the back deck of his home, gazing
down at the city lights of Los Angeles far below. The full moon
cast his long, lean body in a silvery light, throwing shadows
across his shuttered features.

    Why wasn't he happy?

    Happy?

    His attempt to smile would fool no one. Who was he
kidding? He wasn't even mildly content.

    Three years ago, he'd been a struggling song writer and
blues performer. Discontented, restless, driven. Now, just thirty
years old, he was rich and successful, no longer compelled to
prove himself, but still discontented, still restless. Three years
ago his definition of happiness had been professional success.
He had now achieved all he'd hoped for.

    But then three years ago, he hadn't met... No, he would
not think about her. Instead he needed to think about
lowering his sights. Yeah, that was the answer. Strive for a
measure of contentment, not happiness.

    And admit that his problem wasn't some vague feeling
he could pass off as restlessness.

    It was wanting something he could never
have.

    His hands gripped the deck railing until they ached.
Jennie. He wondered where she was right now.

    Probably curled up on the couch with her
husband.

    He groaned, and turned his hot face into the mild April
wind ruffling his dark hair. Up here, the air was rarely still. Like
him, it was restive, unsettled.

    He swung away from the rail and headed across the
vast expanse of redwood decking towards his house.
Surrounded by five acres of extensively landscaped grounds, the
three stories of brick, wood, and the best interior decorating
money could buy was modern, impressive. And he hated it. It
was elegant, but cold, empty. He felt more like a visitor than its
inhabitant.

    Reluctantly he moved towards the grand piano in the
corner of the living room. He grabbed the screenplay from the
piano bench and turned to the first page. Four Corners.
He'd already skimmed the dark and moody script half a dozen
times and still hadn't scored a note. Feeling as edgy and blue as
the words on the page, he should be chomping at the bit to get
to work, but even with the entire movie to score, he couldn't
raise a spark of interest.

    The only reason he'd agreed to do it was because
Fernando Diaz had asked him. Fernando had heard him and his
partner, Rivie Summers, perform more than three years ago,
when they were an opening act at a major casino in Lake Tahoe.
The director had given him his big break. After introducing
himself backstage, he had asked Rand to score his next
project.

    The movie, Cashmere, had been a blockbuster,
the original score from the movie had sold three million copies,
and Rand had won an Academy Award for the original song,
"Touch of Silk." Three more movies, another win, and he was
burned out. And thinking about Jennie again.

    Still.

    But he couldn't turn down Fernando, the man who had
not only given him his big break, but had become a good friend,
too.

    Rand took a deep breath as he swung his leg over the
piano bench and avoided glancing at the framed photograph on
top of the piano. He picked up a pencil. Four hours. He'd put in
four hours before taking a break. He'd put in four hours of work
before thinking about...her.

    The phone rang, interrupting his thoughts. He couldn't
think of a single person he wanted to speak with right now so
he allowed the answering machine to pick it up.

    "Rand? Are you there? It's me. Rivie. Sean and I are
going to be in the neighborhood tomorrow and we thought
we'd stop by if you're going to be home. Wait until you see
Ethan. He's just starting to walk. Well, um, call me. Bye."

    Rand closed his eyes. Truly he was happy for Rivie.
They'd known each other ever since they'd both been
orphaned at sixteen. He thought of her as the sister he'd never
had, but he was sometimes envious of the life she'd managed to
make for herself. Not that she hadn't been through her own
private hell first: Six months of separation from Sean after
they'd been married for less than a year because she hadn't told
him of her past, a past eerily similar to Rand's in many
ways.

    With her successful marriage to Sean, Rivie had finally
overcome her past, while Rand had always assumed his hadn't
affected him in any way. But Rivie's shrewd comment soon
after she'd met Sean, and was in turmoil over their developing
relationship, came back to him.

    "Have you ever told anyone what happened to
you?"

    "No. Subject never comes up."

    "That's because you change girlfriends as often as you
get a haircut."

    Of course, she would know. They'd not only been the
musical duo R & R Blues for over five years, they'd been
housemates from the age of eighteen until she'd married Sean
when she was twenty-six. Through those years, she'd watched a
succession of girlfriends parade in and out of Rand's life, which
only proved he hadn't dealt with his past any better than she
had. Their method of coping had just been different.

    Ever since Rivie had married Sean, he had lived by
himself, something to which he had never become accustomed.
Because he wanted a woman in his life. In his house. In his
bed.

    The only problem was the woman he wanted there
was married to someone else.

    He flung the script back on the piano bench and walked
away, walked out the elegant french doors, across the wide deck,
his footsteps echoing hollowly, to once again grip the railing as
he stared at the indifferent lights far below.

    Not that he hadn't known that almost from the
beginning. It just hadn't mattered.

    At first.

* * * *

Three years ago.

    The casino bar was quiet, dim. Desperation,
resignation, and ennui vied for dominance in the air. Many were
taking a break from gambling before trying again at the tables
or slots in hopes that Lady Luck would smile upon them.

    Rivie and Rand had finished their final set of the
evening just after midnight, almost an hour ago. Outside the
warmth of the casino it was below freezing, not unusual for
Lake Tahoe, Nevada, during the month of December.

    Rand took a sip of his brandy, savoring the smooth,
warm bite as it hit the back of his throat. Tomorrow or rather
today, he reminded himself with a grimace, was Christmas Eve
day. He hated the holidays. He wished he could absent himself
from civilization during the entire month of November and
December. He knew Rivie felt the same, but they both put up a
front, never admitting how they felt out loud.

    She was out on a date with Sean. As usual. When Rand
had first met him, his first instinct, always to protect Rivie, had
been to kill the guy who was sniffing around her. But now, little
more than a week later, Rand had grudgingly decided he could
trust Sean with her life. And that's what he was now being
forced to do, he thought wryly, because at rehearsal it had
become obvious that their relationship had progressed further
than he'd ever thought Rivie would allow herself to go.

    He'd never seen her so secure and content in the
company of a man, except himself, of course. But then he was
like her older brother, and that was why he was absenting
himself. He never went straight back to his hotel room because
he knew Rivie checked up on him. She clearly felt guilty over
leaving him alone so much. Better that she thought he was out
on the town than sitting alone in his room.

    Yeah, and he would be alone for the duration of their
run up here. True, his girlfriends never lasted long, but he
wasn't the type for a one-night stand either.

    He took another sip of his drink and glanced at his
watch. Another half hour and he'd return to his room.

    He went over the last set in his mind. Now that Rivie
was accustomed to Sean's presence in the audience, everything
had, days ago, returned to normal. Their performances were,
once again, smooth and professional.

    Unwillingly, his thoughts turned to the meeting back
stage he'd had with Fernando Diaz, a director whose name Rand
had immediately recognized. He'd seen his last effort, an
adaptation of a best-selling, murder mystery that had been a
huge hit.

    The slim, intense young man had told Rand he wanted
him to score his new movie project. Rand hadn't told Rivie yet.
He saw no point in letting her know until he had something in
writing, which wouldn't be until next month at the earliest after
his meeting with Diaz in southern California. If he told Rivie
now, he'd have to manage her expectations too while he already
had enough on his plate trying to keep his own hopes in
check.

    He debated whether to order another brandy and
decided yeah, he could use its relaxing effect. As he glanced
around to see if he could spot the cocktail waitress, the muscles
across his shoulders tightened, and he felt the hair on the back
of his neck stand up. He turned back around, carefully scanning
the bar.

    The blonde in the corner was staring at him, her eyes
wide as if with consternation—or recognition. He stared back,
and so did she. She appeared too shocked to glance away.

    His gaze narrowed. He was sure he'd never seen her
before. When she still didn't look away, just continued to stare at
him as if mesmerized, he picked up his drink and made his way
through the maze of small tables.

    He used the time to study her. Couple years younger
than him. Hmm. He usually dated women at least his age or a
few years older. A holdover from his past, he thought with a
grimace. But she was a blonde, a preference he'd developed in
college, perhaps because pale-skinned blondes were so opposite
his own olive skin, and dark hair and eyes.

    Although she was sitting down, she sat sideways
enough to the tiny table, legs crossed, so that he could see a pair
of slim calves and delicate ankles. A deeply cowl-necked, black
sweater dress draped her from wrists to knees, revealing rather
than concealing what his discerning eye could see was a
beautiful figure.

    She was petite, even dainty, though, which wasn't his
preference at all. He usually chose tall, long-legged, confident
women who looked like they could take care of themselves.

    Besides the only woman he had ever felt, or wanted to
feel protective towards, was Rivie. He studied her face, which
was really quite beautiful, he thought dispassionately.
Oval-shaped with dark blond brows, eyelashes thick and dark
with mascara, small nose, full lips shiny with rose-colored
lipstick. He glanced up to meet her eyes again.

    She was watching him approach, her eyes growing
bigger and darker the nearer he got. He still couldn't tell their
color. Light, though. Probably blue, but maybe gray or
green.

    "Hello."

    As her head tilted up to maintain eye contact, the long,
pale line of her throat was exposed. He could see her swallow.
Hard.

    "Hello."

    Her voice was soft, tentative, but with a husky quality
that affected him as if she had laid a hand on his bare
chest.

    "Are you alone?"

    She hesitated. Finally, voice now firmer, she answered,
"Yes. I am alone."

    "May I?"

    "Yes. Please."

    He sat down before saying, "Rand Harper."

    "Jennie."

    "Jennie—" He paused, eyebrows raised.

    "Just Jennie."

    "All right, just Jennie. Would you like another
drink?"

    Again, a heartbeat of hesitation. "Yes, thank you."

    He caught the eye of the cocktail waitress, held up two
fingers and pointed to Jennie's drink.

    "Don't you want to know what I'm drinking first?"

    He glanced at the remains of her drink.

    "Screwdriver?"

    Amazingly, she blushed. Even in the dim light, he could
see the color work its way from the shadowy cleavage hinted at
by the elegant neckline, up her slender throat and face until a
delicate flush stained her pale complexion. Hmm. Probably a
genuine blonde, he decided.

    He began to wonder if he were going to have a
one-night stand after all. He almost smiled at the thought. When
had he gone from "Not-The-Type" to "Lady's Choice"?

    "Yes." Her voice sounded strangled.

    "That's fine with me." He made his voice matter of fact.
Not suggestive in the least.

    He watched her body relax, the tension seeping out of
it, which still left her sitting straight and still in her chair, her
slender fingers fidgeting with a swizzle stick. The lady was
definitely uptight. She glanced down at her drink, her teeth
worrying at her lower lip.

    What was her game? Was she trying to screw up her
courage at the thought of...? Whoa, better not finish that
thought.

    "Have you been in town long?" he said, trying to sound
casual.

    "Uh, awhile."

    "Vacation?"

    "In a way."

    "And you're from...?" He stopped, waiting for her to
finish the sentence.

    "Arizona."

    "OK, just Jennie from somewhere in Arizona. Are you
going to be here awhile?"

    The question tensed her up again. "Um, another few
weeks or so."

    They were interrupted by the arrival of their drinks. As
he slipped the waitress a bill, he noticed Jennie sighed with
relief as his attention was momentarily diverted from her.

    First she'd stared a hole in his back with the boldness of
a veteran night clubber. Now she was acting like a blushing
virgin.

    Since she'd made it obvious she didn't want to talk, he
would leave the next move up to her. He watched her take
several deep breaths, her eyes fixed on her drink.

    "I need to go. I'm sorry."

    "Don't apologize. You have nothing to apologize for," he
said, his tone mild. Ah, well. At least she'd made his evening
more interesting, if only for a few minutes. He continued to
study her. A few more deep breaths, eyes still on her drink, body
now more tense than ever.

    "Will you escort me to my room?" Her words were
rushed, breathy.

    "Yes, of course," he responded after only the slightest
hesitation. What the hell was going on?

    As he put his hand under her elbow and assisted her to
her feet, he noticed that her hands were shaking. She even felt
delicate, almost fragile, but then maybe that was due as much to
her demeanor as her build.

    On the way out of the bar, he saw two middle-aged,
obviously drunk men track their progress and then nudge each
other suggestively. They'd undoubtedly watched them meet and
now noted their untouched drinks left on the table.

    He felt a flash of rage and actually took a step in their
direction. The urge to knock them off their bar stools for their
mistaken assumption was so real he could taste it. But next was
the bitter taste of hypocrisy. He could hardly accuse them of
thinking something he'd hadn't himself believed on his trip
from his table over to hers.

    Once in the elevator, he waited, finger poised over the
numbered pad. When she still didn't say anything, he stared at
her, brows raised in inquiry.

    "Could... Could we go to your room?"

    He was sure his eyebrows disappeared into his
hairline. For a moment, just a moment, he considered it. "No,
sweetheart, I'm sorry, we can't," he said softly, genuine regret
coloring his words. "But I am going to escort you to your
room."

    She sighed. In relief or defeat, he wasn't sure.

    "OK. I'm on the tenth floor."

    They were silent in the elevator. She looked so dejected,
he felt a wave of sympathy sweep over him. But when he
studied the shining mane of long, blonde hair, the full breasts,
small waist, and slender hips outlined by her dress, he was soon
clenching his jaw to stop himself from saying, "Yeah, sure we
can go to my room." Damn. He should get a merit badge for
walking away from this one. He thought darkly of the cold
shower and restless night that now awaited him.

    When the elevator doors opened, he waited for Jennie
to exit but she just stood there, staring down at the floor.

    "Jennie?"

    "No. I'm not going to my room. Thank you for your, um,
assistance, but I'm returning to the bar."

    "Why? Did you get your courage up to go trolling
again?"

    That got her head up. She stared at him defiantly. "Yes,
if you must know."

    "You're joking."

    "Look, this is none of your business."

    "It sure as hell was five minutes ago." He hadn't meant
to speak so harshly, but the desire clawing at his loins made him
touchy, angry.

    She flinched, but said, "Then make it your business.
Take me to your—"

    They were interrupted by a tall, elderly woman who
stepped through the open doors. "Excuse me for interrupting a
lovers' quarrel, but since I can't seem to get to sleep, I'm anxious
to try my luck at the slots again."

    "Let's talk in your room," he growled, giving the hopeful
gambler a smile of bared teeth. Lovers' quarrel.

    Without comment, she let him lead her down the
corridor. Silently, she handed him her keycard. He paused to take
in the number before striding on towards her suite.

    He made straight for the mini-bar after seating her on
the couch.

    "No! I don't want another drink."

    "Honey, I'm getting this for myself." Rand twisted the
top off the little bottle and poured himself a scotch, only
momentarily thinking of the mixture of scotch on top of brandy
in his system, before taking a healthy swig. Carrying his drink
with him, he sat down next to her. "Now tell me what's going
on."

    "No. I won't. You're a stranger."

    "Uh-huh. A stranger you're willing to sleep with."

    Amazingly, she flushed again. "Yes, but that doesn't
mean I'm willing to tell you my life's story," she retorted, chin in
the air.

    "All right. How about just the part that has you far from
home, less than two days before Christmas, scouting out a
one-night stand?"

    "No!" She closed her eyes as if the image his words
brought to mind caused her too much pain to face.

    He studied her closely. "Just how many drinks have you
had?"

    "You bought me my second drink which I didn't touch,
if you'll remember."

    "Are you sure?"

    "Of course, I'm sure."

    "OK. I believe you." He took a deep breath. "Look, I'm a
good listener. Just tell me what's going on." Good listener? Now
that was a whopper. If he and Rivie couldn't talk about their
similar pasts, what made him think he could be father confessor
to a stranger?

    He watched her take a deep breath and braced himself.
Instead his body, his traitorous body, betrayed him again by
springing to attention at her words.

    "Rand, if it's not you tonight, it will be someone
else."

    He tried. He really tried. "Jennie—"

    "I mean it."

    He couldn't say a word. Not a word. Come on, guy,
talk her out of it. But his lips were still.

    "OK, fine. I'm going back to the bar. But you'd better
leave, too, because if the, uh, guy I choose isn't staying at this
hotel, we'll have to use my room." She hesitated, but when he
still didn't move, just whipped his hands through his hair in
frustration, she stood up and walked towards the door, her
spine ramrod straight.





CHAPTER TWO

    "OK, you've talked me into it." His body tightened up so
hard at his own words, they came out low, raw. Then, because
he knew this was wrong, knew he should be ashamed, but knew
he was not only going to go through with it, he couldn't
remember the last time he was so wildly excited about
anything. "You've just hired yourself a stud for the night."

    "I haven't insulted you, have I?" she asked in a tiny
voice.

    "Why, no. I'm flattered. It's every man's fantasy to be
used for sex by a beautiful woman."

    She stared at him uncertainly, unable to discern
whether he was being sarcastic or not.

    "Still time to change your mind." Oh yeah, like you're
so reluctant to accommodate her wishes, his conscience
sneered.

    She didn't even pause. "No."

    "Fine." He hesitated. Where did one start as a gigolo for
the night? "Come on, let's go into the bedroom." He heard his
own voice sharp, razor-edged with excitement.

    Maybe he could push her into chickening out
again.

    Yeah, like that was the only reason he wanted to get her
straight into a room with a bed. He strode to the door where she
still stood and grabbed her hand, a cold little hand, and led the
way into the bedroom. After flicking on the overhead light, he
turned to study her face. It was beautiful and flawless despite
the unhappiness shadowing, ah, yes, clear, light gray eyes.

    He suppressed a sigh. If he was going to be able to live
with his conscience, he definitely needed to scare her off.
Unfortunately, the only way he could see to do that meant pure
torture for himself.

    So he did what he'd ached to do since the moment he
saw her. He brought his mouth to hers and kissed her hard,
using a hand at her jaw and one at the nape of her neck to
make sure she couldn't pull away.

    But she didn't try to.

    He deepened the kiss, and still she didn't resist, readily
parting her lips at the touch of his tongue, though he felt her
gasp as he boldly stroked inside. He mated with her mouth,
kissed her as a prelude to sex, waiting for a sign of protest, a
hand at his chest to push him away, a subtle reflex of
withdrawal he could point to as evidence she really didn't want
to go through with this.

    But it didn't happen.

    He moved one hand from her nape, up through the cool
strands of her hair until he was cupping the back of her head,
while he trailed the other from her jaw to the soft skin of her
throat as he kissed her even harder, even deeper. He knew he
was being aggressive, even fierce, yet she still didn't protest. In
fact, when he tried to draw back, she curled her hands in his
sweater to hold her mouth to his, inviting him to continue his
onslaught.

    Within less than a minute, his chest heaving like he'd
run a marathon, desperate to regain some control, Rand
managed to grasp her arms and firmly set her away from him.
Not that that was much help because now he was staring down
into eyes that were big and dark, not with unhappiness, but
with bewilderment and arousal.

    This wasn't going the way he'd planned at all. She
wasn't scaring off, and suddenly, he didn't want to scare her off.
He wanted to seduce her, as she had already seduced him with
her beauty, her vulnerability, and her innocent sensuality.

    Somehow she had aroused not just his physical desire
but his protective instincts at the same time, something quite
out of his experience. He knew if she suddenly changed her
mind, he would try to convince her that making love with him
was somehow the right thing to do after all, as if by making love
with him he could comfort her, heal the hurt he could see in her
eyes. He stared at her, baffled at his change in mood.

    Jennie stared back at him just as steadily, her cheeks
flushed, her mouth red and moist from his kisses. As he
watched, she finally glanced down, while pearl white teeth
worried at her full lower lip.

    Why was he so drawn to someone so unsure of herself,
yet so earnestly determined to do this, not out of fierce desire as
he was, but out of some unfathomable, yet undoubtedly wrong
reason?

    What a remarkably stupid question. A beautiful, sexy
woman was in his arms, asking no more from him than the use
of his body which, his uncomfortably tight groin reminded him,
was only too ready to accede to her request, whatever her
reasons. And he had never been into self-denial.

    "Are you still with me, baby?"

    In answer, her hand, now quite warm, moved slowly
from his chest to curl around his neck and then up into his hair.
She pulled his head down, insisting that he kiss her again. This
time she was the aggressor, moving her lips over his, pressing
her body all along his chest and hips, though she tensed when
she felt how ready he was.

    He shuddered against her, even as he stroked down her
back to soothe her, still thinking of her as needing reassurance,
but also to seduce her, to accustom her to his touch. He needn't
have worried. Her other hand, gripping his sweater at the back,
let go to trail it down to his buttocks. He bucked at the contact.
Her touch felt so good, so damn good. Too good, in fact.

    He grasped her hand and dragged it back up between
them which was almost as bad when she scratched softly at his
chest. Another shudder swept through him as he felt her nails
even through his sweater. He was supposed to be pleasuring
her, right? Well, then.

    He cupped the full curve of her bottom, squeezing
gently as he pulled her into the hard vee of his thighs. She
shivered, then gasped at the twin sensations. Taking a handful
of her dress, he pulled upwards until he could hook his hand
under the hem. Slowly he drew the dress up and off.

    Her head emerged from the dress, her hair a tousled
cloud around her face. When she self-consciously reached a
hand up to push back the golden mane from her eyes and then
used one pink-tipped fingernail to draw a strand of hair away
from the corner of her mouth, his breath shuddered in and
out.

    He squeezed his eyes shut to maintain control. Come
on, man, you have a job to do. Anything you get out of this
is supposed to be secondary to servicing her.

    When he opened his eyes, his gaze fell to the full swell
of her breasts revealed by her lacy black bra. He barely managed
to bite back a groan.

    As he kissed her, he skinned her half-slip off. When his
fingers touched on garters, a spurt of lust bit deep. He slipped
his fingers back up, touching her at hip and the curve of her
waist. Her skin felt like smooth, warm silk, her belly tender,
vulnerable.

    He pulled away from her mouth and slid the straps of
her bra down to her elbows. Hooking his finger at the center of
her bra, he pulled it down, watching as the pale slopes of her
breasts were revealed. One more tug, and the bra slipped to her
rib cage. He cupped her breasts, and the small nipples stabbed
into his palms. Her head was tilted down, and she watched his
thumbs pinch and roll the tips into hard points.

    "Come on," he whispered hoarsely. He flicked off the
overhead light, and then, pulling her along with him, used the
faint moonlight shining in the window to move them closer to
the bed. After turning on the dim bedside lamp and sweeping
aside the bedspread and covers, he grasped her by the elbows
and stepped her backwards to sit on the bed before kneeling
down to remove her high heels.

    He glanced up at her. Her bra still sat below her breasts,
the black lace framing their paleness. She unhooked the bra and
let if fall away from her body, and then removed her camisole.
Her breasts swayed gently as her arms returned to her sides.
She folded her hands in her lap, another layer of cover in
addition to the black lace scrap of her panties framed by slim,
pale thighs squeezed tightly together. But she stared straight at
him, her eyes big and dark, her breathing as fast and ragged as
his.

    Holding her gaze, he abruptly stood up to whip his
sweater over his head. As he toed off his shoes, his fingers flew
to his waist. He unbuckled, unzipped, and shoved his slacks
floorward all in one rapid movement. He hooked his fingers in
his briefs and was just about to shuck them, too, when he
noticed her rubbing her thumb along the underside of the ring
finger of her left hand. Through passion-drugged eyes, he
peered closer.

    He could just make out the faintest of lines against her
slim, pale finger.

    "You're married?" He didn't regret the sharp tone of his
question. He never messed around with married women. Once
in a lifetime was enough.

    "No, not anymore. Well, in another few weeks, I won't
be, and we've been separated for over three months," she
responded, her voice choked with emotion, as she twisted her
fingers together.

    Ah, now he got it. He was to be the means to punish her
soon-to-be ex, even if it meant punishing herself in the process.
He reached out and covered her trembling fingers with one
large hand. "I'm sorry."

    She yanked her hands away. "Don't. That's not what I
need, not tonight."

    His conscience reared its ugly head again, and
whispered, she doesn't need you right now either,
bud.

    But then Jennie reached out her hand and traced a
finger down the full, aching length of him outlined by his briefs.
"Sympathy is not what I want. I want you. I want you to make
love to me."

    He stared at her, at her large, infinitely deep eyes. One
look from those eyes and a man would do anything. He
wrenched his gaze away only to have it fall on her hand, now
holding him, stroking him firmly through the stretchy blue
material. Again, the cruel lash of desire whipped through
him.

    "Always glad to be of service to a lady," he muttered
through clenched teeth.

    Conscience appeased once more, he pressed her
shoulders down to the bed before deliberately stripping her
underwear down her legs. He stared at the erotic contrast of the
downy gold triangle framed by the dark nylons and lacy black
garter belt. He grasped her ankles with one hand and lifted her
legs to the bed, arranging them so her knees were bent. One last
time, he would remind her without words of what she was
asking. He glanced up at her.

    She stared solemnly back, anticipation, not trepidation,
in her eyes. Holding her gaze he skinned out of his briefs and
then climbed onto the bed. As he stared down at her, he realized
despite her almost voluptuous build, how petite she was. Since
he'd removed her shoes when she was sitting down, he really
had no idea how tall she was. He suppressed a crack of laughter.
He didn't know that or how old she was, or even her last name.
But he did know she was a woman waiting for him to
service her. No problem there.

    He cupped each breast in turn, his thumb rubbing
gently over the swollen tips as he covered her mouth with his
own. She kissed him back, her lips parting on a moan as his
thumb pressed a little harder. He dragged his mouth down her
throat, across the slope of her breast until his lips slid over one
small, beaded nipple. When he felt her body tremble all along
his, he moved to her other breast, swirling his tongue around
its tip, while he sucked gently.

    He moved his hand to her midriff, his fingers at her
narrow waist, and let his thumb brush over her navel. When he
felt her relax slightly, he went lower until he encountered the
small triangle of hair. He combed through the curls until he
reached the warm, soft folds. He stroked her until she was hot,
wet, her hips lifting against his invading fingers. His breath
caught in his throat.

    Moving up to kiss her again, he used his tongue in the
same rhythm as his fingers. She sucked at his tongue, kissing
him back, no longer passive, her arms clutching his
shoulders.

    "Yes, sweetheart. I'll be your stud for the night." As his
own words reminded him once again of why he was here, he felt
his temperature soar. Maybe he was right. There was
something especially erotic about seeing this as some
'man-fantasy' come true.

    "Yes, just for tonight," she moaned. "Just tonight."

    He loomed over her, holding her unfocussed gaze as he
reached down to guide himself inside. Just before touching her,
he froze. What the hell was he thinking? "Wait a minute,
wait a minute." He reached for his pants on the floor, grabbed
his wallet, and fished out the foil packet with shaking
hands.

    She watched him, her eyes growing still and
watchful.

    "Ah, damn!" he muttered as the condom broke beneath
his fumbling fingers.

    "You don't have to worry." Her voice was so soft he
almost didn't hear her.

    "You're on something?" He didn't know why he asked.
He was going to be the one to take precautions no matter what
she said. Because of his past, he never trusted his bed partners
enough to let them take care of this absolute necessity.

    At her hesitation, he swore again. "Wait here, I'll be
right back."

    "There's really no need. I'm—"

    This time he didn't hear what she said.

    "What?"

    "Infertile, barren. I can't have children. So you see I'm
perfectly safe. Unless you're worried about... You're safe there
too, I've only ever been with my husband. And he's been faithful
to me, that I'd swear to."
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