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  WHAT ARE THEY SAYING ABOUT


  ANYWHERE, ANYTIME, ANYWAY





  All four of the Anywhere, Anytime books received 5 angels and a Recommended Read from Fallen Angel Reviews!




  “Fantasies Delivered is a wonderful tale of romance, hot passion, and one’s belief in love worth fighting for.”




  Fallen Angel Reviews




  “Fantasy Road is an outstanding story, riddled with emotions, passion, suspense, and above all else amazing characters.”




  Fallen Angel Reviews




  “Fantasies Undercover is Romantic Suspense at its Best!”




  Romance at Heart




  Other Books by Author Available at Whiskey Creek Press:


  www.whiskeycreekpress.com




  How Far Will You Go?




  When Lou Kincaid sees Kelly Hart he wants to pick up where they left off ten years ago. Can he convince Kelly they will be great together back in the original hayloft where he can make love to her in all the ways he has imagined.




  Christmas Quilt Anthology




  The most important part of the Christmas season are the people who enrich our lives. Christmas Quilt is a collection of original stories about people who will make you laugh and cry, remember and wish, and like good friends, you’ll want to visit them every year.




  Silver River Love




  As Samantha unravels the clues to her father’s disappearance in Nevada, 1863, she finds there is far more to the small town’s Sheriff Sloan than she first thought. He awakens a passion in her that has her quickly rethinking her ideas of independence.




  To Pam, a newfound friend




  I couldn’t have made it these last months without you!




  Fantasies Delivered




  by




  Barbara Baldwin




  Chapter 1




  Gage McVicker jogged up the stairs to his apartment, figuring he had just enough time for a shower before catching the eight fifteen subway to work. As he was toweling dry, he noticed the light blinking on his answering machine. When he heard the message, he grinned, picked up the phone and punched in the number.




  “Hello, sweetheart,” he said in a deep, gravelly voice.




  “Baby, when you going to let me in your pants?” the woman on the other end of the line challenged him.




  “I might consider it, but I don’t have any on at the moment.”




  “Well, hell, I’ll be right over!” The woman’s voice held a laugh.




  “Ah, Ginger, you’re too much woman for me to handle.”




  “I doubt that, sugar, but we can find out any time you want.” Ginger Jacobson was the office manager of the temporary employment agency where he was registered and had taken an instant liking to Gage when he had filled out his application papers. She was black, from the Bronx and the sexual banter they exchanged was just that.




  She had done a thorough background check on him and was probably the only one at the agency who knew who Gage really was. She had sat him down and asked him point-blank what the hell he was up to. Once Gage told her his reasons for working menial jobs, she had become his best friend in New York City.




  “What’s up, Ging?” Gage dressed as he spoke, glancing at the clock. He needed to get to work.




  “Have you had enough pecking at the keyboard for now?” she asked, referring to Gage’s secretarial job with a large insurance company. “I’ve got a gig I think is right up your alley.”




  “Yeah?”




  “How’d you like to sell women’s shoes at Saks?”




  “Christ, Ginger, I know I said I’d do just about anything, but women’s shoes?”




  “Just think of all those lovely ladies’ ankles you can caress, sugar.” Ginger thought with his looks, he must have been a gigolo in another life, and she felt duty-bound to try and help him out with the ladies.




  “Forget it,” said Gage.




  “Well, there’s still that male stripper job.” He could hear the laughter in her voice.




  “Thanks, but no thanks.”




  “Oh, wait, something’s popping up on e-mail.” There was a pause and Gage could hear her humming as she read through the listing.




  “Oh, yes, this is just right for you.”




  Gage wasn’t sure he liked the sounds of that. “What are you up to, Ginger?”




  “Voyager Publishing. Ever hear of them?”




  “Who hasn’t? They’re one of the biggest conglomerates in New York.” Even if Gage wasn’t immersed in the business world at present, he read voraciously and kept up with the business market.




  “They publish all those hot, hot romance books.”




  Gage could almost hear Ginger smack her lips.




  “They also have a large sporting division, as well as publishing general fiction.”




  “Well, I wouldn’t know about that, but this job might be just what you need for your change of pace.”




  Over the past months, Gage had had a dozen or so jobs all over the United States. In changing jobs and locations often, Gage had hoped to find that elusive spark that would get him fired up again. It had been too long since he had known enthusiasm or excitement. It felt like forever since he had glimpsed a challenge tough enough for him to sit up and take notice.




  “Okay,” he admitted. “I’m game.”




  “Report to personnel Monday morning, sweetie pie,” she said. “I think this is just the ticket for you.”




  * * * *




  The mailroom!




  Gage was going to have a talk with Ginger. Corporate mailrooms belonged to corporate presidents’ sons who had to learn the business from the ground up. Gage certainly didn’t fall into that category.




  It had been eight months since he walked out of SGM Enterprises, the company he had founded when his computer game business took off. He had been egotistical and damn proud of his accomplishment, using the initials SGM to name the company after himself—Stephen Gage McVicker. After ten years of creating games of intrigue and violence, he finally realized he had lost some part of himself in the process.




  The millions SGM netted every year couldn’t make up for the feelings of isolation and depression Gage had felt. He had friends, partied with a fast-moving group in Boston, and owned a home there, along with a cabin in Colorado. But something was terribly wrong with his life.




  He shrugged off his musings over the past as he tossed yet another priority mail envelope into the overflowing cart for someone named Keva Monroe. It had only taken him part of the morning to memorize all the different departments and the names of most of the people who worked in the twenty-story building.




  His brain just worked like that, he had told Campbell, his supervisor. It wasn’t until later that he overheard Campbell tell another employee that “according to his placement officer, McVicker has a brain disorder and is slow sometimes.”




  No, Gage decided, he wouldn’t talk to Ginger. He would beat her butt!




  After lunch, he began deliveries to the upper floors. Gage didn’t consider himself claustrophobic, but he couldn’t wait to get out of the confines of the basement. As he moved from floor to floor in the mammoth granite and glass building, he was impressed with what he saw of Voyager Publishing. The offices were tastefully decorated and everyone appeared busy and knowledgeable. As a former businessman, he knew that a pleasant environment meant productive employees and it appeared people liked working here.




  He walked out of the elevator into the foyer of the tenth floor suite of offices with the last of his deliveries. Keva Monroe certainly got the most mail, he thought, as he pushed the heavy cart through the double glass doors. That’s as far as his thinking went as he looked toward the receptionist’s desk.




  Legs of an unimaginable length rose from black high heels up to a red miniskirt that covered a lushly curved bottom. He sucked in a breath. The woman was bent over the desk, her back to him, and all Gage could do was stare. He couldn’t see her face or breasts, but her waist curved in sharply from her hips and he couldn’t imagine the rest of her not looking just as spectacular. Without thinking, he gave a low whistle.




  Highlighted brown hair slid over her shoulder as she turned to look at him. Oh, yeah, Gage thought, the rest of her definitely went with the long legs—baby blue eyes, finely arched eyebrows, petite nose and skin that could only be called peaches and cream.




  She frowned at his whistle, but then gave him the once over in turn. As he watched her gaze move up his body, he could see a change in her expression. If he wasn’t mistaken, the lady was interested. She slowly straightened and turned more fully toward him.




  “Do you know anything about computers?” she asked in a voice full of frustration but nevertheless, deep and sultry.




  Was his cover blown? It took Gage a minute to realize she wasn’t challenging him; she was simply asking a question.




  “I’m just the mail boy,” he answered, not exactly lying.




  A slight smile quirked the corner of her mouth. “Boy, you are not. Male—definitely.”




  The room suddenly seemed charged with an electrical current, leaving Gage with no time to figure out what had sucked the oxygen out of it. He began to think he would be content to be a temp the rest of his life if he could run into secretaries who looked and acted like her. He wondered if she could take it as well as dish it out, and hoped he wouldn’t be calling Ginger for another job before the day was done.




  “Wow, do you know what I’d like to do with those legs?”




  He was pleasantly surprised when she smiled, a light blush staining her cheeks.




  “I have found they are very useful for supporting the rest of me. Is that what you had in mind?”




  “No, I had in mind me being between them,” Gage replied.




  She took a step back and a small frown creased her brow. “I could have your job for that comment, you know.”




  “You don’t want it. A woman as beautiful as you, doesn’t belong in the basement.”




  She shook her head, laughing lightly. “You don’t know when to quit, do you?”




  “Sweetheart, I’d quit this job in a heartbeat, but quit looking at you—never. Tell me it’s not against company policy for a secretary to have dinner with a guy from the mailroom?”




  The smile disappeared but Gage swore she looked disappointed, not angry. “I’m sorry, that’s just not possible.”




  Gage moved closer, using the mail cart as a pretense. She looked as though she couldn’t believe he would be so bold. Then, almost as if she wanted to prove she wasn’t afraid of the sexual energy darting between them, she stood her ground as he started taking the mail from the cart.




  Gage couldn’t help but inhale her fragrance as he stacked another pile of envelopes on the desk corner. With the next group he grabbed, he stepped deliberately close to her. His arm brushed her breast; she didn’t move. He dropped the envelopes and stepped back, this time deliberately bumping into her. He almost groaned out loud as her soft breasts pressed into his back.




  “Excuse me,” he mumbled, bending to get the last of the mail from the cart.




  “I think you’re deliberately trying to provoke me, Mr.—”




  “McVicker,” he replied. “Gage McVicker.”




  “Well, Mr. McVicker, I think you had better return to the mailroom before my secretary comes back and catches you trying to seduce me. Even though she works in the romance department, Gloria can be rather strait-laced.”




  Her secretary? Gage groaned. That meant this gorgeous woman he had been hitting on was actually Keva Monroe, senior editor of the romance division. Gage suddenly felt thirteen and gauche, like the time he’d tried to make out with Mary Jo Novotny in the back row of the movie theatre.




  He knew when it was time to tactfully retreat, but something had happened when he walked into the tenth floor suite and he wasn’t about to let it die without pursuing it. Even if she was a senior editor and he worked in the basement mailroom.




  * * * *




  “That man is gorgeous,” Keva said to herself, leaning against her secretary’s desk as Gage McVicker walked out the door. What the hell is he doing in the mailroom? The instant he walked into the office, she had experienced an awareness she couldn’t ever recall having.




  His hair was a bit long, curling about his ears and nape, but it had been his eyes that really captured her attention. They had undressed her on the spot, making her feel like his hand caressed her as his gaze moved from her legs, clear to the top of her head.




  He could be a cover model with those eyes, she had thought at the time. They were dark brown and hungry—not what she would call bedroom eyes at all—and yet, they had so easily pulled her into the sensual web he had woven.




  Probably the strangest part of the whole encounter was that she hadn’t been the least put off by his forwardness. In fact, she had enjoyed the sexual banter far more than most of her recent conversations with Jason.




  Keva returned to her own desk and looked at the remaining queries she had yet to go through before the end of the workday. Gloria, her personal assistant, had opened them all and stapled each envelope to the back of the letter before making a pile on Keva’s desk. A nice big pile. With a sigh, she began reading.




  

    

      Megan and Jerome spend four straight days in bed before Megan decides she’s not satisfied with him as a lover, so she goes back to Casey, whom she had never quit seeing.


    


  




  Keva tossed the poorly written query letter into the reject basket on her desk, shaking her head. Even though she edited erotica, the stories still had to contain romance because of the relationship between hero and heroine, not because of the sex act.




  As one of the senior editors at Voyager Publishing, she was trying to maintain an open submissions policy because she knew how tight the market was and she wanted aspiring authors to have access to a big publishing house. But from the volume of mail she was receiving, and the number of really bad plot treatments, she wondered if it were time to accept material only from agents.




  “How about an orgy of monstrous proportions?” She laughed as she read the first line of the next letter. The author probably thought she was cleverly disguising the innuendo. She had even enclosed a condom in a florescent purple foil packet. There goes another one, she thought as she put the letter in her out-basket, but the purple packet slid off. She flipped it over between her fingers, wondering if Jason would find it funny.




  “Ms. Monroe, Mr. Stamford is on line one.”




  Speak of the devil. She sighed, picking up the phone.




  “Hello.”




  “Keva, where are you? We were supposed to meet the Hamiltons at the club for lunch and tennis at two. You know how important this deal is to me.” Jason’s voice sounded pissed, which seemed to be the case more times than not lately.




  “I told you I wouldn’t be able to make it. I’m backlogged with manuscripts and deadlines.”




  “You’ve got five assistant editors working for you. Get them to take over your crap pile or whatever you call it. You have more important things to do.”




  “Slush pile,” Keva replied in a tight voice when she heard the condescension in his voice. She loved her job; loved the challenge of finding that one luminous writer in a pile of nondescript novels. The stress of deadlines, editorial meetings, even breaking in new authors to the world of publishing was what kept her going.




  “Jason, we’ll talk tonight. I can’t get away right now.”




  “Right. We’ll talk, if I can fit you into my schedule.” The phone clicked in her ear.




  Keva glanced at the foil packet she had been fiddling with during her conversation. So much for that idea, she thought, dropping it into her desk drawer as she stood. It was time to put an end to Jason’s controlling macho attitude. Why couldn’t she find a man who thought of her first? Someone who liked what she did and who was proud of her?




  “I’ll be back in a few,” she told Gloria as she walked past her desk. She needed a breath of fresh air, so she walked across the street for an iced cappuccino. As she sat contemplating the fountain in the small park by her office building, Jason’s curt comments floated back to mind. She had been dating him for six months, and had thought they could be happy—well, maybe comfortable—together.




  Jason was a rising star in the stock market and worked for a brokerage firm dealing only with the largest companies in the world. When had the focus of her world narrowed so much that “who was who” in the best circles and “who had the most money” were the criteria for a relationship? At least that seemed to be the one thing Jason considered important.




  For the most part, he refused to talk about her work. He didn’t want to know what she was reading, how many books she’d put on the market that month, and he especially didn’t want to hear about the sometimes kinky sex games her authors wrote into their plots. Oh, he wasn’t a prude, but their lovemaking was just your ordinary in-bed-with-the-lights-out sex and Keva had come to the conclusion that something was missing.




  Where was the sizzling awareness in just seeing him from across the room? Where was the heart stopping anticipation when he reached for her? Had they ever been so caught up in each other that they literally tore off their clothes and screwed on the floor, the couch, or against the wall, without worrying about protection or whether they were sweaty and smelling of sex afterward?




  Normally, Keva wasn’t given to daydreaming since she read about make-believe lives every day, but lately, she wondered what it would be like to have her fantasy fulfilled. She glanced around her, scanning the pedestrians. Maybe it was time to do a little real-life fantasizing.




  She spied a man walking away from the park. Nice butt, she thought, but when he turned sideways to stop at the newsstand, she grimaced. Thick-rimmed glasses, receding hairline, and a paunchy stomach. Geez, how could someone look so different from front to rear?




  She took a sip of her cappuccino, eyeing the crowd. There, she thought, picking out a good-looking guy who stood to one side of the fountain, hands in pockets. He had wavy blonde hair and broad shoulders. Dark sunglasses hid his eyes, but Keva thought it gave him an air of mystery. Now there was a man to start a woman’s juices flowing. What would it be like to just grab someone and have a night of hot sex? Did everything have to be preplanned, negotiated, and scheduled?




  Maybe a one-night stand was too risky, but perhaps she could find someone who didn’t need to see her pedigree before having an affair. She glanced back at the blonde. Mmmm, maybe.




  Just then, another man, this one dark-haired with a beard, walked briskly up to the blonde. Before Keva could blink, the two embraced and kissed before linking arms and wandering off in the opposite direction from where she sat.




  She shook her head. It would appear she had been out of the dating scene long enough that her instincts were rusty. She would never have guessed. She finished her cappuccino, stood and tossed the cup in the waste receptacle.




  “Ah, New York,” she muttered. “You’ve got to love it.”




  * * * *




  Gage took some money from the small pocket of his running shorts to pay for the paper. He wiped his brow with the sleeve of his T-shirt as he opened the door to Simon’s just as it started to rain.




  “Good morning, Simon,” he called across the space to the owner. “The usual.”




  In the time Gage had lived in New York City, he had developed a routine of sorts. After an early morning run, he stopped at Simon’s for coffee and a bagel before heading back to his apartment to shower and change for work. On the mornings when the coffee shop wasn’t busy, Simon would sometimes sit and visit with Gage.




  Simon Lockhart was a friendly man who had lived his entire life in New York. He had told Gage the only time he had left was for his stint in the service, and after going through boot camp down south, decided he’d never leave the city again.




  Gage had found in his travels that places like this existed everywhere. Cozy, out-of-the-way cafés and diners, where the people were friendly and chatty. Since he had begun his quest, he had spent a lot of time in just such places, trying to find that elusive something missing from his life.




  “How’s that daughter of yours?” he asked as he paid for his breakfast.




  “She’s doing fine. I expect her young man will be coming to talk to me one of these days.” Simon grinned as he handed Gage his change. “I just have to decide whether to make him squirm before I say yes.”




  Gage laughed, shook his head, and walked over to his favorite booth. He propped his feet on the seat across from him. He read the funnies, slowly drinking the strong black coffee he loved. After the funnies, he turned to the financial news. Even if he wasn’t involved in business at the moment, he kept up with the latest market trends.




  He thought back to the day when he had decided to leave SGM Enterprises. He had thrown a duffle bag of clothes in the trunk of his car, and left his cell phone, corporate credit cards and Rolex watch in his safe deposit box at his bank. But while he intended to take off on a road trip of discovery, he didn’t intend to starve or live out of his car. He had plenty of money in his personal account and an ATM card.




  In the time since he had left Boston, he’d been a fry cook at a little café in the middle of nowhere in Texas, dealt blackjack at a casino in Vegas, and even did a stint on road construction in Kansas before finding his way to New York City.




  He’d faked his resume, only including the jobs he’d had since leaving his company. Although he used his real Social Security number, he’d started using his middle name, Gage. He didn’t have any business cards, he took the subway to work, and he lived in a modest apartment in midtown Manhattan—if anything in midtown could be considered modest.




  “Just once, I’d like to have an orgasm when he does.” A woman sighed.




  Gage instantly quit reminiscing as the conversation in the booth next to him captured his attention.




  “You mean, you never have?” a sultry voice asked.




  “Well, have you? I mean, guys seem to think they’re doing you a favor by screwing you at all, much less seeing to your pleasure.”




  Gage figured the two women either didn’t notice him sitting directly behind them, or they didn’t care who overheard their conversation. On the pretense of shuffling his paper, he peered around it to catch a glimpse of them—a blonde and a brunette.




  “I mean, even when we do it more than once a night, it’s always at his insistence.” The blonde spoke this time.




  “If you don’t like it, tell him to leave. After all, it’s your apartment.”




  “Oh, don’t get me wrong, I like the sex. It’s just that I never feel quite satisfied afterward.” There was another sigh. “Now, if I could find a man who could fulfill my fantasies, well, guaranteed I’d have shares in the Trojan® market.”




  Gage choked on his coffee. He was getting hard just listening to the two women talk, and that hadn’t happened in quite some time. In fact, he hadn’t even had a date since he left Boston. The quest he was on didn’t include screwing any woman who tried to catch his eye, and there had been plenty. After all, even if he was living by his wits, with a little help from the local ATMs, he did still have some standards.




  The one regret he’d had in leaving was Tiffany. Sex with Tiffany had been great, but she hadn’t understood his need for something more than golf at the country club and dinners at Julien’s.




  Gage didn’t think she would have felt the way these two women did. After all, if he had learned anything in his thirty-five years of living, it was that making a woman scream in the throes of a climax was a real turn-on.




  The women giggled at something one of them said, and Gage tuned in again to their conversation, not feeling the least bit guilty about eavesdropping. After all, they were in a public place, and the women weren’t exactly whispering.




  “What would be your fantasy? I mean, if you could have or do whatever you wanted without anyone knowing or criticizing you for it?” The blonde had asked the question, her voice slightly higher than the brunette’s.




  “Hmmm, let’s see. He wouldn’t have to be really big. Well, at least not in height,” the brunette murmured. “I think I’d like someone with muscles, but with a lean waist and hips so he fits between my thighs just right.”




  A sigh.




  Gage was getting harder by the minute.




  “What would this fantasy man do?”




  “Everything.” The brunette drew out the word, her voice low and full of longing. Sexual vibrations reached across the café booth and shimmered down Gage’s spine.




  “Oh, geez, look at the time,” the blonde said. “I’ve gotta get to the office, or I’m in trouble. Quick, what’s one thing you would have in your fantasy—something to keep me awake today while I’m transcribing old Mr. Grimble’s boring dictation.”




  There was a pause and Gage wondered what exactly the brunette was thinking if she only had one shot at this fantasy thing. He was thinking a little ménage a trois, but then he hadn’t been invited to play their game. He tried to calm his racing pulse.




  She chuckled before she spoke. “Okay, Francine, here’s something to think about instead of old Mr. Grimble. Lock me in a cabin for the weekend with fantasy-man and he can have me anywhere, anytime, anyway.”




  The two women walked by his booth to the cashier. Gage sat perfectly still, his flimsy running shorts tented quite gloriously, the blood pounding through his veins. Knowing he wouldn’t be able to stand up for some time, he signaled Simon to bring over the coffee pot, even though he didn’t need the caffeine to be wired.




  The brunette’s words kept racing back and forth across his brain like a marathon ping-pong tournament.




  Anywhere, anytime, anyway.




  Shit! He should have asked for her phone number. Even as he thought that, a vision of long legs and a red miniskirt covering a lush bottom came to mind. Ms. Keva Monroe, with her baby blue eyes and sharp wit, took up residence in Gage’s brain and refused to leave. He could recall her scent; the way her eyes flashed and the soft, tempting feel of her.




  In the past eight months, he hadn’t thought too much about sex. He was looking for something more elusive. But now that it had been brought into the realm of his consciousness, he wondered how long it would take him to forget it. From the throb in his groin, he suspected quite a while. He signaled Simon for yet another refill.




  * * * *




  Keva padded barefoot through her plush Manhattan apartment, wine glass in hand. She realized how happy she was now that Jason was no longer in the picture. She had gotten so tired of making excuses as to why she couldn’t go with him to evening events with clients. She loved her job, but Jason always acted like it interfered with his life.




  She walked out onto the balcony, scanning the skyline. Sometimes, she wondered what it would be like just to be some regular guy’s girlfriend. A vision of brown hair and mysterious eyes instantly came to mind. What did Gage McVicker do on a Friday night after a hectic week in the mailroom? Go out for a beer with his cronies; date a high school sweetheart? She wondered if he liked to dance.




  He looked like a country music fan. She tried to envision him dressed in tux and tails attending the opera, but just couldn’t see it. She pegged Gage McVicker for a down-to-earth, blue-collar worker who had gotten through high school only because he played football.




  But that didn’t mean she couldn’t fantasize about him. The sparks had flown the other day when he had delivered mail to her office. She couldn’t get his broad shoulders and lean waist out of her mind. She had seen the obvious interest in his eyes, had heard it in the sexy, deep timbre of his voice, and had felt it in the shimmering electricity that had leapt between them when he had deliberately backed into her. Since that day, she had dreamed about him and found herself checking the outer office several times a day trying to catch a glimpse of him as he delivered mail.




  Now, what should she do about this craving she had developed? She took another sip of wine, stretching her long legs out in front of her. As though providence was looking out for her, this mailman had been dropped handily in Keva’s own backyard.




  It would be a pity to waste him, and she decided to give herself a chance at some real fun. She wasn’t sure exactly how to go about doing that, since her adult life had been spent with an always politically proper crowd, but she intended to find out. Perhaps a discussion with Mr. McVicker was in order. She was sure he had some ideas about how she could have a good time without being in danger.




  * * * *




  Gage punched the intercom button when he heard his name called.




  “Report to the tenth floor, Ms. Monroe’s office.”




  It was probably a good thing he really didn’t need this job, Gage thought as he stepped off the elevator and walked toward the double glass doors. Regardless of Ms. Monroe’s initial reaction the other day, he had wondered if she would end up calling Campbell and getting him fired for sexual harassment. When nothing happened, he began wondering if maybe she was more interested than she had appeared.




  He had spent the last several nights thinking about her and the incredible number of manuscripts she received. A very large number of people seemed to write romance. Romance meant sex, and that made him recall the overheard conversation by the two women in the diner—anywhere, anytime, anyway. He groaned just thinking about it.




  But he didn’t even recall what the two women looked like. Instead, he had fantasized about making love to Keva Monroe. While that had made his nights pleasurable and hurried his steps to the Voyager building in the morning, he now worried that her summons meant he would no longer be delivering her mail.




  Her secretary wasn’t at her desk, but then it was noon, so Gage tapped lightly on the door to her office. At her command, he opened the door and walked in.




  Again, he was struck by her long legs, this time barelegged beneath a gauzy, midcalf skirt that looked to be almost transparent. Strappy sandals and a sleeveless sweater completed her casual attire, but she still gave the appearance of someone in command of her surroundings.




  “Ms. Monroe?” he asked to catch her attention.




  “Hello, Mr. McVicker. Please close the door behind you.” She turned from the window, her gaze raking him from head to toe.




  “Is that wise?” He wasn’t sure what game she was playing, and it wasn’t that he didn’t want to play, too. He just couldn’t figure out where she was going with her request.




  “Could you deliver...I mean, are you allowed to leave the mailroom to deliver documents across town?” She glanced nervously between him and her desk. Gage frowned, wondering why she would be nervous if what she intended was business. Perhaps it really wasn’t.




  “They quit chaining us to the walls a couple centuries ago,” he replied dryly.




  She laughed, the sound light and musical. “I’m sorry, that did sound rather rude. It’s just that...well...” Again she paused, fingering an envelope on her desk.




  Gage moved closer, catching a whiff of her spicy perfume. “What is it you really want?”




  She cocked her head as she looked at him. “How do you know?” The question was breathy and Gage was close enough to notice her dilated pupils, the pulse beating rapidly at her throat and how her nipples peaked beneath her sweater.




  He was standing right in front of her now, not more than a foot away. “It’s an ancient hunting instinct man has managed to retain through all efforts to civilize him.”




  “Oh, well, I...” She couldn’t seem to collect her thoughts and Gage decided to take control of the situation. If she didn’t actually want what he offered, she would have to tell him.




  He took the last step that brought them chest-to-chest. Wrapping one arm around her back, he slipped a hand beneath her hair to the base of her skull. With a light massaging touch, he gently pulled her toward him.




  “You have a secretary to deliver your mail, Ms. Monroe. I somehow doubt that was what you really wanted me for, was it?” He kissed the corner of her mouth, the tip of her ear, down her throat.




  “No, you’re right.” She gasped at his advances, but she didn’t fight him at all. “I thought perhaps you might consider modeling for a book cover.” She managed to get the words out as Gage continued his kissing forays across the scoop neck of the sweater she wore.




  “Model, for a romance?” He paused, sliding both hands down to her luscious bottom and pulling her tight against him. Then he added, “Maybe we should see how well I do between the pages where the action is.”




  Chapter 2




  With a tiny groan of surrender, Keva wrapped her arms around his neck and just hung on. It was nuts—beyond crazy—asking him up here, but ever since she had first seen him, she hadn’t been able to get him out of her mind. Or maybe it was because she and Jason had broken up last weekend and she was feeling a little insecure about her appeal. It was irrelevant, anyway, because Mr. McVicker seemed more than willing to oblige her.




  The instant his lips touched hers, electricity shot through her and she began to tingle all over. She opened her mouth at the slight pressure of his tongue and was swept away by sensations she had forgotten even existed. He reached up under her sweater and scooped her breast out of her bra. When he gently rolled her nipple between his fingers, her legs just about buckled. And still he devoured her mouth, using his tongue in a way she wanted him to use the hard male body part she could feel pressing against her stomach.




  “Oh, baby,” he whispered as he bent his head to suck her nipple. Keva came unglued. She reached between them and grabbed the buckle of his belt, jerking it open, then quickly unbuttoning his pants and sliding the zipper down. She had to touch him.




  Gage lost all control when she reached inside his pants and her warm fingers encircled him. He couldn’t think about anything except sinking into her as quickly as he could. Still sucking her breast, he scooped up her skirt and slid his hand between her legs. She was hot and already damp. He slipped the miniscule scrap of silk covering her down her hips. He lifted her to the edge of the desk, sliding her panties the rest of the way down her long legs, kissing her golden skin every inch of the way. When he stood, she reached for him and he froze.




  “Damnit to hell!” he swore.




  Keva looked up at him, still panting. “What?”




  “I don’t have any protection.” He didn’t make a habit of carrying condoms around with him.




  “Oh, God, you can’t stop. Not now.” She stroked his length and Gage was damned close to coming without ever getting inside her.




  “Shit. Wait.” He grabbed her wrists to still the caresses that were driving him wild. He was breathing hard, his body not allowing his mind to come up with any alternatives.




  “I can’t wait,” Keva groaned, twisting her wrist out of his grip and leaning back across her desk. Her skirt was hiked up around her waist, her legs spread wantonly. Gage wondered if this was his punishment for running out on his obligations. He rarely had unprotected sex, but Keva was tempting him beyond what any mortal could handle.




  Somewhere in the recesses of his mind he heard a desk drawer slam, a soft damn, and Keva turned back toward him, sucking an index finger. In her other hand was a florescent purple foil packet. She smiled around her wounded finger as he grabbed the packet and tore it open. He raised a brow in question.




  “Don’t ask,” she replied, raising her legs to slide them around his waist.




  Gage hooked his hands behind her knees and pulled her forward to the very edge of the desk. With one sure stroke, he was deep inside her. She was tight and hot and wet and he pushed in all the way.




  She braced herself with her arms behind her, head thrown back, breasts jutting forward. He watched her face as he withdrew just to the edge of her and then slid back in again.




  Her eyes were closed, her bottom lip sucked in slightly. Gage wanted to see her lose control and scream out in ecstasy. He pushed into her again and again, grinding against her until he thought he would explode.




  Her eyes opened wide to lock with his. She started to sit up, but Gage held her in place with a hand to her breast. He tweaked her nipple through the sweater and she gasped, then pushed against his pulsing shaft faster and faster until he couldn’t stand it.




  “You gotta come with me, baby, I can’t hold on.” He groaned. He was aggressive when it came to making love, but was still a considerate lover. He never left his partner unsatisfied, but Keva was making him lose all control.




  “Oh, my, God,” she gasped out the words with each jerk of his hips. Then she went stiff, her legs squeezing him in wanton pleasure and he felt the first grip of her orgasm.




  Once, twice, he pumped into her, his control snapping in an unbelievably hot climax.




  Slowly, Gage came back to his senses. Christ, he couldn’t believe he had just fucked one of the top executives of Voyager Publishing, on her desk, no less, and with the door unlocked. But damn, she was hot, and her soulful blue eyes had practically begged him. He could only hope she remembered that when she came back to earth. He opened his eyes and found her staring up at him.




  A slow, sensuous smile curved her pouty lips. Lips he hadn’t bothered to shower much attention on. He’d make up for that oversight the next time. Along with having a whole box of condoms stuffed in his pockets, he reminded himself.




  “Damn, Mr. McVicker, you’re as good as any book I’ve read,” she said, trailing a fingernail down his chest, clear down to where their bodies were still locked together.




  He grinned, happy there would be no recriminations. “I think you can call me Gage now.”




  “Hmm, perhaps given your employment here, I should keep it Mister.” She slowly lowered her legs to the side of the desk. Gage slid out of her with a soft plop, even though he was still in a state of semi-arousal.




  “About that letter you wanted delivered.” He figured he’d better not linger over what had just happened since she appeared to be slipping back into her professional demeanor as she righted her clothes. The tale-tell peaks of her nipples through her sweater told Gage she wasn’t exactly dismissing the chemistry between them.




  “Don’t worry about it. Gloria will take care of it when she gets back from lunch.” She slid off the desk, coming toe-to-toe with him since he didn’t back up.




  “You really should think about modeling for us,” she said, her gaze still soft as she ran a finger gently down his cheek.




  Gage laughed. “Thanks, but I think I’ll stick to the mailroom.” He deliberately paused before adding, “And any other deliveries that need made around here.”




  “I doubt—”




  “Ms. Monroe, you have a one fifteen meeting.” Her secretary’s voice on the intercom interrupted whatever she might have said. Gage was glad he had his pants zipped.




  As he made his way back downstairs, he decided that Ms. Keva Monroe wasn’t done with him, regardless of what she thought. And he most definitely had plans for her. For the first time in eight months, he felt alive and revitalized, and had found something worth pursuing. From the wanton way she responded to him, he didn’t think it would be hard to persuade her to date him, though she seemed disinclined at the moment.




  When he opened the door to the mailroom and saw the pile of manuscripts waiting to be sorted, a plan began to form. So, he was only as good as a fiction book, huh? Well, maybe Ms. Monroe needed to spice up her reading material.




  * * * *




  

    

      Do you have a secret sexual fantasy? What would you want your man to do to you if nobody would know? Anything?


    


  




  Keva Monroe read the words and had an instant vision of hot, devouring sex—like the kind she had experienced last week with Gage McVicker. The minute she thought of him, she turned hot all over. More than once, she had been tempted to call down to the mailroom and ask for him on some pretense or other. She had refrained only because of the idea that if anyone found out, there might be sexual harassment charges filed. There had definitely been sex, but she doubted that Mr. McVicker from the mailroom would consider himself harassed.




  Regardless of how she thought about him, and how often, she couldn’t bring herself to call him. Now, here was a query letter that instantly brought his image to mind. Her gaze returned to the letter to finish reading about this author’s interpretation of sexual fantasy.




  For Keva, the books she sent through the publishing process had to be more than sex manuals. Not only must they have a plot, but the relationships needed to be real. Yes, the sex was paramount, otherwise it wouldn’t be erotica, and it had to be the kind of lovemaking every woman dreamed of but few ever attained.




  She read the entire letter, not scanning it as she did so many other queries. The words pulled her into the author’s fantasy world and made her wonder “what if?” The plot outline this author had included wove through Keva’s head, flowed down to make her breasts tingle, and continued to her sex, which began to throb.




  

    

      Driven by a desire to make her every fantasy come true, Jordan hatches a scheme to become Tabitha’s love slave. He drives her to a secluded cabin in the woods on the pretense of brainstorming an advertising campaign. For that week, Jordan takes her on a sexual exploration that will reveal naked truths about both their fantasies, but will he find that Tabitha is too hot for even him to handle?


    


  




  Keva groaned. A week in the woods for unbridled sex and recreation? Ah, what she wouldn’t give...




  Her gaze swept to the signature on the letter. Priscilla McVee. She punched a few keys on her computer and scanned the list that popped up on the screen. There were currently no authors in any market by that name. Had she discovered a new talent?




  Of course, a query letter didn’t necessarily mean the woman could write a complete story. In fact, the letter didn’t indicate she even had a completed manuscript. But the words she had used and her eye-catching style had piqued Keva’s interest. She tapped the intercom with a manicured nail.




  “Gloria?”




  Gloria immediately came in, notepad in hand.




  “Write Ms. McVee and request a partial.” Keva handed her assistant the letter. “Tell her to print ‘requested material’ on the envelope and give her the code.” Whether she talked to authors at a convention, or responded to a written query from an author or agent, she had a set of codes she used.




  These codes were entered in the computer and it helped remind her where the material had come from and why. Because of the tight market and the number of editors at the various conventions during the year, she knew that several enterprising authors had found out the words ‘requested materials’ might get their manuscript onto a desk rather than in the slush pile. She wasn’t the only editor who used the code system. It kept her reading manageable.




  Although it was hard to put Ms. McVee’s words from her mind, she turned her attention to the other manuscripts stacked neatly on the credenza. Glancing at her watch, she knew she only had an hour before her meeting, but it was enough time to read several partials. Most would have to be returned with apologies, but there was always the hope she could uncover another star. Well, perhaps another one along with Priscilla McVee, who Keva felt certain would be a winner if her manuscript was half as good as her query.




  * * * *




  “Holy shit,” Gage swore when he walked into work. Box after box of envelopes were stacked on the worktable high enough to where he couldn’t see over them. “What’s up, Campbell?”




  Campbell shook his head. “Forgot you haven’t been here long. Every year, they have some kind of fancy-yancy party for all the people who work and write for Voyager and a whole batch of the public. Guess everybody dresses up and does weird dances and eats even weirder food. That’s about all I know, except it’s always more work for us because all the invites need to go out and then there’s the RSVPs coming back in.”




  He gave a rusty chuckle. “Seeing as how you’re the new kid on the block, I think this will be your job for the day.” He nodded to the boxes of addressed invitations. “They all have to go out at the same time. Heaven forbid if the governor doesn’t get his invitation at the same time as the mayor gets his.”




  “Governor?” Gage questioned.




  “Hell, yes. I think everyone in the whole damn state has been invited. And that doesn’t include the authors. They come from all over the country.”




  As Gage ran the vellum envelopes through the postage meter, he wondered if Keva was going to the party. He hadn’t seen her in the last week, even though he had delivered full carts of manuscripts to the office on the tenth floor nearly every day.




  He had met her secretary, Gloria, a pinched-mouth, middle-aged woman who Gage decided needed a good fuck to give her a more pleasant outlook on life. He thought about suggesting it to Campbell since he was single, but even Campbell didn’t deserve Gloria.




  He managed to get the three thousand invitations metered, sorted and bagged for bulk mail by late afternoon while another mail clerk delivered all the office mail. He was just getting ready to call it a day, when the intercom beeped. He looked around for Campbell, but it appeared he was the only one left.




  “Mailroom,” he said into the small square box on the wall.




  “Mr. McVicker,” a raspy voice requested.




  “You got him.” Gage didn’t think the voice was familiar and wondered who even knew his name in the short time he’d been in the mailroom. His gut tightened as he thought of the one person who definitely knew where he worked.




  “Please come to Ms. Monroe’s office as soon as possible,” the voice said.




  “There’s no more delivery or pickup available for today. The mailroom is closed.”




  Gage realized it was Gloria with her next comment. “Ms. Monroe isn’t used to having her requests questioned. You will report here immediately.”




  The intercom clicked before Gage could form a reply.




  No one entered or exited the elevator in the ten floors up to the romance division, and Gage figured the building was pretty well empty. He only hoped Gloria had also left, because he really didn’t feel like dealing with her sour disposition this late in the day. Now Ms. Monroe, on the other hand, he would thoroughly enjoy seeing again.




  He had thought about her constantly since that last encounter in her office. He had even thought about asking her out. But when he had delivered mail for over a week and she had not asked for him, he began to wonder. Maybe he had just been some kind of sex rush for her and the encounter had meant nothing.




  He walked into the office, saw that Gloria’s desk was empty and her computer screen blank, and immediately knocked on the inner door.




  “Come.” The quiet, sultry voice he remembered called to him through the wood panel.




  Oh, yeah, he thought, I would love to.




  He closed the door behind him and he was again hit by Keva’s beauty. Today, she wore her hair in some kind of knot on the top of her head, but curls had escaped to frame her face in the fading light. She wore a peach colored suit, tailored to fit her figure to perfection, the skirt just at the top of her knees to show off her legs. Damn, Gage thought; those legs of hers got him every time.




  He let his gaze leisurely course over her legs again, before slowly moving up the rest of her body. When he finally got to her face, he found her returning his gaze with an equal intensity.




  “Do you dance, Mr. McVicker?” she asked, but to Gage, her gaze asked would you make slow, sweet love to me?




  “Yes,” he instantly answered.




  “Really? Ballroom, shag, swing?”




  “What?” He must have missed something.




  She smiled, as if she could somehow read his mind and knew exactly where his thoughts had been. She walked over to the bookcase, flipped a switch on the stereo system and approached him.




  Yanni’s Reflections filled the room with a soft mixture of sound. Her hips swayed to the rhythm and Gage found he was having trouble breathing.




  When she stood right in front of him, she placed her hands on his chest and slowly slid them upward.




  “Do you dance?” she repeated.




  “I can hold my own,” Gage managed to respond, still enthralled by her nearness and the sensuous way her hands were playing with the hair at his nape.




  She smiled again. “Are we talking about dancing now?”




  She wasn’t close enough, Gage thought.




  “Babe, as the song says—‘a little less talk and a lot more action’.” He slid one hand around her waist. The other slid up her arm to enclose her hand in his. With a quick backward step, he moved her into the rhythm of the song on the CD.




  His eyes never left hers as they maneuvered the limited space in her office. Gage used that as an excuse to pull her even closer. He wanted to kiss her. Hell, he wanted to make love to her until he couldn’t walk. And here they were, dancing.




  Her hand caressed his shoulder. He could feel her fingernails lightly scratch through his shirt. He wondered if she would consider putting that hand somewhere else.




  “Do you also waltz?” she asked.




  “Is this a test?”




  She shrugged slightly. Another song began and Gage smoothly adjusted his steps to show her that he could, indeed, waltz.




  He had forgotten how much he liked to dance. He enjoyed holding a woman almost as close as when making love to her, but on a crowded dance floor where the thought was the erotic fantasy, rather than the act itself.




  His body responded to just those thoughts and he pulled her closer still, slowing his steps until they were barely moving, making sure she was aware of his arousal.




  “I want you,” he whispered against her lips before sealing them with his. The kiss was magic, and Gage regretted not having experienced it more fully the first time he had been in this position. He would not make that mistake again, he thought, as he deepened the kiss.




  He felt he could not get enough of her. His hands moved restlessly on her back, sliding beneath her jacket to touch bare skin. Meanwhile, his lips moved from hers to her throat, kissing his way to her ear. Their feet were stationery now, but their bodies continued to sway, rubbing sensuously against each other.




  He reached up, removing the pins from her hair and dropping them on the carpet. He combed her hair with his fingers, enjoying the feel of the silky strands gliding across his palms.




  “Gage,” she spoke his name softly.




  He nibbled her earlobe; slid his tongue in and out of her ear in an imitation of what he wanted to be doing to her.




  Keva’s reaction was instantaneous and hot. Her hands reached between them, one working his belt buckle while the other caressed him through his trousers. As soon as she had his pants opened, both her hands were inside his boxers, stroking the length of him and gently massaging his balls.




  Gage had mistakenly thought that if he ever got the chance at Keva Monroe again, he would take it nice and slow, savoring the experience of having those long, sleek legs wrapped around him. So much for stupid ideas, he said to himself. She wasn’t letting go of him and Gage’s control was slipping fast.




  He jerked her jacket open and hurriedly unhooked her bra. Normally, he was a leg man, but Keva’s breasts were just as tempting. Just the right size for his hands, their nipples tipped upward, tightening into hard pebbles as he caressed her. He pushed them together and nuzzled the cleft between them before latching onto one pert tip and sucking it into his mouth.




  He could barely stand; the fever caused by her caress was making his legs as weak as his brain. He vaguely recalled seeing a couch against one wall of her office, and thought to maneuver her in that direction.




  “Keva, sweetheart, let’s move to the couch. It’ll be more comfortable.” He hated to stop kissing her for even the short amount of time it took to say those few words. He hated it worse when she let go of him and slid her hands up his belly to his chest.




  “Take me here, now,” she commanded, her hands finding his nipples and tweaking them. Gage groaned.




  “Babe, I’ll take you anywhere, anytime, anyway, but you gotta let me get my pants off before I trip and take you down with me.” Gage couldn’t even believe his brain was still functioning enough for him to realize his pants were down around his ankles, but it only took a second to strip them off, along with his shoes.




  When he turned to reach for Keva again, she put up a hand to stop him. He raised one brow in question and she simply smiled.




  “Sit,” she commanded, pointing to the couch.




  “I want to undress you.” The sight of her half naked, breasts jiggling gloriously, made Gage’s prick jerk upwards.




  She shook her head.




  Gage sat.




  Keva stood directly in front of him, placing one foot to the outside of each of his. Her actions stretched her short skirt taut across her flat abdomen. Gage reached forward and slid his hands up the outside of her legs, lifting her skirt as he went. He raised a brow in question.




  “I had plans for you today,” she replied with a smile.




  Ms. Monroe wasn’t wearing any panties.




  Gage moved one hand to the front of her, his fingers slipping through the folds of her femininity and finding the nub of her sex. She quivered beneath his invading fingers, jutting her hips forward slightly. He used his thumb to circle the nubbin as his fingers slid into her. Damn, she was hot and oh, so ready for him.




  “I’ve got to have you—now.” His voice rasped, his gaze going from her hips to her face. Her head was thrown back, her eyes closed, but he could see the pleasure written on her features. “Lay down.”




  She shook her head. “Lean back.”




  Before Gage could react, she stepped forward, took a condom out of her jacket pocket and quickly rolled it on him. She put one knee on the couch beside his thigh and then the other. Her breasts were right at mouth level and Gage latched onto one. His hands slid around her back, and down her spine to caress her buttocks. She put her hands on his shoulders and began to lower herself onto him.




  “You’re killing me,” Gage groaned as she took only another inch of him inside her.




  “Sh, I’m getting there.” She kissed his lips gently, moving another fraction.




  Under other circumstances, Gage might have been willing to let the woman take the lead in bed. It didn’t happen often because he liked to be in control and he loved to take a woman to the heights of orgasm, sometimes more than once, before he climaxed. This time, it was almost more than he could bear to let Keva take her own sweet time sheathing him.




  “Are you ready, McVicker?” Gage had never heard his name pronounced in what sounded like a curse and a caress at the same time. Keva had her palms flat on his chest, her thumbnails lightly scratched across his nipples.




  “Babe, I’ve been ready for days!” Gage’s voice went up at the end as Keva slid down completely on him.




  “Oh, yes,” she breathed, wiggling her hips to gain the last fraction of penetration from him.




  Gage griped her hips. “You’ve had your fun,” he ground out as he bucked against her. “Now you’re going to get the ride of your life.” He lifted her hips, then pulled her down on him again. God, it felt good to be inside her.




  Time stood still as Gage taught Keva the fine art of multiple orgasms. A little pressure just so; a change of rhythm; a caress. He couldn’t believe the myriad expressions that crossed her face as she clutched around him again and yet again.




  And with each orgasm, Gage felt his own temperature rising until finally, he exploded—the roar in his ears deafening, the light behind his eyelids a brilliant cascade of color.




  Keva collapsed against his chest and his arms encircled her, both of them breathing hard. She kissed the base of his throat.




  “That was...nice,” she said.




  “Nice?” Gage reared his head back to look at her. “Nice is a teddy bear, or a walk in the park. What we did was not nice.”




  “It wasn’t?”




  He caught the teasing tone in her voice. “You know what I mean. Making love to you is—” He was suddenly at a loss for words. “Actually, it defies description.”




  “An honest man. I like that.” She gave him another quick kiss as she stood up. Her skirt slid back down over her hips and Gage was disappointed to see the thatch of brown curls disappear.




  “Would you like a drink?” she asked, buttoning her jacket as she walked barefoot over to the cabinet beside the stereo.




  Gage slid his trousers up over his hips and zipped them. It had been eight months since he had stopped drinking. He had been as close to becoming an alcoholic as he had been a workaholic. He hadn’t tried having a drink since then—not even a beer—and he didn’t think tonight would be a good time to start.




  “A glass of water would be great.”




  She walked over to him, a bottle of Evian in one hand and a glass of wine in the other. He chuckled, reaching out to unbutton her jacket and button it correctly.




  “You missed a button,” he said in way of comment when she looked down and then back at him. He took the water and gulped down half of it before setting it on the end table and reaching for his shirt.




  “I actually did ask you up here for a reason,” she said.




  He arched a brow. “As in having me up here to fuck you isn’t?” Her words put him on edge.




  She frowned and pouted her lips. “I’m sorry. That didn’t come out exactly right.”




  He took in her mussed hair and the soft gaze and he wanted her all over again. He had known what the game was; in fact, he had started it the last time. There was no reason to be angry with her for taking what he so freely offered. Still, there was an edge to his voice as he spoke.




  “What; you need a dance partner?” He recalled the original question when he had gotten here, what seemed like hours ago.




  “Every year, Voyager Publishing has a party for the staff, its authors, and many dignitaries from around the state.” Her answer seemed rather vague to Gage, but he wasn’t going to question her until he saw where she was going with it.




  “Yeah, over three thousand invitations.” Gage should know, he had seen every one of the little vellum envelopes.




  “Yes, well, it does seem to grow every year, but it’s for a good cause. We use the event not only as publicity for our authors, but also to raise money for charity.”




  She rolled her wine glass between her palms as she spoke, and Gage could almost see her in the corporate boardroom, pleading her case for some aspiring author.




  “The romance division is in charge of the event this year, and it has been decided we’ll have an historic ball—costumes, waltzes, midnight supper, everything.”




  “And why are you telling me this?”




  She did a little thing with her lips that made Gage think she didn’t want to tell him something. Looking at him almost shyly, she said, “I need a date.”




  Chapter 3




  

    

      Tabitha Jones had been interviewing for assistants all day and none had lived up to her expectations, some not even to the resumes they had presented. As the owner of a small advertising and public relations agency, she had acquired a large enough clientele to afford an assistant, if she could find someone qualified.




      The last applicant walked into the office. “Have a seat,” Tabitha said without looking up.




      “Ma’am.” A deep southern drawl caused her head to jerk up. Green eyes twinkled above the sexiest grin Tabby had ever seen. The man towered above her, six foot six if he was an inch. Her gaze slid down the rest of him—broad shoulders, slim hips encased in khakis that clung to muscular thighs. The air suddenly seemed charged with electricity; vibes zinging back and forth between the two of them as her gaze met his. Maybe Tabby had been too long without a man in her life, but this guy was hot!




      “Please, sit down, Mr....” she glanced at his resume, “Smith.” He sat, gracefully folding his tall frame into a chair that Tabby suddenly realized was very small.


    


  




  Keva thought the story started out a little slow, and wondered if Priscilla McVee would use too much narrative and not enough dialogue to tell her story. The query letter had indicated a lot of action—love slave type action—Keva recalled, her body tingling at the thought. She had anxiously opened Priscilla’s manuscript envelope when it arrived, hoping that reading her story would take her mind off Gage McVicker.




  But even the author’s last name, McVee, was close enough to Gage’s that his image jumped to mind. He had agreed to be her escort to the Voyager Ball after their last encounter, and Keva would be a fool if she denied the pleasure she felt at the thought of being in his arms again. Dancing with him had been an erotic experience all its own, but when he had made love to her...ah, that had been an out of this world experience.




  It was funny that Keva didn’t consider what they did in her office as just sex, or screwing, or any of the other synonyms used nowadays. When Gage touched her, she felt as though she were the most special person in the whole world and she was the only one who mattered to him. The fact he always—well, at least in the two encounters they’d had—saw to her pleasure before his own was a unique and exquisite experience. To tell the truth, she had felt a little guilty at the number of times she had climaxed before he even came once.




  She wiggled uncomfortably in her chair. If her thoughts kept drifting to Gage McVicker, she never would get any work done. While she wasn’t directly responsible for any of the party preparations going on for the ball, she did have her continued workload she couldn’t afford to let slip.




  She turned back to McVee’s manuscript, quickly reading through the first couple pages and making a mental note that if the story was good, she would have some serious edits to make at the beginning. It was important to start with action, otherwise, the reader would put it down. This didn’t stop Keva, who read beyond the somewhat slow beginning, perhaps because of the original query and the suggestion of hot, uninhibited sex.




  

    

      Jordan had worked for Tabitha almost a month now and he usually did it in a state of semi-arousal. She was not only the most gorgeous creature he had known, but her wit, business savvy and humor kept him enthralled. He wanted her with a desperation that kept him awake at night and gave him a hunger for something other than food. It was time he flat out asked her.




      He entered her office without knocking just at quitting time, catching her in the middle of changing from her suit into running clothes. She turned quickly at the groan Jordan couldn’t suppress, the t-shirt she was about to pull over her head clutched in both hands.




      Jordan didn’t say a word. He walked over to her, grabbed the shirt from her hands, and pulled her into his arms. She didn’t resist and he knew she wanted it as much as he did.




      In less than a heartbeat, his lips were on hers, kissing her deep, while his hands slid the shorts down her hips. Just as frantically, she clawed at his shirt, jerking it open and popping a few buttons in the process. His pants were down around his ankles in the next minute and she latched onto him with two strong hands, sliding them up and down and almost making Jordan come.




      Without hesitation, he lifted her to the edge of her desk and rammed into her, groaning as she squeezed around him.




      “Faster,” she moaned, “harder.” Her nails dug into his shoulders, urging him on.




      “Babe, you gotta come with me.” He groaned because he knew he couldn’t hold on any longer.




      “Yes,” she gasped, and then let out a very feminine scream as her orgasm broke over her, pushing Jordan over the edge at the same time.


    


  




  Keva fanned herself with the manuscript pages. The beginning might have been slow, but Priscilla made up for it within pages. She continued reading. The story was a great mix of humor, business and sex. The small ad agency Tabitha ran gave the story the plot elements it needed as she and Jordan referred with clients and discussed strategies, but the plot always came back to the extreme sexual connection between the two. At the end of chapter three, they were at Tabitha’s apartment and when she asked Jordan if he would consider doing anything she wanted in the bedroom, he replied with, “I will take you anywhere, anytime, anyway you want it, sweetheart.”




  Keva frowned. Where had she heard that before? It must be the newest catch phrase traveling through the authors’ loops. Every once in a while, something caught one editor’s eye and soon, everyone was inundated with manuscripts all using the same scenario. Like civil war stories, secret babies and cowboys.




  Keva read back through the chapters one more time. She looked through the synopsis. Did the story revolve around more than sex? Was there enough plot to carry it? She thought so, but wanted someone else to read it. One of her assistant editors and friend, Beth Franklin, had a good eye for detail and plot holes, and Keva trusted her judgment. Before she offered Priscilla McVee a contract, she’d see what Beth had to say.




  * * * *




  Gage took a breath and blew it out. He moved his gaze from the yellow tablet on the table in front of him to the window and the early morning light as he took another sip of coffee.




  “Problems?” Simon Lockhart slid into the booth across the table from him, mug of tea in hand.




  “No coffee?” Gage asked.




  Simon made a face. “Can’t stand the stuff.”




  Gage laughed. “You run a coffee house and you don’t like coffee?”




  Simon shrugged. “What can I say? I’m from Puerto Rico and all I ever heard growing up was coffee, coffee, and coffee. I know everything there is to know about the subject, but that doesn’t mean I have to drink it.”




  Gage nodded in understanding. “I know what you mean. I thought I had a pretty good understanding of things, too, but boy, I don’t.”




  “Thought you looked a bit preoccupied when you came in. You even got cream cheese for your bagel.”




  Gage looked down, surprised. His partially eaten bagel lay on a plate, a half empty mini-cup of cream cheese next to it. He never ate cream cheese, at least not on his breakfast bagel.




  “Want to talk about it?” Simon looked around. “You got here early enough this morning so most of the regulars aren’t even out of their beds.”




  Another sigh escaped Gage. How did one go about explaining Keva Monroe?




  “I met the lady at work,” he began.




  Simon grinned. “Well, there you go. Anytime you start talking about women, you might as well forget the understanding part. Are you worried about harassment?”




  “Hell, no. It’s mutual desire, and besides, I don’t need the job so if push came to shove, I’d quit before I let her get into trouble.” Gage knew he would protect Keva that way.




  “I don’t know,” he continued, shaking his head. “It started out innocent enough with great sex.”




  Simon interrupted him. “Sex is never innocent. I don’t care what this younger generation says about casual encounters, if you’re attracted enough to someone to have sex, there’s more to it than might meet the eye.”




  “That’s just it. I think there is more to it than the sex. I can’t get her out of my mind.”




  “Well, then, if it’s that serious, take it to the next level.”




  “That’s a problem. I haven’t exactly represented myself truthfully to her.”




  “Ah, geez, you lied?” Simon’s look of incredulity almost made Gage laugh.




  “More of an omission about my background.”




  “I haven’t known you that long,” Simon said, “and granted, our conversations have been mostly about general things, but you don’t strike me as a criminal.”




  “No, nothing like that. But the lady in question thinks I’m just a mail clerk when in actuality, I probably have enough money in the bank to buy her company.”




  Simon whistled softly, then grinned. “Look at it this way. That’s probably better than actually being a mail clerk and pretending you’re a millionaire. I can’t see any woman walking away when she finds out you’re rich.”




  Gage shook his head. “I don’t know. She’s an honest, straightforward woman. I don’t know how she’s going to react when she finds out.” And that didn’t even take into account the additional fraud he had begun perpetrating, Gage thought, and then dismissed that from his mind. Better to concentrate on one thing at a time.




  “Any advice?” he asked Simon.




  The older man clicked has tongue. “I’ve been married to the same woman thirty-five years, and I don’t understand her all the time. But I have learned one thing. Women are much more likely to forgive your faults if you tell them, than if they accidentally find out on their own.”




  “I don’t see how she could find out,” Gage said.




  This time, Simon laughed. “Then you’re in more trouble than you think, son.”




  Early that afternoon, Gage decided to take Simon’s advice, at least as far as advancing their relationship went. He called Keva’s office from a pay-phone so Gloria wouldn’t know the call originated from the mailroom. He asked her out, and although at first, she hesitated, he finally convinced her to let him take her to dinner. She gave him her address and he promised to be there at seven.




  As he dressed for his first date in months, Gage still had misgivings about telling Keva the whole truth. Perhaps he would wait and see how the evening progressed. He tried to smooth down his unruly hair, decided it was time to get a haircut, and splashed on some cologne. Shrugging into a sports coat, he grabbed his keys and locked the apartment door behind him.




  He knocked on her door promptly at seven, and was surprised when she only opened it a crack, the security chain still in place.




  “Am I early?” he asked, even though he knew he wasn’t. He could tell from the peek he got of her that she wasn’t ready. In fact, she looked kind of—




  “I’m sick,” she said, then sneezed. “I’m sorry. It came on at work after we talked. I thought at first,” another sneeze followed by a cough, “it was just my allergies.”




  “Let me in,” Gage said.




  “No,” she replied, hiding further behind the door. “I’m sorry, but I definitely can’t go out tonight.” She sneezed again.




  “Keva, open this door, or I’ll have to knock it down and I don’t think your manager will appreciate that.” Gage had been impressed when he drove up to the gated community. The condos were new and very stylish.




  “Go away,” she said. “Please?”




  “Nope.”




  Gage heard a sigh on the other side of the door, then she closed it to slide open the chain.




  She did look the worse for wear, Gage thought as he stepped into the apartment, but he knew better than to say anything. Her hair was mussed; her nose red, and she had dark shadows under her eyes. She was wrapped in a terrycloth robe that Gage thought had seen better days. Somehow, it made her look even more vulnerable not to be dressed in a sleek silk peignoir.




  “Did you see a doctor?” Gage asked, closing the door behind him.




  “No, I’ll be fine tomorrow.” Another sneeze.




  “And I thought only the male species was stubborn.” Gage led her over to the couch, where she sat down with a plop. He put a hand to her forehead. She didn’t appear to have a fever.




  She frowned at him. “Are you a doctor in some other life?”




  His heart skipped a beat. For all his vows to tell her the truth about who he really was, he didn’t think tonight was the time for it.




  “Just concerned is all,” he said instead, walking toward the kitchen. He liked the layout of the place. Her living room and dining area were large and open, the kitchen separated by a breakfast bar. He opened the refrigerator door, then swore. “You don’t have anything to eat in here.”




  “I just went to the store yesterday,” came a muffled answer.




  Gage snorted. Yogurt, skim milk, and salad fixings weren’t what he considered grocery shopping.




  “I’ll be back in half an hour,” he said, making a beeline for the door.




  Keva stared blankly at the door when Gage left. Maybe it was the cold, or the medicine she had taken, but she couldn’t figure out what he was up to. He barged in when she didn’t want him to be here, and then left just as abruptly.




  Shaking her head, she got up to slip the chain on the door, passing the small wall mirror that hung over the entry table.




  “Oh, my God,” she groaned, “it’s no wonder he left.” She ran her fingers through her hair, which did nothing but tangle it more. She hadn’t even washed her makeup off when she had gotten home, and had mascara smeared beneath her eyes.




  He had said half an hour. She glanced at the kitchen clock; ten minutes had already gone by.




  She shuffled into the bathroom and managed to wash her face and get a comb through her hair, pulling it back into a ponytail. She thought about going into the bedroom and putting on some clothes, but before she could make a decision, the doorbell rang.




  She gave herself a last glance in the mirror. Well, he hadn’t actually left screaming in horror, and he had come back, she thought. Besides, she really did not feel well, so it was his own fault if he didn’t like the way she looked.




  That convoluted thinking always resulted when she had a cold, and Keva knew better than to make any decisions during the few days it would take for her to feel better. But that didn’t save her from Gage McVicker, she thought as the doorbell rang again.




  “These groceries aren’t light, woman,” said Gage, the minute she opened the door. He only held one bag, and as he walked past her to the kitchen, Keva seriously doubted his muscular arms couldn’t handle it.




  “You should be lying down,” he commented as he started taking eggs, hotdogs, cheese and a host of other things out of the paper sack.




  She looked at him and scowled. “You are the reason I’m not married.”




  “Me?” He paused in midturn.




  Keva waved a hand negligently, sitting wearily down on a bar stool on the opposite side of the breakfast bar from where he stood. “I mean men in general. You all like to boss people around, especially women.”




  “Don’t you think that’s a little harsh, grouping us all together?” he asked over his shoulder as he opened her cupboards and drawers, pulling out whatever he seemed to think he needed.




  Keva propped her head on both hands, elbows on the counter. “You’re right. It’s the medicine talking.”




  He grinned at her as he set a glass of orange juice in front of her. “Here. Drink this; you need vitamin C. And I’d change medicines if I were you. Whatever you’re on is making you hallucinate if you think all men want to be bossy.”




  “Do you have a medical degree I don’t know about?”




  He stopped in the middle of beating some eggs in a bowl. “If I say yes, will you let me play doctor?”




  She grinned at him, his teasing manner making her feel better. There was more to Gage McVicker than met the eye, and if not for the cold medicine, she would probably be asking him a lot of questions about his background, ambitions and career goals. She usually had a pretty good feel for people, and she innately knew Gage didn’t belong in a mailroom. But it was just too much to think about at the moment, so she concentrated on the delicious smells coming from her kitchen.




  “What are you making?”




  “A gourmet delight,” he answered as he sprinkled cheese, onion and hotdogs into the egg mixture.




  “Hot dogs?” Keva made a face. “Do you know what’s in those things?”




  “From the looks of your ’fridge, I’m surprised you even know what a hot dog is.”




  She shrugged. “Just because I don’t cook doesn’t mean I don’t eat.”




  “Well, for your peace of mind, they’re all beef hot dogs.” Toast popped up at that moment and he turned to grab the slices, slather butter on them, and put them on the two plates he had found and placed on the counter. He looked quite at home in her kitchen, Keva thought, which scared her to even think about. She didn’t need a man in her life, or in her kitchen, and yet, every day found her thinking about Gage more and more.




  “Eat,” he said, putting a plate in front of her. The concoction smelled heavenly and Keva dug in, realizing she was hungry, despite her cold.




  Gage sat down on the stool beside her, taking the lid off a Styrofoam coffee cup. When he saw her eying it, he said, “Do you want some? I didn’t see a coffee pot and figured you didn’t drink it, so I just bought a cup at the convenience store on the corner.”




  Keva shook her head. “I’m an iced cappuccino person myself.”




  Gage made a face and shook his head. “Strong and straight. That’s the only way to drink coffee. Anything else is for sissies.” He dug into his gourmet scrambled eggs.




  Keva ate, but not with the healthy appetite Gage appeared to have. As she sipped her orange juice, she took the time to study him. He looked different; more relaxed than she could remember from the times she had seen him before. Maybe it was just being away from the office. Whatever it was, it looked good on him. She put her fork on her plate. Gage stopped in midchew, raising an eyebrow in question. She wondered idly how he did that because both her eyebrows always seemed to go up and down together.




  “I’m full,” she replied to his unspoken question.




  “Eat it all. You’ll need it.” He pointed to her plate with his fork.




  “Excuse me?”




  “While damsels from the nineteenth century seemed to make a habit of fainting—swooning if you will,” he rolled his eyes as he continued, “I do not intend for my date to pass out in my arms.”




  “You’ve been studying,” she said, amazed he would take the time to research the historic period that would be the focus of the Voyager Ball to be held in a week.




  Gage nodded in response to her comment. “If you swoon on me, Ms. Monroe, it had better be from passion.”




  * * * *




  Keva felt much better Monday morning when the editorial meeting convened at nine o’clock. She had rested most of the weekend and had eaten like a royal pig, she thought, thanks to Gage. He had cooked for her, pampered her, massaged her back and tucked her in bed every night.




  And not once had he crawled into bed with her. Keva considered that a “Catch 22.” She really hadn’t wanted sex because she didn’t feel well, but yet she wondered why he hadn’t initiated it, given the fireworks they created every time they were in the same room.




  When she thought about it, she realized the entire weekend had been about her, and not just because she was sick. Gage hadn’t had to fetch and carry for her. He could have just quietly gone back to his own apartment after fixing her supper Friday night. Instead, he had held her while she slept off and on as they watched TV. He had tucked her into bed and then been back at her apartment the next morning with bagels and iced cappuccino and his strong black coffee.




  When he found out she was a John Wayne fan, he had gone out and rented every one of his movies and they had spent an entire day watching westerns and war movies. At one point, she had found herself comparing him to Jason and then realized there really was no comparison. Gage had been content to do or not to do something simply based on her wishes, whereas Jason didn’t know how to “veg out” and had never once in all the time they had dated asked, “What do you want to do?”




  “Keva?” Elroy Maxwell’s voice brought her out of her daydream.




  “Sorry, Max, I’m still a little spacey,” Keva hedged when the director of the fiction division gave her a look. “The cold medicine I’m on...” she let the sentence trail off, hoping her boss would think that was the reason for her lack of attention.




  “Any last minute details for the party we need to discuss?”




  Keva shook her head. “Everything is ready to go. The Helmsley Park Lane Hotel has been wonderful to work with. Has everybody gotten their costumes?” She looked around at the other people at the table. Everyone nodded.




  “I think an historic ball is great,” Beth Franklin said with a grin. “I’ve tried on my dress and love the way the corset makes me look very busty.” Beth was a small-breasted woman and everyone laughed at her comment.




  The meeting was adjourned and Keva visited with a few of the other editors as she walked to the elevators. She really enjoyed all the people she worked with at Voyager. They were a bright, energetic and enthusiastic bunch.




  “Keva, I think you have a winner,” Beth stated emphatically after the editorial meeting. The assistant editor handed a manuscript back to Keva and she saw that it was Priscilla McVee’s partial.




  “Are you going to offer McVee a contract?” Beth asked as they rode up to the tenth floor together.




  Keva nodded. “There’s some revisions to be made, but I like her style, and the plot is steamy.”




  “Oh, yeah,” Beth agreed. “A week in a cabin for a no-holds-barred sex romp? I could go for that. In fact, I’d take just a weekend of lust and lascivious behavior.”




  Keva laughed. “Me, too,” she agreed as she turned to go into her office. And yet, when she thought about it, she had really enjoyed last weekend with Gage where, except for a few good night kisses, there hadn’t been anything remotely resembling the mind-boggling sex she had experienced in his arms before.




  “You want to hitch a ride together to the ball?” Beth continued. “It’s not like we have a life outside this place.”




  She and Beth had become friends when Beth started a year ago. They occasionally ate dinner together or took off on a weekend jaunt when either or both were between relationships. It seemed Keva wasn’t the only one holding out for Mr. Wonderful.




  “Actually, I have a date,” she said in answer to Beth’s question.




  “A date? You’re not seeing Jason again, are you?” She and Beth had gone through quite a bit of Ben & Jerry’s ice cream when Keva broke up with Jason.




  “No,” she hedged.




  “Keva, spill it.”




  Keva wasn’t about to tell Beth or anyone where Gage worked. Luckily, the intercom interrupted their conversation.




  “Gotta go,” she said, slipping into her office.




  * * * *




  Gage wondered if he had lost his mind, dressed as he was in clothing from the 1800’s. He didn’t doubt if it had been anyone but Keva, he would have politely turned down her request for a date. But here he stood, decked out like a dandy.




  Keva had told him to call in his measurements to a costume shop down on Broadway and that she would pick out his costume so they complimented each other. And of all things, Gage had let her. She really seemed excited about this charity ball and Gage had enjoyed seeing the sparkle in her eyes when she had explained the annual event.




  The sporting division had sponsored it last year, she had told him, and had laughed as she described some of the costumes people had come up with—everything from human-sized rainbow trout to hunters wearing more greenery than a forest.




  She had been in meetings every day this week and he hadn’t seen her once while delivering mail. He worried about her pushing herself when she was still getting over her cold, but when he had finally gotten through Gloria to talk to her on the phone one day, she had assured him she was fine.




  Tonight was the first time he’d see her in almost a week, and the anticipation was killing him. Keva Monroe was fast becoming the excitement he had needed in his life. He tucked the invitation in his coat pocket, put the top hat on at a jaunty angle, and whistled as he walked out the door.




  * * * *




  Keva waited anxiously in the lobby of the Helmsley, looking at the arriving guests, greeting them as they entered, but always keeping an eye toward the door. Her staff had made arrangements for all the guests to be picked up at Grand Central Station and brought to the hotel by carriage. It added a very romantic flair to the event, and she had heard many favorable comments as the ladies had alighted and were escorted in by liveried footmen.




  She had just finished wishing a good evening to Elroy Maxwell and his wife when she felt a tingle go down her spine. She turned toward the giant double doors of the lobby as a new wave of guests arrived. Her breath caught in her throat when Gage made his entrance.




  She had wondered how he would look in evening attire, but she had vastly underestimated his appeal. The black cut-away coat and trousers, pristine white shirt with high collar, and silver waistcoat fit his body to perfection. His slightly long hair was in perfect keeping with the style of the period, and as he approached, Keva saw more than one woman turn and stare.




  “My dear Miss Monroe.” He actually executed a very courtly bow in front of her, reaching for her hand and bringing it to his lips. Keva was struck speechless.




  “I believe you’re supposed to curtsy in return,” he whispered, his twinkling brown eyes and wolfish grin telling her he was thoroughly enjoying himself.




  Keva had read enough romance, even if she hadn’t lived it, to know how to respond. Back straight, she gave him a curtsy and inclined her head ever so slightly. “Mr. McVicker, so kind of you to join us.” When he winked at her theatrics, she almost burst out laughing, but seeing as they had an audience, she bit her lip and gave him a dazzling smile instead.




  “Might I escort you inside?” Gage continued in the role-playing and Keva found she liked not only the fantasy of believing they were in the nineteenth century, but she was particularly enjoying Gage’s very gentlemanly mannerisms. When he held out his arm, she placed her gloved hand very properly on his forearm and they began to walk.




  “You are ravishing,” Gage said when they were out of earshot of the other guests.




  His comment surprised her and she quickly glanced at him. His face was completely serious and he was staring at her quite intently. He was not role-playing. She blushed.




  “Thank you,” she replied, slightly self-conscious over the abundant display of breast her royal blue silk gown revealed. She knew it was completely appropriate for the costume, but she wasn’t normally given to such exposure.




  “The dictates of fashion for the time period are amazing to me,” Gage commented as they continued their walk into the ballroom.




  “What do you mean?”




  “Take a look around. Women bared their breasts almost to the point of spilling out of their bodices, and yet their skirts were long and extremely full to hide the curve of their hips and the length of their legs.”




  “Have you become a connoisseur of women’s fashions, sir?” she teased him, feeling wonderfully playful under the magic light of the chandeliers.




  He turned and caught up her hand, circling her waist with his other arm. In the same way he had begun dancing with her once before, he effortlessly led her into the flow of dancers as he answered her question.




  “Not a connoisseur of fashions, my Lady, but definitely, a connoisseur of women.” He spun her in a graceful circle, pulling her closer until her chest was against his own. “Or I should say, of one woman.”




  Keva had no time to respond to Gage’s comments before a gentleman tapped Gage on the shoulder, politely interrupting to dance with her. And so the night progressed.




  She danced with any number of men, mingled with the authors she knew who were present, and made sure the flow of champagne never ended. After the midnight buffet, there would be an auction of special, autographed copies of books and then more dancing.




  Beth caught up with her as she was checking the auction table.




  “Where did you get him?” her friend asked, latching onto her arm.




  Keva had to turn around and look, for a minute forgetting. “Who?”




  “Mr. Straight-out-of-an-historic-novel, that’s who. I swear, he could be a cover model.”




  “I asked him. He declined.” Keva tried to keep her voice nonchalant so she didn’t pique Beth’s interest. She looked up and found Gage across the room, her gaze tracking his progress through the crowd. He seemed perfectly at home with the mix of people in attendance. She forced her gaze away, turning back to the book table.




  “Well, if you’re not any more interested in him than that, you can just introduce me and I’ll take him off your hands.” Beth knew how to get her attention.




  “I don’t think so. This one is—”




  “Am I on your dance card, my Lady?” the deep masculine voice whispered in her ear, suggesting something other than a waltz was on his mind. Keva hadn’t even seen him approach, but Beth certainly had.




  “If you’re not on hers, you can certainly fill up mine.” Beth slid neatly up to Gage’s side. Keva gave her a pointed look. Gage smiled wickedly.




  Keva decided to leave Beth questioning her mysterious date, at least for now. She put her hand on Gage’s arm and politely curtsied.




  “I shall simply swoon if you are not,” she replied to his earlier question.




  He raised an eyebrow at her. She had come to enjoy that expression of his. “I told you, swooning was not an option tonight.”




  She gently maneuvered them toward the dance floor, leaving an open-mouthed Beth standing alone.




  “No, you said it could only be with passion,” Keva said when they were out of earshot. She watched as an array of expressions crossed his face. Hunger was the most heated and the longest lasting, and that was exactly what she had hoped to see.




  As he danced her along the edges of the crowd, she couldn’t get over the tingling feeling of his hands on her back, his leg brushing hers just so. She could feel his breath on her temple, and when he turned her, he pulled her just close enough so her breasts brushed his chest ever so slightly. The tantalizing feel was almost more erotic than making love naked; maybe because of the fear of discovery if anyone should glimpse the passion she was sure was evident in her eyes.




  “Tell me, Miss Monroe, just how authentic is your costume?” Gage questioned her as they twirled to the music.




  “Whatever do you mean, Mr. McVicker?” She was having too much fun not to continue the role-playing he seemed to enjoy.




  He leaned closer to whisper just above her ear. “Do your pantalets have a slit in the crotch?”




  She missed a step and his arm tightened around her waist.




  “How did you—”




  Gage smiled at her, his eyes glittering mischievously. “A man bent on seduction always does his homework.” He pulled her tight and whirled her around just as the music ended.




  “You looked flushed, Miss Monroe.” He spoke loud enough for some of the nearby guests to overhear. “Perhaps a walk in the gardens while we wait for the supper line to lessen is just what you need.” Without waiting for her to reply, he pulled her hand through the crook in his elbow and led her off the dance floor and out through the double doors to the gardens.




  The minute they got beyond the lights of the ballroom, Gage turned and pulled her into his arms, ravishing her mouth as his hands caressed her body. Keva responded with a hot hunger that matched his, her arms sliding under his coat to bring him tight against her.




  “Too many clothes,” Gage murmured as his lips traveled the curve of her bodice, kissing the tops of her breasts. He slid the sleeve of her dress off her shoulder, loosening the bodice enough for him to reach in and cup her breast.




  “Oh,” was all Keva could manage as he sucked her into his mouth. She felt herself grow damp and didn’t think she could stand it if Gage didn’t touch her all over.




  “Damn,” Gage whispered as voices from the doorway interrupted their rendezvous. He quickly righted Keva’s costume before anyone came close enough to see anything, but Keva felt her cheeks grow warm nonetheless.




  She groaned as more people appeared, muttering a few swear words of her own at the interruption. Gage laughed and she playfully poked him in the stomach.




  “It’s not funny,” she moaned, putting her forehead on his chest. “I ache.”




  “Sweetheart, believe me, I know.” Gage took her hand and pulled it down to his crotch, the act hidden from wandering eyes by her voluminous skirts. She could feel the evidence of his arousal. “How long do you have to stay at this wing-ding?”




  Keva sighed. “At least until after the auction is over.” She tilted her head up and kissed him lightly on the lips. “But the good thing is, I have a room here at the hotel.” Her heart thudded, knowing she was about to commit to a huge step in her relationship with Gage. She didn’t think she could bear it if he gave her the wrong answer to the question she was about to ask.




  “Will you spend the night with me?”




  Chapter 4




  Gage was ready to write a check to the auction committee that would more than buy every damn book they had for sale, just to get the frigging thing over. As it was, he stood in the corner and sulked, drinking coffee and watching Keva help the auctioneer by holding up the latest prize to be purchased by the rich celebrities and citizens in attendance.




  What the crowd didn’t realize was he had the key to the most coveted prize of all. He slid his hand into the pocket of his trousers, fingering the old-fashioned brass key to Keva’s hotel room. She had given it to him in case he got bored with the proceedings, she had said. He had looked on it as something much more. She was offering herself to him, not for a romp in the office after-hours, but for the night.




  As he watched her, he fantasized about what he was going to do to her when he got her upstairs. By the time the last book was auctioned and Keva made her way toward him, he was so hard, he wondered if he could get upstairs without ravishing her. She must have seen something in his eyes, because she paused to speak to someone, caught his gaze on her, and quickly gave her apologies to the couple.




  “Are you alright?” she asked when she stopped in front of him.




  “Hell, no, I’m not. I’ve been watching you flaunt yourself on stage for the past two hours.” He didn’t know where the edginess had come from, but he couldn’t seem to control his tongue. Maybe he should have had a drink to smooth his rough edges.




  Keva opened her mouth to speak, then seemed to think better of it. She gave him a quizzical look before her lips turned up into one of her dazzling smiles. “Why, Mr. McVicker, I think you’re jealous,” she commented, taking his arm and steering him toward the elevators.




  “Damn right. You’re my date,” he answered. And a whole lot more.




  The minute the hotel door closed behind them, Gage roughly pulled Keva into his embrace, kissing her with an almost savage intensity. Panting, he rained kisses across her brow and down her neck.




  “I can’t get enough of you,” he whispered huskily as his hands tried to find the fasteners that would rid her of the cumbersome gown she wore.




  “How the hell do you get this thing off?” He had to turn her around to find the buttons. In his haste, his fingers trembled and he cursed again.




  Keva turned back around despite his efforts and cradled his face in her hands. “Gage, we have all night.” And she kissed him.




  Unlike Gage’s ravishment, Keva kissed him tenderly and slow. The silky texture of her lips and the gentle exploration of her hands were Gage’s undoing. Somehow, he managed to stand relatively still as she divested him of jacket and waistcoat, unbuttoned the tiny studs of his shirt and peeled it off his shoulders. He toed off his half boots.




  With only his trousers left on, and those riding low on his hips, he began to undress Keva. Once he found the fasteners to the bodice of her gown, the rest was easy. As he peeled away each layer of clothing, he kissed any newly exposed skin. He covered her back, her shoulders and her arms with butterfly light kisses, nibbling bites, and soothing licks. Her skin was like silk but hot to the touch.




  He turned her around so he could untie the string to her corset. He glanced over her shoulder to the mirror and watched her as he slowly removed the corset, releasing her breasts to their natural curves. He pulled her underslip down to her waist before covering her breasts with his hands, gently massaging them. She laid her head back on his shoulder, closing her eyes.




  “That feels heavenly,” she crooned.




  Watching her expression in the mirror turned Gage on and he could feel his erection pushing against his trousers. No matter how many times he told himself to go slow and love Keva tenderly, whenever he got his hands on her, his control snapped.




  He untied the waist of her dress, then the petticoats beneath until it all fell in a puddle at her feet. The white frilly-edged pantalets were the only thing covering her and Gage thought it made her even sexier. He turned her to face him and sank to his knees. He kissed the underside of her breasts, her belly. He dipped his tongue into her navel, all the while, his hands caressed and massaged the muscles of her back and buttocks.




  Inch by tantalizing inch, he lowered the old-fashioned underwear, kissing the skin exposed along the way. When the drawers dropped to the floor, he buried his face in her curls, his tongue seeking the nub of her sex.




  He heard Keva gasp, her hands clutching fistfuls of his hair, but he couldn’t quit tasting her. She was beyond tempting. She was sinful and Gage wanted to devour every inch of her.




  Her climax came quickly and without warning. One minute, she was moaning and the next, she shouted out his name in ecstasy. Gage refused to release her from his hold until he had wrung the last quiver from her body, then he turned her around and slowly kissed his way up her spine until he was standing behind her.




  He crossed her chest with one hand to cover her breast, while the other slid across her belly to the triangle of curls between her legs. His gaze locked with hers in the mirror. He wanted her to see his possession; his branding of her body so she would know she was his and no one else’s.




  “Look,” he whispered.




  Keva languidly opened her eyes and gazed at their reflection in the full-length mirror. Gage’s hands possessed the most private parts of her body, just as his mouth had earlier. And for some reason, his possession didn’t bother her as it did with some of her boyfriends in the past. Gage had proven himself the gentlest of lovers.




  “You are a fantasy come true, do you know that?” she said as she turned her face away from the erotic picture they made to kiss the side of his neck.




  “Why?” His single word was accompanied with a slight tightening of his hands on her body. She could feel herself responding. Her nipples grew hard and the heat spiraled down her body to where one of his fingers slid into her.




  “Every woman dreams of a man who pleasures her and thinks of her first.”




  His finger circled almost lazily around the nub of her sex. His other hand stroked her breast, his thumb and forefinger gently pulling her nipple to a hard peak. He watched her face respond to his caresses as he answered.




  “A person can derive just as much pleasure, if not more, from giving as from receiving it. Do you think that when you climax, it doesn’t please me and turn me on even more?”




  “Really?” She made it sound as though she didn’t believe him.




  “I guess I’ll have to show you,” Gage said, swinging her up in his arms and carrying her to the bed. He settled himself between her thighs, his hands on either side of her.




  “This time, concentrate on my pleasure. Watch me.” His deep velvet voice mesmerized her.




  Keva watched his concerted effort at control as he slowly slid into her. His face transposed to ecstasy as he sank deep, his hips meshing with hers. And while she tried to keep her focus on him, the pleasure building in her own body was rapidly taking over her thought patterns. But she found that her delight did increase with each of his sighs and the quiver of his muscles beneath her roaming hands.




  And when he climaxed, Keva rode the torrent right along with him, her gasps echoing his shouts of bliss. She never would have thought that by creating pleasure for another, it was returned to her tenfold. She had a feeling if Gage ever decided to write a book on the subject, it would sell a million copies easy.




  * * * *




  Dear Ms. Monroe,




  

    

      My present job doesn’t allow me any time off to meet you in person, but I was delighted to receive your offer to buy my manuscript, Love Slave. What I have sent you previously is a work in progress, and I will be happy to send you chapters as I complete them. I hope this is satisfactory.


    


  




  Sincerely,




  Priscilla McVee




  Damn, Keva thought, when she read the letter from Ms. McVee. She had been afraid of that. Authors often wrote partials—three chapters and a synopsis—and if they were offered a contract, they finished the book. That worked well for established authors, but this woman was new to the field and Keva couldn’t take the chance that she might not be able to deliver the completed book.




  At the same time, there was something about the woman’s writing that pulled Keva in and she didn’t want to lose the opportunity to market her if she did complete her current work. Keva decided to take on this particular project as a personal one and so she typed the letter herself.




  Ms. McVee,




  

    

      Buying a first time author’s incomplete manuscript is a risky endeavor for our company. However, I am intrigued enough with your work that I would like to offer you a contract for your manuscript, Love Slave, with the stipulation that the advance for the book be withheld until such time as you submit the completed work. By the way, the title, Love Slave, seems a trifle archaic and will probably be changed somewhere in the edit process.


    


  




  Keva was delighted when Ms. McVee’s reply came by the end of the week, because along with accepting her contract with no advance, the author had sent her additional chapters. Since this particular manuscript wouldn’t run through the editorial committee until it was complete, Keva tucked it into her briefcase to read when she got home and spent the rest of the day concentrating on the upcoming June releases.




  * * * *




  “Hey, sweet cheeks, how you doing?” Ginger said when Gage picked up the phone at his apartment. It had been a trying day at work, boring most of all, and Gage was tired of not seeing Keva when he delivered mail to the tenth floor suite. He didn’t think she was avoiding him, but sometimes, it was difficult to read the woman’s mind.




  Ginger’s call was a welcome respite.




  “Hello, yourself, darling. Are you ready to have my baby?”




  “Oh, damn,” Ginger sounded really disappointed. “You called two days too late. I already told George I’d have his.”




  “Well, congratulations. Have you set a date for the wedding?”




  “Pretty quick, I reckon. I told him I was tired of doing his laundry and not getting anything but sex in exchange.” She laughed at her joke. “But that’s not why I called.”




  “Oh?” Gage could think of only one reason Ginger would be calling him.




  “Your stint at Voyager is up the end of the week. Their regular guy is coming back from his surgery.”




  “Damn, Ginger, I like it there. Find the other guy another job.” Gage needed time to think of a new strategy if he wasn’t working in the same building as Keva.




  “What’s her name, buddy-boy?” Ginger’s perception amazed him.




  “It wouldn’t be gentlemanly of me to say. But I need more time, Ging.”




  “You’re asking for trouble working for a company and screwing some woman executive.”




  “It’s not like that. What do you say?”




  “I can’t help you this time, Gage, even if I wanted to. This case is tied to workman’s comp and they’re sticklers for the rules. Besides, I have something else lined up for you.”




  “It’s not the job, Ginger, you know that. In this case, it’s the woman.” Gage sighed, thinking it was probably for the best anyway. He hadn’t seen Keva all that much at work after the first few times, so would it really matter if he wasn’t working in the same building? Maybe he could up the stakes and put on the pressure to see her more often if his schedule was more flexible.




  “I think I’ll take a hiatus,” Gage said.




  “A what?” Ginger replied.




  “A vacation. Take me off your ‘to do’ list, Ginger. I’ll call when I want back on.” Gage hung up the phone and sat back down at his laptop, more determined than ever to see this latest endeavor through.




  Ever since they had spent the night at the Helmsley, Gage hadn’t seen Keva. She wouldn’t return his phone calls, and she was never in her office when he delivered the mail. At least that was what Gloria told him. He wasn’t sure if she just didn’t want him anymore, or if she had decided a mail clerk was beneath her notice. Gage couldn’t have been that wrong in reading her, he thought, but until he confronted her, he wouldn’t know.




  * * * *




  Keva changed to a comfy shorts outfit when she got home and fixed herself a TV dinner. She tried not to think of Gage, but he kept intruding in her thoughts, especially as she ate a rather tasteless microwave meal. The man could cook, she thought, recalling the way he had looked so at ease in her kitchen.




  She moved to the living room, hoping to dislodge his image, but everywhere she looked, she had a memory of him being there, filling the empty spaces and taking care of her.




  She felt terribly guilty for her behavior this week. After their night of wondrous lovemaking in her hotel room, Keva was more confused than ever about her feelings toward Gage. Everything about him turned her on and kept her mesmerized. He was very good-looking, that was for sure, but he made her laugh, treated her with the utmost respect, and seemed to go out of his way to see that she had a good time.




  His gallant behavior at the Voyager party was just an example. He had truly seemed to enjoy himself dancing, visiting with authors and businessmen and role-playing like a grand gentleman from a bygone era.




  And therein lay the problem, Keva thought, staring out the window to the starlit night. Gage McVicker seemed too good to be true. What possessed a man with his obvious intelligence and presence to be satisfied in the mailroom of a large corporation? Where originally, she had envisioned him as a down-to-earth country boy, she now sensed there was much more to Gage than met the eye. She could easily see him in a corporate boardroom, giving orders he expected to be promptly obeyed, negotiating business deals, and even having three martini lunches as he wined and dined clients.




  Keva had decided she needed a little distance to sort out her feelings, and had, therefore, hidden behind her closed door all week. She couldn’t think straight when she was around him. Now she contemplated the questions that had nagged her.




  Did she want to continue seeing him? Was it more than sex? She knew the answer to that was a definite yes. The sex was great, but she actually enjoyed just being around Gage. He had a keen wit and a ready smile.




  The question was whether he could handle her status in the publishing industry and the type of books she edited. At present, he didn’t appear to mind her job, or the long hours. He seemed to have no aspirations about joining the elite clubs she used to frequent with Jason. At least he hadn’t asked her about going to any of them.




  As Keva thought over the past several weeks, she realized she didn’t miss that part of her life either. Whenever she and Jason had gone out to dinner at the club, there was always someone who had to pull one-upmanship, either by the guests they invited, clothes they wore, or awards they had achieved. Keva was very tired of trying to “keep up with the Jones” and the more she thought about it, the more she wanted a normal life.




  She laughed at that thought, wondering exactly what normal even meant today. Deciding her one-sided dialogue would get her nowhere, she flipped through the channels on the TV, but nothing caught her interest. She thought about calling Gage, but hesitated. What would she say?




  She spied the manuscript envelope she had brought home and decided a little reading was what she needed. Maybe Ms. McVee’s writing would take her mind off Gage McVicker.




  An hour later, Keva knew better. If anything, McVee’s writing made Keva ache for what she knew Gage could give her; what he could do to her and what she would like to do to him.




  She read the last section again.




  

    

      Tabitha had wracked her brain for days trying to come up with an idea for the aromatherapy company that wanted to give her small business the chance to do their ad campaign. Deciding it wouldn’t do her any good to stay late at the office and stare at the uninspiring walls, she left for home.




      When she opened her apartment door, she heard a noise. “Jordan?” she called.




      “In here.” The reply came from her bedroom. Tabby frowned. She and Jordan had great sex together, but had maintained separate residences because Tabby wasn’t ready to commit to a serious relationship. She didn’t remember giving him a key.




      She dropped her purse on the bed and walked toward the bathroom, where she could hear water running. She stopped on the threshold and stared, her body instantly tingling and her heart rate increasing.




      Jordan stood beside the bathtub, a very small white towel wrapped around his hips. He had knotted the ends at his waist, but the bottom edges didn’t quite meet, leaving the front of his thigh entirely bare. If the towel gaped just a little bit more, Tabby could see his sex. As it was, there was a very nice bulge in the front of the towel.




      “Your bath awaits, madam.” Jordan gave her a sexy smile. It was only then that Tabby noticed the smell of lavender in the air and the warmth coming from the tub. Small votives were placed around the edge of the bath, their soft light lending the room a romantic ambiance.




      With his eyes saying more than words, Jordan slowly stripped her clothes off her, pulled her hair atop her head with a twist and a clip, and lifted her into his strong arms. The feel of his hard muscles against Tabby’s softer skin ignited fires in her that she knew she would need him to douse. But not quite yet.




      Together, they sank into the steaming water. Jordan held her on his lap, sponging fragrantly scented water over her breasts, her stomach, her arms. When she reached for the sponge to return the favor, he murmured in her ear.




      “Let me pleasure you. It turns me on to see you so soft and seductive.”




      And Tabby let him, feeling him sink into her from behind, filling her and making her throb while his large hands continued to caress her breasts until she practically swooned with passion.


    


  




  “Swooning with passion,” Keva murmured, then jerked awake when the phone rang. She wasn’t sure if she had been reading Priscilla’s manuscript, or if she had been dreaming about her night with Gage. The continuous ringing of the phone brought her more fully awake and she shook her head to clear it as she picked up the receiver.




  “Hello?” She glanced at the clock. Who would be calling at eleven o’clock?




  “Are you avoiding me?” Gage’s voice rumbled over the cordless.




  Keva hesitated before answering. “No, why?”




  “I haven’t seen you since the party.” There was a pause. “Since the night we spent together.”




  “Gage, can we talk about this tomorrow? I’ve had a very stressful week with all the books being released this month.”




  “I can help you with that.” His voice had dropped an octave to a deep, velvety growl.




  “With my releases?”




  “Well, that too,” he twisted her words around. “But I meant with your stress. I’m very good at stress relief.”




  Even in her confused state over her feelings for this man, she couldn’t get him out of her mind and she really would like to see him. Still, Keva hesitated.




  “I’m coming over.” The phone clicked on the other end.




  * * * *




  Keva was still trying to decide whether to be angry about Gage’s highhanded manner with her on the phone when the doorbell rang. She frowned, thinking he had made awfully quick time, but then she didn’t know exactly where he lived. He could be right around the corner.




  “Keva, open up.” He rapped on the door with his knuckles.




  Keva sighed. She could tell herself whatever she wished, but the truth of the matter was that she wanted Gage. Beside her, inside her, over and under her. Anywhere, anytime and anyway, she thought, recalling a line from Priscilla’s manuscript.




  She pulled open the door just as he lifted his fist to knock again. “You’re going to wake the neighbors,” she said.




  “It’s only eleven o’clock,” he answered as he walked in.




  “Midnight,” she corrected, looking at her watch. “Besides, it’s a quiet neighborhood.”




  Gage grinned at her. “Then I can’t make you scream in ecstasy tonight?”




  Even as tired as Keva was, the very thought of him had the achiness leaving her shoulders and a totally different kind of ache starting much lower in her body.




  “I told you I was here to help you feel better,” Gage said as he circled her wrist with his large hand and tugged her toward the bedroom. “I have a surprise that is guaranteed to please.” It was then she noticed the small paper sack he carried.




  Gage sat her down on the bed, touched a finger to her lips when she started to ask him a question, and then disappeared into her bathroom. She could hear water running and tilted her head to the side trying to see past the door, but then Gage stepped through the opening and she couldn’t think past what he was wearing; or more to the point, not wearing.




  He had shucked his clothes, except for a rather brief pair of black underwear. His muscles glowed in the soft light that surrounded him. It hadn’t been often that they had even managed to get completely naked before they were madly making love, and Keva didn’t think she would ever tire of looking at him. His body was sleek and lean with no extra fat she could see. Although his arms and legs were sprinkled with light colored hair, his chest was smooth and brown.




  He ran his fingers through his hair, brushing it back from his forehead. His chest and arm muscles bulged. “Your bath awaits.” He pulled her to her feet and very slowly, undressed her. He didn’t touch her breasts, or between her legs, but concentrated on gently massaging her muscles as he uncovered them. The very fact that he was avoiding her e-zones made her even more acutely aware of them and of his hands on her body.




  “Tonight, I am your love slave,” he whispered in her ear, lifting her in his arms and carrying her into the bathroom. The room was lit with small candles ringing the tub and a fragrant aroma wafted up from the steaming water.




  “What is—” she began.




  “Lavender,” he replied, setting her on her feet so he could peel off his bikini briefs.




  “Lavender and lace,” she murmured, thinking the soap bubbles floating on top reminded her of frothy lace. “How could you possible know?”




  He stepped into the tub and offered her his hand. She joined him and together, they settled into the steamy water, her on his lap, their legs entwined. His hands slid up her back and began a gentle massage of her shoulders. He kissed her neck, her ear. He lifted one hand out of the water and kissed each of her fingers.




  She thought of the manuscript lying on her coffee table. Jordan had used lavender with Tabby. What were the odds of two events occurring almost exactly alike?




  “Gage.” She tried to twist around to see him, but he anchored her hips against his groin. When she felt his erection against her buttocks, she almost forgot what she intended to ask him.




  “How did you know lavender relieves stress?”




  Gage kissed a path across her shoulders as his hands slid around her sides to cradle her breasts. She could feel him shrug against her back. “I overheard two women talking in the breakroom. One said lavender was good for stress and the other said rosehips. I decided on the lavender, because your hips are very fine just the way they are.” His hands slipped lower, lifting her hips just enough so he could slide into her, filling her, making her forget everything except him.




  After all, it was a very logical explanation.




  * * * *




  Gage tugged Keva closer to his side, her warm body fitting his perfectly. He had tried to keep his life separate from his feelings for her, but the two had become entwined to the point where sometimes, he didn’t think he could live without her. That was dangerous territory given the fact he really knew very little about her, and because he had secrets of his own.




  “Tell me about yourself,” he prompted her, because he knew she wasn’t asleep. She had been drawing doodles on his chest with one finger and regardless of the fact they had just made love, he could feel himself responding to her again.




  She shrugged slightly. “You already know about me. What about you?”




  Gage chuckled. “Oh, no, I asked first. Spill it, lady.”




  “There’s really not much to tell. I grew up in a small southern town where a lot of people don’t believe The War ever happened and they cling to tradition. My parents were ‘old money’ as they call it there, so I had a debutante ball and all the things society dictated. But I really wanted a career. I didn’t want to just grow up and marry some ‘good old boy’ whose pedigree went back more generations than mine.”




  “You don’t care about money?” Gage had plenty and could afford to keep her in style, but he needed to know how important that was.




  “Oh, I like money,” she said and Gage felt a twinge of disappointment. “But I wanted to earn it myself, not marry it.”




  “What about you?” she asked. “I know practically nothing about who you are.”




  Gage wasn’t ready to uncover any truths about himself yet. “Do you play golf?” he asked instead of answering her.




  “No.”




  “Play tennis?”




  She shrugged. “Not very well.”




  “What then?” Gage was truly curious as to what took up her time.




  “Well, I learned to dance, play the piano and sing.”




  “Really?” Gage was impressed. “Are you any good?”




  She lifted her head to look at him and grinned. “No.”




  He laughed, rolling her beneath him and settling between her thighs. “We definitely need to broaden your horizons.”




  * * * *




  Keva stretched luxuriously the next morning, surprised at how well she felt considering how little sleep she had gotten. She thought that probably had more to do with Gage’s lovemaking than the lavender bath they had shared. Still, it had been very nice, and very thoughtful, and very sensuous.




  She rolled to her side, her mind lingering over the sensuous part. Gage lay on his back, gloriously naked with sunlight softly highlighting his flat abdomen. She couldn’t believe that this man could take her to such heights of ecstasy time and time again and never appear to wear out. There had been nothing soft and gentle about their lovemaking. Gage was a vigorous man and she had displayed just as much energy when it came to something she liked as much as she did him.




  “What are you thinking, hellion?” Gage asked, and Keva knew by the sound of his voice that her face had given her away.




  She gave him a seductive smile. “I was wondering if we set any kind of record.” She traced a path with her finger from his chin, down his throat to circle first one nipple and then the other. They peaked instantly and she leaned over to lick the one closest to her.




  “Are you talking most screams, or most orgasms?”




  “Either or both.” Her hand trailed down his belly, then criss-crossed his hips. She watched, fascinated, as he slowly came to life. She didn’t even need to touch him for his penis to elongate and begin the dance that so turned her on.




  “Are you wanting breakfast this morning, Keva?” Gage asked.




  She turned to stare at him. “How on earth can you ask a question like that at a time like this?”
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