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The end of my first drink isn’t looking any more appealing than my second one. Mostly since my date still hasn’t made an appearance. A sigh works its way out of me. I shouldn’t be as disappointed as I am—it was only our third date. He was nice enough, and we had a decent time on the previous two. I’m more upset that I got dressed up and shaved my legs for someone who decided not to show.

Not that I expected anything to happen, but this is a hotel. They have very convenient places for things to happen. It’s been way too long since things happened with me, and I can at least admit to myself that I was hoping for some action that didn’t involve my own hand. It’s probably better this way. Sex with Greg might have been disappointing, and frankly, nothing is worse than bad sex after a dry spell as long as mine.

I should be proud of myself—even going out on dates was a big step for me.

It’s been six months since my life exploded spectacularly, and about six minutes since I’ve thought about it. Feels like I’m always thinking about it. But my friends are right. I need to move one. Or at least try. My continual hope that Adam is going to call me and change his mind isn’t healthy, and far from realistic. He made that crystal clear.

I knock back what little is left of my vodka cranberry and resign myself to the fact that I’m about to head home and order pizza. I’m sure there’s something on TV that I could be catching up on. A perfect evening, if I hadn’t been looking for something else.

“Can I buy you a drink? You seem to be out.”

The voice comes from behind me, deep and smooth. It’s not the first time somebody has offered. I didn’t take anyone up on it because I still had hope that Greg would show. I suppose nothing is stopping me now, but I don’t turn around. “Why?” I ask. “Do I look like I need one?”

“You look like a woman who is alone, but didn’t expect to be.”

I laugh even though it’s not funny. “Spot on.”

“Well, he’s an idiot, whoever he is.”

“Look,” I say, turning. The words I was going to use to send this guy away die in my throat when I see him. I thought only girls in movies went speechless when they saw the hot lead walk in, but I guess it’s happening to me too. I’m a real life cliché. This guy looks like he walked off one of those movie sets—perfectly tailored suit, stubble on a jaw that could cut glass, and dark hair that’s perfectly styled to make you want to run your hands through it. He grins as he sees me give him the once over, and I know that I’m not hiding my interest. I focus back on his face, trying to read his play. “How do you know he’s an idiot?” I ask, “I could be totally crazy. You don’t know.”

He slips one hand into his pocket, using the other to take a sip of his beer, and he looks like he’s posing for a commercial. I watch as he swallows, getting distracted by following the line of his throat down to the glimpse of chest that’s showing beneath his shirt. “You’re right,” he says. “But I’m willing to take that risk.”

I give him a small smile. “Okay, I’ll bite. Why’d you come over here?”

“Because,” he takes a step closer, leaning against the bar next to me. “You looked disappointed. No woman should be stood up. And no woman in a dress like that should be alone when she’s looking for company.” His eyes drift downwards to the neckline of my dress, and I blush.

I did wear this dress hoping that it would help me seal the deal. It makes my ass look great, and also manages to make people think I actually have some tits. “I’m Virginia,” I say, holding out my hand.

He takes it, “Andrew.”

“Nice to meet you, Andrew.”

“Likewise.”

I straighten up, suddenly aware that I was slouching over the bar. “How did you know that I was stood up?”

Andrew takes another sip of his beer. “You were closed off—facing towards the bar instead of away from it. I also saw you turn down a couple of other offers to buy you drinks.” He raises his hand to the bartender, indicating that I should get a refill.

“You were watching me?” I raise an eyebrow at him.

“Does that bother you?”

The bartender sets my refill down in front of me. I’m feeling pleasantly buzzed by the two drinks I’ve already had. I’m not sure if that’s affecting my judgment yet, but it doesn’t bother me. It makes me feel sexy as hell. I take a sip of my new drink. “It probably should.”

He smiles, and it’s devastating. There’s not a door in the world that that smile couldn’t open. Pretty sure the Queen of England herself would hand over the crown jewels for that smile. I can’t help but smile back, and I notice that my body is responding to him in a way that it never did to Greg. I feel a pull towards him, wondering what it might be like if he touched my hand again.

“Do you play pool?” Andrew asks, glancing towards a couple of available pool tables at the back of the lounge. I noticed them when I came in—thought they were odd in a hotel as fancy as this.

“Not well.”

He grins again, and my body heats up, basking in that smile like it was made for me. “Care for a game or two?”

“Sure.”

I move to stand, and my heel slips off the rung of the barstool. I stumble to the floor, landing clumsily on the arm Andrew’s reached out to catch me. I’m pressed up against his body, and damn…the suit is hiding what I can feel now is a rock hard body, and an image pops into my head of what he might look like without the suit. It’s a fabulous picture.

Blushing, I look up at him. He’s looking at me too, and I get a better view of those gorgeous blue eyes. More and more I’m happy that Greg decided not to show up.

“You okay?” Andrew asks.

“Mhmm,” I say, a little dazed by his closeness and the hint of spice that’s in his cologne.

I watch as his eyes drift to my cleavage, pushed up to an extreme by the way he’s holding me. He catches me looking and gives me a smirk, “I believe we were going to play some pool.”

“Right.” I stand up straight and notice how much more comfortable it was leaning against him.

Andrew leads the way to one of the pool tables, the one closest to the back of the room—the most private. I can’t say that I mind. “So, Andrew, what do you do?”

He laughs, setting his beer down on the edge of the pool table and choosing a cue. “Pretty boring. I work in finance, but less glamorous that wall street. I work for a firm that helps keep all the wall street guys out of trouble. Fly around, make sure the books are in order.”

“I’m guessing you don’t live here.” I choose my cue as he puts all the balls into the triangle.

“No, I don’t,” he says. “I’m just here for the night. Or rather, it’s my last night in town.”

“That’s a shame.”

“I usually look forward to going home,” he says. “Tonight I’m happy to be just where I am.”

I blush and look away. His gaze focuses on me in a way I haven’t felt in so long—it sends a thrill up my spine.

“I’ll give you the break,” he says.

“Let’s hope I can sink one on the first try.”

He laughs softly as I take up my position. It’s a velvet sound, and I swear I can feel it on my skin. I can imagine that kind of laugh in a much more intimate setting—his mouth on my…

I clear my throat, refocusing on the game. I send the cue ball hurdling down the table, and it breaks the triangle formation perfectly. The solid green ball slides into the corner pocket, and Andrew lifts his beer in a salute. “Nicely done.”

“Beginner’s luck,” I say, predictably missing my next attempt to sink a ball.

He steps up to the table and takes his place, lining up a shot that even I could make.

“Let’s see what you can do with that stick.”

He raises an eyebrow at me and immediately changes his shot to a harder one. “Is that better?”

“Depends,” I smile. “Can you put it in the hole?”

He hits the cue ball, eyes never leaving me, and I watch as the shot goes into the corner pocket with perfect ease. “I’m pretty good with my stick,” he says, a smirk on his face.

“I can see that.”

I move around the table, brushing past him to get to where the cue ball is. He’s left me no shot, whether on purpose or not I have no idea. If I have any chance of actually making use of my turn, I’ll have to make some kind of bounce or trick shot, which basically seals my fate.

Andrew observes the table. “Would you like some help?” His smirk hasn’t moved. “You look like you’re in a tight spot.”

“How do you propose to help?”

He leans his cue against the table and comes over to me, “I can show you just how good I am with my stick.”

He’s inches away from me, and I can feel the heat coming off of his body—that same heat that’s building in between my thighs. If he leans forward at all, he’ll be able to kiss me, and I want him to do just that. Hell, I want him to do more to me than would be appropriate on top of a pool table, but we can start with a kiss.

He gestures to the table, and I line up my shot. Stepping behind me, he puts his arms around me, his hands on mine. His breath tickles my ear. “You can’t shy away from a shot like this,” he murmurs. “You have to be firm, confident.”

“Are you?” I say, aware that my voice comes out sounding like a moan.

One of his hands slips down to my waist, pulling me against his body. “I think so.”

He is. I can feel him against me, pressing into my hip through our clothes. Firm is the word I’d be least likely to use. Something closer to ‘rock hard’ would be better.

I rock my hips back into him, trying to feel more, and he hisses out a breath. His fingers dig into my hip, and I can’t ignore the way my nerves flare in response. It seems like everything he does arouses my body. I’m dripping wet now, and this dress is short enough that if this goes much further, he’ll be able to see it on my legs.

I came out tonight hoping to have sex, and that’s just what I’m going to do. Andrew is fucking hot, and the way he handles his stick is more than enough to tell me that I want whatever he has to give me.

I realize that we’ve been doing nothing but stand here for a couple of minutes. If we don’t move, I’m going to reach back and touch him. Right there. I resist, clearing my throat, “Take the shot.”

His hand comes back to mine, and we move together, without hesitation. He sends the cue ball spinning towards something—not the shot I wanted. It’s the eight ball, and I watch as it falls into the side pocket. “Game over.”

“You made me lose?” I turn around to face him, our bodies still touching, and his hands come to rest on my hips.

He’s not smirking anymore, his eyes dark and focused. “I like to think of it as letting you win a different game.” He kisses me, and if there was any doubt left in my mind, it’s gone. My body lights up. I don’t dare open my eyes because I’m sure that everyone in the bar can see it. Greg kissed me, and it wasn’t even close to this. I guess this is what people mean when they say they saw fireworks.

My arms find their way around his neck, and his arms tighten around me until we’re so wrapped up in each other I almost get lost.

His tongue glides over my lips, and I open for him. Andrew’s hand finds my hair, his fingers gripping, pulling me deeper into the kiss. It’s raw fire, sending heat straight down my spine and shivers across my skin. This kiss is a carnal promise that I can’t wait to make him keep. He’s kissing me like it’s his last night on earth. And, in a way, I guess it is since tomorrow he’ll be gone.

He presses his hips into mine, and I moan into his mouth. I’ve never felt this with someone, let alone someone I don’t know. It’s terrifying and exhilarating, and I want to drink it in.

The rattling sound of pool balls at the next table reminds me that we’re still in the bar. Not anywhere private. Even then it takes me a second to make myself pull away, but I do.

I’m short of breath, and it’s hard for me to get my eyes open. I feel more buzzed from that minute of kissing than both drinks I’ve had, and I love the sensation of Andrew’s body against mine.

He’s breathing hard too, and I’m more than a little gratified that I’m affecting him just as much as he is me. “I usually take things slower,” he says.

“What would that look like?” I ask, utterly distracted by the hand that’s sliding down my back to cup my ass.

Trapped between his body and the pool table, Andrew leans me back so I’m off balance. I have to hold onto him to stay upright, and he knows it. He smiles that devastating smile, “I’d buy you another drink. Let us play a few more games of pool before suggesting we may have more fun upstairs.”

“That seems like it would be a waste of time.”

His fingers flex against me, and he leans in, grazing the skin of my neck with his lips. “Oh?”

“I like pool,” I say. “But I don’t like it that much.”

Andrew pulls me to standing. “Then I’m going to suggest that we might have more fun upstairs.”

“I completely agree.”

I feel eyes on us as we walk across the bar. People aren’t stupid. I’ve been sitting alone for hours, and now I’m going upstairs with someone I just met. And I don’t care. Andrew guides me, hand on my lower back. The elevator feels like it takes forever, and he traces a pattern with his fingers while we wait. But the minute the elevator closes behind us all bets are off.

Andrew’s mouth crushes mine, his body pressing into me in all the right places. The wall is cold, he’s hot, and it makes me shiver. His cock pressing into me is hard, ready, and…huge. It’s been a long time since I’ve even had sex, let alone with sex with something like that.

I almost miss the sound of the doors opening again, and I feel drunk and dizzy as he leads me down the hall. His hotel room is gorgeous, spacious with a view and a bed that looks decadent. I never bothered to ask why Greg wanted to meet at the hotel bar, but I like to think that if he had shown up, he would have gotten a room like this.

Who am I kidding? It would have been the cheapest room they had. This is far, far better.

The door closes, and Andrew turns to me. “I have a special treat for you since I made you lose the game.” He stares at me, and I feel my body warm as his eyes move up and down.

“I would have lost anyway,” I admit.

“Maybe.”

“Definitely.”

A wicked grin curls across his lips, “Even if that’s true, as the winner I’m choosing to give you this.” His hands glide down my sides as he sinks to his knees in front of me. My heart stops, and his fingers find them hem of my dress, sliding it up my hips. I’m frozen, half mortified that he’s about to see how wet I am and half dying to know what exactly he’s going to do about it.

He brushes some wetness that’s leaked down my thigh and makes a sound closer to a growl than anything else. “If I’d known you were already this wet, I would have taken things even faster.”

He rubs a finger over the fabric of my panties, right over my clit, and I sway on my feet. He strokes it again and again through the soaked fabric, friction driving me crazy because I’m already sensitive. It feels so good, every touch of his finger radiating bursts of pleasure outward.

“How does this feel?” He asks.

I try to form words, a sentence, something coherent, but nothing comes. Nothing but a sound that’s a moan and maybe something resembling the word ‘yes.’ Andrew chuckles, and takes his hand away, instead leaning forward and placing his mouth directly over my clit.

I see stars. Spots fill my vision, and I close my eyes. The scrape of Andrew’s tongue over the fabric of my panties is delicious, contrasted with the scrape of his stubble on the skin of my thighs. There’s so much sensation—I find myself gripping his hair with my hands, leaning against him to stay standing. His fingers are on me again, moving past the fabric and teasing the opening of my pussy. I’m so wet that he slips one finger, then two, in easily. I gasp at the sudden intrusion, and the way he’s drawing pleasure towards my center. It’s racing across my limbs, my body finding every ounce of pleasure it can and sending it straight to my core.

It’s pooling there, growing more intense with every flick of his fingers. Andrew finally pushes the fabric aside, and the slide of his tongue on my skin is pure heaven. He seals his mouth over me, sucking me deep, and I cry out at the sensation.

I’m close to coming now, just like he wanted, and I’m shaking where I stand. My legs feel like jelly, and one of his arms holds me up even as he never stops fucking me with his fingers.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes.” It’s the only thing that I can say. Andrew’s tongue draws patterns on my clit, and my breath comes in time with his movements. I’m panting, about to break, every stroke of his hand creating shockwaves of pleasure.

Curling his fingers, he presses against that spot that no one seems to be able to find. He brushes against it, fucking his fingers into it, and I go blind with the sheer feeling. My muscles freeze. I’m on the edge, so overcome with everything that I can’t even breathe.

Andrew sucks my clit deep into his mouth, grazing it with his teeth, and I go over the edge. My body jerks, fighting against his hold while he keeps me still, keeps fucking me with his hand. White hot pleasure sizzles up my spine, flaring outward, moving through every nerve in my body.

He laps at my pussy, drinking the flood I’ve released into my mouth, and using his tongue to send aftershocks of pleasure sparking through my body.

Slowly, he removes his hand from me. I still can’t see, can barely breathe. I feel him tug my dress back into place, though I’m not sure why. I blink, the hotel room reappearing in front of me. Looking down, I see Andrew. He’s still got that wicked grin on his face, and his mouth is shiny with my juices. He stands, smirking. “Can I get you something to drink?”

I nod, still dazed, unsure if I’m able to speak or walk.

He makes his way over to the bar by the windows, and there are the clinking sounds of ice in a glass. “So,” he says. “You don’t strike me as a woman who waits for guys who stand her up.”

I make my way to the couch—which is way more luxurious than a hotel couch has any right to be—and sit down, accepting a drink from him. “How can you tell?”

“The way you look in that dress, for one thing.” He chuckles, “And what’s underneath it. No idiot who got a taste of that would ever let you go.”

I laugh because I thought that too. Until the breakup. I never saw it coming. “I probably don’t seem like someone who could be brutally dumped by her boyfriend of two years either, but that’s what happened. But you don’t want to hear about that.”

His face darkens. “I’m sorry. I take it that wasn’t who you were waiting for.”

I let my mouth quirk up into a smile. No. By comparison to Andrew, Greg seems like a bad, desperate move. “No,” I say, “He was the rebound. Third date. Supposedly.”

“In case I haven’t made my opinion abundantly clear,” Andrew moves closer to me on the couch, “he’s a damn fool.”

“I wouldn’t have waited so long at the bar,” I admit, “But I was hoping—”

“For a sexy stranger to sweep you off your feet?”

“Well, no, but it’s the same reason I came up here with you.”

Andrew puts his glass on the coffee table, takes mine and does the same. “And what is that?”

“Well, I didn’t come up here to talk about being stood up.” I grin at him.

“You’re right. And I haven’t collected my prize for so thoroughly beating you.”

“You cheated.”

He smirks, “You’re still mine.”

He pulls me to him, and his lips are on mine. I can taste the sweetness of alcohol, and something deeper that I think must be what’s left of me in his mouth. My pussy goes instantly wet at the thought.

Andrew scoops me up, and then I’m on the bed. He sheds his suit coat, and his shirt follows quickly. I freeze at the sight of him without that shirt, the curves of muscles on his chest are the kind I always thought were photo-shopped. I reach out and touch him, following the smooth line of his skin from his chest down to where a trail of hair disappears into his trousers. He lets me touch him, and I love feeling him breathe beneath my fingers.

He has the kind of body that makes me want to taste and touch and tease, but there’s also the bulge in the front of his pants, and I’m through waiting to see it.

I undo his belt, not hesitating as I shove his pants down and free his cock. He’s long and hard, the tip already glistening with his arousal. I reach out to touch him, but he stops me, pulling my dress over my head, leaving me in almost nothing. My nipples harden against the lace of my bra, sending tingles across my skin.

Andrew’s eyes rove across my body, and heat rises to my skin, almost like it’s aware that it’s being looked at—and likes it. I let my gaze drift from his face and down again to his cock, and I’m very glad that I decided to wait so long at the bar. I would have missed seeing this. Missed feeling that inside me.

I shrug out of my bra and using my thumbs I slip my panties off my legs.

Andrew retrieves his wallet in his pants and finds a condom, throwing a couple more on the bedside table as he smoothly rolls one over his length. I raise an eyebrow at him as he leans over me. “You thought it would be a one-time show?”

He doesn’t give me a chance to answer, covering my mouth with his, his body pressing against mine.

The kiss is raw, plundering, and even though we’re skin to skin, I suddenly want to be so much closer. I wrap my arms around Andrew’s neck and hold him against me, relishing the feel of his weight pressing me into the mattress. He’s at my entrance, and he presses into me. He goes slowly, letting me adjust to his size, but he doesn’t stop. He keeps pressing for what feels like forever until he’s in me to the hilt, and I moan. Andrew pulls away from the kiss, “You’re so tight.” He moves his hips, and I see sparks as he begins to move, my breath going shallow.

He’s filling me up, stretching me in a way I haven’t ever felt, and it’s amazing. I don’t want it to end. Every time he pulls back my body mourns the loss and every thrust in feels so good it steals my breath.

His lips are at my neck, tongue tracing along my collarbone, leaving a trail of goosebumps in his wake. I weave my hands into his hair, pulling his face back up to mine. “Is that all you’ve got?” I whisper, hoping that competitive spirit I saw in the pool game is still alive and well.

He slows his pace to a crawl, a wicked smirk playing across his lips. He’s barely moving inside me, and my hips move in response, wanting and begging for more. “You like what I’ve got,” he says, “But if you want more, then that’s what I’ll give you.”

Andrew comes to kneeling, looking down at where our bodies join together. He runs a finger over my clit—still overly sensitive from his mouth—causing my body to writhe on his cock. Damn it. He’s playing my body like a violin, and I love every bit of it.

Stroking his hands down my body, Andrew’s fingers come to rest on my hips. And then he yanks me against him, impaling me even deeper with his cock. I gasp as he pulls me against him again and again, never slowing, never softening. Pleasure explodes outwards as he reaches further inside me than before, filling me faster. He’s using my own body to fuck me, moving my hips exactly how he wants.

His thumb strays to my clit again, rubbing circles over the sensitive flesh, and I cry out. It’s too much—it’s all too much. Pleasure is sizzling in my nerves, and I’m blind, begging him to send me over the edge. He doesn’t. My hands are fisting in the sheets while I’m caught in this glorious limbo, held on the brink until he makes that decision.

He pulls out slowly, too slowly, and my entire shakes with the feeling of his skin sliding away from mine. I force my eyes open and see him watching me, his gaze filled with heat. There’s no smirk on his face now. He’s deadly serious.

He pulls me onto him one more time, and the orgasm breaks over me like a wave. No, not a wave, a tsunami. It rushes in, flooding my senses, overwhelming my body, and I know that somewhere in the real world I’m screaming Andrew’s name. But I’m not in this reality—I’m in one only made of pleasure. There’s too much, and I can’t hold it all. It rushes through and out, leaving my body spent and my mind still reliving the pleasure.

Andrew is still inside me, thrusting himself towards his one release, his movements sending quakes and aftershocks all over me. He drives into me with desperate strokes, and I know that he’s close. Tilting my hips up to meet his, I take him deeper.

He groans as his fingers dig into my hips and he thrusts in short, furious strokes as he comes. His eyes are glazed over with pleasure, and I move my hips in small circles, squeezing down on him. I’m trying to make his orgasm just as long, just as amazing as mine.

We’re both still trying to catch our breath, and he smiles as he slips away to deal with the condom. He collapses on the bed beside me when he returns, looking at me across the pillows. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy to win a game of pool.”

“Even if you did cheat.”

“Even if.”

I laugh. It’s loud and long, and it feels like the first time I’ve genuinely laughed in forever.

Andrew raises an eyebrow, “What’s so funny?”

“It’s just—” I try to rein in the laughter and am not successful. “It’s this. It’s so not like me.”

He puts on a dramatic face of fake shock and hurt, “You mean you don’t have mind-blowing sex every night? I would not have guessed that.”

“Mind blowing?” I ask, “I don’t know about that.”

He props himself up on his elbow, facing me, and pulls me to him. “You blew my mind,” He says, leaning in to kiss me. His lips are confident on mine, and my body responds to him, the memory of pleasure rising through my body and making me wet all over again. He pulls away and places his mouth against my ear. The barest hint of his breath on my skin sends goosebumps racing across me. “And with a scream that loud, I know I blew your mind.”

I freeze. Was I that loud? Andrew sees the look on my face and laughs, answering my question before I ask it. “If the people still down in the bar didn’t hear you, I’d be surprised.”

All the blood in my body rushes to my face, and I duck my head, embarrassed.

“Hey,” he says, “did I say that was a bad thing?”

With my face pressed into the pillow, I realize he’s right. He didn’t say it was a bad thing. In fact, he seems to like it. Six months ago, before everything went wrong, I never would have screamed like that. That’s because Adam didn’t like it. I bit my lip raw trying to keep quiet during sex.

Well, fuck that. If this is what loud sex is like, I’ll take ALL of the loud sex, thank you very much. This night isn’t at all what I planned and is everything that I needed. As long as we’re here in this very gorgeous, very convenient hotel suite…

I kiss him, putting every ounce of this new found revelation behind it. Pushing him back onto the bed, I decide that it’s my turn to do some exploring. He didn’t give me nearly enough time to look at him, and I’m going to take it slow.

I run my fingers across his shoulders, tracing his collarbones and moving downward with the lines of his muscles. His skin is smooth and warm, and I’m mesmerized by the way it feels under my fingertips. The naughty part of my brain wonders if he tastes as good as he feels. There’s a rush of wetness at the thought of tasting him. I lean forward, placing my lips on the skin of his chest, running my tongue along ridges of smooth muscle.

“What are you doing?” Andrew’s voice is rough. I look up to find him staring at me, his gaze filled with raw lust. I feel another burst of wetness, and a tickle as it begins to run down my thigh.

I try to mimic that smirk he showed me earlier when he knew exactly how to drive me mad. “That depends,” I say, “What do you want me to do?”

Before he can answer I close my mouth over the flat skin of his nipple, flicking my tongue across it—exactly like he might do were our positions were reversed. But I don’t stay there. It’s more than skin that I want to taste.

I carve a trail on his body with my tongue, feeling the flex and give of him. I slide along the edges of his abs, down across the lines of his hips and lower.

My mouth comes to rest at the base of his cock, and Andrew’s body goes utterly still. I think he might be holding his breath. He’s hard again, and I finally get a chance to look at him.

Andrew’s cock is thick and long, jutting straight up from his body. I trace along his skin, watching it jump under my fingers, sensitive and ready.

Starting at the base, I continue the journey with my tongue, drawing it slowly along his length and swirling it around his head. Andrew hisses out a low breath, and I fight the urge to smile. His eyes are closed, and his hands are fists, muscles in his arms straining with force.

I lick the head of his cock slowly, savoring the salty sweetness of the cum already leaking from him. There isn’t an inch of his cock that my tongue doesn’t explore, and I have him shaking.

Sucking back up the length of him, I take him fully into my mouth for the first time. Andrew’s hands sink into my hair, and he groans. I let his cock fill my mouth completely, pressing down onto him until I can’t take anymore—until he’s touching the back of my throat.

“Fuck.” It’s almost a whisper as his fingers fist in my hair.

I tighten my lips around him, and his hips arch upward into my mouth. Andrew opens his eyes as I come up for air, staring at me like he’s never seen me before. “Do you have any idea how fucking hot that is?”

“I might have some idea,” I say, licking the head of him for emphasis.

“If you keep doing that, I’m going to come.”

“Is that not what you want?” I dive back down onto him, taking him deep as I can in one single stroke. Whatever reply he was going to make is turned into a low, guttural sound. I like the way he feels in my mouth, the way just a touch of my tongue can make him gasp. Slowly, I move up and down his length, keeping my rhythm smooth and steady. His hips move in response, and soon he’s fucking up into my mouth, hands buried in my hair holding me still.

With a muttered curse, Andrew pulls me off him and up his body, pinning me suddenly against the bed. His fingers find my pussy, and I’m so wet that he slides in almost too quickly.

“I don’t want to finish yet,” he says, his mouth pressed against my ear. “Because I know just how good it feels to fuck you, and I want to do it again.”

My pussy clenches around his fingers, and he trusts them against my G-spot, making me arch into him. “God,” I say, though it comes out more like a moan.

“You’re so wet,” he says, bringing his fingers to his mouth and cleaning them of me.

Andrew crushes me against him, taking my mouth in a fierce kiss. Every one of my nerves comes online again, tightening, quivering, craving more of what I know comes next. He flips me over, and I hear the crinkle of the condom seconds before I feel him at my entrance again. He’s not slow or gentle this time, burying himself in me with one stroke.

He wraps his arm around my waist, holding me to him, his chest pressed to my back. His hand is drawing circles around my clit, sending splashes of pleasure through my nerves. I find myself grinding my ass up into him, begging him to move. He doesn’t.

His other hand pushes my legs further apart, and I moan, the angle suddenly making his cock feel even bigger than it is. I am impaled by him, stretched to the limit, and I love it. My breath is coming in short gasps, and I’m getting wetter in anticipation. My pussy is quivering around him—I’ve never felt anything like this. I squeeze down on him, and he chuckles but doesn’t move. What the hell is he waiting for?

One more of those circles on my clit, and I can’t take it. “Please.”

His lips touch my neck, dragging kisses across the skin of my back. “What was that? I couldn’t hear you.”

“Please,” I say again, arching against him. He’s so deep inside me that even that movement makes me shudder with pleasure. “Please fuck me.”

I feel him smile into my skin. “Since you said please.”

He flattens his hand against my stomach, holding me in place as he begins to fuck. The force and the depth of it take my breath away. Every thrust fills me up to the brink, and I feel touched in places I didn’t know I had. Sparkling pleasure builds deep in my belly, like a fuse burning down to the explosion, every stroke bringing me a little closer.

His fingers find my clit again, and I see white, and orgasm crashing across me. “Yes, please. Don’t stop. More.” I’m chanting the words in time with his cock.

This orgasm doesn’t fade. It keeps going, drawn out and building to an even bigger climax I can feel coming. It’s too bright, too good, too much. I don’t know if I’ll survive it.

My words have disappeared, replaced by one long sound, a plea not to stop, to keep going, oh god yes. I can hear Andrew groaning as he buries himself in me, and the sound vibrates through me, warm and rough.

Andrew presses his hand against me, tilting my hips up to meet him, and I shatter. Everything comes together, a tight ball of pleasure low in my belly, suddenly breaking apart, filling me up. I’m shaking, screaming, from somewhere far away I can hear it echoing off the walls. I’m not in control as the orgasm races through my body, all I can do is feel it. I’m panting, wanting, breathless, blind.

Andrew cries out as he comes, thrusting into me a final time, holding himself deep inside. I can feel his cock jerking as he finishes, and it sends off little aftershocks across my body—still so aroused that they feel like earthquakes.

I blink, and suddenly I can see the room again. I’m gasping for my breath, and Andrew is too. He’s still inside me, and still on top of me. Neither of us moves.

“Holy shit,” I say, my voice scratchy from my screams.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” Andrew says, sliding out of me to clean up. Coming back to the bed, he peels back the blankets and helps me beneath them, wrapping his arms around me.

“I didn’t realize one night stands included cuddling,” I say.

He chuckles, and I feel the rumble of it in his chest. “I like to think that I tired you out.”

I don’t say yes, but I can feel myself already slipping towards sleep, my body blissfully relaxed.

“Besides, who knows? Our ‘one night’ still has a lot of time left.”

I laugh, but it’s a tired laugh, and I can’t even open my eyes to tell him that more is exactly what I want.
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I wake up to brightness and the sun warming my skin. I push up on my arms and look around the empty hotel room. “Andrew?” My voice is hoarse from sleep. There’s no answer, and I’m about to call him again when I see the clock. It’s noon. Noon!?

Geeze. I can’t remember the last time I slept in this late. But then again, I don’t think I’ve ever had a night like last night. I woke up with Andrews face between my thighs, and he had me coming before I was fully awake. A few hours later I woke up and decided to finish what I had started. Andrew tastes just like I imagined he would.

And early this morning as the sun rising…I’m wet just thinking about the way he took me: slowly, making every stroke count. My orgasm was so deep, so intense, that it felt like nothing else I’d ever felt before.

There’s a note on the nightstand, just a few lines.

Virginia,

I had to catch my plane back to New York. Stay as long as you like—I told the hotel not to touch anything until you leave. I hope next time I’m in time in town I run into you again. Maybe next time we’ll skip the pool.

Andrew

Below is his number written out in his neat handwriting. I smile, stretching. My body is feeling the effects of last night. I’m pleasantly sore, and I know that I’m going to feel it for at least a few days.

I grab the note and fold it up, tossing it into my bag. I’ll text him later, asking him when he’s planning his next visit. I would miss it. Another potential night of fun with Andrew? I think my pussy would rebel if I said no.


Coming Soon from Riley James

Use Me (Club Masque #1)




[image: ]



Rhett

It’s been a long time since I’ve set foot in Club Masque. Too long.

After months overseas with nothing but my hand to satisfy me, I need to take a sub and fast. But I don’t need just any sub—I need one who will submit to me completely.

Then I see her across the room: lush curves, perfect skin, and a mouth that would look gorgeous screaming my name. Once I set my eyes on her, I know there’s no going back.

She doesn’t know it yet, but tonight she’s mine.

Kara

This club is nothing like my old club. New to this city, I’m eager to find out just what club Masque has to offer. So far it hasn’t been much…

Until Rhett. He’s strong, handsome, powerful, everything I imagine in a perfect dom, and he wants me to be his for the night.

After just one touch I want more, but can I handle what he’s asking of me? I’m about to find out. I’ve already told him, “Yes, sir. Use me.”


About the Author




Riley James writes steamy romances for your untamed side.

She lives in New York City with her husband and a grumpy tabby cat. When Riley’s not writing, she takes walks in her local park, continues her quest to find the best hot chocolate in the city, and buys way too many art supplies. Riley also loves spending time with her husband, finding inspiration for everything she writes.
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