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      Marcel

      She was…insane.

      That was the only logical explanation.

      He’d followed Prudence Hansley, retiree from the NWHL (now renamed the Premiere Hockey Federation, or the PHF) and current Scout and Development Coach for the Breakers, from the rink to this bridge.

      And now she was strapping a parachute to her back.

      It was late afternoon.

      He’d attended the camp she’d been running for the younger players, for those hopefuls who wanted to make the roster, because he was in town and liked to stay in shape, and he tended to get a little tetchy if he wasn’t on the ice.

      She’d run a tough clinic, put the guys through their paces, made some good suggestions and corrections, even to him, and then she’d released them. He’d showered. The young guys who’d attended camp all week had gone to do young guy things, and he’d been prepared to go do old guy things—namely, an ice bath, massage, and then getting at least eight hours of sleep—but then as he was leaving, he’d heard Pru take a call that had concern rising in him.

      Because the call had been an argument.

      Ending with her snapping, “The conditions aren’t too dangerous. I’m doing it, and I don’t give a fuck what you say.”

      Obviously, that had prickled every cautious bone in his body.

      Because he was a man who was cautious. Who planned and proceeded with care and didn’t just dive in.

      It had benefitted him in his career.

      Prepare. Practice. Prep for every possible outcome.

      That was how he’d made it to the NHL.

      Because he wasn’t the most naturally gifted player, but he worked his ass off, was prepared, and now he was on one of the best teams in the league.

      Working with Prudence Hansley.

      A fucking goddess, who seemed to thrive on pushing the limits, who lived big and bright, with the constant risk of flaming out.

      And who flirted with him. Shamelessly.

      He’d spent a lot of time with her (flirting and otherwise) since she was his friend’s fiancé’s friend. Which meant he’d learned a lot about her. She was talented, smart, a great hockey player (whose career had unfortunately ended too early because of a back injury), and…not cautious.

      She. Was. Not. Cautious.

      Shark diving. Bungee jumping. Climbing mountains. Shaving her head (though she’d apparently done that once in college and had no plans of doing it again because she had a weird-shaped head). The point was that he had heard enough about Pru’s adventures to be seriously worried when she yelled she was doing something, even as the person on the other end of the call was clearly advising against it.

      So, he’d followed her to a bridge.

      A bridge she was standing next to…as she strapped a parachute to her back.

      What the actual fuck? He literally could not—could not!—believe his eyes.

      He popped open his door, stormed across the metal and concrete that was positioned high above a rapidly flowing river.

      She glanced up, and though her eyes went wide at his approach, she didn’t stop strapping it on. Was she going to jump? Off this?

      Seriously.

      What the fuck was wrong with her?

      The woman had a fucking death wish.

      He grabbed her arm when she would have stepped over the barrier. “What the fuck are you doing, Pru?”

      “None of your fucking business,” she snapped, trying to jerk free.

      He reached for the buckle of her chute, undid it before she could do something stupider.

      Like jump off the fucking bridge.

      “Stop,” she growled, but was too slow. It was already undone, and he was yanking it down her arms, off her hands.

      He’d barely gotten it free when she tried to jerk it out of his grip.

      So, he did the only thing he could.

      Or maybe, more accurately, the only thing he could think of in that moment.

      He launched the chute over the barrier.

      Pru gasped and grabbed on to the metal, leaning over the edge. He moved with her, still not convinced she wouldn’t do something stupid, like try to jump after it and strap it on mid-air, Black Widow style.

      But all she did was watch it sail down into the water deep, deep below.

      A splash.

      Then Pru spun back and shoved him. Hard. “What the fuck are you doing?”

      “Me?” He snapped. “Me? I’m not the one who was going to base jump without anyone around after having an argument with a sensible person who said what is obvious, and that being that the conditions are too fucking dangerous.”

      “I—” Her mouth opened and closed. “How the hell would you know what Ted said?”

      He rolled his eyes. “It wasn’t hard to deduce based on your caterwauling in the hallway at the rink.”

      “Cat-cat—” She shook her head. “That was a private conversation.”

      “A loud private conversation in a public place,” he pointed out.

      Her chin came up, and her eyes blazed. “I failed to get the memo telling me you have a say over my life,” she gritted out.

      He didn’t. Of course, he didn’t.

      Which she knew. Which was why she snorted and said smugly, “Exactly.”

      He reached for her. “Do you have a fucking death wish?”

      She batted his hand away.

      He reached for her again.

      “Don’t.” A step back as her nostrils flared, but then she spun, took off for her car.

      But she didn’t get in, didn’t start up the engine and drive home.

      Instead, she went to the trunk and got out another pack. Another parachute.

      His temper snapped, and he ripped it out of her hands, tossed that over the side of the bridge, and then braced himself because she was going to shove him again.

      Which she did.

      He captured her hand, ignored the fact that it felt so damned small wrapped in his, even though she wasn’t small, she was the least small person he knew. “Any more in there?” he growled instead of focusing on that, on how much he liked her flirting, on how much he wished he was a different man, one who could handle all that not small. “Because I’ll throw those over, too.”

      “Those are expensive,” she gritted.

      Rage splintered through him. “I don’t give a fuck,” he snapped. “You want to go base jumping, you do it as safely as possible with spotters or a partner, and you don’t do it after someone advises you to not do it today because the conditions are shit.”

      The wind, already breezy enough to have her ponytail whipping around her face, picked up right then, gusting and silently supporting his assertion.

      She plunked her hands on her hips. “I do what I want.”

      “Yeah.” He huffed a rough laugh. “And, apparently, you don’t care that you’ll hurt people if you die doing something stupid.”

      Something almost like vulnerability crossed her face. Then her shoulders went straight, her eyes went flinty. “My parents are gone. I don’t have siblings. It’s just me, relying on me, living my life.” By the time the words were out there, any trace of that vulnerability was gone. All that was left was fire and temper and spunk.

      All of which called to him.

      None of which described him.

      Her lips pressed flat. “So, who’s going to be hurt, huh?”

      He didn’t hesitate. “Hazel. Oliver. The guys. Me.”

      She blinked. Then clenched her jaw, her words tight. “You do realize that I’m going to do this, and you won’t be able to stop me.”

      He glanced in her trunk, her back seat, saw there were no more packs. He shrugged. “Today, I did.”

      More fire. More temper. More spunk that had him wanting to pull her close, to taste all of that not small. “So, what,” she snapped. “You’re going to stalk me?”

      Another shrug. “If I have to.”

      She glared. “You made it pretty fucking clear that you’re not interested in me, so why care now? Why press this now? Why bother?”

      His brows drew down. “Not interested?” he asked, completely aghast.

      He’d been lusting after her for months, wanting her since the first time he’d seen her, desperate and dreaming about her from the moment she’d gotten close enough for him to scent her shampoo—something fruity and flowery and fucking intoxicating.

      She jabbed a finger into his chest. “You turned me down.”

      He scowled. “You were drunk.”

      “I asked you out, and you turned me down.”

      Marcel moved closer. “I repeat. You were drunk.” He shook his head. What the hell was wrong with this woman? “I don’t fuck women who can’t consent, let alone those who can barely stay upright.”

      That stopped her for a second, and her face lost the hard lines of anger. “You turned me down because I was drunk?”

      He huffed out a rough laugh. “Do you need me to say it for a third time?”

      Her eyes went wide, and then half her mouth turned up, her body drifting closer. Her mad gone so quickly that he was left with whiplash. “You know,” she murmured, dragging her finger down his chest. “This is the most words I’ve heard you say at once.”

      On his back foot, all he could do was shrug.

      The other half of her mouth tipped up, and her body came flush with his. Long brown, fruity and flowery-smelling hair, lean and strong curves, a pert nose, and…the most kissable set of lips he’d ever seen. Her breasts brushed his chest, her scent surrounded him. He settled his hands on her hips, brought her just a little bit closer.

      “Would you turn me down now?” she asked, dragging that finger a little lower. Toward the waistband of his sweats.

      No. He fucking wouldn’t.

      He would give anything to not have to turn her down.

      But she knew precisely what she was doing, could probably feel precisely what she was doing to him…to his cock.

      That lush, kissable mouth curved further. “Would you take me home and fu—”

      His fingers tightened, and he might be cautious, might be a planner, but he was also a man. And it just so happened that he had planned this very scenario a hundred, a thousand times over. “Yeah,” he said, covering her hand, bringing it down, pressing it to the hard length of his cock. “I’ll take you home, and I’ll fuck you, princess.” A beat. “But only if you promise to not jump off this bridge.”

      She frowned. “I—”

      Her fingers tightened, her hips canted forward, and he had to grit his teeth so he kept at least a tiny bit of control. “Until whoever was the voice of reason on the other end of that call, telling you today wasn’t right”—the wind whipped around them—“says the conditions are good enough for the jump. And then”—he leaned forward, murmured in her ear—“if you still want to do it, you do it.”

      And he’d be here.

      Making sure she was doing it as safely as possible.

      Because despite what his ex said, he wasn’t the kind of man who clipped someone’s wings.

      He just wanted the spreading of those wings and the leaping out of nests to happen safely and smartly.

      He straightened, watched and waited to see what she would do. Her hazel eyes swirled with emotions—heat, frustration, interest, attraction, annoyance, desire, and more that he couldn’t discern.

      Then her face went blank.

      He braced himself again.

      “Okay,” she said, shocking the shit out of him as she smiled widely and threw her arms around him. “Take me home and fuck me, Pretty Boy.”
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      Pru

      She was in Marcel’s car.

      Driving…to his place, she supposed…

      After having left her car on the bridge, the keys under the mat after Marcel had plucked them out of her pocket and put them there. That being after he’d pulled out his cell and said, “I’m calling in my favor. No gossip. Drive Pru’s car home. It’s parked on the bridge outside of…”

      Then he’d relayed quick and efficient directions to their location (and, God, she’d never thought of quick and efficient as being sexy, but when Marcel did it…yeah, her lady parts stood up and cheered her decision to put off her dare deviling and get on with fucking).

      He gripped the steering wheel, wide fingers, a dusting of hair on the backs of his hands, his knuckles. Small scars in varying shades of white to pale pink to a bright red line that she knew was the result of an errant skate blade and sixteen stitches the previous season. Strong hands. Capable hands. Big hands…

      A girl could hope that he’d be big everywhere.

      “Baby?” she asked, shifting in her seat, dropping her hand onto his thigh (and talk about big…yum, nothing like the strong legs of a hockey player).

      His hands tightened on the wheel, those knuckles pressing against his skin, going a stark white. He glanced at her with his unusual amber eyes, heat swirling in their depths.

      But he didn’t say anything.

      Just waited for her to say what was on her mind.

      Her mouth twitched. She’d thought the man was totally uninterested in her, thought she’d read the situation loud and clear.

      Oh, she’d still flirted.

      Because that was her nature.

      She didn’t quiet herself, no fucking way. She just…didn’t cross the line between flirting and creeping.

      And she’d firmly put any fantasy of her and Marcel aside.

      But now she was in the car with him, orgasms—hopefully—in her future.

      With amber eyes hitting hers again, she realized that she’d asked a question…kind of, anyway. Which had her blurting, “What’s your favorite position?”

      Because she didn’t really have a filter, certainly hadn’t managed to hold on to one with Marcel—not ever—and because she was genuinely curious as to the answer for this one.

      Stillness.

      Then, “My favorite position is whatever one I’m fucking you in, princess.”

      All of the breath squeezed out of her lungs.

      Her nipples went tingly, pressing against the sports bra she was wearing, the thin cotton abrading the sensitive tips, making them grow hard, sending heat coiling into her abdomen, moisture pooling between her thighs.

      “Like that look, princess.”

      As she was wondering what look, those amber eyes returned to the road, but she watched one half of his mouth curve up into a half-moon, making her have the insane urge to kiss the small divot it created, to tongue the dimples she’d admired for months.

      So…

      She did.

      Bracing one hand on the console, using her other hand that was still resting on his thigh to bring her up so her lips could graze his cheek, so her tongue could dip into that tiny crease.

      Stubble on her mouth, raising goose bumps on her nape.

      He inhaled, and then he lifted one hand off the steering wheel, slipped it between their bodies, dropped it to the side of her neck.

      Rough fingertips dragging over her skin, sliding back to bury themselves into her hair.

      A gentle tug, the slightest sting on her scalp, lifting her lips away from him.

      His eyes blazed when they met hers. “When we get home, princess.” He nudged her back into her seat (though he didn’t remove her hand from his thigh). His fingers slipped from her hair, drifted across her throat, her collarbone, and then returned to the wheel.

      She was on fire.

      On. Fucking. Fire.

      From some husky words and a few caresses, and she was ready to demand that he pull over the car and fuck her in the back seat…or the front seat…or on the hood…or—

      He exited the highway, zipping through the off-ramp and turning right onto a winding street. The sun was starting to go down (another reason Ted had been on her to cancel their jump—which, considering how things had turned out, she could reasonably say that he may have been right), but it wasn’t dark enough yet to hide the mature trees, the leaves beginning to change color, just at the edges. Soon they would be the bright oranges and reds, the yellows and browns. But now they were just a deep green with tinges of color.

      She had an insane urge to come back in a month, to see them in the full expanse of fall.

      And, hell, maybe she would.

      Maybe she’d find some good leaves to use as an imprint—

      Crafting. When had her mind swung to crafting from fucking?

      Not surprising, she supposed. Her mind always swung from place to place. It was how she was wired. If she stopped…

      Well, she couldn’t stop.

      Big houses set far back from the street, each with large front doors, well-manicured yards. Each a hell of a lot nicer than her condo, that was for sure. Then again, she hadn’t made an NHL player’s salary. And there was the fact that she preferred to spend her money on experiences rather than belongings.

      Belongings…

      Belongings weren’t forever. She could hold tight to them, treat them with care, use them to remember…but eventually they broke or wore out and had to be disposed of. Her memories, however, and especially those memories tied to the few special belongings she’d kept close and protected…those could make sure she never forgot. Never forget that—

      Not now.

      Pru sucked in a breath, swallowed hard. Right. Not now. Throw up a stop sign, barricade that fucking inroad into her mind, halt—

      A warm hand dropped to hers, squeezed tight.

      “I can take you home.”

      Quiet words.

      Nice words from a nice man.

      But she didn’t want him to be nice. She wanted him to be fucking her brains out, to think of her as a fun, flirty chick. And seriously, she needed to have this man’s cock inside her, needed to get an orgasm, maybe two, if she was lucky.

      So, she needed to get her shit together.

      Which meant that she did what she always did—slapped a smile on her face and pressed on. “That’s the last thing I want, Pretty Boy,” she murmured, squeezing that powerful thigh. “I was just…admiring the tree trunks.” Another squeeze to emphasize her approval of his yummy legs.

      He snorted but didn’t comment further, and she smothered a breath of relief.

      She needed this—the release, the penis, the glorious, sweaty night of passion, not only because he was hot, but because she really wanted that quick and efficient directed at her. A quick, hard fuck that had her entering oblivion.

      Especially, since the man had squashed her base-jumping plan.

      She made a face.

      His gaze zipped to hers again, held for longer than was probably prudent considering he was driving. “You’re mad about the parachutes.” His eyes returned to the road. “I’ll pay for new ones.”

      “In orgasms?”

      That tree trunk he called a thigh flexed, and she nearly moaned.

      But then he was turning into a driveway, lifting one strong hand up to press the door clicker, pulling into the garage, hitting the clicker again. The heavy metal panel slid shut, enclosing them inside the dimly lit space as he turned off the engine.

      She reached for the handle, intending to get out.

      Warm fingers on her arm, the SUV jolting as he slid back his seat, and then she was on top of him, spun in a move she couldn’t process, dragged over the console, her thighs straddling his.

      His eyes were on fire as they searched her face, and then one half of his mouth tipped up. “In orgasms, princess.”

      Desire tightened in her middle, scorched through her center—

      Then he kissed her.

      And she went up in flames.
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      Marcel

      Too fast.

      Too fast.

      Too—

      Fuck it.

      He didn’t give a shit if it was too fast. Because Pru was meeting his tongue stroke for stroke, her hands sliding up his chest, weaving into his hair, holding him against her.

      His hands were on her waist, sliding up her sides, drifting along the outsides of her breasts.

      She hissed and pressed closer, and he broke the kiss, dragging his mouth down along her neck, nipping at the delicate skin there, inhaling the brisk, clean scent of her and…

      Finding his lips dragged back to hers, her tongue in his mouth, and, yeah, he could get on board with kissing her, with going fast, with—

      Flicking open the button of her jeans and shoving his hand inside.

      Down beneath her underwear, through the curls, and into—

      He groaned against her mouth, finding her hot and wet and…fucking wet.

      “Marcel,” she choked when he pressed his thumb to her clit. Not gentle. Not coaxing. She was already a live wire of sensation, rocking against him, her nipples hard even through their layers of clothing, so she didn’t need gentle.

      And fuck, but he couldn’t give gentle, even if she had needed it.

      Her hips bucked when he circled her entrance, his palm grinding against her clit. “Fuck,” she groaned, fingers digging into his shoulder. “Fuck—” Her voice broke when he thrust a finger in deep, curving it forward as he drew it out. Then thrust it back in, along with another.

      “That’s—” Her head dropped back. “Oh fuck, Marcel, that’s—”

      Her pussy convulsed around his fingers.

      Her moan was loud and long and the best thing he’d ever heard.

      Even though his cock ached and his legs were cramped in his seat, space at a premium, hearing her moan, feeling her orgasm around him…it made it all worthwhile.

      For about two minutes.

      Because then he wanted more.

      He yanked his hand out of her pants, wound his arm around her waist, shoved open his door. Pru was limp in his arms, but that was okay. He was strong enough to carry her. And he did.

      After slamming the door shut, he pinned her against it and kissed the shit out of her.

      Which roused her to consciousness, at least enough that she kissed him back and held tight to his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his hips.

      Which roused him, seriously making him consider shoving down her pants, plunking her onto the hood of his SUV, and shoving his dick inside her.

      But, alas, he didn’t have a condom with him.

      Those were inside and—

      Hell. He could take a minute, could kiss her, hold her, touch her.

      He set her on the hood, untangling himself from her grip. She lay back as he climbed onto the bumper and then braced himself over her as he kissed her. No, as he fucked her mouth. And hell, if it wasn’t as hot and wet as her pussy had been on his fingers.

      More.

      Faster.

      Now.

      Marcel managed to tear his mouth away from hers, jumped down off the hood, ignoring the metal creaking as he moved.

      Her pants were open, the patterned cotton of her underwear visible through the spread zipper, and fuck it. He needed to taste her.

      Now.

      He reached for the waistband of her jeans, dragging her toward him as he tugged them down. Down that lush ass. Down those strong thighs. Down beyond her knees. One boot yanked free and tossed somewhere out of the way. Her jeans dragged off that bared foot—or socked foot, anyway.

      But he didn’t have time to process that, not when she was shimmying out of her underwear, and that glistening pussy was exposed to his gaze.

      Another tug had her ass perched on the edge of the hood.

      He spread her thighs, bent, and fucked her with his tongue. Thrusting it inside her, dragging it up to circle her clit, pressing the flat of it to that bundle of nerves.

      “Marcel,” she gasped, gripping his hair tight, drawing him away from her folds.

      “What?” he asked, blowing a stream of air onto her, darting out his tongue when she shivered and didn’t pull him further away…or closer.

      “Give a girl a second to breathe, would you?” she said, chest heaving, skin flushed.

      He smiled. “No, princess. No, I won’t give you a second.” He bent again…and fucked her with his mouth and fingers.

      “Oh, fuck,” she breathed. “Oh fuck.” She dropped her head back, and he heard it thunk against the hood, but she was tough, was a kick-ass, tough-as-nails hockey player, so he didn’t stop, didn’t make sure she hadn’t just given herself a concussion, didn’t do anything except press his advantage, to capitalize on the rhythm he’d discovered, to go one step further in providing her with the orgasms he’d promised.

      Pru arched against him. “There,” she groaned, wrapping her thighs around his shoulders and squeezing him tightly enough that, for a second, he couldn’t breathe. “Right there. Oh, God. Yes. Right—”

      She cried out his name as she came, and it was the hottest thing he’d ever heard. Hot enough that he found himself not stopping after he’d guided her through her orgasm.

      Instead, he kept going, sucking and licking, desperate to imprint the taste of her on his tongue.

      Kept going until she stopped him by weaving her fingers into his hair and tugging his face away from her. “Inside,” she moaned. “Inside me right now.”

      He started to scoop her up, to cart her into the house, but she stopped, wove her fingers into his hair and tugged. “Here,” she breathed. “Inside here.”

      “Condom, princess,” he said, carrying her toward the door, turning the knob and pushing it open with his foot. “They’re upstairs and—”

      She shifted in his arms, tugged up her pants which were hanging off one ankle, shoving her hand into the back pocket, and yanking out a small patterned wallet he’d often see her with before letting them go again, the denim fluttering through the air like a scarf. “Here,” she repeated, gripping the zipper with her teeth and tugging it open. She pulled out a condom with a flourish. “Here,” she repeated, holding it up as she dropped her wallet and tore open the packet.

      Here sounded pretty fucking good.

      He plunked her on top of his washing machine, undid his pants, and grabbed the condom from her fingers.

      Pushing down his pants, his underwear, rolling the latex down the hard length of his cock.

      She spread her legs, wrapping one around his waist and using her heel to draw him close.

      Fine by him.

      He got real close. Then found her entrance, pressed deep, and…his mind blanked out. Tight and hot and…good. So fucking good that he forgot about everything except the feel of her gripping him like a vise, her fingernails digging into his shoulders, her hold tightening and keeping him close as he ground into her again and again.

      And…again.

      “Th-that’s—” Her eyes went wide. Her head tilted back again, only this time he was ready for it, reaching a hand up and threading his fingers into her hair, catching her head before it thunked back against the cabinet hung above the washer. He brought her close, decided to kiss Pru to prevent her from giving herself a concussion—round two—and kept his hips moving.

      Even when they broke for air.

      Even when she directed him the entire time.

      Faster. Harder. Deeper.

      Even when her legs clenched around his waist, drawing him in, when her hand gripped his hair, trying to yank him down.

      Even when she tried to take over.

      Because he was going to become a professional at making this woman come—not because she’d ground against him and used him like a sex toy, but because he’d discovered every touch that drove her wild. Because he knew how to stroke and kiss her, when to thrust hard and deep and when to pump in slow and steady and—

      Right. There.

      When to do that.

      Because he wanted to know how to make her scream his name as she came.

      Like that.

      So fucking beautiful, even though he could only see half of her, even though her jeans and underwear were hanging off one foot, one boot still on, both of her socks, her top rucked up around her waist. He hadn’t even seen her breasts yet, hadn’t tasted them, hadn’t been able to feel the hard buds of her nipples against his tongue, hadn’t been about to feel them against his palms, his fingers, to suck them deep into his mouth.

      So fucking beautiful that his control splintered, that he forgot about thrusting and stroking and touching in the way that would make her come on his cock, and he…let sensation pull him under, propel him over that edge.

      Pleasure rippled down his spine.

      Spiraling through his nerves, making every single muscle tighten, his head falling back as he pumped, once, twice, and pressed deep as his orgasm pulsed through him.

      And then his knees gave way.
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      Pru

      She came to sprawled across Marcel’s lap, his cock hard and pulsing inside her, sweat covering every inch of her body.

      Her heart pounded, and she felt like she’d just made a rush up the ice, the puck had taken a bad bounce, and then—legs and lungs screaming—she had to haul ass back into her own zone to protect her goalie and save the game and—

      No more.

      She didn’t get to do that anymore.

      Right.

      She planted her hand on his chest, went to lift off him, but then got distracted…by that hard and wide chest. Because even through his clothes, it was muscled and yummy and…hell, she brought her other hand up and rested it on his pecs.

      Feeling them move beneath her palms in time to his rapid exhalations.

      Melting—her, not her palms—when his arms were wrapped tightly around her.

      Pru sank into his eyes, those beautiful eyes, falling further because they were glazed, outwardly revealing the pleasure they’d just shared. Not hiding the fact that it had been hot and intense and…had wrecked her. Because she was wrecked. Had been totally and completely fucked, per his assertions, and…but the wrecking was more than fucking, more than a handful of orgasms. It was deeper. It was—

      Panic flickered on the edges of her vision.

      Impulsivity and self-preservation encouraged her to gather her clothes and bolt. Well, either that, or stay atop his joystick—literally joystick—and go for another ride because she was already in deep—literally, ha—and might as well get her fill.

      But before she could clamber off—or well, do some clambering while on—Marcel’s arm tightened around her waist and he groaned slightly as he climbed to his feet. While keeping his cock inside her. Because the man was still hard and big and—oh wow—all those little bumps and movements as he walked felt really, really good.

      “What are—” she began when he eventually stopped, dropping her onto the bed and came down on top of her, mouth going to her neck and sucking.

      “Fucking you,” he muttered, lips brushing her skin as he moved down her body, reaching for the hem of her sweatshirt, tugging it and her shirt off, and then her bra was off a moment later, his mouth on her breasts, and—thank God for the stubble on his cheeks and jaw because it felt incredible.

      “But we just—”

      He sucked her nipple deeply, had her writhing under him. “Yeah,” he said, kissing his way over to her other breast. “I’ve had plenty of time to think about this. Plenty of time to plan.” He glanced up at her, and she got lost in his eyes for a moment.

      “Plan?”

      His mouth curved into a sexy smile, and she circled back to quick and efficient (and now added planner) to the list. “Yes, princess, plan,” he murmured, straightening off her and stripping down, pausing to grab a tissue off the nightstand and taking care of the condom.

      Then opening the drawer and pulling out more.

      Yes.

      More.

      As in a whole string of condoms he flung on the bed next to her before he joined her on top of it, covering her with his gorgeous, sexy body, and dropping his lips to hers, his fingers doing the talking—

      At least until she did.

      After they’d talked their way between her thighs again, chatted their way up to her clit, conversed her through another orgasm.

      “I think I like planning,” she gasped as he slid home.

      “I think I really, really like it.”

      He grinned.

      And then proceeded to fuck her.

      And—just for the record—it was fabulous.
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      A warm arm over her middle.

      A muscular chest pressed to her spine.

      And she was planning her exit.

      That arm tightened, a husky voice drifted into her ears. “Dinner.”

      “I was thinking that I should go,” she murmured, reaching for the covers.

      “Dinner,” Marcel repeated.

      “I—”

      “Dinner,” he said again, and then his lips found a spot on her jaw that made her shiver. “And then I have more plans.”

      Her mouth fell open. “More?”

      A smile against her skin. “I’m a planner, princess.” He released her, rolled over and grabbed his phone. “Order in? Or do you want me to cook for you?”

      She’d just closed her mouth, but his questions—or rather, his second one—had her jaw dropping open. Because she’d known zero men who cooked. Well, zero men who cooked after they’d already slept with her, zero who offered to cook for her after they’d gotten their orgasm—or orgasms.

      Well, he did say he had more plans, so there was that.

      But that contradicted her typical experience. Which was that her hinting at her exit was usually trailed by them finding her jeans for her. And her bra. And panties. And practically shoving her shoes onto her feet.

      “What would you cook?” she asked.

      One broad shoulder lifted, fell. “Whatever you want.”

      “What—” She blinked, rolled over both because she was getting a crick in her neck and because she needed to see the man’s expression straight on. “Whatever I want?” she asked, raising a brow.

      “Got a full fridge,” he said. “What are you hungry for?”

      “I—”

      He smoothed back her hair.

      Smoothed. Back. Her. Hair.

      “What are you feeling like? Pasta? Chicken? Pizza? Burgers? Tacos? Maybe something different. Breakfast? Strawberry waffles—”

      She clamped her hand over his mouth. “Too many choices, Pretty Boy.”

      A dart of his tongue against her palm before he peeled her fingers away. “Waffles, burgers, or tacos?”

      “Tacos?”

      His mouth curved. His eyes flicked down…yes, down between her legs, and she found herself biting back a grin. “I can make tacos.”

      “With—” She cut herself off before she could make the innuendo cross the ew line. “How about waffles?” she asked.

      Fingers dancing up her thighs. “Okay,” he murmured, and she watched as something incredible happened. His fingers weren’t the only thing dancing. His eyes danced with humor, and they were so pretty that it actually took her breath away. Then he added, “With cream.”

      Pru froze. Found herself giggling. “Ew,” she muttered. But that didn’t stop her giggling.

      He bopped her on the nose. “Not yours, princess,” he said, “not yours.”

      “I—”

      A nip of her bottom lip. “Waffles,” he proclaimed. “With strawberries.” A beat, his mouth curving upward. “And cream.” He wrapped his fingers around her waist, tugged them both out of bed, bent and snagged his T-shirt from the floor. He tugged it over her head, bent again and yanked on his sweats (no underwear and giving her a glimpse of his glorious—glorious!—hockey player’s ass, because seriously hockey players—herself included, thank her very much—had the best asses).

      Then he strode from the room, pausing at the threshold, glancing back at her, saying again, “Waffles.”

      Then he was gone.

      And…then, for perhaps the first time in her life, she followed.
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      She should be planning her exit.

      Calling a rideshare.

      Giving him the space that this one-night stand called for.

      Fucking. Maybe a few hours of sleep. Then zipping out before the sun rose.

      But the sun was fully up. They’d had waffles. They’d had cream…on the crunchy, fluffy breakfast food…and then Marcel had had hers.

      Then they’d showered.

      And
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