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			Dedication

			To my incredible insta family—you gave me the courage to put my stories out there. @mykindleandme, you have been my biggest cheerleader. Your love for this crazy hockey world keeps me writing.

			

			

			

		

	
		
			

			1

			Mila

			“So Mila, tell me what you know about the NHL.”

			Shit, that’s the question I’ve been dreading—on the plane from Boston, in the hotel last night, in the Uber on the way to the arena, and in the smart, sleek offices of the Seattle Whalers ice hockey team.

			I sit up as straight as I can and try to retrieve all the stats I’d attempted to memorize about the team and the NHL in general, but there’s nothing—just a single fly buzzing around the dim light bulb in my mind. Even though I attended Boston University for four years, I managed to avoid the hockey madness that consumed a lot of my alumni. Apparently, we have an amazing team, but it wasn’t my thing.

			I decide that honesty is either going to be the best policy or my undoing, but Coach Casey looks like a man who doesn’t deal in bullshit.

			“It stands for the National Hockey League, which is a bit of a misnomer as there are teams from Canada in it, too.” I say this with just the right amount of confidence and sass and hope Coach gets that I’m trying to be funny.

			

			He looks at me for the longest time, his mouth slightly open, eyes crinkling at the edges. Suddenly, he bursts into a fit of deep, rumbling laughter that almost makes the windows of his plush corner office shake.

			“That’s the best answer I’ve heard all day,” he guffaws, rocking slightly in his large office chair. “I’ve heard candidates spew stats and score records at me all day, and you are the first person to make me laugh, so well done. But seriously, do you know anything about hockey?”

			I take a deep breath and roll with the good humor. “Only what I’ve managed to cram into my brain since I found out I had this interview. And to be perfectly honest, all of that has just gone.” I snap my fingers and offer an apologetic smile.

			“I really appreciate your candor, Mila. Can I be honest with you?” Coach Casey leans conspiratorially across his desk and speaks in a low voice. “I’ve had a morning of speaking to NHL super fans, stalkers, and puck bunnies, and none of them have the qualifications you have. In fact, a lot of them were really quite scary.”

			He leans back in his chair and presses his thick fingertips together in a steeple shape, a thoughtful expression on his face. I meet his gaze confidently as he seems to look through to my soul with his sea green eyes. If I were twenty years older, I might be attracted to him—he is still a big, strong guy with short silver hair and a chiselled jaw. He must have been a total fox in his prime.

			

			“What I like about you, Mila, is your utter lack of knowledge about the NHL. I also like your Masters in Business Finance and Administration from Boston University and your experience working with high net worth individuals. The people I’ve spoken to about you could not praise you highly enough. I like that you’re not going to be star-struck or start fangirling over these guys because, believe me, I’ve had assistants in the past who just couldn’t deal with that.”

			“Wow, um, thank you, Coach Casey. I was hoping my work history and qualifications would override my total lack of hockey knowledge,” I blurt nervously.

			“Well, it has. But I will ask you a question—why apply for this position if you have no link or interest in hockey?”

			It’s a fair question.

			I take a deep breath and realize this is the moment where I get to sell myself and my experience. “I know it seems weird, but I love how sports teams are run. It’s like a well-oiled machine when it works, and I think a lot of that has to do with the front house team. At the end of the day, it’s like working for any other big corporation—you have to make an end product. In the case of sports teams, the end product is a winning team, or a Cup, or a promotion to a higher league. You still need to manage finances, people, and product. You need to get your product to the customers and make sure they arrive in the best possible condition, whether that’s a new BMW or hockey player.”

			I look expectantly at Coach Casey to see if I should shut up, but he nods for me to continue.

			

			“I feel like I can help support you and the team in the best way I know how—get your product to the customer and make sure the customer is happy. If that means making sure a player has the type of sheets he likes on his hotel room bed or the right energy drink in the locker room, then that’s my task. I want to make your life easier, Coach, so you can concentrate on your only goal—coaching this team to winning the…..” I reach into the far recesses of my brain and find the information I need.

			“… Stanley Cup. I don’t want you to have to deal with the day-to-day grind of players’ expenses and demands.”

			I’m a little breathless after my speech, and I can feel my cheeks burning with a blush. This is it; I’ve made my case. Now it’s up to the coach.

			Slowly, Coach Casey stands from behind his huge desk and walks around it toward me. I nervously stand as well and get a true sense of his size—I’m quite tall for a woman, five feet eight inches, but he towers over me and is almost twice as wide as my curvy frame.

			Suddenly, my mouth is dry, and I have a terrible feeling he’s going to say thanks but no thanks—what the hell do I know about assisting the coach of an NHL team?

			However, to my utter shock, he extends his hand to me and smiles.

			“Welcome to the Whalers, Mila. I think you’ll be a great fit here. You’re the first person who told me the job involves making my life easier; most of them just wanted access to the players so they could snag a rich husband. Unfortunately, that’s why I had to let the last three assistants go.” He makes a weird face and envelops my hand in his huge mitt, shaking it vigorously.

			

			“That’s great! Thank you. I’m so pleased. And rest assured I am not in the market for a husband—rich or not,” I laugh as he leads me to the door. Now is not the time to reveal the real reason I’m moving across the country.

			“Glad to hear it. We don’t encourage our office staff to date the players. Why don’t I take you to Annabel in HR and you can work out the particulars?” Coach Casey opens the door, indicating for me to go first, and we walk to the elevators and ride up two floors to a much busier floor. He leads me to an office where we find HR Annabel, and he hands me over with another vigorous handshake and a crinkly smile.

			“Mila, welcome to the Whalers family. Let’s get you everything you need.” Annabel gestures for me to sit down, and we begin the process of getting me set up as a Whalers employee.

			[image: ]

			“Here’s to Mils and her fresh start,” my best friend Beth cries as she clinks her glass to mine. It’s a bit embarrassing because the bar of my hotel is quiet, but she’s toasting as if she has a roomful of people celebrating my new job.

			“Thanks hon, but you don’t need to be so loud.” I cringe as a few other patrons look over at us. Beth has always been loud and inappropriate, something I’ve lived with since we became roomies at Boston in our freshman year. I should be used to it by now—the public exhibitionism, the over-shares, but sometimes I still feel my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

			

			“This is huge, Mils! We need to celebrate the fact that you’re free from that asshole fiancé and have just landed a job where you’ll have access to some of the hottest, horniest guys in the world.”

			Again, with the inappropriate.

			Beth flips her platinum blonde bob and fixes me with her ice blue eyes. “I want as many pictures of the players as you can get once you start. In fact, set up a spy cam in the office with a live feed for me so I can spy twenty-four/seven. It’ll give me an endless supply of material.”

			“Jesus Bee, I haven’t even started, and you want me to start giving you spank bank material. I’ve never understood your obsession with athletes,” I laugh, finally feeling the second glass of Prosecco kick in.

			Beth continues to talk loudly and explicitly about the benefits of dating athletes. It earns us some funny looks from other people in the bar, and lustful looks from a pair of business types at the next table. We ignore them, finishing our bottle of Prosecco before Beth looks at her watch and announces she has a hot date at ten, so she needs to go.

			“I’m so excited that you’re moving to Seattle next month. And that we’re gonna be roomies again. At least this time, you have your own room, and I won’t have to put a sock on the door handle when I’m pressing my magic button.” Beth winks and pulls me into an affectionate hug. I remember her fondness for masturbating at all hours of the day and night – I’d accidentally seen her come face more than once!

			

			“I’ll call you when I have a set moving date, okay? I love you.” I give her a peck on the cheek and one last squeeze.

			Even though we live on opposite sides of the country, Beth has been a rock since I discovered my fiancé and my so-called best work friend were having an affair. She’d talked me off the ledge so many times—when I had to move out of our apartment, move back in with my dysfunctional mother, and finally think about giving up a job I loved because seeing the two of them there every day meant I could never get over it and move on.

			“Love you more,” she calls as she saunters away through the bar on her ridiculous heels. Several pairs of hungry eyes track her exit; Beth gets that reaction a lot. She’s stunning and curvy but perpetually single. Her flawless face is a benefit of her job as a make-up artist. No man has ever been able to keep her in a relationship for more than a month. She puts it down to her short attention span, but she has her own reasons for keeping guys at arm’s length. I, on the other hand, am always looking for “The One” and thought I’d found it in Greg.

			Obviously, I’m a massive idiot.

			Once Beth is out of sight, I slump into my seat—she’s definitely a party girl, and I always struggle to keep up with her. We’ve pounded a bottle of fizz on an empty stomach, so I wander to the bar to order some snacks before heading to bed.

			

			As I stand patiently at the bar, waiting for the barman to finish making a fruity cocktail for a lady who looks like she’s time travelled from the ‘80s, I notice a man sitting at the end. I hadn’t noticed him before; he’s big and solid in a black dress shirt and pants with a tie loosely hanging round his neck. His shirt sleeves are rolled up to the elbows. I can see thick, ripped forearms covered in tattoos, and the tops of the sleeves are stretched over huge biceps. It’s the best kind of arm porn.

			I can’t see his face very well because his head is down and his thick chestnut hair is flopping to cover it, plus he has a lush thick beard that he’s stroking thoughtfully.

			He must sense me staring because suddenly I’m also being stared at by a pair of sapphire blue eyes that are so intense I feel that stare—everywhere. Especially in places that have lain dormant so long they may well have dust on them. His beautiful full lips tip at one side into a confident smirk, and I notice he has a scar slicing his top lip like a bolt of lightning.

			Goddamn it.

			I feel my panties flood with desire like I’ve never felt before, and I slide as gracefully as I can onto the stool in front of me.
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			Matt

			I noticed them sitting at the table in the corner when I entered the hotel bar and sat at what’s become my usual spot, trying to keep a low profile. The loud blonde caught my attention first, but she wasn’t my style—too much like the aggressive puck bunnies that seem to gravitate to men like me.

			Then I look at her companion: a quieter, taller redhead with creamy skin and long legs. I can’t see her face or eyes, so I’ll hold off on a judgement as to whether I should go introduce myself. However, I have a feeling if I go over there now, her friend will monopolize the conversation. So I wait. Hopefully, Red will be the one staying at the hotel, not the blonde.

			I continue to read the paperwork spread out in front of me. Trades suck ass. It’s only happened to me once before in my career as an NHL player but I hate it – having to move to a new city, find a new place to live, new teammates, new friends, and new fucks. However, this trade is a relief; life in Chicago has become unbearable.

			

			The Seattle Whalers are a good solid team with an opening for a new center after the legendary Dan “Bucker” Buckland retired at the end of last season. Their second line center is struggling to mesh with his new line, and I’m coming in to fill that gap. I’d helped the Chicago Rush win the Stanley Cup two seasons ago, so I have an impressive pedigree. Not to sound like an arrogant jerk, but it’s true.

			I have a meeting with my agent and lawyer in the morning, so I’m just pre-reading the paperwork they sent me.

			It’s a pretty sweet deal—four years at $8 million per year, plus I carry over a lot of my endorsement deals from Chicago including my own line of ball caps. I have no need to take to the ice ever again, but if you ask most players, they’ll tell you it’s not about the money. Playing is like an itch that needs to be scratched; it’s an obsession most of us would do for free. Not saying the money isn’t sweet; I can indulge my love for American muscle cars and motor bikes, I bought my mom and dad a little house in Florida for their early retirement, and I’m putting my younger sister through culinary school in France. I’m careful though. I’ve seen too many older players piss their fortunes away on bad marriages, bad investments, drugs, booze, and gambling. Even though I’ve made a few mistakes, I hope to have a sizable nest egg for my retirement when my body finally gives out—hockey is a short and brutal career, so I’m going to kick the ass out of it every minute I can.

			“Love you more.”

			

			I’m brought back from my thoughts by the loud blonde as she sashays through the bar, leaving Red behind.

			Thank fuck.

			I finally get a look at her. Jesus, she’s stunning—pretty face framed by that dark auburn hair, honey caramel eyes that might be edged with gold, natural pouty lips, and thank God, she has a great rack. Slightly too big for her frame, but high and perky. I feel my cock punch against my zipper, and I discreetly adjust myself.

			I watch covertly from behind my floppy hair as she walks to the bar and tries to catch the barman’s attention, but he’s making some fruity monstrosity for an ‘80s throwback and her date. I pretend to read my documents, but I can tell she’s checking me out—I hear a little hitch in her breathing and take that as my cue to look up and fix her with a sexy smile. I just hope she’s not a puck bunny or a weird super fan. I can’t handle that shit just now.

			“Hey there, Red.”

			Her pretty eyes blink several times, and a pink blush creeps up her slender neck. “Hey, yourself.”

			Mila

			Oh Jesus. He’s so hot I can’t even stand it, and now he’s looking at me and talking to me in that deep, rumbling voice that seems to vibrate right through my panties.

			His huge tattooed hand rakes through his tousled hair and pushes it back from his face which makes him look even more attractive–I’m not usually a fan of a beard, but all I want to do is reach over and run my fingers through it to see if it’s soft or rough. How would it feel against the inside of my thigh as he licks my…?

			

			Get a grip. He’s talking to me, and I’m totally zoned out so I don’t hear what he’s saying. He’s going to think I’m a complete space cadet.

			“Sorry, what?” I ask. It feels like my face is on fire.

			“I asked if you and your friend were out celebrating something,” he repeats, cocking an eyebrow.

			“Oh, yes. I got a new job today, so I’m moving here in a month. I live back east at the moment,” I reply, trying not to sound like a blithering idiot.

			“Wow, congratulations, Red. Let me buy you a drink.” He raises his corded arm, and I watch, fascinated, as the tattoos ripple and move as he waves the barman over.

			“Oh no, that’s okay. I was actually gonna order some food. I’ve pounded too much fizz on an empty stomach, so I need some carbs.” I laugh, grabbing a menu off the bar.

			“Okay, well at least let me pay for your carbs.” He flashes me a spectacular smile. I’m totally obsessed with the scar on his lip. I really want to kiss it. “Anything you won’t eat, Red? You’re not a vegan or something?”

			God, I love how he has a nickname for me already.

			“Absolutely not. I love meat.” As soon as the words fly from my mouth, his lips make that smirk again, and a dimple pops high on his left cheek—boy, I’m in trouble.

			“Good to know.” He huffs out a rough chuckle. “She’ll have the Reuben and fries and a club soda with lime. I’ll have the same. Just add it to my tab. Thanks.” He hands the barman the menu and fixes his deep blue eyes on mine. I’m not sure how I feel about him ordering for me.

			

			I think I kind of like it.

			“So what are you doing in Seattle?” I manage a vaguely sensible question while waiting for the food.

			He makes a weird face before answering. “Do you mind if I don’t say? It’s not a done deal and it’s kind of top secret.” He wiggles his eyebrows and looks around as if checking to see if anyone else is listening.

			“Oh, so you’re like a secret agent or a spy?” I whisper playfully, side-eyeing the ‘80s couple at the other end of the bar.

			He laughs, and it’s deep and loud and totally hot. “Something like that.”

			“Well if you won’t show me yours, I won’t show you mine.” Again with the sexy innuendo. What the hell is wrong with me? “Oh, I mean I won’t tell you about my new job in that case.”

			“I got what you meant, Red. That’s cool. Maybe we make this one of those no personal details deals: no last names, no specifics.”

			God, he’s making this sound like we’re going to have a dirty hook up.

			But it sounds pretty hot, so I agree just as our food and drinks arrive. He sorts out the paperwork he’s reading and tucks it into the inside pocket of his jacket. Then he literally inhales his food.

			“Wow, and I thought I was hungry.” I laugh through a mouthful of fries.

			

			He looks up from devouring his sandwich, and I notice a slight blush stain his cheeks above his beard. It’s cute I’ve managed to embarrass him.

			“Sorry,” he mutters through a mouthful of sandwich. “In my line of work, I need to eat a lot and I need to eat fast. A lot of my co-workers will finish their food, and if you have any left, they’ll get that too. You have to eat fast or not eat.”

			“See, there you go with the deets. Now I’m intrigued about the kind of job you do that involves you eating huge meals with loads of hungry guys.” I squint my eyes at him to make it look like I’m thinking about it really hard.

			And in truth I am—he’s a huge, fit guy which means he trains and takes care of himself. Is that for his job or for fun? His clothes are stylish and designer, but not over the top, so he must have a bit of cash to spare. Plus he’s staying in a swanky hotel; the only reason I’m here is because the Whalers booked it and are picking up the tab. I’d be in a motel if I was making the trip on my dime.

			We continue to chat while we eat, and I’m really enjoying his company; he’s intense but funny and attentive when I talk, huffing out rough chuckles when I say something amusing. It’s weird how we have so much to talk about without divulging any personal details.

			When the barman comes over to take away our dirty plates (he finished off my fries true to his word.) I quickly glance at my phone. I have a message from Beth saying something dirty about the guy she’s gone out with, and I notice the time–it’s almost midnight. Shit. I have an early flight back to Boston, so I should head to bed.

			

			“Well, this has been really great, but I need to head up. I have an early flight.” I’ve sobered up completely thanks to the soda and the carbs, so I stand up and extend my hand toward him—a guy I’ve just spent a great two hours with but whose name I still don’t know. “I’m Mila by the way.”

			He stands as well, and my God, he’s even bigger than I thought, at least six feet four inches with those huge shoulders, his broad chest leading down to a tapered waist. I’m convinced he has a six pack and those sexy V hip muscles under his dress shirt.

			We shake hands; his is warm and big and envelops mine. He looks me deep in the eyes. “I’m Matt.” His voice takes on that growly quality again as his eyes drag up and down my body.

			The hottest guy I’ve ever met is blatantly checking me out, and my traitorous body can’t help but react.

			“It was nice meeting you, Matt. Good luck with the spy/secret agent/eating job thing.” I wait for him to release my hand, but he doesn’t. “Um, I kind of need to take my hand to bed.”

			Shit, there I go again.

			“You know, not to do THAT, but it’s kind of attached to the rest of me and that needs to go to bed.”

			That seems to break the spell, and he lets my hand go. “If it makes you feel any better, I’m pretty sure my hand will be doing THAT tonight.” He laughs, making me blush again.

			

			“Good night, Matt.” I make a hurried exit. His last statement has landed right on my clit and I have a feeling I might be doing THAT as well.

			As I wait for the elevator, I feel someone waiting behind me, and I peek over my shoulder. I see Matt’s large frame and release a breathy laugh.

			“I can wait for the next one if you want. Don’t wanna seem like a creeper,” he says in a deep voice that seems thicker than it’s been all night.

			The elevator arrives with a ding, and when the doors open, I turn and say, “No, that’s fine. We can share.” I enter the elevator with Matt close behind me, very close, so close I can smell his woodsy, pine scent. It’s very masculine and totally arousing. I reach out and press twelve for my floor, and then I feel Matt lean past me, his arm brushing mine as he presses PH for the top floor.

			As his arm retreats, I turn around to face him, and his look is pure, undiluted need. His tongue slides across his full lower lip, and he takes in a deep breath.

			“Red,” he growls. And then he’s kissing me.
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			Matt

			I was holding it together so well during our conversation at the bar, but when she stood up, and I got a proper look at her tall shapely figure, my resolve disappeared. Then she started chatting about her hand and insinuating that she would be jacking off in her room, and I lost it. Like a total creeper, I quickly signed for the bar tab and followed her to the elevator. But instead of telling me to back off, she invited me to share the ride.

			Inside, I accidentally on purpose brush her arm as I punch the button for the penthouse and she turns to face me. I know I have a hungry look on my face. A look that could be misconstrued as aggressive, but Mila returns it with fire in her eyes. I lick my lips, growl out her name, an uncontrollable gravity pulls us together, and we’re kissing.

			Her lips are soft and pouty against mine, but they have a hunger that shocks me a little. It’s her tongue that slides across the seam of my mouth, and I open for her as her hands run up my arms and squeeze my biceps. The kiss deepens, and our tongues slide against each other as my hands graze her shapely hips and cup her ass, pulling her against me.

			

			Mila makes a little squeak as my hard-on presses into her stomach, and we move a step back so she’s pressed against the mirrored wall of the elevator car.

			Suddenly, the ding alerts us to the fact we’ve arrived at her floor, but she doesn’t break the kiss.

			“Come to my suite,” I growl against her lips.

			Mila’s hands move up my neck and into my hair, gripping it tightly, her lips still on mine as she nods her head.

			I shoot out my arm and slap the buttons to get the elevator moving to the top floor while continuing to assault this beautiful creature with my mouth. My lips move from hers, across the smooth skin to the lobe of her ear, which I eagerly suck into my mouth.

			“I’ve been thinking about this all night.” I release a low moan as she tugs my hair, guiding my lips to her neck, my big hands cupping her ass while I press her firmly against the wall. “We can do as much or as little as you want. I’m totally happy just kissing you.”

			I’m very aware I’m moving at the speed of a runaway train, and she may not be into that.

			Mila releases a long, deep sigh and pulls her head away from me so my lips are suddenly no longer pressed against her fragrant creamy skin.

			“Seriously? You literally pounce on me in the elevator with your sexy lips, and now you’re all gentlemanly?” She looks almost pissed off.

			“Well, I just thought I was coming on a bit strong,” I mutter like an idiot, my hands still cupping her ass while she sasses me. This is so not my usual style. I’m a take charge kind of guy in these situations.

			

			“Matt, here’s a heads up. If you kiss a woman in that insanely hot way, and she agrees to come to your hotel room, you can pretty much guarantee you’re gonna get laid.” Mila laughs as she cocks her dark eyebrow and presses her hips to mine, making me groan.

			The elevator arrives at my floor, and I decide she’s giving me the green light to take charge. I grab her hand and pull her into the foyer toward the only door on this floor—grand double doors that lead to the penthouse suite. She still hasn’t mentioned anything about hockey or the NHL, so I’m pretty sure she has no idea who I am, probably thinks I’m some sort of businessman. Something I’m happy to let her think. For now.

			I’ve had my fill of women using me for my fame or fortune, using me in ways that I could never have imagined.

			With a strong grip on her hand, I retrieve the key card from my pocket and open the door, pulling her into the dark suite. Before I can turn on any lights, Mila is nuzzling into my neck, kissing the bare skin between my collar and my beard. God, she’s sexy. She’s had me rock hard most of the night.

			But now I’m taking charge.

			I back her up against the wall and kiss her hard, our tongues battling while her moans ring in my ears. Mila slides her hands up my chest and fists the front of my shirt, lifting her leg and hooking it over my hip. Jesus, the heat of her pussy is pressed right against my cock, and I think I’m going to embarrass myself before I even get her to the couch or the bed. It’s been me and my five-fingered friend for a few months, so the prospect of entering this gorgeous woman has me right on the edge.

			

			“Are you gonna fuck me up against the wall, or shall we go somewhere more comfy?” She giggles against my lips.

			Fuck, I love her dirty mouth.

			“I guess the couch would be more comfortable.” I pull away, try to discreetly rearrange my dick and lead her farther into the suite. Luckily, the floor to ceiling windows let in enough light from the city I don’t feel the need to fumble around with lamps as I pull Mila down onto the couch.

			“This is a very impressive room,” she mumbles as I resume nuzzling her neck, brushing my beard across her collarbone and chest, my lips insistent and exploratory. She squirms as my beard tickles a particularly sensitive spot.

			“I guess,” I groan, finally popping the buttons at the front of her blouse, desperate to get a look at her tits. They’re my favorite thing – I love to lick, kiss, bite, and fuck them, and I think Mila’s will not disappoint.

			She moves herself so she’s straddling my lap, and I see her eyes widen slightly as she settles on the bulge at the front of my pants. I finally get the last button on her blouse undone, and I stop kissing her to appreciate her boobs.

			“Fuck, Red, your tits are epic,” I moan as the creamy globes are revealed, half covered with white lacy cups, her hard peaks clearly visible and straining against the material.

			

			Mila looks down at what I’m obviously hypnotized by and smirks. “Men are so weird about boobs. They’re weird looking, and your mom has them. I don’t get the appeal.”

			“Mila, baby, please don’t talk about my mother right now,” I plead, trying to get the image of Janice Landon out of my brain.

			“Sorry.” She smirks. “Here. This’ll help get you back on task.” She quickly shrugs off her blouse and opens the front clasp of her bra, pulling the cups to the side to reveal the prettiest tits I’ve ever seen. They’re still perky and full without the bra even though they’re a generous handful. Beautiful, creamy skin topped with hard, dusky pink nipples.

			“Oh, Red, I’m gonna devour these beautiful tits.” I bite back a moan, bringing my hands up to cup each breast, pushing them together, grazing each nipple with a thumb before I lower my lips to capture one in my mouth.

			Mila lets out a sigh and arches her back to press herself farther into my mouth as her fingers tangle in my hair. I suckle at her nipples, and Mila grinds on my rigid cock, rolling her hips and creating the most delicious friction that has me bucking beneath her.

			“Baby, you keep that up, and I’m gonna disgrace myself,” I growl out, bringing a hand to her hip to try and steady her hips.

			But she’s in some sort of trance. Her mouth is slack, her half-closed eyes are glazed, and she’s panting.

			“Mila, are you coming, baby?” I ask as her eyes squeeze closed, and her head flops back, her hips taking on the tell-tale rhythm of release.

			

			“Oh God, yes, yes!” she cries as I feel a gush of warm wetness against my crotch.

			When she’s done, her eyes fly open, and her cheeks and chest burn red with embarrassment. “Oh God, Matt, that’s never happened like that before,” she pants, looking shocked and happy at the same time.

			“Please don’t tell me that was your first orgasm.”

			“No! Of course not, but I usually need … you know … more,” she whispers, a little coy now her orgasm high has worn off.

			“Well, it was hot as fuck to watch you come. I intend to make that happen a lot more with my fingers, tongue, and cock,” I groan into her ear, making her back arch against me with need.

			“Wanna show me the rest of this place before that happens?” She climbs off my lap and shyly covers her breasts with the cups of her bra as she re-clasps it.

			“I will once you take that fucking bra off.” I laugh, standing with a wince. My balls are so full it feels like they’re about to burst. She smiles at me and undoes the bra again, slipping the straps down her arms, flinging it at me and clasping her arm across her chest.

			“Let’s go, big boy.” Mila extends her free hand to me. I grasp it and lead her through the suite. She has to jog to keep up with my long urgent strides.

			Once we get into the bedroom, Mila unbuttons my dress shirt. She’s a tall woman, but I’m much taller, so her head rests just under my chin. As she opens each button, she plants a wet open-mouthed kiss on the skin she’s uncovering, her fingers grazing my abs, then my stomach as she reaches my belt buckle.

			

			Suddenly, my heart and my cock thump with expectation; Mila is on her knees in front of me, pulling open my belt, looking up at me through her dark lashes and licking her lips.

			Fuck me!

			Mila

			I don’t think I’ve ever been this wet or this turned on. And who comes from just grinding on a guy’s junk while he licks your nipples? Well, apparently I’m that girl.

			I trail my lips down Matt’s body, and I undo his shirt, uncovering perfectly smooth pecs with a little patch of hair between them and chiselled abs. I spy more ink that seems to stretch from the tops of his arms and spreads across his chest. I can’t wait to explore all his body art.

			YES! He has the sexy V hip muscles going on; they disappear into the waistband of his pants along with a happy trail of dark hair that heads south from his belly button.

			All I want to do is get a good look at his dick. From what I felt while I was grinding on him, I’m not going to be disappointed, but I need to see him. I need to taste him. So as I work at getting his belt undone, he shrugs off his shirt and tie and looks down at me with a deep burning fire in his sapphire eyes.

			“I can’t wait to see you suck my dick,” he says as I pull his belt from the loops, pop the button, and slide the zipper. Matt flinches, and I feel his cock kick back as my fingers graze him through his boxer briefs.

			

			I realize I’m panting as I reach inside and curl my fingers around his hard, hot flesh – steel encased in velvet. And oh my god, what I felt through his pants was not the whole story. I reach into his briefs, and as I pull him free, I see him for the first time – long, thick, amazing.

			I lean forward and lick the head, tasting the pearl of pre-cum that’s pooling there, sliding the tip of my tongue round the crown and down the ridge that runs down the underside. He has a deep, musky scent that is one hundred percent masculine and intoxicating as I rub the length of him against my smooth cheek and run my hands up the backs of his thighs to grasp his ass.

			Jesus, this guy is totally built!

			I recall Beth’s lurid stories about the pro-athletes she’s screwed, and she often talks about their hard, sexy bubble butts. Matt must play some kind of sports to have a body this good.

			As I peek up at Matt through my eyelashes, I see him staring at me intensely. His big tattooed hands sweep my messy hair away from my face as he gently cups my head and guides me back to his straining cock.

			After taking a deep breath, I run my tongue around the head of his dick and slowly open my lips wide to take him in.

			Matt groans loudly, and his fingers tighten in my hair, his eyes fixated on where we’re joined; his cock slowly disappearing into my throat. I’ve never been great at deep throating, but I remember some tips Beth gave me—swallow and relax my throat—and I feel him slip farther down.

			

			“Fuck, Red, are you deep throating me?” he grits out through clenched teeth.

			It’s impossible to answer so I moan, and Matt gasps as the vibration runs through him. I flatten my tongue and run it along the underside of his cock as I gently urge him to move his hips back and forth with my hands on his ass.

			I’m very impressed with my efforts, and it’s a real turn on to see this huge man under my control. I can feel my panties are soaked and clinging to my aching pussy. I know I’ve already come once, but I’m totally primed to go again, and if I’m not careful, deep throating this gorgeous cock might make it happen.

			“Baby, I need to be in you when I come, but not in your mouth.” He slowly eases my head back, watching as more and more of his cock appears from my mouth, glistening and wet. Matt helps me off my knees and kisses me deeply which shocks me. Greg never wanted to kiss me after I gave him head, even when he didn’t come in my mouth.

			“Let’s get the rest of these clothes off,” Matt whispers as he flicks the clasp holding my skirt together, and it falls to my feet, pooling on the floor. I kick off my shoes, and Matt pulls his pants and briefs down. Then he’s on his knees before me – our positions reversed.

			“I need to smell you and taste you before I fuck you,” he mumbles, pressing his nose against my mound and inhaling deeply through the material of my soaked panties. I feel my whole pussy clench and contract at his filthy words – no one has ever used dirty talk with me before other than the occasional “You’re so wet.”

			

			His large hands run up the outside of my thighs and hook into the sides of my panties, pulling them down so slowly I almost scream at him to do it faster. As I step out of them, I think about watching that tattooed hand and the fingers attached to it between my legs, and I gulp. But Matt has other ideas; it’s his tongue that goes first. He leans forward and slides the flat of it across my mound, one hand holding my hip and the other sliding up my body to cup my breast. As I look down, I see that his tongue is unbelievably long and thick, like his cock.

			“Oh Matt,” I sigh, opening my legs slightly wider so his long tongue can circle my magic button, mirroring the movement of his fingers around my erect nipple. He’s like a machine, and the twirling and pressing doesn’t let up until I feel the burn, build, and shuddering release of my orgasm.

			“Coming, oooohhhhhhh, coming so hard!” I cry, grabbing at Matt’s hair and pressing his face and tongue against my aching pussy.

			Suddenly, he’s on his feet, and I’m airborne, being carried as if I weigh nothing toward the bed. With a squeal, I drop onto the comforter, and Matt grabs his wallet from the nightstand to retrieve a gold packet.

			Shit, of course he has to wear a Magnum rubber. My pussy flutters at the thought of having him inside me.

			“Are you ready, baby?” He stands next to the bed, peering down at me. When I rise up on my elbows and nod enthusiastically, he rips open the condom wrapper with his teeth and gives his outstanding dick a few strokes before rolling it in latex.

			

			I never thought watching a guy suit up could be so arousing, but as I watch, I feel my pussy flood with fresh desire, and I have to squeeze my thighs together to stop myself from leaking all over the expensive comforter.

			And then Matt’s crawling across the bed toward me, his big hands running up my calves to my knees, slowly pulling them apart and lowering himself between them. I can feel the head of his cock rubbing against my clit, and it feels unbelievable, especially when he starts kissing me with his tongue, deep and wet. I taste myself, and it makes me moan.

			“Please, Matt, I need your cock in me. Now,” I grind out, grabbing his ass and pulling him toward me, hooking my feet behind his back. Matt rests on his forearms and shifts his hips so his cock moves to my entrance and begins to push inside.

			I gasp.

			“Is it okay? Am I hurting you?” I can tell this is hard for Matt. He’s sweating now, and the tic in his jaw is going berserk.

			“No, it’s fine. Just go slow.” I take a deep breath and try to relax. The feeling of Matt’s cock pushing into me is incredible; I’ve never been so full or stretched.

			He continues to ease in and then out a bit, then back in a bit farther until our pelvises are pressed together, and he’s buried to the hilt.

			“Oh God, Matt, I need you to fuck me hard and fast,” I groan, spreading my legs as wide as possible and squeezing his ass.

			

			“I can do that, baby. Pretty sure I’m gonna be quick anyway. You’re so fucking tight and wet, it won’t take me long,” he growls through gritted teeth.

			And then he starts moving, slowly at first but speeding up until he’s pounding into me. His hips thrust back and forth against me, and all I can do is hold on for dear life. Matt grabs my leg behind the knee and pushes it back against my chest so he can get deeper, pressing his knees into the mattress and leaning heavily on his balled fist. He moves like a piston, and the feeling of his pelvis rubbing against my clit is so good, I barely have time to react before another earth shattering orgasm barrels toward me.

			“Matt, I’m there. It’s happening. Oh fuuuuccccck!” I cry out as I throb and contract around his thick cock. He moans and latches his mouth around my nipple as his own release rips through him, causing his hips to buck forward and strain, filling the condom with his seed.

			Matt pants loudly, laying his head on my damp breasts and gently nuzzling them.

			I’m gasping and finding it tricky to catch my breath due to the exertion and the two hundred plus pounds of hot, sexy man lying on top of me. “Um, Matt, I’m kinda suffocating here.” I lightly pat his sweaty back to alert him to my need for oxygen.

			“Ah shit. Sorry, baby. Hang on.” He reaches between us and holds the base of his half-hard dick as he withdraws, rising off me and dealing with the condom. I lay there feeling sated and satisfied, star fishing in the middle of a gorgeous bed. I’ve not had sex since Greg broke my heart, and Matt seems to be the tonic I need to move on.

			

			Matt returns with two bottles of water and joins me on the bed, getting me to scoot around so he can pull the comforter over us.

			“Here you go,” he says, handing me the water. “Seems like you might need to re-hydrate.” He smirks, popping that cute dimple, taking a long pull on his own bottle.

			I look over at him and smack his bare chest. “That’s completely your fault, you know.”

			“I know.” He just looks so pleased with himself, but in the cutest way.

			“God, you’re so arrogant.” I laugh, loving the easy banter we have even though we’re relative strangers. I don’t know his last name, where he grew up, or what he does for a living, but I do know he has the most amazing body, and he makes me wetter than an otter’s pocket.

			“Well, it’s even later, and I still have an early flight,” I state reluctantly, finishing my water. “I should go to my own bed.” I really don’t want to leave, and from the look on Matt’s face, he’s not keen on the idea either.

			Matt

			She wants to leave, and the feeling in my gut is so alien. I feel like I’m going to throw up. Usually I want chicks to get out as soon as we’re done—I’m not an animal. I do the minimum amount of cuddling, and sometimes we shower together so I can get one last blow job, but I have no desire to have them sleep in my bed. No one’s slept in my bed for a while, not since Delia.

			

			With Mila, all I want is to curl up next to her
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