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      Because sometimes, one puck just isn’t enough…

      

      I’ve just experienced my first one-night stand. With two studs! I can hardly believe it. Professional hockey players Rurik and Jeff, whose caresses skated all over my body and brought it to life as no one ever has. But when the fun’s over and I try to leave, they won’t let me. Not alone.

      

      Hiding out in the luxurious bathroom after the most spectacular sex of my life, I listen to the two men argue over who will take me home. What’s up with this? I’d been blazingly happy with my single night of sexy sin, never expecting anything more. No expectations means no chance for heartache, right? So why am I letting Jeff seduce me all over again? With kisses and conversations and promises of another night, another friend, the next time his team’s in town…
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        Encouraged by this, her hands became extremely free, and wandered over my whole body, with touches, squeezes, pressures, that rather warmed and surprised me with their novelty, than they either shocked or alarmed me.

        —John Cleland, Fanny Hill: Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure
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      “What? The t-team?” The naked female sprawled across his hotel bed practically squeaked, her startled gaze zipping between Jeff and his roommate Rurik, where it stalled. Her face, already a smooth porcelain beneath the “month’s worth” of makeup she claimed to have applied, paled to the point he thought she might faint. “D-did you just say…? Did I hear y-you offer to…to invite the whole team in here?”

      “Don’t say things like that.” Jeff punched Rurik in the shoulder hard enough to hurt a weaker man. The muscled Russian barely reacted to the blow, but he did rise from his position between her splayed legs. The finest pair of legs Jeff had seen in—

      Forever, it seemed.

      But he’d been done with screwing around, dammit. Hadn’t in over a year. But with this one?

      Hell.

      Why had he joined in? The two of them could have tangoed without him.

      Staring at her told him why. She wasn’t like the others. His other, countless, one-night partners had never seemed so very alluring after the deed was done.

      Jeff stepped back, away from temptation. “Look at her, R. You scared ten years off her life.” Because it was easier to blame the fast-moving forward of the Tulsa Tornadoes, the team Jeff played goalie for, than to admit his own control had crumbled at the first sight of her, he socked Rurik again. “Asshole. You don’t say shit like that to ladies you’ve just met.”

      “He’s kidding?” Her voice quavered and drew his attention back to her face. The tip of her pink tongue swept hurriedly over trembling lips. “He won’t call the rest of the team? Invite them in here to-to…have sex?”

      Hell. She couldn’t even say it, had to whisper the last two words. How’d she end up in bed with the two of them? And how soon could he get her out?

      Jeff didn’t give Rurik a chance to answer. Shoving the other man aside, he leaned in between her legs and stared down at her, trying to forget how great she’d just felt snugged around him, all slick and swollen. “He’s just yanking your chain, darlin’.”

      “I…” She wrenched her gaze from his and sought Rurik’s.

      Pissed that she hadn’t believed him, Jeff applied two fingers to her jaw and turned her head until their eyes met. “Despite my cock’s desire for another round or two…we’re done for tonight. Scout’s honor.”

      His words had the desired effect of dousing her interest in anything that Rurik might say. Jeff took perverse pleasure when her gaze automatically zoomed to his just-spent, still-erect penis. Damn. All the time he’d booked away from the bedroom and bunnies hadn’t been worth shit. Like a junkie, one hit and he wanted another. Craved her slender body.

      What was wrong with him?

      Getting laid and blocking pucks. Having a good time. That’s what he’d lived for, all Jeff cared about until his sister’s accident. Then right after she died, he’d fucked everything in sight, sometimes recklessly, always with a vengeance. Trying to drive out the guilt shredding his insides like a piranha.

      It took a scare with gonorrhea—a teammate’s scare, not his own, thank God—to straighten him from that downward spiral.

      And one look from a startled, purple-shrouded beauty to plunge him back in.

      Fuck. At least this time he’d remembered condoms. Wasn’t about to forgo that necessity, not with how Coach had taken to passing them out before every game. The two he and Rurik just used had been in his wallet since the end of last season, not quite a year ago. Because since he’d been tested, after being shaken from his guilt-driven, unsafe-sex-riddled grieving, he hadn’t bumped up against anything more intimate than his palm. Hadn’t been tempted overly much either. Not until tonight.

      With this one.

      He tore the used rubber off his prick and pretended he didn’t hear the stifled mew of longing she couldn’t completely suppress.

      It only made guilt eat at him. Because he still wanted her too.

      Dammit. What did he have to feel guilty over? The way she pressed her thighs together and shielded her breasts as she came onto one elbow? The little-girl-lost look in her eyes? The one she tried so valiantly to disguise with a show of confidence more contrived than convincing? “It’s been fun, guys. Tremendous really, but I need to go.”

      She managed to impart that with only a slight tremor. One that confirmed his suspicions. This little gal, the quiet female who’d jumped in their bed without a single introduction between them, hadn’t a clue how to go on from here. He’d bet his next trip home she’d never been in this position before.

      “You’ve got that right,” he confirmed, reminding himself as well as her, “it’s past time for sleep. In separate beds.”

      “Come.” Unusually quiet the past few moments, Rurik approached, still naked, and held out his hand. “Rurik will escort his pretty American to her automobile. Ensure she is getting there safety.”

      “Safely.” Sliding into his jeans, Jeff elbowed Rurik away. “And no, you won’t, I’ll take care of it.”

      Jeff knew what would happen if Rurik rushed her out the door. He’d light a cigarette in the elevator, despite the non-smoking signs, grope her bottom with a condescending little pat once the doors slid open on the first floor and, with his next illicit puff, blithely send her on her way. Now that Rurik had gotten what he wanted and could sleep like the well-fucked dead, she’d drop from his memory faster than he sliced a puck across the ice.

      No matter that she’d been the “present” Jeff hadn’t asked for, he had unwrapped the pretty purple package and played with it. Lustily. Now he needed to see it safely returned. Before his unforeseen shot of guilt expired.

      He hated feeling guilty. Usually didn’t, not anymore. But there was something glittering behind those unusual pewter eyes—and it wasn’t tears.

      A not-quite wounded vulnerability he had to shore up fast. For his own sake.

      “You will not,” Rurik protested, lowering the arm she’d ignored and reaching for his shirt. “I brought her to you. I will take her out.”

      “She’s not trash to be discarded.”

      “Who says she is trashed?”

      “Snipe!” Every speck of aggravation welling up from his depths came through as Rurik’s nickname exploded from his lips. “Trash, as in garbage, not trashed as in drunk. Don’t give me grief over this.”
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      Choosing to let the two cavemen debate amongst themselves, I took the easy way out. The coward’s way.

      Too chicken to do anything else, I scuttled toward the bathroom.

      “I said I will be walking her.” Rurik’s distinct, heavily accented English reached my retreating form.

      “No, I will.” Jeff sounded implacable. Which I found ironic given how it was obvious he couldn’t wait to be rid of me.

      “I found her. Is my responsibility.”

      “I’m relieving you of it.”

      Almost hysterical at the thought of these two studliest of studs arguing over who would, in theory, carry my books to class, I shut the heavy door with a solid clunk and pushed in the lock on the handle. As if that would keep them out if they wanted to break in.

      And why would they? It wasn’t as though all three of us hadn’t just gotten what we’d wanted. And then some, my conscience snickered.

      Prodded into the single reckless act of my uninspired life by my wise-ass conscience and wisecracking friend Kathi, I wanted to laugh at the absurdity of it all.

      I wanted to melt, right into the big sunken tub commanding their oversized bathroom. Who knew professional sports teams traveled in such style?

      Idly curious when self-recriminations and regret might set in—they hadn’t yet—I snagged one of the smaller hand towels and turned the sink tap on full blast. All the way to hot. Seconds later, the thick towel was drenched. I couldn’t stop my groan when the wet material met my inner thighs. I stroked it higher, flinching when I pressed it deep.

      My legs wouldn’t stop quivering.

      In one amazing swoop, I’d just doubled the number of men I’d slept with in my lifetime, going from two to four.

      Above the black-speckled granite counter, the giant mirror reflected a ghost. One with a sheet-white face, enormous eyes, and lips—

      Ah. My lips. They’d never looked so naughty. So glamorous and full. Swollen and red from sliding over his cock. Jeff’s cock. From kissing Rurik.

      Holding the damp towel in place with a squeeze of my shaking thighs, I grabbed a washcloth off the rack, heated it just as fast and clamped the steaming square to my face. Blotting out my reflection.

      My very first one-night, two-stud stand.

      How magnificent it’d been.

      How awkward, now that it was time to leave.

      When I could no longer hold my breath, I peeled the soggy cloth away, doused it again and quickly washed my face, scrubbing off the smudges of mascara. I needed to erase the raccoon reminder and ratchet up the courage to open the door.

      Because not only did the way home lie beyond it—the way to my quiet, plant-filled abode—but so did my dress and underwear.

      Delaying, I scanned the luxurious bathroom, spotting a contact case and a bottle of solution on the counter along with two toiletry bags.

      “Hey…” A single knock sounded and Jeff’s voice carried through the door. So he’d won the testosterone-laden battle? “You all right in there?”

      Still staring at the stranger in the mirror, I eased the towel from between my legs and answered. “I’m grand. Just grand.” And I was. Astonishingly so. “Ummm…”

      My normally sedate hair—a blah color somewhere in the middle of brown, blond, and boring, and usually tamed in a ponytail or neat coil for work—was wild. Disarrayed and sexy-looking. So not me.

      Turning away from the sight, I opened the door just enough to slide my arm through. “Could you hand me my dress please? My underwear and sandals?”

      “You got it. One pretty purple ensemble coming right up.” A couple steps, the rustle of fabric and then soft velvet met my outstretched hand. “Here you go.”

      My fingers clutched at the dress, crushed the fabric and intertwined within it, almost as if they sought refuge from his knowing gaze. Who would’ve thought hands could feel so naked and exposed? Hands.

      I squeezed out a muffled thanks.

      “Welcome. Put it on, then come out.”

      Swiftly trading the dress to my other hand, I thrust my arm out again, empty fingers opening and closing. “The rest?”

      “Not yet.”

      “What?” I wrenched the door open a few inches, swinging the eight-foot barrier in front of my nude body like a shield. I glared at him. “What do you mean ‘Not yet’? You’re holding my panties and bra hostage?” I took in the empty room. “And where’s Rurik? Not-not-not,” I stupidly stuttered in my haste, “not getting the other guys—”

      “No! No.” Jeff chuckled and eased closer. He smoothed one finger over my white-knuckled grip on the door. “I sent him away. Thought you’d be less skittish with only one of us to deal with.”

      That was thoughtful. Especially for a guy. “But I didn’t get to thank him.”

      “Thank him?” The thoughtful rat bit his lips against another laugh, then loosed it anyway. “You’re priceless.”

      My darn face burned like a campfire. “Lucky for you, that’s the case. I’m sure a paid hooker wouldn’t tolerate you laughing at her.”

      He sobered, his features hardening into the expression he’d worn when he first caught sight of me earlier tonight, before he’d morphed into the patient seducer. “I wouldn’t know. Haven’t had to pay for it before.”

      Of course he hadn’t. Not someone who looked like him. Who could smile and charm as he did—when he chose. Not someone who fucked like him.

      Releasing the stranglehold on the door, I firmed my palm under his nose. “My bra and panties, please.”

      He stayed where he was. “Hey, if it’ll ease your mind, I’ll be sure and pass your thanks along to Rurik. I’m sure he’ll appreciate the humor.”

      “That makes one of us. How’d you get him to leave? I heard you guys arguing.”

      Jeff pointed to the stitches marching across one shoulder. The injury I gathered Rurik had accidentally caused. “I stooped to using guilt, that’s how. Feel flattered, sweetheart, that’s not like me.”

      “Aren’t mornings—I mean minutes—after supposed to be over quickly? Why are you prolonging this by withholding my undergarments?” I wasn’t about to say bra and panties.

      He leaned in and stole my breath. “Why are you prolonging it by standing there pretzeled up behind that door so all I can see is your face? Except in the mirror behind you, where every lush, feminine curve is temptingly displayed.”

      “EEK!” I whipped back and snapped the door shut.

      Two minutes later, dress smoothed in place—smoothing my hair abandoned as a useless effort—I opened the door and emerged into the room, my sensitized thighs rubbing together with every slow, deliberate step. Why is it I feel more naked now than I did earlier—when I was naked?

      The thought streaked through me, causing—

      “Because the edge is off,” Jeff answered.

      Before I could process how my lips had betrayed me, he advanced and wrapped one hand solidly around my nape. His thumb stroked sweetly down my neck, the gesture at odds with the sour expression curling one side of his mouth.

      “Why do you keep doing that?”

      “Doing what?”

      I stiffened to pull away but his fingers firmed, held me in place. “Frown at me one minute and then act nice the next? Why won’t you just give me my clothes so I can leave?”

      I thought he wasn’t going to answer, was just going to keep dragging his thumb up and down my neck until he tired of it and released me. So it was a shock to hear him admit, “Because I like puzzles and you intrigue me. Because I still want you and I wish to hell I didn’t.”

      How did I respond to that? “Um…sorry?”

      His hand tightened and slid around to the front of my neck, his fingers bracketing my throat just beneath my jaw. Not hard or threatening, just enough to make me aware. Of him. Of his strength. As if I could forget for one second.

      I swallowed against the slight pressure, so far out of my element the periodic table resided on another planet. “Hell, sweetheart—what was your name again?”

      “Carolina,” I spoke past the nerves constricting my throat, his touch now feeling like a balm, comforting in a weirdly stimulating way.

      “Carolina. Right. I’ll try to remember. Don’t go apologizing. These are my fucked-up demons, not yours. Don’t take them on or assume responsibility for my feelings.”

      “That’s shrink talk if I ever heard i-umptht!”

      Now it was his fingers tightening as they slid from my neck to grasp my chin. He whispered hoarsely, “Shut up. Just shut the fuck up.”

      My throat made some wounded-animal type of noise, one that sounded suspiciously like yearning.

      I didn’t know how to deal with this! Fast, fun sex—that’s all I’d been after tonight. This wasn’t fun—standing under the command of a six-foot-plus growling man while my underwear played hide-and-seek, and my common sense seemed reluctant to jump in the game.

      Not fun? my conscience screamed. Who are you kidding? This is a blast! It’s arousing and scary and so darn exhilarating.

      “You’re just…” Jeff took a breath and both his fingers and posture softened. “You’re just making me face them in ways I hadn’t expected.”

      Them? His demons? “Me?”

      The click of the hotel door unlocking sounded like a sonic boom. Jeff didn’t wait for the handle to rotate, “Not yet, R!” Keeping his gaze on mine, he ordered, “Come back in ten. Not a second sooner.”

      “I need to leave.” Suiting action to words, I twisted from his grasp.

      “Wait.” Strong hands clamped on my shoulders. “Please.”

      That tacked-on please zapped my instinctive protest. “What?”

      “Only this.” With a deliberate pause, as though weighing his actions and my reaction—or lack of one, he slid his palms to my upper arms and tugged me forward and bent his head.

      Though I’d been expecting it, oh say, for two seconds, his kiss still caught me off guard. The sure, firm press of his mouth, the tiny nibbles his lips took from mine, the casual, unhurried glide of his tongue…

      A whimper escaped my throat when he slanted his head, moved his mouth to a different angle. His fingers kneaded the flesh of my arms with growing fervor but his lips stayed light, playful almost.

      It hit me then—he was taking his time.

      Kissing me thoroughly and rousing me right back on top of that edge faster than I would have believed possible.

      How could I feel the insistent thrum of desire, the hot thrill of sexual want spiking through my core so soon? After all we’d just done?

      His hand skated over my shoulder and up my neck, threaded into my hair above my nape and tugged. The pressure revived every previously sated cell. I muffled a groan. Then another as his tongue teased my lips.

      Teased. That’s what he was doing, the rat. Keeping me on edge and confused.

      I spit out his exploring tongue. Blinking fast, feeling more and more off-kilter from his unexpectedly sensual approach, I jerked back against his hold, scalp tingling. Will threatening to wilt when he held firm. “Puzzle or not, this is one game I’m tired of playing.”

      I was going to shoot Kathi with a gazillion rubber bands for encouraging my strut on the wild side. She’d forgotten to divulge the rules of this game she played so well. Slutty behavior, strangers, and me just plain didn’t mix. I was foolish to think they might. “You’ve had your fun. Now I want to go home.”

      “You saying you didn’t have fun?”

      “I did, but now I’m not.” Liar! “Jeff…” His name was a one-word plea. To release me or throw me on the bed, I wasn’t sure. “I need to call a cab.”

      “A cab?” Surprise loosened his fingers and I slipped free.

      “Cab. Uber. Whatever.” So accomplished at trolling for cock—not hardly—I’d stupidly left my phone at home, plugged in and charging. Where it did me so much good now.

      On bare feet, I rushed to the desk on the opposite side of the room. No time for second thoughts. I palmed the receiver and hit zero.

      “Riviera front desk. How can I improve your stay?”

      “Hi. I need—”

      Jeff reached around me and pried the receiver from my grip. “Sorry, wrong number.” He slammed it down and pulled me back against his chest. “Soooo,” he breathed over my ear, stroking one thumb up the side of my neck. “You didn’t drive here, then.”

      Just as I started to lean into him, he released me and stepped away. “Come on, Purple Princess, I’m taking you home.”

      “But—” I whirled around to do battle over his commanding ways. The urge faltered when I saw he held my sandals. They dangled from his index finger by their thin purple straps.

      “I can be a nice guy. Let me prove it to you.” A boyish grin softened his expression. “Truce?”

      Boyish?

      Ain’t nothing about this man childish, sweetcakes.

      My dang conscience again. Heck, I’d thought the multiple orgasms had finally shut it up.

      Jump him for another and I’ll go to time-out. Promise!

      Ready to strangle something—my conscience, Kathi, maybe my own reluctance—I took possession of the shoes. “Thank you.”

      I retreated to one corner of the mattress on the still-made, neat-as-a-pin bed, to slide my feet in, wind the straps around my ankles, and hook back on my “hooker shoes”.

      I laughed at the thought. How could I have known what Kathi called these beauties would—practically—come to pass?

      “Care to share the joke?” Jeff knelt to finish fastening the second sandal.

      “I think not. It’s at my own expense.” My shaky self-confidence was turning to ash, burning to cinders with every second I stayed. Still feeling the lack of panties and bra, I pushed him back and stood. “My purse? Where— Oh, there it is.”

      On the floor where I’d dropped it. A lifetime ago.

      Jeff jumped to his feet and snatched it off the plush carpet before my sky-high shoes and I made it halfway. He tucked my purse under one of his arms and offered me his other. “All set?”

      “This isn’t prom.” I nudged his hand away. “Stop acting so gallant. We, uh…” Fuck, darling. The word you want is fucked. I growled back silently. “Had sex. You’re not required to take me home.” I attempted a grin. “I put out already. Hard part’s over.”

      When I tugged at my purse, he held on tight, drawing me closer.

      “Carolina.” He gave my name an extra fourteen syllables. And every one of those vibrated through me.

      “What?”

      “It’s late. It’s dark outside.” He stated the obvious. “We’re in a big city. Downtown.” Said as though it equated with toxic sludge. “I am seeing you home and that’s the end of it.”

      “But I live twenty miles from here.” Why had I listened to my sensible side and arranged a ride, thinking I might imbibe enough to warrant not driving? I was stone-cold sober. You’re drunk on lust, though, head and crotch are swirling with it.

      Hush up, I wanted to scream. At my conscience or Jeff, I wasn’t sure. Either, maybe both. This wasn’t how I planned it! Maybe because I’d only planned the before portion, having no inkling the after would prove so difficult to navigate.

      “Hush up?” Jeff looked at me in surprise and his eyes flashed like faceted emeralds when he smiled.

      “Not you. Me,” I babbled. Then groaned. “It’ll take thirty minutes. I’ll be fine. The front desk can order—”

      “Won’t be necessary.” Retaining his claim on my purse, he swiped a set of keys off the credenza and snagged my hand. “Thirty minutes, hmmm? I think I can manage to stay awake that long. If I get sleepy on the drive, you can entertain me.”

      “Entertain you?” He escorted me out of the room and curved his non-purse-carrying hand around my waist. I was relieved the hall was substantially quieter than it’d been when I’d arrived with Rurik. Doors were shut. Televisions and conversations muted. “Oh, I bet.”

      I could just envision what “entertainment” he expected me to perform for an encore.

      His hand patted my hip. “Come now, Carolina, what’s going on in that pretty head of yours?”

      His velvet-over-steel voice told me exactly what was going on in his. “Why don’t you tell me?”

      “I don’t know what you were thinking, missy…” Dragging his hand down one buttock, he drew me to a halt in front of the elevator. He pressed the call button, then tipped his head toward mine and winked. “But I was thinking we could play word games.”
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THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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