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Chapter One

 


 


Thick, plush carpets weren't made for Betsey Johnson
five-inch heels. They also weren't made for detours, or people with
a tendency to be late.

As she tripped in a haphazard course across the
hotel mezzanine, following the signs for Ballroom A, she cursed the
hapless vanity that made her buy the damn shoes in the first place.
But they made her legs look great. Now if she could get to her seat
without breaking one of those legs she should be fine.

Already she could hear someone speaking into a
microphone above the low, churning hum of a distracted crowd. Yep,
she was definitely late. A waiter swung the door open, almost
bowling her over. Rather than apologize, he gave her a harried
glance, lifted his tray higher and scooted by, muttering under his
breath, "They started."

"So have I," she replied. And finished three
times. Take that, waiter boy!

She couldn't quite believe she'd done it. But there
it was.

Fact: Sex had just taken place in a hotel bathroom.
Fact: With a man she had decided to refer to only as
him.

She was actually feeling slightly bruised after the
encounter, but other sensations were suddenly taking precedence.
Better get to her seat quickly, because that soft, warm trickle,
slowly sliding down her smooth inner thigh would pretty soon be
visible under the hem of her mini dress. Like a typical male, her
bathroom partner had done only half a job while wiping her off with
a paper towel from the dispenser. She glanced at her sequined
clutch purse. The thing was too small to carry anything much, but
she really should have been prepared with some extra tissues.
Lipstick and lube would not help her now.

Of course, she should also have stopped him
when he stripped off the condom, growled her name in a burst of
steamy breath against the back of her neck and then shot his wad
all over her. But she hadn't. There had been plenty of moments over
the course of this strange relationship when she could have stopped
it. But she hadn't.

Question: Why the Hell not?

Answer: None.

She took a deep breath that hitched on a note of
wicked excitement. Her pulse skipped onward with faux innocence,
traveling through her body in a zigzag route, like a kitten after a
butterfly. Yeah, that pretty thing. Pretend you're playing, but
you really just want to eat it—rip its wings off and devour
it.

Press on, woman. It was casual. Just the way you
said you wanted it. Happy now?

Oh yes. She realized a slow grin had taken
possession of her lips, and she couldn't keep it down. Her face
felt overheated. The back of her dress was sticking to her spine
with a thin layer of sweat. A tendril of hair tickled the nape of
her neck, enflaming her skin just as his whispers had, only
a few moments ago as he bent her over the sink console in the
bathroom and thrust his cock into her ass.

Ah, the cooling waft of air as the door swung open
under her flat palm. That would help cool her off. The clatter of
plates and the tinkling of glassware. Soft laughter that wasn't
drunk yet but soon would be. She kept her eyes down, scanning the
table of little cards by the door. There she was—they'd misspelled
her last name, as usual. Black ink on bright white, the writing all
curly and ladylike. Whoever wrote that dainty card, of course, had
no idea of the slutty fantasies in which that 'Miss
la-di-dah' had just indulged. There was, however, one person in
this ballroom who knew about her darkest secrets, because he was
one of them.

And he was somewhere over there already. Somewhere.
Was that his laughter? She didn't turn her head to look. Best
not.

If she looked him in the eye again it would only
make everything linger, when they'd both decided, over countless
email conversations, that it would be just that once. Two
"strangers" having a brief interlude. Uh oh, her nipples were taut
suddenly. Probably from that sudden rush of cold air as someone
else came in through the door. But no, she knew it wasn't just from
that. It was from thinking about him again and the way he
kissed her, savage and greedy. The way he gently bit the soft skin
under her ear and whispered her name as his hands slid under her
dress, pushing it all the way up over her breasts until his
fingertips circled the puckered areolas, teasing, tormenting.

She exhaled a low groan as the heaviness mounted
again, the pressure inside her pussy suddenly more intense right
where his cock had pumped hard, ruthless, leaving her hot and
sticky. Now her nipples tightened to small peaks, poking against
her dress, shifting uncomfortably when she moved. She hadn't worn
any lingerie tonight. For expediency and because that was the way
he'd wanted it. Now she wished she had a bra with her. Again she
glanced down at her purse. Too damn small.

She grabbed her place card and walked over to the
diagram of tables.

The speaker on the podium droned onward with no one
really listening. Table 16. Oh, wonderful. Right the way
over there. She frowned. Fuck. Now she'd have to walk across
the room to find her bloody table. In those heels and with cum
dripping down her legs in full view of anyone who looked. And they
would look. People always looked at her legs.

She actually pondered sneaking back out, but behind
her she heard someone shouting her name. Oh Christ—that inane guy
with the metro-sexual eyebrows. She'd know that voice anywhere. She
must be at his table. Was it possible just to pretend she hadn't
heard? There was quite a lot of noise in the room. Might get away
with it.

But before she could do anything there was a tall
man behind her, looking over her shoulder, pretending to examine
the seating plan while he stood too close. Shivers lapped her
spine, fluttered over her scalp. It was him. His aftershave.
His watch on that wrist as he reached a long arm over her
shoulder to point at the map.

She stared at his finger and swallowed, remembering
how that same hand had cupped her pussy, protecting it from the
edge of the faux marble console, while she bent over the sink, held
onto the shiny faucet for dear life, and let him plumb her ass so
deeply.

"What table are you at?" he murmured, his warm
breath disturbing the loosed tendrils of her hair, moving them
against her cheek.

"Six...teen."

His other hand had swept briskly between her legs,
under her skirt, two fingertips following the trail of stickiness
along her inner thigh.

It took only seconds.

"You're wet." He chuckled softly in her ear.
"Alissandra."

Apparently he loved saying that, because for the
first few months of their internet chat she'd refused to give him
her real name. Most people knew her as 'Alix' and she preferred
that they not know anything more about her than was necessary. She
was a very private, careful, wary person—never gave out her number,
never ran the same route twice in one week, never liked having her
photo taken, never even left trash in a hotel room. She would
rather no one knew she was there at all. She did as she pleased,
went where she wanted, never gave anyone too much of herself. She
was an independent, unfettered soul.

Fact: Alix liked her secrets. Fact: This man had a
way of getting them out of her.

His finger took a second quick journey up the inside
of her thigh, higher this time.

She closed her eyes. "If anyone saw that..."

"Too late," he whispered.

Too late. He was right about that. Two men
had come into the bathroom soon after they started, while he was
fucking her cunt. They hadn't left. With her legs wrapped around
his waist, she'd glanced over the shoulder of his black evening
jacket and seen them staring, watching every thrust with sheer envy
in their eyes. She knew he'd seen them too, reflected in the
big gleaming mirror behind her. But they were both too far in to
stop. They'd waited a long time for that first meeting. She could
bite the anticipation between her teeth, taste it on her tongue
from the moment they knew they'd finally be in the same place, on
the same night.

Whoever the men were, they hadn't spoken a word,
just watched.

Even when he turned her over and she took the lube
out of her purse, the silent audience lingered to enjoy the
show.

Now those two men were elsewhere in the hotel,
sharing the secret. Would they tell others what they saw? Would
anyone believe them anyway?

Perhaps one of them would write a letter to
Penthouse, she mused.

"Don't you have any tissues?" she murmured. That
would have been preferable to his fingers, which had succeeded in
doing two things—smearing his spilled cum into her skin and making
her more aroused.

Putty. Helpless, fucking putty in his hands.
Apparently he knew it.

"Sorry." He laughed, walking away again with an
easy, careless stride.

"Damn you," she exclaimed, but he was too far away
to hear. In her peripheral vision she saw he'd stopped to lean over
a chair and talk to another guest. Mr. Smooth. No one appeared to
be looking at her. Seizing her moment she headed for table sixteen,
but as she moved to pass him, he broke off his conversation and
followed her. Alix could only move slowly, squeezing between other
diners, apologizing when people had to shuffle their chairs
in—although why she apologized to them, she couldn't imagine.
Still, she was late; they were punctual.

There it was. Table sixteen. Metro-sexual was
half-standing, waving with his napkin and, like a twat, shouting
something unfunny about her tardiness. Laughing loudly at his own
non-joke. He couldn't be drunk already surely. He had an empty seat
beside him—no surprise there—but she made a beeline for a chair
further around the table, out of his breath's reach.

A hand brushed her ass and then her hip. "Have fun."
Mr. Smooth swept by her, heading for his own table, far from hers.
She heard his buzzing phone, saw him lift it to his ear and snap
something into it.

Fact: He was the type who couldn't even turn his
phone off to eat dinner.

She tossed her card down and sat hastily before
another wet drip could slide down her thigh. Thank God there was
wine on the table. She reached for it and poured a large glass.
Not very ladylike, but sorry, Dad.

"Where have you been?" Metro-sexual demanded across
the gilded swirly antenna sticking out of the centerpiece. As if he
had any right to know her whys and wherefores. She knew he did it
so that other people at the table would think she was with him. It
made her nauseous.

She took a gulp of wine and it burned her tongue,
then her throat. Fortunately the woman beside her felt obliged to
comment on her dress and, just to avoid eye-contact with the
screaming asshole across the table, Alix took the opportunity to
become enthralled in this pointless, vapid conversation. Even as
her lips moved and the polite, harmless sounds of small talk came
out, she was busy assessing the other people at the table, her mind
ruffling them like fingers over hanging files. Nothing interesting.
The usual dull bastards. She'd actually been fool enough to hope
for someone new in the crowd, but it was always the same faces at
these events.

Fortunately, she'd changed her room before she
dressed for dinner. None of her work "mates" knew which room she
was in tonight. Secrets
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