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To all my friends in the Heart of Carolina Romance Writers Chapter of RWA. You guys rock when it comes to giving great advice!


      

    

Chapter 1

U need sex.

Well, duh. Who didn’t? Carly Greene stared at the text from Harmonie, hot history teacher extraordinaire and one of her besties. They’d talked about that very thing—both of them needing some hot, mindless sex—last week at Lucky’s when Carly and the rest of her teacher buds had gathered for drinks. Lately, it seemed the only sex Carly got was from Mr. Bunny, the battery-powered boyfriend in her nightstand. She wasn’t the only one either. Out of their whole group Eve was about the only one getting regular booty calls, and that was just because she was married to the way-too-sexy Tanner.

U gotta guy for me? Carly texted back and didn’t have to wait long for an answer.

Ur at a geek convention. They r all horny.

Carly had come to the bar after the rubber chicken conference dinner, hoping to relax a bit, but the crush of people and the crowded dance floor had just made her feel more isolated. She glanced along the length of the wooden bar and saw a guy standing at the corner. Now there was some eye candy. And he was staring back. At her.

U need sex.

Harmonie was right about that. Maybe what she really needed was a mind-blowing, no-holds-barred, no-strings fling with something tall, hot, and horny. Bonus that he didn’t look like the average computer geek.

Carly met Mr. Hottie’s smoldering gaze, picked up her beer bottle and took a long, slow sip, then caressed the length of the cold glass with her fingertips. She was being deliberately provocative. For once, she wanted simply to cut loose with no thought to the past or the future. Hopefully, he’d get the hint. His gaze shifted to her lips, lower to her tits, and back up again.

He smiled.

Oh yeah. He was definitely interested. Carly could already feel the moisture in her panties. The man was incredibly hot. Tall and lean, his broad shoulders were encased in a snug polo shirt. Those yummy shoulders tapered down to slender hips in form-fitting jeans. His dark hair, hard to tell what color in this light, was professionally cut. And when he smiled? Not only had he shown off straight, white teeth, but a great dimple in one cheek that suddenly made him look as human as he did perfect.

He picked up his beer and headed her way. The sex gods must be smiling.  The heat in Carly’s pussy went from zero to sixty in nothing flat. This was exactly what she needed, and if he turned out to have a voice like Mickey Mouse, there was always Mr. Bunny...or a gag.

* * * *

Nat Williams had signed up for the summer computer expo at the beach long before he’d transferred to his new job. He’d been tempted to cancel, but his new superintendent had urged him to go since he’d already paid for it. Not only was some of the newest technology on display, but vendors were demonstrating the latest educational software. Now, looking at the woman smiling at him from halfway down the bar, he was glad he’d listened.

Two more days of mind-numbing seminars and chicken dinners, and Nat feared he’d go insane. However, he was determined to liven things up a bit, and the woman sucking so seductively on that beer might be just the person to help him do it. He would enjoy the chance to get a little freaky  before he had to turn back into the epitome of stern and conservative. He’d definitely revisited some of his man-whore ways over the summer, but lately, none of those hook-ups had done it for him. Maybe this time would be different.

Watching her full lips on the beer bottle’s rim was already making his cock do a happy dance, and his brain play a movie of her mouth wrapped around his dick. The woman had a body made for sex, and that was exactly what he was looking to supply.

The spot next to her opened. Nat picked up his beer and slid in beside her, extending his hand. “Hi. I’m Nat.”

“Carly.” Her voice was throaty, sexy, and his cock stiffened a bit more. He was a sucker for voices. Always had been.

“You here for the conference?” he asked, hoping he got a yes in return. Conferences and conventions always seemed to have a free pass for sex tucked somewhere in the sign-in materials and promotional giveaways.

“Yes. You?”

He nodded. “Most of what I wanted to find out happened today, but I figured I’d stick around for a little while. What about you?”

“Someone from my office had to go,” Carly told him in that throaty, seductive voice of hers. “Since I was the newest, I got elected.”

The band came back on stage and began playing some classic dance tunes. Nat glanced at the musicians and the teeny tiny dance floor. His imagination immediately had her rubbing up against him in time with the music.

“Would you like to dance?” he asked.

Nat wasn’t a huge fan of dancing, but if it would get him close to Carly’s curvy body, he was more than ready. His cock jumped a bit more when her smile widened.

“I’d love to.”

He held out his hand and watched her slide off the stool. She wasn’t tall, about chin height, but boy was everything in just the right places. Her short, dark hair framed her pixie-like face in a halo of curls and made those blue eyes staring up at him seem even bigger than they were. Bedroom eyes that begged to be taken straight to the fun part. His cock throbbed.

How long had it been since he’d fucked anyone? Too long, if you asked his dick, but Nat would cure that particular problem in short order. At least, he hoped so. 

The music switched to something slow and sexy as they stepped onto the postage stamp excuse of a dance floor. Nat grinned as he pulled the super sexy Carly up close. Molded chest to thighs, he felt every soft curve of her, just as he was sure she felt the part of him getting harder and bigger. When she didn’t back away from the contact, Nat let his hands glide from her waist to her butt. He really needed a chance to relax before he settled into his new job, and man, he hoped Carly was willing to play.

His balls tightened. Lord did she have a great ass. Round and tight, he could just imagine rubbing his dick up between those sweet cheeks, maybe even dipping in between.

Her arms wrapped behind his neck. “You feel amazing,” she whispered in that husky voice.

“So do you.” He squeezed her ass just a little, and she rubbed against his aching cock. “I may be shooting myself in the foot here,” he murmured, “but how about a walk on the beach?”

“Just a walk?” her question came out on a soft chuckle.

Nat rubbed one hand up and down her narrow back. “A walk, or whatever you want.”

“All right.”

His friend Ben now leaned against the bar as Nat followed Carly from the floor. Ben’s blond brows arched and his mouth quirked in amusement. Nat grinned back then shifted his gaze back to Carly, his eyes glued to the gentle sway of her hips in the swingy sundress she had on. He adjusted his dick into a more comfortable position, then while she gathered her phone and her purse, he paid for their beers and took her elbow. His cock was more than ready for the ending Nat hoped this night would have.

* * * *

The beach was deserted, the only light coming from the area around the pool. Carly should probably be concerned, but there was something about Nat that made her implicitly trust him. She didn’t know if it was his deep voice or that errant dimple that gave him a faintly naughty look when he smiled as if he was letting her in on a little secret.

He steadied her as she took off her heeled sandals at the edge of the sand. A gentleman. She grinned up at him. “You want to walk or kiss?”

He laughed. “You don’t beat around the bush.”

Carly put her hands on her hips. Probably best to get everything out in the open now. “I don’t have much faith in instant romance, but I’m all about a great one-night, no-strings fling.”

Despite the darkness, she could see the speculative look in his eye. “One night, no strings?”

“Anything you want.” Her heart thumped. This would be so much better than Mr. Bunny, and if it wasn’t? Well, she’d brought Mr. Bunny with her. He’d finished the job before on more than one occasion.

Nat stepped in close, trailed his knuckles along her cheek. “Anything? What if I want to strip you and eat you right here, where anyone could watch?”

Excitement shivered through her. Her panties had to be soaked by now. She grinned at him challengingly. “I’m ready. Are you?”

He lifted her chin. “A kiss first.” And covered her mouth with his. Carly’s toes curled into the sand as their lips touched and tasted. Man, he was a great kisser. She sure as hell hoped that was just the beginning of what he was good at. He rubbed her lips with his, teasing instead of instantly trying to stick his tongue down her throat. Carly tugged at Nat’s bottom lip and heard him groan just before he eased his tongue inside her mouth. 

The strokes of his tongue made Carly clench her thighs together as sensations traveled along her nerve endings to the very core of her. His hand kneaded her ass and pulled her in tight against the solid ridge of his cock. Damn he was hard. Her pussy ached with the need to have him fill her. It had been way, way too long.

Nat lifted her to the railing of the walkway.

“Spread your legs, darlin’.”

Carly balanced her arms on the railing and slowly did what he asked. He was going to do it. He was going to fuck her right here. It might be deserted now, but there was no guarantee it would stay that way. The thought left her as breathless as his kisses.

“Please tell me you have a condom,” she pleaded.

He sucked in a breath. “Yeah. But there’s no rush. Let me get a look at that pussy. That’s it.” His fingers pushed aside the lace of her panties. The cool ocean breeze made her ache that much more. From the way he smiled, Carly knew he felt how wet she was. Nat stepped in again for a kiss. “You ready to come, Carly?”

Her nipples hardened, and her heart pounded. All she could do was nod. Nat bent to the task. With one hand steadying her waist, he slowly dragged his tongue along her drenched slit, slid deep inside her then licked back up to her clit, flicking his tongue back and forth in a rhythm that made her thighs twitch with each stroke. She couldn’t remember anyone ever getting her worked up so quickly.

“Yes,” she whispered. “That feels incredible.”

Nat glanced at her with a grin then went back to work, feasting on her aching bud while he slid two fingers in and out of her in a way that teased her g-spot. Carly moved one hand to his shoulder to steady herself and tilted her hips to get closer to his mouth. Nat played her with lips, tongue, and fingers until she was a moaning puddle of sensation.

“Come for me, Carly.” His voice was deep, urgent. She couldn’t imagine doing anything elese.

Masculine laughter came from around the pool area. 

“Someone’s coming,” she moaned.

Nat lifted his head. Her juices gleamed around his mouth. “Do you care?” he asked. From the look in his eye, she knew he would stop if she said yes. But she wasn’t about to ask him to stop. She’d had enough this past year of being a good girl. It was time to let a little of her wild side back out to play. Carly shook her head, and her heart thumped. 

“Finish me. Let them watch.”

“You want me to fuck you while they watch?” The gleam in his eye was a challenge she couldn’t resist.

“Yeah.”

His smile was slow, the dimple more than apparent. “Well, all right then.”

Carly heard the footsteps—heavy, masculine—but she was beyond caring. Nat was finger fucking her and hitting her happy place in such a way she was about to come for him and whoever else happened to be there.

“Damn, Nat,” she heard another voice say. “You were serious about getting some. Can I watch?”

Carly turned her head slightly to see a tall, blond-haired man leaning against the railing just a few feet away. She’d noticed him at the bar when they left. The blond’s hands were in his pants pockets, drawing attention to the growing bulge in his slacks.

“Hey, Ben. Nice of you to join us. Carly said it was okay. Is it still okay with you, babe?” he asked.

She met Nat’s gaze. “Yes.”

“We can finish it here or take it up to my room,” he offered.

Carly’s nipples were heavy. Her pussy ached to be filled. “Yes.”

Nat chuckled. “You want me to make you come here then go to our room to fuck?”

She nodded.

“You heard the woman,” his friend Ben said, watching from just a few feet away.

Nat pushed her legs a little wider. “See how pretty she is, Ben?”

“Hell, yeah.”

Nat ducked his head down and licked again. Carly watched Ben, whose eyes were glued to where Nat worked her pussy with his mouth and his fingers. It was too much, way beyond her wildest fantasies. She’d always secretly wanted someone to watch her come, watch her get fucked, maybe even join in, but she’d never felt comfortable enough to turn it into reality. Best of all, none of this would follow her back home.

Carly’s head fell back, and she came with a loud moan. Nat steadied her while she shook with her orgasm. Ben still stared at them, but now he’d shifted and was using one of his hands to slowly rub and squeeze the bulge in his pants. Another wave of sensation rolled through her, and she squeezed the two fingers Nat still had tunneled deep inside her as she cried out.

Nat laughed, a low, sexy sound of male satisfaction. Carly couldn’t help grinning at him. How many guys had she been with who would have already been whining about getting off before she could even enjoy the afterglow of her climax? Yet here was Nat, all but a stranger, looking happy just to be the one to make her come. She leaned forward and kissed him, tasting her on his lips. Nat helped her straighten her clothes before glancing at his friend. “Get a bottle of tequila and bring it up to the room.”

“Sure thing.” Ben spun on his heel and strode down the boardwalk.

Nat held her hand even after he helped her down from the railing. With a tug, he pulled her into his hard, aroused body. “You can still back out.”

Carly liked the way his eyes glowed with a mixture of heat and concern. Was he offering to let her walk before he’d even gotten off? “No way. I need this.”

He grinned, pulled her in against his side and hurried her back to the bank of elevators just inside the back door. “I am so going to fuck you silly,” he whispered to her. 

* * * *

Nat hugged Carly close to him, amazed at just how sexy and willing she was. She’d tasted like heaven, and he planned on a big second helping. As the elevator traveled upward, he lifted her chin with one finger and went back to kissing her. The idea of making love to her while Ben watched them had his balls so tight he was afraid he’d come before Ben could get up there.

Nat had known Benton Henderson the Third since college. In fact, it was Ben who’d let him know about the job opportunities around Raleigh. As a thank you, Nat had invited him along to the conference.

The ding of the elevator brought him back to reality. Carly tugged him out the door. And wasn’t that an even bigger turn on? He didn’t want a woman who was passive. Nat wanted his partners just as involved in the sex as he was.

“Which way?” She asked.

He grinned and pointed down the hall. “Last door on the left. Great ocean view.”

She laughed. “You brought me up here for the view?”

“Oh, I plan to view a lot. It just won’t be the ocean.”

Nat slipped his card in the lock and shoved the door open, letting Carly precede him. He’d splurged for a suite. Now he was glad he had. This party could get started right in the living room. Carly tossed her purse on the coffee table. Nat’s gaze dropped to her ass, nicely outlined by the short dress she wore.

“C’mere,” he growled.

Carly, it seemed, needed no second invitation. In seconds, she had her hands working on his belt while he filled his with the sweet, plump cheeks of her ass. The opening of the door barely registered. Not until he heard the clink of glasses did he truly realize Ben was back.

“Shots are poured,” Ben said with a soft chuckle, “and I won’t hold it against you that you started without me.”

Carly giggled. “Just warming up.”

Ben handed her a glass. “Just want to reassure you. I’m here simply in a voyeuristic role. You and Nat want anything else, speak up. I’m game, but I won’t barge in.”

One look at the way Carly’s nipples poked out the fabric of her dress, and there was no doubt in Nat’s mind, she was ready to play. She knocked back the shot, handed the glass to Ben and turned into Nat’s arms. He moved his hands up and down her sides, from the flare of her hips on up so he could cup the swell of her breasts. Her tits weren’t big, but there was more than enough to make him and his dick happy. But that ass of hers? Now that was world class. He liked hips on a woman.

“Take your dress off, Carly, while Ben and I watch.” 

Ben poured them all another shot.

“A toast,” Nat said softly, “to an unforgettable night.”

They downed the shots, and Carly slipped the straps of her sundress off each slender shoulder. Nat’s breath caught at the same time as Ben blew out a long, slow huff of air. Nat’s gaze followed her slender fingers as she pushed the material off each creamy breast. Swaying slightly
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