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In flight Australia.

No losing your temper on a birdie, mate.

Miller’s skull started to thump. Briefly, he pinched the bridge of his nose in an attempt to relieve the headache coming on.

A glance at his watch told him they had just over two hours of flight time left. Teach him to ever fly commercial again. He hated not being able to stop when he bloody well felt like it.

Since boarding, he’d wanted off. Unfortunately, one of the most irritating blokes he’d ever met sat two seats away.

He shifted once more. Even in first class, the seat was a snug fit. Or maybe it wouldn’t be if he could forget he sat beside one of the world’s true beauties. Since leaving Sydney, he’d lost count of how many glances he’d stolen.

Every time she’d gotten up he’d gotten an eyeful, she was something to gaze upon. A lot of long, blue black-hair framed her face. A time or two, a gray eye had flashed his way, putting him in mind of a stormy sky. He didn’t mind getting lost in the sky. Any sky.

From the minute they’d climbed aboard in Sydney, she’d tried to talk to him several times. Now he regretted not pursuing a conversation. The attention had left him tongued tired. Hell, talking wasn’t a special strength of his. Now orders he could give. His father had taught him that much.

Never in his bloody life had he ever been so aware of woman before. He wiped his sweaty palms on his pants. Did his best to ignore the lust she invoked.

Their arms brushed. Another thrill heated his blood. He swallowed. Every time their bodies connected, a jolt went through him. He hadn’t been able to get used to the instant turn-on. The constant arousal she provoked.

“I’m sorry.” She attempted to shrink in the chair.

“No worries.” He placed his elbow on the arm of the chair on the aisle and braced his chin on his fist. Still, he felt the warmth of her body.

“Plenty of room my way.” The drunken wracker on the woman’s other side patted the chair arm.

Again, the woman ignored the man.

Miller had never wanted to put his fist down a stranger’s cakehole as much as this bloke’s. The man had been nothing but loud and obnoxious. Earlier, he’d started an argument with another first class passenger over American football.

What annoyed Miller most...from time to time, he’d made a pass at the beauty between them.

“No need to be shy...” Again, the bloke patted his chair’s arm.

Miller clenched his teeth.

“Excuse me, please.” The beauty stood up to get around him. This wasn’t the first time she’d left her seat. Again he got an eyeful of her rounded arse. He’d look his fill this time around. Wouldn’t close his eyes when he noted her returning.

Miller tried to move his knees out of the way. Admittedly as a big man, it wasn’t easy. But he did what he could to allow her to pass by.

The plane hit turbulence, and she landed in his lap.

The seatbelt sign came on.

He grunted as the aircraft hit another air pocket, and she bounced on his thighs. He inhaled her light scent. Christ, she had a mass of jet, black hair. The erection he’d been struggling with stiffened his prick as her soft body lingered against his.

“Oh.” She scrambled up. “I’m so sorry.”.

To keep her balanced, he grasped one of her arms as the plane went through another patch of rough sky. A force of arousal awakened deep inside him. A current of which he’d never experienced the likes before.

Stormy gray eyes attempted to swallow him whole.

This time he didn’t look away. His breath rushed from his lungs as he got the first, real look at her. From her profile, he’d liked what he’d seen...yet now, he felt like the plane had plunged twenty thousand feet. The clear skin of her heart-shaped face flushed. Arched black eye-brows, a straight nose, and a full pouty mouth defined her features. Then, she did something few women did for him, she smiled, showing twin dimples.

Raw lust heated his blood. His balls drew up tight.

Not since he’d been sixteen, had he responded this way.

She wasn’t a beauty in any classical sense.

No, in his book she was better. Curvaceous and cute as hell. Dynamite in a package a good foot shorter than himself. Though he couldn’t be any more accurate because of the ridiculous thick-heeled boots she wore.

Oh, eh. He had himself a real problem now. Damn hard to focus past his hard-on.

A loud whistle cut the air. “Wish I’d had the aisle seat.”

A tic beating to life in his cheek, he let her go.

“Excuse me.” She shuffled around his other leg.

Through half lidded eyes, he watched her arse until she disappeared into the restroom. No, this time, he wouldn’t look away. And if he got lucky, and she tried to talk to him again, he’d manage some sort of response.

A minute or so later, she reappeared. He looked on as she spoke with a flight attendant.

Miller frowned, when the little Yank crooked her finger at him. Curious, he unbuckled his belt. When the flight attendant passed by him, he made his way over to her.

“Eh?”

“Um...” Her white teeth raked over her lower lips, causing his balls tingled. “I hate to ask...” She gasped as the bird hit another rough patch of turbulence, and she grabbed his shirt.

Miller braced his legs, while he clasped her shoulder. “It’s all right.”

“I’ve not flown before. Well, I mean since before leaving Iowa.”

He grunted. He flew nearly every day.

A dimple winked at him as she smoothed down his shirt front. “Sorry, about that.” The caressing fingers stimulated his nipples. His prick pulsed in need.

Need. Desire. It was a powerful force.

He glanced at the unoccupied restroom.

Joining the mile high club would relieve some of the growing sexual tension. But even if the Yank was interested, he had no desire to be arrested.

Christ, he had to get a hold of himself. He didn’t pick up women in bars, let alone on a bird at thirty thousand feet. Unlike his brothers, who had taken to the clubs for one night stands, they’d never been his scene. Instead, when the need struck, he paid for sex. No strings. No fuss. And like many men, his palms had always been his best friends.

“You wanted something?”

“Oh, yes.” Her hand fluttered over her exposed cleavage.

Miller’s gaze was drawn to her long, painted nails as much as to the lush swell of her breasts.

She moved closer, so he’d hear her better. “I hate to ask. I don’t want to make you any more uncomfortable.”

A frown tightened the skin across his forehead as he met her expressive eyes. He was in trouble. He liked the sound of her voice. It was light, a breeze on a hot summer day.

Since when had he ever noticed a woman’s voice? Or what kind of bloody shoes one wore?

“I’ve asked the flight attendant, but there are no unoccupied seats available on this flight.” She lowered her lashes. “Would you mind switching seats with me? I hate to ask...”

Suddenly realizing he still held onto her, he let her go and peered over his shoulder at the obnoxious bloke. “No, I don’t mind.”

“Thank you.” She sighed. “If I had to sit by him another minute...his touch creeps me out.”

“He physically harassed you?” His teeth clenched. Dammit. He hadn’t noticed since he’d been spending his time trying not to eyeball her.

Fuck.

“Nothing I couldn’t handle.” She wiped her hands on her jeans. “I’m sure it’s the alcohol coming out.”

Eh, the bloke had put some away. But some blokes were always a pig’s arse. “Come on, sheila.” He turned away from her to lead them back to their seats.

Taking the center chair, he made sure to take up as much room as he possibly could.

“Oh, come on, man.” The bloke leaned forward.

Miller turned his head to meet the man’s gaze. “I’d like nothing better than to be given a reason...”

With his mouth twisted up, the man plastered himself up against the wall.

Thought as much.

* * *
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Kaycee re-crossed her legs. This time, she brought them to rest along that of the Australian’s.

Holy snap. The man was yummy. And big. Too bad he was so quiet.

She bit her lip so she wouldn’t bother him again. It was clear he wasn’t interested in talking, let alone her. But the need for sex hummed in her veins. For hours, she’d been fantasizing over the big Aussie.

What she wouldn’t give to be her best friend right now. Just what would Gina do in this situation? Gina would be in her element coming on to this man. She, on the other hand, always waited for the guy to make a move. There’d been little making moves lately, too. Not with Ginas in the world to act first.

Doug had stolen so much from her.

Now, she wasn’t comfortable in loud clubs. The feel of the music pumping in her heart unnerved her. And she wasn’t crazy about the fact many considered clubs to be meat markets for easy pickups. But she still tagged along with Gina because there were aspects she did like. There was never enough time for her girlfriends anymore. She loved music, and she liked to watch people. Yes, she’d call herself a people person.

So what’s stopping you now?

Now was different. She didn’t just want to be friendly. She wanted to be seductive.

Just try to talk to him, again.

Time and again, Gina had encouraged her in the past months. She could do this on her own.

Though, he didn’t appear to have any difficulty with flying, she leaned over. Unable to help herself, she pressed into his hard as rock biceps. Just one little touch wouldn’t hurt. “Do you fly a lot?” Her fingers twitched to caress the thick muscles of his arm. Like his chest, the muscles were thick and defined.

“Eh, I do.” Stunning blue eyes met hers for the briefest of moments before he faced forward again.

Refusing to give up just yet, she rested her head on the cushion. “Are you traveling on business?”

“Eh, I was.”

Okay. At that short answer, she leaned back into her seat. She’d tried to come onto him. Unsuccessfully. Maybe she could find a class for this sort of thing.

He surprised her when he turned to face her. “I was in Sydney for some AusSAR training.”

A quiver raced along her spine. He’d spoken to her. Progress.

The man was dreamy. Ruggedly handsome. Like his shoulders, his face was broad. His nose and mouth were a perfect fit in the hard plains of his face. His blond hair needed a trim.

“AusSAR?” She remembered to breathe.

“The national search and rescue organization. It’s part of the Australian Maritime Safety Authority “

She smiled. It’d be easy to listen to him talk. Way easy. “That sounds exciting.”

In her mind’s eye, a scene of her friend, Gina, letting some guy take her against a bar’s wall startled her. Her face heated. How many times had Gina had a one night stand?

Did she have it in her to even dare? Risk something so personal with a man she didn’t even know?

“Are you married?” Impulsively she took a risk.

“What?” He leaned closer as if he hadn’t heard her.

She swallowed, her stomach knotting with nerves. “Are you married?” She kept her voice low as she took another glance at his hands where they rested on his thighs. He had big hands. No band or suntan line was evident on his ring finger.

“No.”

“Are you engaged?”

He blinked long lashes. “No.”

“Are you in a relationship?”

His nostrils flared. “No, I’m not.”

“After we land...” Kaycee’s heart pounded a frantic rate. “After we land, would you like to get a room with me?”

“Are you forgetting another important question?”

“Oh...no...Oh...” She straightened up in her seat at the heat burning her face. “I’m sorry.” When would she ever learn? How many times had Gina said the good ones were either married or gay?

“Come here.” He hadn’t moved, so she leaned back over. “Are you clean?” His low voice rolled along her skin. Holy snap, she loved his Aussie accent.

“What?” She blinked, then moaned ducking her head against him.

Oh, how embarrassing. That was the question she’d forgotten. Though, she worried that wasn’t something her friend bothered to check.

She nodded, unable to look up. “Are you?” There was no incentive for him to tell the truth.

“Eh, I am. You sure about this?”

Why would any man say he’s not clean when he was about to get lucky? But regarding his steady gaze, she believed him. Instantly, she trusted him.

Briefly her eyes closed..

Sex with a stranger could be a good thing.

She met his blue gaze once more. Looking into his handsome face, she’d bet he did this sort of thing all the time.

Nipples tingling, she pressed closer. “Will you kiss me?”

At the brush of his lips, she clasped his face. His scruffy face was rough under her fingers. She whimpered, tasting the beer he’d drank earlier.

The kiss was gentle and too brief. Not anything like she expected from a man his size.

“Oh, yes, yes I am.” She gulped for a steadying breath.

He kissed her again. This time his tongue delved into her mouth. She moaned, loving the feel of his large one dancing with hers. He teased her to distraction, sending delicious sensations through her body. His hand closest to her slipped into her lap to caress her thigh.

Leaving her breathless, he broke the embrace of their lips. “One rule.”

“What’s that?”

“No names. No important info exchanged.” His nostrils flared, alerting her that the kiss had affected him, too. “One night together. That’s all.”

That seemed best, considering this was casual sex with no strings. “Okay.” She nodded, their breath mingling.

“Eh, then, we’ll share a room.”

* * *
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Miller’s hand trembled when he signed his name for the room. The Yank stood about three feet away with her bags. Christ, she’d hauled a shit load of bags across the pond.

Her dimples showed as her lips curled up in a grin, causing his heart to thunder like a herd in a panic.

Free sex with a complete stranger. This wasn’t his scene. This was something he’d wanted to knock his younger brothers’ heads together over. What the hell had come over him?

Bugger me. I know what’s come over me. My rigid prick. The last hours had been more foreplay, more anticipation than he’d had in his entire bloody life.

But why had she singled him out? She was young and breathtaking. He frowned. Just how old was the Yank?

With a bellhop leading the way, he walked directly behind her. He exhaled sharply. She was small. No, she was short. She had a full set of breasts and a round spankable arse.

In the elevator, she stood directly in front of him. Without the boots on she wore the top of her head would tuck under his chin with room to spare.

Christ, she was curvaceous for someone small.

Once the luggage was unloaded, he slipped the bloke a tip. “Thanks.”

“You, too, mate.”

Then, they were alone.

“Thanks for flipping for the suite.” She dropped the bag she carried on a desk. “But I don’t mind splitting the cost.”

“No worries. I can afford it.” Though the drought had taken a toll on the station, he had plenty put away. “How old are you?”

“What?”

“How old are you?”

“I thought you didn’t want any info exchanged...”

“Just your age.”

“I’ll be twenty-six on my next birthday.” The Yank toyed with a lock of her hair. “How old are you?”

“Older than you.” He was too damn old to be fooling around with her. Ten years. He had nearly ten years on her. She was young. Younger than his baby brother. Eh, too bloody young for him.

She nodded before looking down.

Instead of leaving like he should, something unexplainable drove him to move closer. “I turned thirty-four last week.”

Her smile hit him hard in his solar plexus. Christ, she had an engaging smile. It was the dimples. It had to be. He’d never seen anyone with them before. “Happy belated birthday.”

“Thanks.” Hell, if it weren’t for his mum, he’d forget he had one.

“So, mate, do you mind if I take a shower before we get busy?” A flush spread up from the exposed portions of her breasts, neck to settle in her checks.

“Have at it.” He shoved his hands into his pockets, feeling sixteen again. Even now, he remembered how Emily had blushed. He blinked Em’s memory away. Emily was history. Old history.

Picking up his single bag, he placed it on the other side of the room. At her side, he motioned to her half dozen bags. “Where do you want these?”

“Oh, they’re fine...”

Ignoring her, he settled four on the extra bed, leaving the two smaller ones on the floor.

“Thank you.”

He shrugged a shoulder before slipping into the bathroom to piss.

Back in the bedroom when he returned, the Yank had unzipped two of the suitcases. She held up two small pieces of fabric. “So, which color do you like best?” She held the black slip up in front of her. “Is this one sexier?”

“The blue.” He exhaled. “I like the blue.” Many of the working girls he’d been with wore black.

“Okay. Blue it is.” She brushed past him, sending a jolt through him. His prick stiffened.

“Yank?”

She grinned. “Aussie...”

“Australian born are natives.” He wanted to bite his tongue watching her eyes widen. “We’re known as natives.”

“Native then.”

No info, mate. You could have been from New Zealand for all she knew.

“Are you hungry? Want some lunch first?” They’d had a light breakfast on the birdie.

After a shake of her head, she picked up one of the smaller bags from the floor. “Let’s make love first. Maybe nap before a meal?”

Make love.

Bloody fuck.

He’d never even heard the term before.

Twenty minutes later, Miller sat on a chair in the corner waiting. Sweat coated his palms. He sat there listening to her. After the toilet had flushed, she’d spent ten minutes in the shower.

His prick pulsed eagerly in his jeans.

What could possibly be taking her so long? Had she changed her mind? Should he check on her? Should he change his bloody mind?

No mate, only a fool would pass her up.

After removing his boots and socks, he placed a box of condoms on the nightstand. Just like his knife, he never left home without protection. It was always best to be prepared.

Thankfully, he didn’t have too much longer to wait.

The Yank was hesitant to join him. Her head peeked out first. “Just checking to see if you stayed.”

He grunted. “Eh, sheila, I’m here.”

She came into the bedroom. Her lush curves overflowed the skimpy lingerie. When she turned in a circle, he saw her arse showed in the back.

His prick twitched.

Already his muscles tightened in anticipation.

On light steps, she made her way over to stand in front of him and let her hair down.

Miller’s breathing turned rough. Christ, she was breathtaking.

“Do you like it?” She soothed the material down over her stomach.

“Eh.” He swallowed and stood. Her hands rested on his chest. His guess had been right, she was small. She was shorter with the ridiculous high heeled boots off.

No, she wasn’t small. She was curvy and short. He spent his days around big animals. He was a rough man. The Yank reminded him of how he felt around his nieces and nephew. Protective.

And awkward as hell.

Up on her tiptoes, she kissed his mouth. “I’ve never had a one night stand.” Her lips nibbled at his. “Will you make it special for me?”

Miller shuddered under her caressing hands.

I’ve never had a one night stand. Was that possible?

Special. She wanted this special. He’d been a walking hard-on since she’d sat down beside him in Sydney.

Groaning, he lifted his head. “Give me five minutes.” He headed to the shower. He wouldn’t need five full minutes. Only long enough to beat off and take the edge off.

What he needed now was some control.

Special. He didn’t know a bloody thing about special.
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Kaycee supposed she should be worried, or nervous. She wasn’t. Still, as soon as she’d arrived at the hotel while the Native had checked them in, she’d left a message on her mom’s voice mail of where she was staying.

Better safe than sorry.

Her sight landed on the box of condoms. With a shaking hand, she picked it up. Extra large. Heat scalded along her skin.

Extra large.

Holy snap.

Butterflies returned to her stomach.

Okay. So I’m nervous. But I’m excited, too.

Quickly, she counted them to find four missing. So, he’d done this before. Probably on every business trip he took. It was good though that he appeared to be careful.

Stuffing the rubbers back in the box, she put them back in their place so he couldn’t tell she’d looked.

Inside the bathroom, the shower turned off, and she jumped.

This is crazy. What would mom say if she knew?

No. The chemistry was there. It’d run through her like lighten.

Remember this stay in Australia is supposed to be the beginning of the rest of your life.

Live it up a little.

Plus, this night will wipe away a lot of ugly memories.

Do not go there. Not ever again. At least not now.

She was a survivor.

Shakily, she brushed her hair back over her shoulders.

The door opened quietly, and the blond Aussie ambled out with a towel around his hips. Using another smaller one, he dried his hair.

Kaycee scrambled up onto her knees to ogle him. His clothes hadn’t hid what lay beneath, but who could have imagined the allure. He was a big broad man with a delicious muscles topped with a pallet of chest hair running down until tapering out of site.

Doug hadn’t had a single hair on his chest.

Stop it.

No comparing.

Don’t let him ruin this fantasy come true. And making love with a dreamy Australian had been her fantasy for years now.

Instead of crossing to the bed, he went to the floor to ceiling window and pulled the curtain closed, shadowing the room in semi darkness.

She nearly panted by the time he sat beside her on the bed. He faced her, allowing the towel he’d used on his hair to drape around his shoulders.

“You sure around this?” One of his big hands splayed on the bed.

“Yes.” She reached out to comb her fingers through his thick hair. She liked the natural highlights the strands had. “You’ve got beautiful hair.”

He grunted, his eyelids dropped to half-mast.

“You do.” Her teeth caught her lower lip as she stroked the gold and white strands. His hair had been kissed by the sun.

Instinct assured her, this first move was up to her. He wouldn’t push. So, she rose up on her knees and shifted over to him. Only then did his hand leave the bed. It cupped her bottom.

She gasped at the rough feel of his hand on her skin, shivered as he roamed up her back under the material. Settling in close to him, she kissed him. Immediately, his mouth opened for her exploration.

Liquid heat pooled between her legs, inciting a moan. He had a nice mouth. A gentle mouth as he permitted her to explore to her delight.

Their tongues tangled round and round one another’s.

Kaycee’s arms went around his shoulders to allow her to press against his chest. “Oh...” She liked the feel of his hard body against hers. Squirming closer, she clasped his face. “Oh, you shaved.”

In her center, delicious sensations danced wildly.

Her fingers played over his smooth skin and square jaw. “You’re yummy.” Eagerly, she nibbled on his lower lip savoring the minty taste that lingered.

One hand stayed on her back while the other rough hand slid around to a breast. She arched her back at the feel of the swollen flesh in his palm.

He squeezed, tweaking the extended nipple.

“Oh...” She moaned, trailing kisses along his jaw line. Her hands pushed the towel off to stroll over the muscles of his wide shoulders and upper arms.

Her breath came quickly now. The skin under her lingering lips was so warm. At the feel of her teeth on his earlobe, his hand tightened on her breast. “That feels good...” She arched into him when his other hand cupped her other breast. Roughly, he massaged the sensitive globes. “You feel so good against me.”

“Sheila.” He lifted the nighty over her head, momentarily breaking the contact of their bodies.

For a heartbeat, she allowed him to look at her breasts. Only a heartbeat, then she kissed him again, urging him to follow her to the bed.

He did as she bid, not breaking the kiss. He shed the towel and settled beside her. The hair on his chest sent her into frenzy. “You remind me of a bear.” Her hands sculpted his pecs. She loved how easily his chest stimulated her skin.

Gently, she raked her long nails over his nipples. Though flat, they were hard like her own.

Continuing to toy with his nipples, she earned a growl. Her heart leapt at the noise rumbling from his chest. “Do you like that?”

Kaycee gasped when he caught her hands up, collecting them in one of his. He pulled her arms over her head and braced himself back on his forearm. Her pulse quickened. One of his hairy legs entwined with hers. The weight was welcomed. The hair along his thigh and calves tickled her skin as much as the mat on his chest did her breasts.

It had been a long time since she’d felt the rising tide of arousal like these. A very long time. And then it hadn’t been real.

Panting she squirmed, wanting closer. Needing more.

Instead, he claimed her mouth in a deep, toe curling kiss. His tongue teased hers into play, dueling now and then. Her hips arched in need, in offering.

An instable need tightened her clit.

Moisture pooled at her sex. She wanted him. Wanted him. How amazing he could make her feel so alive. So good. So wanton.

She cried out when he shifted closer, bringing his big cock in contact with her hip. “Oh, yes.” Desperate to feel him, she tried to break the hold his single hand had on her wrists. “Let me touch you...”

Instead, his kiss lingered, his hand drifting down between her legs. She folded her free leg up in invitation. She didn’t have to beg. His fingers slipped into her wet folds. Slowly, he explored her swollen flesh. His fingers teased her to near madness.

“What’s your...” She tried to gain her breath between passes of his lips. “...name?”

Stilling the torture of his fingers, he lifted his head. His nostrils flared.

“I want to know whose name to scream.”

“Miller.” A shudder ran through his big body. “Miller Thorn.” His eyes were nearly black with desire, his pupils dilated.

“Kaycee.” Her breasts heaved while she tried to catch her breath. “My name’s Kaycee Hollenbeck.”

His hand went back to teasing. This time, he eased two fingers inside her hole. A thrill rocketed through her body. Bliss built at the feel of his thumb and fingers working in unison to bring her to pleasure.

The ecstasy intensified with each thrust of his fingers, with each swipe of his thumb on her tight clit. Her body tensed as the orgasm washed through her. She whimpered feeling the tiny pulses of her inner walls fade away.

Finally letting go of her wrists, Miller removed his hand then, shifted to reach the condoms. She caressed his skin closest to her while he worked.

Enthralled, she watched through lowered lids while he rolled it down over the head of his thick cock to the base at his big balls.

His breathing had turned harsh. “You sure?”

As crazy as it might sound to some, she’d never been surer of anything before. Moaning, she urged him to settle over her. Legs spread wide, she accommodated his girth.

No sooner had he climbed over her, did he roll them over.

“Oh, Miller.” She came up on top with no leg room. But he scooted them over to the center of the bed.

“Ride me.” His sexy accent rolled along her nerve endings.

Her breath caught. Her stomach tightened, along with the muscles of her sex. Pleasure beat wildly in her clit.

Ride me. Oh...

Control. What a delicious sensation.

Still unsure on how to take the initiative, she kissed him. A kiss he whole heatedly returned. The suction of his mouth, his delving tongue, and teeth had her squirming. She broke the kiss, shifted backwards to bump his hard cock. Arching her bottom, she rubbed her wet folds against the thick length.

Over and over, she teased them.

Her breasts dragged back and forth along his chest. Placing her hands on his abdomen, she lifted up to bring her sex down on his cock. “Miller....” She closed her eyes, making her way down his big, rigid length.

He stretched her out of practice muscles, filled her up more with each inch. An ache built inside her. A satisfying ache she could get used too. He felt so good buried in her depths. She could feel him deep now. So deep, but she wanted so much more. Finally, when she was fully seated on his cock, she opened her eyes.

Sweat coated his forehead.

His teeth were clenched. So were his fists, which knotted the sheets alongside her thighs.

She moaned liking the effect she had on him.

Experimentally, she ground herself back and forth on him and gasped at the ache his cock caused. It was a pleasant ache, almost painful. He was big. Hard. And buried so deep in her body. Still, she wanted more.

So much more of Miller Thorn.

Closing her eyes, she rocked herself enjoying the movement of his body inside her own. With the use of slow motions, she relished the delicious ache the intimate caress caused.

She gasped, opening her eyes at the feel of his thumb at her swollen clit. “Oh, Miller...” The friction intensified as he worked her flesh. “Oh, God, yes.” She stopped moving, sitting there while his body filled her up. His fingers worked her like an instrument.

His free hand caught a breast and squeezed. Then he massaged his way to her other breast. Her back arched at the first spark of a climax. Her hips rolled as she sought the full measure of paradise. When the orgasm hit, her inner muscles gripped him in an attempt to milk him dry.

“Miller...” Panting, she ground down. “You feel so good in me...” She wanted to give him, what he’d given her.

Pleasure.

Sweet, sweet pleasure.

Abruptly, he bucked underneath her. She cried out and hung on. Over and over, he thrust his hips upward in a brutal rhythm. She moaned with the hardness driving up inside of her eager hole.

His hands grabbed her thighs.

Once, twice, three times his hips bucked under her weight. Groaning, his body jerked up, strained, arched in climax.

Whimpering, she enjoyed the pulsing his cock did while it emptied. She enjoyed the feel of his length softening the slightest bit inside her.

“Sheila.” His chest heaved. “I need to collect the condom.”

“Oh.” She scrambled off.

Miller removed the condom, then swung into a sitting position on the side of the bed. Shyly she pulled a sheet up as cover. As her heart calmed, he disappeared into the bathroom. The experience had been an incredible one for her. Inner muscles clenched reminding her of just how much she’d enjoyed it. And now he was deposing of the evidence he’d enjoyed it to. He returned just as quickly.

A sense of relief eased her mind. Doug had no claim to her now. She could go on with all aspects of her life. Now more than ever she was grateful she’d followed her dream and come to Australia.

He perched on the side of the bed before joining her again. She pulled the sheet up over him too. Hesitantly, she scooted over to his side and rested her head on his shoulder. A sigh rushed through her lips at the feel of his arm going around her.

“A nap.” His fingers trailed along her arm. “And a meal.”

“Hmm...it sounds wonderful.” Kaycee cuddled onto his warm body. Her fingers worked their way into the fur on his chest.

* * *
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Kaycee Hollenbeck.

A going on twenty-six year old Yank.

Miller’s hand rubbed along her bare skin of her shoulder, rib, and arm. His other handheld onto the wrist of her hand on his chest.

His heart thumped a chaotic pace under her fingers while his prick pulsed in need.

He’d fucked up. How many times had he heard Ethan and Cohen state don’t get personal with casual sex partners?

How could he have kept his name from her? His chest constricted. At that moment, he’d wanted to know everything about Kaycee. Still did.

What the bloody fuck was she doing alone in Oz? He couldn’t imagine one of the females in his family crossing the bloody pond alone. Even his sister-in-law, Hayleigh, had traveled with friends on her first trip over...

His lips flattened out. That first time those two had met...

Leave it alone, mate.

This isn’t anything like what they’d experienced.

In her sleep, she sighed, moved against his body. Her smooth leg shifted higher over his.

Miller ignored his stiff prick. Christ, he’d been like one of the station’s stud stallions since he’d met her. This put him on edge. He was no longer a youth, had long since learned to control his baser needs.

Not since Emily had he come close to this reaction to a woman. And then. he’d been a mouthy kid, who hadn’t known his own arse from a hole in a ground. His reaction to Kaycee unnerved him. Made him feel shaky. And good.

He released a steadying breath, his thumb rubbing the soft underside of her wrist.

“Hmm, you’re awake.” Her fingers tangled in his chest hair.

“Eh, I am.” His balls tightened at the feel of her hardened nipples on his skin. “G’day.”

“Hmm.” Kaycee pressed into his body, her knee dangerously close to his rigid prick. “Did you sleep?”

“Not much.” Not at all but he supposed that didn’t matter. Most nights, he slept from eleven to five. If he got off schedule, he was fucked. And tired the next day. He hadn’t even tried to sleep. Not with her naked in his arms.

“You didn’t sleep much on the flight either.” She rose up onto an elbow to gaze down at him. “Are you sleepy?” She placed a single kiss on his mouth, her hand roaming across his chest, then slowly down his belly.

He gulped air at her palm on his prick.

“You seem very awake to me...” Gently, she rubbed the palm of her hand up and down his length before trying to wrap her hand around its width. Her hand was small like the rest of her. But he didn’t care. All he wanted was for her to keep touching him.

Slowly, her hand pulled up and down along the hard muscle.

“I thought you’d be in need of a meal.” Sweat prickled his skin at the need she intensified. Her hand tightened, his teeth clenched.

“Oh, I’d like to go to the Sounds of Silence dinner later.” She moved her hand to tease the head of his prick. “Will you go with me?”

Sweat broke out on his chest. “Eh,” He’d agree to anything she asked. Christ, he better not be expected to follow a conversation now. His hips arched.

“You like this...” Her teeth caught hold of her lower lip.

Lust moved along his bloodstream.

“Touching you like this...” Her leg shifted along his. “...makes me wet.” She dropped her head, her lips trailing along his jaw to his throat.

Oh, fuck. “Kaycee.”

“Hmm...” Her tongue teased the underside of his ear. “You taste so good.”

Oh, fuck. “Sheila.” A hand tangled in the mass of her hair. Christ, he was going to lose it. Spill like a bloody youth.

She gasped, lifting her head. Her lips parted as she leaned over. “Kiss me, Miller.”

Removing her hand from his prick, he did what she wanted. Claimed her mouth. Nibbled her lips. Suckled at her tongue. Teased her until her pussy rubbed along his hip.

He shuddered, grasping her arse to hold her still.

“Make love...” she panted into his mouth. “... to me.”

Make love. He’d never get used to her saying that. Damn if it didn’t make him feel as if this mattered. She made him feel good. Needed. Wanted.

“I want you on top.” Her nails raked his nipple.

His hips jerked.

“I want to feel all...” Her tongue teased his lips. “Your strength.”

Oh, fuck. She talked too much.

Balls drawn up tight against his body, he reached for a condom. With her darkened eyes watching his every move, his hand shook as he covered his prick.

She shifted away. Expectantly she got on her back. Her hand urged him to climb on. At the feel of her thighs cradling his hips, he shuddered. His prick rubbed her soaked pussy.

“Hmm. That feels good.”

Teeth clenched, he rocked against her clit.

“You feel so good.” Her hands clung to his shoulders.

Keeping the bulk of his weight off her, he rocked himself back and forth over her swollen flesh. She moaned every time he passed over
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