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Chapter One


Tom Williamson wanted nothing more than a
few drinks, peace, and quiet. Maybe later he would find an
intelligent woman with actual conversational skills who wanted him
for something besides his name and fame. Instead, he got a seat on
a commercial flight.

"Oh, bloody everlasting hell.
Seriously?" He'd exploded when his agent, red-faced and stammering,
explained no private flights were available. With his own pilot out
on medical leave, it left Tom no other choice than commercial.
"Fuck me."

He didn’t believe himself above public
transport. Not at all. Only right now vicious buggers with bloody
big hammers pounded away in his skull. This nonstop week had been
jammed full with red carpet appearances, dinners, charity lunches,
bloody press appearances, and public engagements. He'd also
believed he could perform his own stunts in his latest movie role.
The last few weeks proved he could weep harder and louder than a
cranky baby when his muscles throbbed and shrieked at the end of a
very long filming day.

I’ve lost my bleeding
mind.

His enrollment in Global
Entry and TSA Precheck allowed him to forgo the rule to be at the
airport hours ahead. Thank fuck, at least,
for small things. I can slip in unnoticed, board, and get some
bloody rest.

Fate, the fickle bitch, laughed at
him.

The moment he stepped from the car
screaming females mobbed him. They demanded and begged autographs,
selfies, and photos. One rather bold young woman slipped a pair of
sheer lace panties in his jacket pocket. Two girls, barely old
enough to be considered legal, got into a fist fight over who
should stand closest to him.

“Clear the way.” A boy in his late
teens, early twenties, with a charming New York Brooklyn accent,
shoved several people aside to be the one to open the door. Yet
blocked Tom’s path. “Mr. Williamson. Will you sign this for
me?”

Why in hell did I ever
want to become a film actor? Tom signed,
smiled, posed. And escaped as soon as possible. He walked toward
the boarding ramp and placed a foot inside the carpeted step when
someone else called him.

"Mr. Williamson? Mr. Williamson. Excuse
me, please, Mr. Williamson?"

Fuck. Resigned to yet another request Tom plastered the work smile
on his face and turned. “Yes?”

An elderly couple filed up behind him.
Both lined faces beamed. They wore matching jogging suits in
psychedelic yellow paired with green neon running shoes. The man
held a huge scarlet purse slung over his shoulder and a Doctor Who
blue Tardis cap.

Do I bloody laugh or
cry? "Yes, I'm Tom Williamson. May I help
you? Perhaps give an autograph?"

"Oh no, sir. We don't want
anything." Her accent betrayed her nationality as British.
Not simply England, but double the northwest side
of London, if I judge correctly. She
brought to mind images of the hard-tolling working class, blood
pudding, and bustling shops. Her arm tucked into her husband's as
her gray curls bobbed as she nodded over and over. "Abraham and I
wanted to comment on your portrayal of the Shakespeare
character Hamlet.
We're teachers. Or we were before our retirements at the Shining
Hill School."

Here it comes. Another
critic session from a teacher because I gave the Shakespearean
character a much-needed modern face lift. Is she going to fuss
because I used common phrases mixed into the old English language?
Or yell at me for corrupting the master's brilliance?

"How can I improve?"

"Why, no you’ve the wrong idea. You
can't improve at all. Don't you dare change one single thing. We
loved it. Such brilliance in your acting and in the way you showed
poor dear Hamlet to be the tortured soul Shakespeare intended." The
woman gazed up at her husband who smiled down at her. "It’s written
as a tragedy not as a celebration. You invoked within us the
perfect mix of drama, compassion, and justice. Many actors in the
role tend to forget this young man is not quite sane. You capture
his melancholy with such drama and flair. Completely refreshing. An
actor who understands his role and the manner in which the
character is written. Positively brilliant."

She’s rendered me
speechless. Her free arm waved as she
emphasized each point. Her accent became thicker and thicker with
each word. She actually admired my
performance? Well, fuck me blind.

"Not since Ian Charleson did we view
such a perfect Hamlet. Our children, Molly and Simon you
understand, gifted us with the tickets to the Olivier Theatre, the
Royal National Theatre." The woman tilted her head now as she
spoke. "The poor man became ill in his real life. Ian Charleson, I
mean, not our son Simon. But he acted as brilliantly as you and
only performed the part a short time of the season. Maybe halfway,
I believe, after some dreadful American actor abandoned the role
and took off for parts far away."

She made a sound between a 'tut' and a
snort. "Such manners from the colonists. Why it could put me off
American actors altogether but I watched the most menacing
Christopher Walken in a filmed version of the role. Now his
performance stayed a bit over the top of course, which is to be
expected from one who didn't walk in the footsteps Shakespeare
walked. And the other American, Gibson. What is his last name
dear?"

"You mean Mel Gibson, my darling Lizzy.
He's Australian not American." The man sent Tom a smile filled with
apology. "Please forgive her. She does get caught up in
things."

"I do not. Stop telling this nice young
man drivel." Lizzy poked a long, wrinkled finger into her husband's
chest. "Gibson Mel is American. He only moved to Australia as a
child. Am I not correct, Mr. Williamson?"

"You are ma'am, or at least as far as
I’m aware. He and I aren’t acquainted." Tom grinned, charmed in
spite of his pounding headache. "I appreciate the kind comments on
my performance."

"Oh well of course, love.
We walked toward here and all the commotion and I told Abraham, I
said to him, there's wonderful Mr. Williamson from the
Hamlet stage
production." Lizzy pressed her body to her husband's as several
couples passed them. "We simply must catch up with him and tell him
how greatly we loved his performance. All artists appreciate their
efforts being enjoyed."

I’m an artist?
Tom blinked. I am. She’s
made me remember how much I love my work.
"We do indeed. With humbled heart, I thank you. Once we get into
our seats, I'd be delighted to sign something for you."

"Oh, we'd love such a gift." Lizzy
bounced. "Mr. Williamson you are quite the gentleman. If these were
different times, I would be calling upon your dear mother to
congratulate her on the fine job she did in raising you. Why our
Simon is a good boy, mind you, but he sometimes forgets his
manners. He doesn't hold the door open for his lovely girlfriend
when they come for tea. We taught him much better, indeed we
did."

"Excuse me. If you could please show me
your ticket and come inside? There's a line beginning to form
behind you." A flight attendant called from inside the
door.

Tom glanced her way. She wore the
standard uniform for the airline, skirt and jacket. A severe top
knot subdued bright red hair. Her deep green eyes twinkled as she
glanced past him to the elderly couple.

When her gaze moved to Tom, her smile
widened.

His heart stuttered, stopped, then
sped. All his nerves alerted. He clasped both hands around the
handle of his carryon, shifted to the side. He wanted to grab her,
kiss her, and marry her.

He jolted, gob smacked,
and dry mouthed. Marriage? Oh, bloody
hell. I’ve never been pulled in that direction. Fucking headache
making me a complete nutter.

Lizzy apologized profusely
and dragged her husband inside the plane. Tom continued to just
stand and stare. Did I think her outfit
standard? The high-necked navy uniform
ended in a pencil skirt skimming pretty knees. Visions of those
endless legs clenched around his waist made his mouth water. The
thin heeled navy pumps were stars of many a wet dream.

She continued to smile. A
surge of pure lust rocked him back on his feet. Maybe this flight won't be tedious after all. I must discover
more about this sexy angel.

"Welcome, Sir. I'm Kirsten. I'll be
your flight attendant today. May I check your boarding pass
please?" Her voice resembled sweet warm honey drizzled over a warm
morning croissant. American, somewhere in west, with visions of
horses running free, and long nights making love under twinkling
stars.

Helloooo,
Kirsten.

Tom stepped closer. Despite the
stilettos, the begging-to-be-released hair barely reached his
shoulder. He handed over his ticket, waited for the recognition and
squeal.

She nodded, glanced behind her, and
motioned with one bare freckled arm. "You’re booked for the
reclining sofa in the far corner, Sir." As she returned his
boarding pass, soft fingertips brushed his.

Electricity bolted through
his hand, sang in his blood. What the
bloody hell?

Her eyes widened. She moistened her
lips with the tip of her tongue. "I'll be along in a bit to take
your drink order." She walked down the aisle.

He gaped after her like
some lovelorn, horny teen boy. Wait. She
didn’t scream and beg for a selfie? My autograph? Shove panties in
my pocket? Tom blinked. "It's a
first."

“Please excuse us.”

“My pardon.” Tom refocused
and walked in to join others in the first-class section. It boasted
private flat screen televisions and Wi-Fi stations. Curtains could
be pulled around the reclining seats to ensure complete
isolation. If one must fly commercial,
this definitely beat coach.

Tom sank into his seat and
gave a rueful shake of his head. Blimey, a
woman over ten and under one hundred who didn't recognize me. It’s
what I wanted, right? Be careful what you ask for,
Williamson.

And speaking of…

He rummaged in his
bag. Three scripts, and one belongs to
Lizzy. He signed it with a flare, a
fanciful image of Shakespeare with feather pen and pot of ink in
his mind. As he presented it to the elderly woman, his heart melted
with her reaction.

“Oh, my sweet baby Jesus.” Lizzy stared
at the script and slapped a hand over her mouth. “It’s Hamlet.
Abraham. The actual screenplay. Oh, bloody blimey.”

“You couldn’t more make our day, Mr.
Williamson.” Abraham slipped an arm around his wife’s shoulders.
Tears sparkled in his faded blue eyes. “Treasure it, we will. God
bless you.”

Lizzy popped up to embrace him. Tears
flowed but her grin could light all of London’s stages. “Thank you.
Oh, mercy me. Cheers. Thank you much.”

“You give me such kind words. ‘Tis in
my memory lock’d, and you yourself shall keep the key of
it’.”

“Oh Hamlet! Hamlet.” Lizzy clapped. “Absolutely
brilliant. You are a gift to any stage.”

Her reaction is why I
became an actor. Tom stowed his bag and
settled in his seat. I should return to
those theatre roots. As soon as—

"Robin, for lord's sake, stop fussing
over me." A young woman, long blonde hair twisted in a ponytail,
tapped her foot across the aisle. She glared at the man beside her
as he offered a pillow and blanket.

Her accent is the American
south. A delicious slow sort of drawl which made a listener
immediately stop, take note, and think of cool drinks in humid
heat.

"I'm pregnant. I’m not helpless. Please
stop acting overprotective before I smack you
senseless."

The poor bloke flushed fire red. Tom
muffled a chuckle. A second flight attendant walked up and laughed.
Tall, dark haired, and deeply tanned, she radiated beauty in a way
the red-haired Kirsten didn’t possess.

Yet the second didn't hold his interest
or inspire the raging lust as Kirsten had.

He glanced behind him. She greeted the
last passengers. The long slim column of her throat entreated his
kiss. He imagined sliding his tongue along the curve of her face.
Down the soft inviting trail straight to her sweet—

She squealed. A gentleman
gave her something rectangular she clutched to her chest.
Damn. I envy a package, snuggled and pressed to
those perfect breasts.

When she hugged the man,
Tom wanted to rip off the bastard’s hands. How fucking dare you touch what’s Mine?

Bleeding Christ. This
headache has addled my last wits. I’m not remotely acquainted with
the woman. What about her calls the primal and needy in
me?

"Mr. Williamson? We're getting ready
for takeoff. May I assist you?" Kirsten now bent over him. Her
plumb lips curved. Green eyes focused on his.

Oh sweetheart, more than
you could understand. "I may need some
help fastening the belt." He noticed the line of tiny freckles
across her cheeks and bridge of her nose. Under the scrutiny of his
gaze her fair skin colored a deep rose. Fair blushing skin, a match
for the famed English rose complexion. Perfectly proportioned form,
not the trendy boyish slim. Curvy as a woman should be. Hips made
for his hands to grip while she rode him, them both, to
heaven.

 


"Um, certainly. It's this button right
here, Sir." She pulled the seatbelt across his hips.

Tom bit back a
groan. Down boy, down. This is not the
time or place to impress upon her how much I want her. But fuck,
when she calls me Sir—

"A bit the same as the restraining belt
you used on the hero in your last sci-fi movie, isn't
it?"

Eyes narrowed; Tom titled
his head. "You are aware who I am."

"The entire world recognizes you and
voice, Sir." Kirsten's color made her face beyond fascinating. Tom
could stare all day. "I may not fawn over you as a fangirl. It
doesn't mean I didn't recognize you, Sir."

"Love, the next time you
call me Sir I need it to be while those pretty eyes stare up into
mine and you kneel between my thighs." Bleeding fucking Christ. Did I bloody well say those words
aloud? Hell. I did.

She jerked back with a glare. "If
you’re quite finished, Sir, I’ve other passengers to attend." She
stomped away as if a raging thunder storm followed in her
wake.

What made me say those
words? I’m a proper git, a bloody arse. He
watched the curve of her ass in the tight skirt.
Bleeding Christ she’s a
temptation.

As if aware of his thoughts, she spun
to throw him another glare. Lust hovered in those emerald
eyes.

Well, fuck me blind.
Please. She’s experiencing it, too. Still, I’m out of line.
I’ve never approached a lady quite this way
before. I need to apologize, of course. Prove I’ve some manners
besides a raging hard on longing to bury itself within
her.

His gaze followed her. She helped the
delightful Lizzy buckle in. Abraham’s laughter filled the cabin at
something she said.

The southern accent blonde glanced at
the older couple. She pointed at Abraham’s hat and poked her
husband. He rolled his eyes, pursed his lips, and hummed the theme
of the popular show.

Another Americanized
Doctor Who fan. Tom filed the information
away along with the title of the paperback book she held.
The exact same novel is on my e-reader. Perhaps
we can discuss it later and get my mind off improper
thoughts.

The pilot announced take off. Kirsten
went through the this-is-what-you-do-in-case-of-emergency spiel.
She walked the aisle, secured cabinets and compartments. Not once
did she glance his way.

But his gaze couldn’t
leave her. Captivated. Entranced. Beyond
lust. Even my pounding head is better. What is this odd
attraction?

She bent to take her narrow seat at the
front, ass and thighs clearly outlined in the skirt.

Thank you, Hawaii
Airlines, for coming up with the particular uniform.
Tom wanted his hands on those cheeks more than he
wanted his next breath. His eyes closed as the engines roared. ‘Her
passions are made of nothing but the finest part of pure
love’. More like lust, Sir William.
Lust.

Take off went without incident. Not
long after, the captain switched off the seatbelt sign and gave
freedom to move about the cabin. When Kirsten marched back over,
her frigid tone spoke volumes. "May I bring you a drink.
Sir?"

"A mineral water,
please." Oh yes, I'd love to listen to her
moan Sir from her knees. But first . . . "I offer an apology over my words and my actions. I do hope I
did not offend."

Surprise flickered in those green eyes.
"I, um, thank you. You didn't offend me as much as you shocked me.
I'll be right back with your water."

From his reclined position Tom watched
the other passengers. The blonde now read. Her husband snored.
Another young couple whispered and necked. Newly engaged or
married, Tom guessed from the dewy-eyed love in their expressions.
Lizzy slept, head on her husband’s shoulder as he fiddled with ear
plugs. Several men dressed in business suits read newspapers or
typed on laptops.

The second flight attendant appeared,
spoke to the newly-whatever couple, and continued to the front. The
air craft hit a few bumps and jostled. Tom shifted as Kirsten bent
over with his drink. The scent of citrus and pure woman invaded his
senses.

"Your drink, S—" a particular bumpy
turbulence sent the water all over his shirt. Tom jerked from the
cold. Another bounce, a jolt, and…

Kirsten sprawled head first into his
lap. Her nose struck his cock. Tom moaned and hardened. Those
gorgeous legs spread midair, hampered by the tight skirt. Her long
arms waved in a vain attempt to keep upright before she grabbed his
ankles.

Tom couldn’t
breathe. Holy bloody
shit. Her mouth gasped warm fire over his
balls. Her lips all but suckled his cock. Bleeding Christ.

She wiggled and only
managed to dig her face more into his groin. Tom gripped the arms
of the seat. You’ve already insulted her.
Already played the bloody fool. Do NOT succumb to temptation. Do
not tangle my fingers in her fiery hair. Do not keep her here
until—

All bets were off. Mine. I
will fucking possess her. All of her.

"Kirsten. Mr. Williamson. Are you both
all right?" The second flight attendant tugged Kirsten
upright.

"I'm fine." Tom handed the crumpled
glass to the dark-haired woman whose name tag stated ‘Alyssa’. His
gaze met Kirsten's.

Oh yes. Awareness in those
green depths. She knows damn well how close her mouth came to being
filled. Her breasts heaved. She trembled,
pupils dilated, panting breaths. Her cheeks bloomed
crimson.

Tom cleared his throat and made his
voice soft. "Are you all right, love?"

Kirsten lifted a shaking
hand to her mouth. She gazed anywhere but at him.
She nodded.

Maintain Williamson. Do
not react. Not the time, not the place.
Tom pulled in another breath. Ice cold
rivers. My sopping wet chest. Lines from my next play. Plot of the
paperback murder mystery. Anything but pulling her back in my
lap.

"Do you need to sit down?" Alyssa
tapped Kirsten's shoulder. "Are you hurt?"

"I'm okay." Kirsten drew a deep breath.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Williamson."

From Sir to Mr.
Williamson? Progress? Oh no. "Nothing to
be sorry for, love. No harm done. Perhaps you could join me for
dinner later?" He turned on the full British accent. His lips
curved into his trademark megawatt smile.

It had instant effect upon both women.
They gaped; mouths open. Alyssa recovered first and grabbed
Kirsten's arms. "We'll get you another drink, Mr.
Williamson."

"When you get the chance.
The important thing is no one is hurt." It cost to twist his lips
into a smile. I want to kiss her
senseless. Kirsten's pretty knees trembled
before she followed Alyssa forward. Not
immune to me and not angry any longer.

I hope.

"Here you are. Our deepest apologies."
Alyssa handed him a towel.

Tom winked and wiped his drenched
chest. He could remove it, note Kirsten’s reaction when she
returned. The idea bubbled at the back of his brain as another took
shape. "It's nothing, truly. But you could do me a small
service."

Her dark navy eyes narrowed to slits.
"How can I help you?"

Her accent showcased
throaty sex kitten. A throwback to the glamour Hollywood stars of
old. Plus, underlying musical Hawaiian to invite lazy dreams of
lying on a beach, under the warm sun and cooling breeze with a
coconut drink in hand. He might be
attracted and flirt. But he preferred Kirsten's honey tone over
Alyssa’s obvious siren.

“I noticed she's reading a novel I
finished. I'd love to discuss the writing, plot, and characters.”
Tom motioned to the blonde. "I don't wish, however, to interrupt
her. Could you ask if she’ll speak with me when she can spare a few
free moments?"

Alyssa's stiff shoulders relaxed. "One
moment." She walked over and whispered to the blonde.

The blonde nodded, turned, and leaned
across the aisle. "Hi, I'm Anna. I bet you get asked this all the
time.”

Le sigh. Here it comes. Are
you anything like the villain you portray on film?

“Did you meet The Doctor? Or visit the
set? It's my favorite show."

I’ll bloody well be gob
smacked. Twice in one day? One hour? "I’ve
met her and her three predecessors." Tom grinned and patted the
sofa beside him. "Care to join me? Your husband should as well once
he awakens."

"He'll sleep the whole flight." Anna
bounced up and curled in the corner of the sofa. "He usually
does."

"You fly to Hawaii
often?" She glows and bubbles. A woman
happy with herself and life. Her accent is utterly
charming.

"My parents live in Hilo and manage a
wedding planning business. We visit at least twice a year. All will
change after October, though." She patted the slight swell of her
stomach.

"Congratulations." He said the word
automatically.

"Thanks. We’re having twins. Exciting
and terrifying." She laughed. "Aly and Kirsten won't deal as much
with us."

"You’re friends with
them?" Bloody hell, am I a schoolboy in
the play yard?

"Aly's brother is my step-father. She’s
my aunt by marriage. Kirsten is her best friend." Anna raised a
brow as his grin widened. "Confused yet?"

"My dear, I'm from London. Our royal
family tree is more twisted and gnarled than anything you Yanks
could ever invent." His words held a bit of truth for his own tree
as well.

"Point taken. History class became a
nightmare to keep all your kings straight since they have the same
names. Edward, Charles, Richard, Henry." Anna shook her head. "I’ve
a one-track mind but you’ve met The Doctors. Wow."

"Indeed." Tom leaned back. Kirsten shot
them a glare. Her reaction delighted him. "We aren't best mates. We
meet in the same circles and crowds. The last one's quite the
comedian away from the Who set."

"What about Matt? And David?" Anna
mentioned previous actors in the role.

He talked with her about
Doctor Who. Another woman not asking about
my films. I should make the wish more often. “This book you’re reading. How far are you? There’s a major
plot twist in chapter nine.”

“I read it a bit ago. I couldn’t
believe another girl ended up murdered. It must be the police
detective who’s the villain. Don’t you think?”

They discussed the story with lively
debate.

Kirsten slapped a bottle of water in
the small holder beside him. She walked away without a word.
Indignant annoyance flared in every step of her fuck-me
heels.

"Oh my." Anna halted right in the
middle of her theory. “Kirsten is usually polite and
charming."

Another interesting bit of
information. "We’ve a bit of an accident
and miscommunication."

"You mean when she fell on you." Anna
winked. "I'm sure you could call it miscommunication."

"Tell me, as a woman." He leaned closer
as if sharing a confidence. "How can a man apologize for being an
arse with careless words?"

Anna’s brown eyes danced. "Here's a
secret about Kirsten. She's nuts for Hawaiian dark chocolate
truffles. You can't get them here on the plane. They’re sold right
outside the gate in the gift shop. Or ask Mr. Davis there in the
last row. He brought her a box as we were boarding."

"Are they dating?" He could kick
himself for not considering she might already belong to someone. A
boyfriend, a lover?

No matter. She will be
Mine. She is Mine.

"Mr. Davis?" Anna's laugh made Tom
smile as he waited with bated breath. "No. He lost his wedding ring
on his last flight. Kirsten searched the plane to find it since he
was so upset over its loss. Aly said it took over three
hours."

Kirsten went the distance
and possessed a kind heart. I adore what I’m learning.

"She’s crazy for the romance poets,
Shakespeare, Keats, Browning, and Angelo." Anna leaned closer. "She
tries to hide her soft side. Something from one of them could help.
You performed Hamlet so well."

He raised a brow.

Anna shrugged. “I heard
you with the older couple. And to be honest, we love you as the
villain and now the hero of your own series. We also saw a taped
performance of you in The Play What I
Wrote and Coriolanus.”

“And your review of them?”
Tom chuckled. I became so vain, thinking
everyone fawns over me the moment they see me. I needed this plunge
back to solid earth.

“I love how you
are Loki. I know there’s
jokes about how he’s you, and you’re him, but it’s true. The mark
of a great actor, I think, is making audiences believe you’re the
character long after the movie is over. You do that really well.”
Anna grinned and twirled her ponytail around her finger. “No one
quotes Shakespeare better than you. Except maybe Benedict in
Sherlock mode.”

Tom laughed, utterly
delighted by her. “Thank you. I deeply appreciate your honesty and
assistance." Tom's mind popped to the extra Hamlet script. Could it be any more perfect for me to give it to
Kirsten?

He followed Anna's gaze to her husband
as he stirred and reached his arm across her empty seat.

"He's searching for me." Anna’s eyes
filled with the same dewy-eyed love of the other couple. "Thank you
for the conversation and company. My brother Adam is a massive fan
and as you see, he’s way too busy with his new wife to notice
anything else. I hope things go well with Kirsten. She's great. And
she admires your acting."

Does she?
Interesting. Tom rose and held out his
hand to assist Anna to a stand.

She walked to her seat, curled beside
her husband, and took his hand. He murmured and settled his head on
her shoulder. She waved at Tom and dove back into the
book.

Tom yanked out the extra
script and scrawled his name across the bottom. Shakespeare I can certainly accommodate.

As Kirsten moved past, pointedly not
gazing at him, he caught her slender fingers. "I wanted to
apologize for my inexcusable behavior." He slipped the script in
her free hand.

Kirsten glanced at it and gave an
audible gasp. "You’re giving me—"

"—a small token." Tom fought to keep
his gaze on hers. Not her delectable mouth. "A little measure of my
devotion to the fact you didn't slap me as I so richly
deserved."

The laugh escaped before she bit her
lip and smothered it. "It's not necessary. I can't accept
this."

"Please. It would help me rest easier."
He did hold some hope he wouldn't be resting alone tonight. "You
didn't give me your answer regarding dinner."

Kirsten dropped her gaze as she tugged
at her fingers. Tom tightened his. "I should say no."

"But you won't?" He lifted
her hand to his lips, softly kissed them. Smooth, silky, feminine skin. She smelled of pure
woman. "Please do not deny me,
love."

Her eyes widened before her gaze fell.
"I accept."

A promising change of
course. He released her and settled back.
The meal would be but a start. He planned to eat her for dessert.
For the rest of his life.


Chapter Two


Kirsten leaned on the wall in the galley
kitchen. She hugged the clutch of papers to her chest. Okay,
four deep cleansing yoga breaths. Oh, good gravy. The man packed
one hell of a punch. No wonder he remained the most sought-after
actor in arguably the whole world. Screen captured only about
seventy-five percent of his sex appeal. Less than half the wattage
in his smile. My knees won’t stop trembling.

She'd dreamed of being in his lap.
She'd joked about having his babies. But this...? Impossible to
believe.

Kirsten glanced at the
pages. She trailed a fingertip over his signature. They were having
dinner. Dinner. What if he falls instantly
in love with me and asks me to forever stay by his side? What if he
sweeps me off my feet and we experience wild nights of endless
passionate sex for the rest of our lives?

Loud laughter drifted from the cabin.
Her job duties awaited. Kirsten tucked the script into her flight
bag with a final stroke over the cover. She tidied the few things
she'd left out in the kitchen.

"Stop it, Kir. I promised
myself I wouldn't do this." Yet the unprofessional images
continued. The warmth of his fingers
wrapped around mine. The heat of his body. And good God, the size
of him all but inside my mouth. How glorious would it be to wrap my
lips around—

“Damn it, Kir.” She turned on the
water, ran it cold, and stuck her wrists under.

She shook off water as she
peeked into the cabin. Tom reclined, relaxed, natural. She’d
watched him flirt with Anna as if they best friends or
something. Why do I want to rip off her
ponytail? She’s a happily married, pregnant woman for God's
sake.

Kirsten beat her forehead
on the cabinet. She'd decided before he arrived to be cool, calm,
collected. He got mobbed by screaming women all the time. She’d not
be one. No way would she reveal her spot as his biggest fan.
So much for my brilliant plan.

Good lord, what did I
do? Kirsten dropped her head into her wet
hands. I fell in his lap. All but gagged
on his…private parts. To save my dignity (too late), I acted
bitchy. How much bigger fool could I be?

"Kirsten?"

Oh no. She jerked up her head. Her best friend outside of a plane
and boss inside folded her arms across her chest. One pump tapped,
tapped, tapped on the floor. This is not
good. "I'm okay. I'll apologize to him and
all will be fine."

"If you can't handle this section, I'll
find someone who can." Alyssa's tone remained brisk, professional,
and stern. "Whoever he might be, for the next few hours, he is a
passenger of this airline. As an employee you’ve an obligation to
uphold the reputation and dignity of your position."

"I understand." Kirsten straightened
and tugged the suit jacket of her uniform over her hips.

"I want to make your recommendation to
flight school." Alyssa raised a single dark brow. "Please, don't
make me reconsider."

"I won't." Nothing snapped her back to
the real world faster. Kirsten smoothed a hand over her hair.
"Thank you for your concern."

"I get you're nuts about him." Aly's
soft tone changed from stern supervisor to friend. "But he's
passing through. You do realize that, correct? He's not the forever
sort. He’s a fantasy."

"I'm not a complete idiot. I simply
resemble one right now." Kirsten managed a smile. "I'm okay. He’s
my fantasy, sure. But I agree. He’s a passenger and deserves my
professional behavior."

Aly's hand lay heavy on her shoulder
yet gave a reassuring squeeze. "I'm glad you're all right. See you
after we land."

"Sure." Kirsten plastered a smile to
her face. Aly moved away.

Tom Williamson would be on the plane
about three more hours. The next time she ever drooled over him
would be from her place in a theater or a cinema. Or while curled
up in her pajamas viewing a television screen. Enough fawning and
behaving foolish.

"You might set my panties on fire, Tom
Williamson, but you aren't worth losing Aly’s
recommendation."

Besides, he flirted with
every woman he saw. The older lady. Anna. He teased with outrageous
and sexy words. Damn playboy. He’s no
different than all the other hundreds of self-entitled Hollywood
stars. Even if he is British.

Part of her wanted to weep
at the lost fantasy. Her mother always said if something appeared
too good to be genuine, it usually was. Damn it all. Tom Williamson is a fake. There go my dreams
he’s the world’s most perfect man.

The captain called for a return to
seats and seat belts. Kirsten laughed and chatted with the
delightful elderly couple. The gentleman tightened the lap belt for
his wife before raising her hand to his lips and kissing her
fingers. Another couple, Adam and Emily, newlyweds, couldn’t keep
their hands off each other. Robin and Anna cooed like love birds,
his hand on her tummy as she tightened her seat belt.

Something deep inside Kirsten yearned
and wanted.

Don't keep being an idiot.
After I enter flight school, there’ll be little time for personal
relationships. I’ll be married to study, books, learning flight
patterns, and formulas. Who needs Tom Williamson anyway?

He caught her hand as she walked by
with the final load of trash. His long fingers curled around hers.
Kirsten fought the electric charge which shot through
her.

"You didn't give me your answer
regarding dinner."

Kirsten tugged at her
hand. His tightened. Her pulse beat madly, a tell-tale sign. In
some British show the detective discovered the woman desired him
because he took her pulse when he held her hand.
Way to go, Ms. Calm, Cool, and
Professional.

She swallowed. "I should say
no."

"But you won't?" He lifted her hand to
his lips, caressed them as if they were priceless treasures. His
greenish-blue eyes stared into hers. The humorous light in them
shaded to desire. The tip of his tongue licked along her knuckles.
"Please allow me the pleasure of your company, love. I yearn and
burn for you."

Kirsten caught her breath
and gave up pretense. What’s wrong with
living the dream? One little meal wouldn't hurt. Would
it?

"Dinner." She cleared her
throat. Oh damn. He possesses the most
beautiful eyes. If I stare long enough, I’ll get lost and give him
anything he asked. She already wanted to climb him as if he were a
tree and cling tighter than bark. "Nothing
further. Dinner. Food."

He released her hand.

Her skin tingled and
burned all the way up her arm. Oh, good
gravy. I want this man. She stumbled to
her seat and clamped her trembling thighs
together. I’m not wet, damn him. I’m
wearing panty hose. I’m sweating is all. The temp controls must
need an adjustment. I’ll note it on the post flight
checklist.

Touchdown and de boarding went smooth
and quick. Kirsten bid fond farewells to Aly's extended family and
the elderly couple. She hugged Mr. Davis once more, wished his wife
well. All in all, another successful flight.

She turned to begin the checklist and
bumped into a hard, solid chest. Silent as a cat stalking a bird
Tom had crept behind her.

"Where shall we meet for dinner?
There’s this wonderful little bar and grill."

He stroked her hair. "I meet few
natural red heads. I've been to Scotland, Wales, and Ireland dozens
of times. I'd love to touch your hair loose and drifting over your
shoulders."

The flight is over. I can
flirt back. The minute he walks off some woman will recognize him.
He’ll forget all about me. No harm. I’ll cherish the memory when
old, gray and in a rocker on a porch somewhere.

"It falls nearly to my waist. I only
wear it loose when I'm off duty and in bed."

He trapped her body between his and the
wall. His lips pressed right to her ear. "Will I watch you tonight,
fair lass? Your hair spread in shinning red waves across my pillow
and your arms around my neck?"

She shivered. "I said dinner. Sir. I
can't imagine trying to eat while lying down."

His soft laugh raised goose flesh along
her arms. "I can more than imagine eating while you are lying down.
Only not food."

"You flirted with Lizzy as
well as Anna." The words tumbled from her mouth before she could
halt them. Damn. Damn.
Damn.

He turned his head. His eye brows rose.
“To quote the Great Bard, ‘The Lunatic, the Lover, and the Poet,
are of imagination all compact’.”

Damn him quoting
Shakespeare. Am I the Lunatic and he the Lover? Her breaths quickened. I just
blasted well displayed jealousy from an air horn. Never give a man
an advantage over you. Did your childhood and teens teach you
nothing?

“’There is nothing either
good or bad except that thinking makes it so’.”

What? Thinking? What the
heck did he… Shakespeare. Could he be
obsessed or something?

He raised her hand to his mouth. "My
sweet K, I often flirt. There are few women I take to dinner. Fewer
I take where we do not eat food."

"Which am I? Your Hawaiian
diversion? Or one of a crowd?" This
conversation is as volatile and unpredictable as the volcanoes
which created these Islands. Damn if he'll think me such an easy
conquest. Regardless if I am.

Kirsten lifted her other hand to push
his chest. When her fingers touched the damp silk of his shirt, her
fingernails dug in. Her foot rose and stroked his calf.

He gasped; eyes closed.

She wrapped her hand around the
material and tugged his body closer. Some seductive vixen entered
her. "You may find me more than you can handle. Sir."

"Do you believe so? Be careful what you
ask for, love." His eyes opened, met hers.

"I asked?"
His damn eyes should be deemed illegal weapons of
mass seduction. She could drown in those
swirling mists brimmed with the right amount of sparkle and shine,
lust, and need. "I said we could eat dinner together.
Period."

"But your gaze is asking for..." His
words faded as he leaned closer. His warm breath fanned her burning
cheeks. "Much more, love. Are you aware how powerful your eyes are?
Precious gems needing to be..." His lips drifted over her forehead.
"Cherished."

Kirsten swallowed. She
needed to limit this, make some sort of stand. She didn't bed
hop. But for Tom Williamson? Good gravy
he’s a temptation.

"I'm not one of your desperate fangirls
begging for sex. I agreed to dinner. Dinner." Her gaze dropped from
the intensity of his. “Mr. Williamson.”

"First." He lifted her chin with one
finger. "Call me Tom. Or my Darling. Or Mine.”

Only in my
dreams.

“Second, I don't engage in sex with
fangirls. Much of what you read about me in the media is greatly
exaggerated. Most nights I'm home, alone, by nine. I’m in bed,
alone, by ten. Third, I would never term you desperate. When I want
you to beg, I'll let you until I grant your…. Release."

Son of a— Really? Blatant.
Close to harassment. If he did this with every woman he met, there
would be lawsuits out the wazoo. She
opened her mouth to snap out some retort. His head came down, his
lips a hair above hers. The warmth of his breath fanned her
face.

"Fourth, the next time your gaze drops
to my mouth I don't care who is bloody around us. Or who might be
bloody watching. Or where we might bloody well be. I'm going to
bloody fucking kiss you. Hard, long, and with no intention of
stopping."

What did she do? Ms.
Independent-Making-a-Stand? She dropped her gaze to his
lips.

And he kissed her.

Her toes curled. Her stomach dropped to
her knees. Desire burst through her, a wild fireworks display.
Soft, warm and full, his mouth closed over hers with purpose
wrapped in demand. Her arms clung around his neck. She whimpered
and opened.

He responded by pulling her closer. His
hard body pressed from her neck to her knees. Nothing tentative or
reserved in his kiss. Full out, complete seduction mixed with pure,
potent man.

Her senses leapt to sing
the hallelujah chorus. Right, perfect,
together. The flavor of him, spicy tart
lemon and sweet maple sugar mixed with fresh mint. As his tongue
dove past her parted lips, she tilted her head to taste
more.

"Ahem. Excuse me."

Kirsten recognized Aly's voice above
the roaring in her ears. She ripped her mouth from Tom's. Wrapped
in each other, both panted. Flushed. Aroused.

What the hell happened?
Not a simple kiss. A soul exchange.

And her supervisor
witnessed at least the tail end. Good
gravy.

"The cleaning crew needs aboard. I'm
sure you two can find another place to get acquainted." Aly tapped
her heel. The click, click, click reverberated through the empty
plane. “Or not.”

Oh God, oh God, oh
God. Heat rose in her face. She might as
well jump inside an erupting volcano. Kirsten pulled away, tore her
gaze from his. "I'm sorry. I'll finish the checklist.”

"Forget it." Aly shook her head. "I'll
do it."

Kirsten flushed more and
wished she could crawl under the first row of seats.
I’ve already been warned about professionalism.
Could this get any worse? I’ll never get a recommendation after
this. Nor do I deserve one.

"If you two come up for air, Charlie's
hosting the luau at five o'clock tomorrow."

Kirsten blinked.
If Aly is inviting us to the party, she couldn't
be furious enough to retract her recommendation. Right?

"We'd be honored to attend." Tom
removed his arm. He shook Aly's hand. "Thank you for the most
wonderful flight of my life. We shall join you
tomorrow."

Kirsten gaped at him.

He entwined their fingers and reached
for his carryon. One fair brow raised.

No giggling and fawning.
I’m not going to act as his biggest fangirl. But he said we.
Could I be dreaming and not be aware I’ve fallen
asleep?

Tom leaned close, his lips on the shell
of her ear. "Where are your things, love? We need to go somewhere
private."

Convinced more than half way she'd wake
up any second, Kirsten pointed toward the small staff closet. Do
not gaze in his eyes. If I do… She gathered her carryon and purse.
Tom crowded behind her, grasped her suitcase handle. "Thanks,
Aly."

"No worries. Enjoy your night." Aly
strolled the rows of seats, checklist in hand.

They walked down the covered corridor.
He rolled their bags with one hand. His other cupped her elbow.
Awareness of him shot straight to her overheated core. "Where do
you want to go?"

Tom steered her towards the right once
they left the corridor. "I’ve a car waiting at B exit. The driver
collected my checked luggage and will drive us to where I'm
staying. I prefer we not be in a restaurant or the public eye. I
don't want to share you."

Now I'm dreaming big. He
wants me all alone? Only the two of us? How can he read my mind? My
body language needs no interpretation. I all but screamed take me,
take me.

"If you aren’t comfortable, we could go
to your home." He paused to gaze deep in her eyes. "It's up to
you."

Kirsten tried to focus
anywhere but his lips. His room meant no fears regarding the state
of her apartment. Did I clean up before I
left? I’ve been gone twelve days. Is the bed made? Dirty dishes in
the sink? I can’t take the chance. There’s Tom Williamson movie
posters plastered to all my walls.

But his hotel room is an
invitation to what?

"It's not about shagging." Tom
whispered near her ear. Her heart thudded into extra fast mode.
"The sexiest thing in the world is when I meet someone and she is
comfortable with who she is. Be yourself, love.”

A smile broke across her
lips when he said ‘shagging’, the term quintessence British. The
grin faded when he used ‘love’. Be
herself? I’ve already pretended I’d no idea how famous he is. I’m
hiding I’m his biggest fangirl. She
swallowed.

His gaze dropped to her
throat. It traveled with slow thoroughness up to her lips.
Oh, good gravy. She
should run as far and as fast as she could.

"Let's go to your hotel."

He tugged her along. As they passed a
small vender, he halted. "Wait right here a moment,
please."

He walked into the store, beamed his
megawatt smile at the open-mouthed clerk, and leaned close. Asking
for condoms? No. He’d carry them with him.

Wait. We won’t need… Yes. I
think we will.

The poor young girl snapped her mouth
closed. She scurried to a shelf, returned to hand a flat box to
Tom. And pulled out her cell phone.

Tom laughed and posed with her. He
kissed her cheek and strolled away. She gripped the counter and
flushed deep red.

Poor girl. Her eyes all but
popped from her head. I understand exactly.

"I believe these are your favorites."
Tom presented Kirsten a box of dark chocolate truffles. "Please
forgive my behavior on the plane."

Far out of my league. But
mine for tonight. Maybe. "You already gave
me a script. Thank you." She let her right eye close in a wink.
"Sir."

Heat filled those blue-green orbs. He
took her elbow and led her toward the exit. Outside waited a black
limousine. Tom opened both the terminal door and the car door for
her. His fingers drew circles on the small of her back.

Two can play this
game. She halted, placed her hand over his
on the door frame, and smiled. Can you
handle me? Will you?

Tom ran the tip of his tongue over his
bottom lip. And smacked.

Good gravy. The man is a
walking sex ad.

She slid into the car, libido racing.
Tom joined her. "Hello, Fred. Whose chips did you
snitch?"

Chips? What?

The driver turned. His mocha skin
played well with his bright red jacket. "Aloha, Tom. We draw lots
now to drive you, not play with poker chips. I beat out Tim and
Harold who won't speak to me for days. Aloha, ma'am. Hope your
evening is treating you well."

"Kirsten." Her name slid off Tom’s lips
as if he'd been saying it for years. A shiver ripe with
anticipation shot down her spine. "This is Fred, the best driver
anywhere. Fred, be extra nice. She's worked hard today."

"A pleasure to meet you."
Kirsten shook the driver's outstretched hand. How many women did he drive around snuggled in this back seat
with Tom? Ten? Twenty? The hot rush of
jealousy shocked her.

"The pleasure is mine, Ms. Kirsten. Our
CEO insists on flying your airline whenever he travels. He says
Hilo International can't be beat."

"I'm a bit biased, but I tend to
agree." Kirsten pulled her hand back. "You gamble to drive this man
around?"

"He's the best tipper on the island."
Fred grinned.

"Charming and










































cover.jpg





