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Traded on my Honeymoon

 

Samantha and Mike were just married. A Vegas Honeymoon seemed like a typical way to go, right? 

It's too bad Mike wasn't interested in consummating their marriage. It's also too bad that Mike lost an amazing amount of money that same night, and promised his new bride, Samantha, to the ravenous and magnetic Billionaire hotel owner, John Wolfe.

John Wolfe likes to take what isn't his.

John Wolfe likes to make the other man watch.

Samantha is bound to John for just one night--what's the worst that could happen?

** This is a hot and quick tale of a modern, average-bodied woman getting swept up into dirty, new things that will expand her horizons. Samantha will learn a lot about herself in ways she never before imagined, and will be hard-pressed to discover her role in the new life unfolding around her. If you're looking for a steamy hour or two of a read, dig in and enjoy!
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He put his hand on my leg and stroked gently. Hot shivers coursed through my entire body. I held the railing of the balcony and tried to concentrate on the panoramic view of the city. Tourists moved far below us too, so tiny and unaware as they lay in the sun or swam in the luxurious hotel pool of John’s decadent business. The heat of the Las Vegas sun beat down on them while another kind of heat began to build between my legs.

John reached higher, stroking my inner thigh, his fingers brushing the elastic band of my panties. He leaned closer, pressing his erection against me, his mouth against my ear. “No panties,” he said. He pulled them down, and I stepped out of them. “You don’t need to wear panties ever again. They’ll only get in our way.”

He tossed them over the edge of the balcony, and I watched as they fluttered through the wind and to the ground far below, landing near a group of people having drinks by the pool. Somebody was going to be very surprised. I smiled at the thought.

John brushed my inner thigh with his fingertips. He moved gradually higher, stroking the shaved lips of my pussy. A noise escaped the back of my throat as I stubbornly tried to resist showing my arousal, not wanting to let him know how he was affecting me. My resistance didn’t last long…




Book Introduction by Emily Dawn

 

Welcome, my beautiful readers, to another dangerously sexy tale of contemporary romance with a heavy dash of heat! Writing this smoldering fiction in my time off from ‘normal life’ is a real guilty pleasure for me, and I hope to give that pleasure to you.

So kick back, pour a glass of wine, and enjoy the steamy romance. And if you really like my stuff, I invite you to join my mailing list to get email news whenever I slip another hot tale out there of mundane heroines and the bad boys who take them away…

Want a free book?
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CLICK HERE to join my mailing list, and I’ll send you one of my more popular steamy romance books for FREE.

 

Now … onto the good stuff…




Chapter 1

 

Two hours after we were married, my husband and I landed in Las Vegas for our honeymoon. It had been his idea. I would have preferred white beaches, turquoise waters, and endless tropical drinks in a variety of brilliant colors.

But not Mike. He’s a gambler through and through. He’d rather lose than not bet at all. Las Vegas is his paradise. He considers himself a professional gambler, but makes his living in real estate. He does pretty well too, at real estate that is, when he isn’t losing his money elsewhere.

None of my friends understood my attraction to Mike. They certainly didn’t understand why I would marry him. I grew up in an upper middle class family and did the whole cheerleader thing in high school. My grades were always above average and I hung out with a small circle of friends that avoided guys like Mike at all costs.

I met Mike when I was looking for an apartment. He’s charming and funny when he wants to be. The first time we met, he really turned it on. He didn’t let up until he knew he had me. By the time I realized he might not be exactly what I was looking for, I was already in too deep.

And here we were, on our honeymoon. I was married to a man I wasn’t sure I even loved. Only I could get myself into a situation like that.

We were barely settled in the room when Mike wanted to hit the casino. There was already money to be lost. I followed him downstairs, and after he gave me some cash, we went our separate ways. I wandered off to try my luck at slot machines. That’s about as high stakes as I go when it comes to gambling.

The first empty machine I found was where I played. My tokens were my ticket to having a good time. The first few spins were losers. After a while with no luck, I switched machines. One pull of the lever on that machine, and I won five hundred dollars. Like I said, I’m not really the gambling type, so I cashed in and took my winnings with me. No sense losing it all.

When I found my new husband, he was playing a card game. Mike was too involved, and made it clear to me that he was not to be interrupted, so I set off to find something to eat. The restaurant in the hotel was supposed to be good, so I sat at a corner table and placed my order with the waitress when she came to greet me.

There’s really nothing quiet about Las Vegas. As I waited for my food, I listened to the sounds around me—the hustle and bustle of people coming and going, the bells and whistles associated with gambling machines, the occasional joyous screams of a big winner, and the groans of the many who lost.

My food came: a big plate of shrimp linguini and a glass of wine. I ate slowly, hoping to give Mike time to finish winning, losing, or whatever it was he was doing. When I finished, I went to see if he was ready to leave. He barely noticed I was there, so once again, I set off on my own.

What to do?

I found myself aimlessly wandering through the casino and lobby, playing a few more slot machines and finally heading upstairs to wait for Mike.

That was when I saw him. The man.

We locked eyes. His were brown and smoldering. His hair was long and dark, pulled back in a ponytail, and he was dressed in a suit I was sure had cost a great deal. I wanted to look away, but I was mesmerized by the way he gazed at me. Warmth flooded my cheeks, and I knew I was having a reaction to this complete stranger.

The dark stranger approached. 

What would I do? Part of me wanted to run, but part of me wanted to stand my ground. I didn’t move. He reached me, smiled casually, and said, “Hello.”

That simple word, hello, did something to me. A hundred people a day could say that same word without ever affecting me, but when he said it…

“Hi,” I managed.

He was Native American for sure—dark skin, tall, and very striking.

“I’m sorry to be so forward, but you are stunning,” he said.

“Wow,” I replied. “Does that usually work?”

“Always,” he said.

I didn’t respond.

“Let me start again. I’m John Wolfe, the owner of this hotel.” He extended his hand. “And you are?”

“Samantha,” I answered.

“Well, Samantha, I meant what I said. You really are stunning.”

Although I appreciated the thought, he was exaggerating a little bit, at least in my opinion. Being blonde, green-eyed, and … curvy, I’m not ugly by any means, but definitely not stunning. I’m a little short.

“Thank you,” I said.

“I was just about to have a drink.” His dark eyes pierced me. “Join me…”

“Sorry,” I said, showing him my ring. “Just got married today.” I pointed to Mike. “That’s my husband over there.”

“I couldn’t imagine leaving a new bride like you alone just to play cards, but every man has his own set of priorities. If you need anything…”

He shook my hand again.

“I’ll be sure to find you,” I promised.

As he walked away, I couldn’t keep my eyes off him. When he was out of sight, I walked over and stood next to Mike, who barely glanced at me.

“I’ll be in our room, husband,” I said.

“Yeah, honey, you have fun. I’ll see you soon,” he half-heartedly replied.

He stood and kissed my cheek without taking his eyes off the table.
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