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I don't think I've ever tasted food this good in my life.

That alone is enough of a reason for me to have been thankful I was invited tonight, but then there's also the fact that I finally had somewhere to wear this dress that's been hanging in my closet for months. Just waiting for me to go somewhere this nice. Lord knows I certainly haven't been on any dates that gave me cause to take it off the hanger.

At first, when my client invited me here, I'd refused, telling her that I didn't want to intrude on what sounded like a private event. But she was quick to brush my concerns aside, explaining that although it was a fundraiser for her grandson, there would be plenty of people there, and that the chef she'd hired was one of the most sought after. That, if nothing else, I didn't want to miss the food.

She was definitely right on that point. Eating another smoked salmon cucumber roll, I look around the room. It really is a beautiful event. Gold centerpieces rest on each table, and waiters dressed in suits bustle from person to person, offering them an array of appetizers. The conversation between the two women standing beside me is what truly catches my attention, though.

"I tried to get him to cater my anniversary dinner next month, but he was already booked. I'm still not over it."

The other woman laughs. "With how amazing this food is, I can see why. Doesn't hurt that he's easy on the eyes, either."

"Easy on the eyes? That man is downright gorgeous. I hear he's a real heartbreaker, though."

"Well, he's sexy enough to be able to be a player and get away with it."

"Listen to us, two married women, fawning over some young chef."

They laugh to themselves, and I scoop a champagne glass off one of the trays passing me to hide my smile. Then, I see my client walking over towards me.

"Happy you came now, huh?" Alexis asks.

"I am. You were right about the food."

"Remind me to introduce you to the chef before the night is through. That man loves compliments." She chuckles.

"How's your back?" I ask.

She had to come in for an emergency appointment this morning because of how badly it was hurting her.

"Good as new. You really do give the absolute best massages I have ever had. And I've had a lot of hands on my back." She cringes. "Man, that sounded awful."

I chuckle. "I get what you mean. And thank you. I’m glad you don't have to be uncomfortable, especially tonight."

"Thank you for squeezing me in."

"Anytime."

She looks off to the side and nods at someone. "It's time for the main course. Don't leave before I introduce you."

"I won't."

She begins to walk away but turns back around. "Oh, and you look absolutely stunning in that dress."

"Thank you."

A little more pep in my step, I walk over to the table number that was told to me when I first arrived. Being that I don't actually know anyone here except the host, no one really talks to me, but I find I don't mind at all. It allows me to eat uninterrupted. And this meal...it deserves to be eaten without anything getting in the way of it. Even conversation.

If anyone had ever told me I would be eating quail, I’d have called them a liar, but here I am, eating and loving it. It has a distinct maple glaze on it and is so tender, I don't even use a knife to cut into it. The fork gets the job done just fine and the meat melts like butter in my mouth. I'm pretty sure I moan, and I don't even look up to check if anyone heard me because that would mean looking away from my fork going towards the sides. Herb roasted green beans and purple and orange carrots fill the other half of the plate, and it all tastes just as good as the quail. Not surprisingly, I'm the first one done with my food. I look up after placing my fork down and find the other people at my table still slowly working on even half their meals and I have to fight not to roll my eyes. Just shut up and eat. I know they want to.

Alexis gives a speech then, thanking everyone for coming and donating to the charity we're all here for. One to help babies who are born with gastroschisis, what her own grandson was born with. I write a check and hand it to one of the people who walks around as she speaks about the support many mothers find hard to come by after their babies are born with their intestines, and sometimes organs, on the outside of their bodies.

Once she's done speaking, people hurry to finish their plates and begin rising to mingle again. I'm perfectly content to sit in my seat when I see waiters begin leaving the kitchen doors with dessert trays. Yeah, I'm staying right in my seat for those. The smell of chocolate fills the room, drifting to me before the waiter even reaches me. Then, a tray—a tier really—of desserts is set on the table, and I shamelessly take one of each. Chocolate pear cake, mini chocolate cheesecakes, and even oatmeal creme pies filled with chocolate instead of vanilla.

"Are they any good?" a voice asks from behind me.

I turn in the seat with my hand covering my very full mouth, to see a drop-dead gorgeous man sitting beside me. Hurrying to finish chewing, I respond.

"They're great. I don't know why you haven't tried them already."

He smiles, grins really, and my throat gets dry at the sight. My throat gets dry, and my panties get wet. He really is something beyond handsome.

"You don't think the people at your table will mind?" he asks.

I shrug. "It's their own fault they would rather talk than eat."

He tilts his head forward and reaches for one of the cheesecakes.

"How about the rest of the food? Was it up to par as well?"

Asking myself why he didn't taste anything served tonight for himself, I answer, "It's literally some of the best food I've ever tasted. Which surprised me because the food was the part I was most nervous about. Well, that and what to wear."

He looks my dress up and down. "You did not need to be worried about that in the least."

Then, he brings the food to his mouth, and I watch him eat, my eyes moving over his face. His hair is combed back, but the sides fall behind his ear, but even so, it's unruly. Groomed in a way that shouts he took a lot of care for tonight, but still looks like he's passed his fingers through it many times. It falls past his shoulders, curling slightly at the ends. I take in the rest of his features, too. His full lips, slim nose, and brown eyes that seem to somehow look like he's holding a secret. They twinkle when he looks at me out the corner of his eye.

"See something you like?" he questions.

"Very much," I admit.

He opens his mouth to say more, but Alexis interrupts him.

"Oh, I see you managed to find him all on your own," she says.

My eyebrows furrow in confusion. "What do you mean?"

"The chef." At my continued puzzlement, she shakes her head. "Bryce, have you been sitting here talking to her and haven't even introduced yourself?"

He just grins again, extending his hand to me. "I'm Bryce. I prepared all the, as you called it, amazing food you ate tonight."

I smile and narrow my eyes at him. "But apparently, you needed to know if your food was any good."

"Oh, no, I knew. I just like to hear it."

I can't help but laugh.

"I can't thank you enough for helping me out on such short notice," Alexis states.

"Of course. I make time in my schedule when it's for a good cause."

"And I know your schedule is pretty full," she adds. "Most of the people here were asking me what I said to get you to take this job."

"Don't go telling everyone I have a soft heart now."

"Never." She smiles. "Oh, my husband is calling me. Maya, make sure you come see me before you go upstairs."

"I will." I nod. "And thank you again for inviting me." I look back at Bryce. "I would have missed out on all this good food."

She grins at my teasing and walks off. Bryce runs his fingers through that hair and need rushes through me. His hair falls right back to where it was, still not looking the least bit tamed, and the ache to reach out and feel just how soft those locks are almost has my hand moving of its own volition.

"My food is just good now, huh?" Bryce arches a brow.

"Since you basically tricked me for compliments, yes, you've been demoted."

He puts his hand to his chest. "I'm appalled. You must let me redeem myself."

"And how would you do that?"

"Let me make you something extra special tonight. A dessert, just for you."

"The party is almost over," I point out.

"I could bring it up to your room. You are staying here, right? If I heard Alexis correctly."

"I am," I say slowly, processing exactly what he means.

"Well, if you want, I'll bring it up to your room once it's done."

"And what exactly does you bringing it up to my room mean?"

"Whatever you want it to. Nothing more than what you want it to."

I stay silent for a moment, thinking his proposition over. God knows every part of me has been aroused since the moment I turned around and saw him beside me. I want to feel his hair, his body, and especially those lips on mine. The conversation I heard before replays in my mind, then. Heartbreaker. Player. My mind tells me I should heed their words, but my body asks me why the hell it even matters? He's offering me one night. And it's a night I want with him. One I need at this point.

"I'm in room 712," I tell him.

He licks his lips, and I narrow my eyes at him, sure he must know what he's doing to me.

"Any requests, for that dessert?" he asks.

I shake my head. "It just better taste unbelievable."

"No pressure." He chuckles.

"Hey, Bryce. We need you back here," someone calls.

He nods, still not taking his eyes off me. "Work beckons me, but I will see you later. Assuming you gave me your real room number."

"And risk someone else getting my dessert? Not a chance."

He stands. "Ah, so it's purely the dessert and not my company that intrigues you."

I look up his body, appreciating the muscles I can see through his fitted button-down shirt as I go. "It's definitely both."

"Good. Goodbye for now, Maya."

"Goodbye."

I watch him go, taking a jacket off the back of a chair closer to the kitchen. He slips into the white chef jacket that definitely would have told me exactly who he was the moment I saw him had he been wearing it. As he walks through the kitchen doors, giving me one last intense look over his shoulder before he disappears, I find myself wondering why he took the jacket off.

Is that just something he does at each event? Comes out and asks people how the food was without them knowing they're telling the one who cooked it? Does he come out and flirt with women at each event as well, using food as an excuse to strike up a conversation? I shake my head. It doesn't matter. What he does at other events, with other women, because he’s all mine tonight. And only for tonight. I don't need to concern myself with all the rest because come tomorrow morning, I'll never see him again.

I eat the rest of my desserts that had been all but forgotten as I spoke to Bryce and I sneak a few more since only a few people return to my table to have some. Alexis gets on the microphone again and thanks everyone for coming, and I take that as the queue for us to begin leaving. I seek Alexis out like I agreed to before I leave.

"Thank you so much for coming," she repeats.

"Of course. I might accept all your invitations from now on."

She chuckles. "I can't promise the food will be as good next time. Bryce is very hard to book. He took mercy on me because it was for charity."

"Is he really that in demand? I mean, I see why, but that's all I've been hearing tonight, that he's basically booked up for the next ten years."

"He kind of burst onto the scene a few years ago while catering for some really impressive parties. But in the last year, he's been working just about every weekend. So many people are discovering him now, so it's hard to actually get him to cater a party. He seems like a workaholic to me, but far be it for me to accuse someone of what my husband often says I am."

"And I'm right." Her husband grabs her to him by the waist. "Thank you for seeing my wife today, Maya. I tried to massage her myself, but I'm pretty sure I just made it worse."

I laugh. "It's the thought that counts. Glad I was able to help."

"You let me know if anything's wrong with your room," Alexis says.

"I'm sure it's perfect."

I live three hours away from here, so I checked if there were any rooms available when I agreed to come. The hotel was booked solid, but Alexis insisted she could get me a room. And somehow, she did. I had yet to see it since someone had taken my bag upstairs for me while another escorted me to the hotel ballroom, but I was sure that if Alexis booked it, it would be amazing.

"Goodnight," I tell Alexis and her husband.

They say their goodbyes, and I begin walking towards the open double doors. Goosebumps raise along my arms, and my body tingles with the feeling of eyes on me. I turn towards the kitchen door and sure enough, Bryce is there, his lips pulled to one side in a sexy smirk. A shiver runs through me at the clear desire in his gaze. He gives me a small wave and I smile at him before turning around.

I get in the elevator and all but fall against the back wall. What is he doing to me? I've never been so turned on from a not even ten-minute conversation and a few looks. I've never been so turned on, period. I begin to ask myself exactly what I want when he comes to my room, but really, it's not even a question. I want him between my thighs, fulfilling the longing he's built in me.

The elevator doors open, and I walk down the hallway to my room. Sliding the keycard in, the door opens and yup, Alexis went above and beyond any room I considered when I looked to stay here. This room has its own kitchen with a dining area, and a small living room. I walk beyond that to the large bedroom with king size bed in the middle of it where I find my bag sitting at the foot of it. Another table and two seats are situated by the balcony. I slip into one of them and wonder how long I'll need to wait for Bryce. How long will I have to ache for him?

Opening my bag and getting a few things out, I go to the bathroom and freshen up. Then, I slip out of my dress, carefully hanging it on the back of the door. Looking myself over in my bra and panties, I leave the bathroom and sit on the end of the bed when my nerves decide now is the best time to show up.

What do I do after we're done? Do I invite him to stay? Does he expect me to tell him to go? I have no idea. I have to shake my head again. It's one night. One night. I can give myself one night to be free. Be reckless. Be as wild as I like. I deserve it.

But two hours later, I'm still alone, and waiting, ready to accept that he isn't coming.
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My nights never go like this. Once I'm done making the desserts, it's usually a time I can just sit back and finally eat a meal of my own in the kitchen as the crew cleans up the dining hall and kitchen. But of course, on the night I actually have somewhere to be, somewhere I desperately wish I was right now, nothing seems to be going right. I'd put the finishing touches on the dessert I promised Maya an hour ago. Yet, as I help the staff clean up a spill in the oven that I'm still not sure how it happened, I have to fight so hard not to groan my way through this. Knowing the dessert is lukewarm at best now, and I'm damn sure not going to just pop it in the microwave and reheat it, I start making the dessert from scratch again.

"We're sorry," one of the staff apologizes again. "We've never had that happen before."

"Not your fault. It looks like maybe someone tipped over a dish while it was coming out of the oven and chocolate got burned on the inside."

"Well, thanks for helping us clean it up. We didn't want the whole hall smelling like smoke while we took care of it. Oh, are you making something else?"

I follow his eyes to the smaller oven towards the end of the kitchen. "Yeah. Just something I promised someone tonight."

He nods. "All right. Well, goodnight."

I wait another thirty minutes for the molten lava cakes to finish, then I chop up a strawberry. I’m careful to keep it together as I place it atop the cakes once they've cooled down a little. I sprinkle powdered sugar on top and then, finally, take off my chef's jacket. I roll my shoulders, the weight of not just working tonight, but feeling like I've been working constantly, causing my muscles and back to ache. I don’t think I've had a weekend off in almost a year.

It's not like I haven't been the one booking event after event. I know that I needed the distraction. The work keeps my mind and hands busy, and my heart blinded, because if I stopped for a second, even a moment, it would set in all over again.

That pain. That hurt. That betrayal.

And I can't let it.

I throw my hair into a low ponytail while I give the kitchen one last look over. Jacket thrown over my arm, I grab the plates and two forks on my way out. It's not until I reach the elevator that the excitement of where I'm going comes over me all over again. The moment I saw Maya in that dress across the room, I knew I needed to talk to her, get her name, and hopefully have her indulge me in a conversation. The red material tied in the back, the middle bare to show her gorgeous dark brown skin before it tied at her lower back. Then, she walked to the table for the main course and her leg slipped out through the long slit. If anyone had been watching me, they might have seen some damn drool come out. She reached the table and I could pretend I was watching the dishes I'd spent so much time preparing going out, but my eyes were solely on her. Her black curly hair reaching her shoulders, the way those red painted lips spread into a smile when her plate was placed in front of her. That smile. God, that smile. It was stunning.

Even better up close, though. Because when she turned in her seat and smiled again, this time at me, my heart squeezed and visions of kissing her made my dick harden in my pants. I can tell she gives easy smiles. It was in her eyes. The kindness, amusement. Especially when she realized I was the chef. A thrill rushed through me as she looked me over, as I saw the interest there and hoped that maybe, just maybe, she wanted me as much as I want her.

And now here I am, arriving at her floor almost three hours after the event ended, hope changing from her wanting me to whether she will even still letting me into the room. I walk down the hallway, nerves mixing in with my excitement now as I reach her door. Letting out a deep breath, I raise my hand and lightly knock on the door. There's no sound coming from behind the door. I lean a little closer, trying to hear something. Nothing. Hanging my head and realizing she might have just thought I wasn't coming and gone to sleep, I try to knock one more time, but the door opens before I can bring my hand to it.

And if I didn't already regret getting here so late, running my eyes down her body makes that regret burn in my gut. The dress is gone. She stands in her bra and panties. Black with roses going from the top of her breast to over her shoulder and another rose on her panties, covering the sheer material over the part of her I want to touch so badly right now. When I look back at her face, she arches a brow, waiting for answers. First, I extend the dessert to her. It can't hurt to soften how long she's been waiting for me with some chocolate.

"I'm sorry I'm just now getting here," I begin. She takes one of the plates, but doesn't move to let me in. "There was an issue in the kitchen towards the end of the event. And although I didn't technically have to help clean it up, I also didn't want to leave someone else doing it and it possibly end up coming back on me that I leave kitchens a mess, you know?"

"Go on," she says.

"Then, I threw the cake I made you in the garbage because I was not going to come up here late, and with a cold cake. There would be no chance you’d let me in. Are you...going to let me in?"

She looks between me and the cake a few times before finally smiling and stepping aside. Gratefulness filling me, I walk into the room and turn to watch her close the door behind me. That dress was amazing, and almost did her body justice. Because...damn. Her ass in those panties, and those long legs with nothing hiding them from me, make it so I have to swallow just to be able to speak.

"I was afraid you'd gone to sleep for a minute there," I state.

"Oh, no, I was waiting. I just wasn't sure if I was going to let you in or slam the door in your face."

I give a nervous chuckle. "I'm glad you went with the former."

She smiles, and those beautiful brown eyes of hers twinkle. "Me, too. Now, this dessert, and you, had better be worth the wait."

"Again, no pressure."

Instead of walking to the table, she heads for the bedroom. I'm quick to put my jacket on the couch and follow her. By the time I reach the room, she's sitting on one end of the bed, holding her hand out. I give her one of the forks I brought with me and sit beside her. She cuts into the side of the cake, and the chocolate comes flowing out. I only watch her face, then. The way her eyes light up, and how they close when she gets her first taste of the cake. She nods, and only then do I cut into my own cake. We eat in relative silence with just the low hum of the TV making any noise, that and our forks scraping along the plates. When she's finished, she begins moving up the bed. I watch her every move, the sway of her hips as she crawls until she reaches the pillows. Then, she drapes herself across them, crossing her legs and extending her arms across the pillows.

"But you did leave me waiting three hours," she says. "I would say you have a lot of making up to do."

I grin, standing up and moving the plates from the bed to the small table. "And how would you suggest I do that?"

She tilts her head. "I assumed when you asked to come to my room, you already had lots of ideas as to what you would do with me once you got here. Was I wrong?"

"You definitely weren't."

"Then, why don't we start with the first idea, and keep going until we're both too tired to move."

"I like that plan."

"Make me like it, too." She smirks.

I unbutton my shirt and let it slip from my arms to the ground before my hands go to my pants. The whole time I undress, she watches me, eyes tracking my movements until I'm stepping out of my boxer-briefs and her gaze is firmly on my dick. I stroke it a few times, and her teeth pull her bottom lip into her mouth.

I move up the bed and she uncrosses her legs, widening them for me. God, I want what's between her thighs so badly, but first, I want her lips. The lips that have been driving me crazy all night. I get closer to her face and her eyes stare into mine, waiting, anticipating, wanting, and needing. All the same emotions rushing through me reflect back in her gaze. Then, I bring my lips to hers and her eyes close a second before mine do. Because how could they stay open when my mouth is tasting heaven? When her lips fit so perfectly against mine and I have to hold back a groan at the feeling of them? When their softness and warmth, the hint of chocolate on them, is making me want to devour her whole?

Then, it gets even better. She gets better. As I move my mouth against hers, she opens for me, her tongue sweeping across my bottom lip. I don't hold back the groan this time. But all I really hear, the only sound that matters, is the one coming from her. The moan that travels from her mouth to mine as I settle over her, as my dick rubs into her panties, against her pussy. Her thighs tighten on the sides of me, pulling me closer while our tongues circle.

My mouth leaves hers, going to her neck, over her collarbone, and between her breasts. I move the cups of her bra down until I can get one nipple and then the other between my lips. She arches into my mouth, holding my head to her chest while my hand trails down her body, over that rose on her panties to the fabric between her thighs. It's drenched, the warmth there driving me to push it to the side so I can get my fingers on her pussy.

Her clit is swollen, making a whimper leave her at the barest of touches. Her lips are slick, parting easily for me so I can reach her opening. I let her nipple go with an audible pop and look up at her as I lower. Her eyes lock on mine, watching me as I kiss down her stomach. Grabbing the waistband of her panties with my teeth, I begin to drag them down. I sit up to finish taking them off her legs, and she licks her lips, waiting for what I'll do next. I don't leave her waiting long.

I lower between her thighs, breathing in her scent that reaches me the closer I get to where I want to be the most. She widens to accommodate my shoulders and I look up once more to make sure she's still watching as I bring my mouth to her clit. She becomes nothing but moans, gasps, and pleas as I explore her. I can't decide what I like more. How she arches up when I suck her clit into my mouth. How she sighs when I slide my tongue through her lips. Or the way she repeats my name like a fervent prayer when I thrust my tongue into her. But none of that matters once she comes, because God, when she explodes around my tongue, holding my head to her, thighs clenching my face, and her gasps rising to the ceiling, I realize that's my favorite part of all. And I want to make her do it again. But this time, with my dick inside her.

Impatience thrumming through me, I get off the bed and go to my pants, getting a condom out of my wallet. When I finish rolling the latex down my dick, I look up to see her balancing on her knees, bra gone and pure lust in her eyes. When I get closer, she pushes me down on the bed, hurrying to straddle me. I don't mind her rush in the least because I feel like if I don't get inside her right now, I'll lose my mind. She lines me up and then leans over, kissing me as she slides down on me. Her muscles contract against me while I stretch her. She hisses into my mouth, but I swallow her sounds, my hands going to her hips to push her down more, needing every single inch of me buried inside her. Neither of us moves for a moment, not even kissing now, our foreheads pressed together and our ragged breaths filling the little bit of space between us.

"God, you feel so good," I say low.

"I knew it would be like this," she states.

"Like what?"

She sits up then, looking down at me with a wicked grin that makes my dick jerk inside of her. "Amazing."

Then, she rides me. Rising and falling on me, fast then slow, hard then soft, her hands going to her breasts, rubbing her nipples as she drives me closer to an end. One I'm not ready to reach. When she slows down again, I sit up, hands trailing over her body, her back, her stomach, pushing her hands aside to touch her breasts myself. Then, my hand is at her throat, feeling her pulse beat a frantic rhythm under my touch. I keep my hand there as I begin thrusting up into her. I feel her swallow and the vibration of the moan rising before I even hear it leave her mouth. I feel my name there before it comes clawing out of her throat. Then, it's different movements catching my attention like her pussy tightening around me, her thighs beginning to quiver, and her eyes fluttering closed.

She comes apart, no longer rising, just circling her hips on me, taking me deeper and making it damn near impossible not to give into the urge to come right along with her. Her head drops back, and I move my hand so I can kiss along her neck. A sharp gasp leaves her when I suck the skin above her pulse into my mouth and I feel her spasm around me again.

"Shit," I curse.

Her head falls forward and her eyes lazily open while a smile grows on her face.

"God, Bryce."

I grin. "Oh, I like that."

"Let's see if you like this."

I wonder what she means but I don't ask any questions when she climbs off me. I instantly mourn the loss of her warmth. She takes the condom off and then her mouth is there, giving me that warmth back, giving me pleasure again as her tongue sweeps from side to side along my length. I grip the sheets in my hand when she circles the head a few times before taking as much of me as she can into her mouth. I hit the back of her throat and now my own head falls back. Grabbing ahold of her hair, gathering it up until I've made a ponytail of it in my hand, I make her go faster. She just sucks harder, groans and curses leaving my mouth as she takes me closer and closer to the edge. When I look back down, I see her red lipstick smeared on my dick, the brightest stains at the top and that is what nearly undoes me. But her mouth is not where I want to come.

I use my grip on her hair to pull her up until I slide out of her mouth. She licks those lips again with that wicked grin back in place.

"Inside you. That's where I want to come," I tell her.

"We'll see if you can make me come again along the way."

She begins moving on the bed, to her hands and knees, swaying her ass in the most enticing way.

"Is that a challenge?"

She looks at me over her shoulder. "More like a dare."

She doesn't know who she's playing this game with. I hurry to get behind her, not wasting another moment before I slam myself inside of her. We both freeze and I know she's realized, just like me, that the condom is gone. I look over to where she placed it on the sheets when she took it off, but she circles her hips.

"Don't stop," she pleads.

"Never," I breathe.

I set a brutal pace, but she doesn’t have a problem keeping up. She gives it to me just as good as I'm giving it to her. She thrusts right back into me every time I drive into her. When I push down on her lower back, she drops until her face is against the sheets, giving me a new angle that has me almost seeing stars. I want to come. I need to come. My body is begging me to, but not until I make her moan my name again.

I grip her ass, spreading her cheeks and getting impossibly deeper inside her. Her breath hitches and I don't miss the sound. No, it reaches my ears above the sound of our bodies coming together, above the demands my body is giving me to let go. That hitch tells me she's almost there. Right where I need her to be.

I quickly turn her around and only look down at the vision before me for a second. Her hair splayed across the sheets, chest heaving, lips swollen from our kissing, and what I can tell was her biting down on it more. I only take in all her beauty for a second before I slam back into her. Her body tries to move with the force but I grab onto her hips, pulling her back to me. Her legs hike up higher on my waist and cross at my back, making me lean forward and putting me at the perfect angle to lick circles around her nipple.

Then, I get what I want with her tightening around me, her gasps coming louder and longer. I drive into her and grind against her clit and she's there. Hands on my ass, pushing me into her harder while she sighs my name into my ear. That's what does it for me. I shudder against her, regretting that I have to leave her body, but knowing that I need to. I thrust into her a few more times and then pull out of her, my cum spilling onto her stomach. I groan and my body jerks, my hand going to the headboard to hold myself up. Following Maya's eyes, I look down at the erotic sight of her wetness on my dick, and my cum on her stomach.

When I feel like I can finally move a muscle again, I climb off the bed and get a washcloth from the bathroom. Putting hot water on it, I bring it back to the room and clean Maya up before cleaning myself as well. Then, I get back into bed while asking myself what the hell I'm doing.

This is when I leave. This is when I give the woman some line about work or whatever excuse I can think of and begin getting dressed. But instead, I pull Maya closer to me, seeking out her body, her warmth, her closeness. Even as confusion rushes through me, I find contentment in the way she curls up to me, her thigh going across mine, and her head laying on my chest. I wrap my arm around her and pull her even closer.

"I'm glad you showed up," Maya says.

"Not as glad as me," I return.

"I understand if you can't stay..." she begins.

And before I even think about it, the words are tumbling out of my mouth. "I can stay. If you want me to?"

"I do. I told myself I wouldn't, but I do."

I chuckle because she sounds just as confused by all of this as I do. "Why did you tell yourself not to?"

"That's not really how this works, right?" She looks up at me. "It's one night and that's it. Not a morning, too."

"Yeah. That’s definitely how it should work. But for some reason, I don't want it to work that way with you."

She smiles and lays her head back down. "Good."

"Did I make up for being late?"

"And then some."

I kiss her hair and close my eyes, but I can't go to sleep. Even after I feel her body get a little heavier on mine and her breathing evens out, my mind races. What am I doing? I haven't spent the night with any woman since...her. Why am I staying, but even more than that, why do I want to? Why is that need to be gone as quickly as possible not here this time to push me out the door? Why do I feel so comfortable with Maya in my arms?

I swore this would never be me again. Letting a woman past my walls, letting a woman in period. What reward had I gotten for that last time except heartache and questions I still had no answers for? I'd been fine spending nothing more than a night with women, promising them nothing and expecting the same in return except for what our short time together held for us. But with her, with Maya, I begin to rethink all that. I begin to wonder if one night is enough, could ever be enough. Because I want more than a night with her. I want to wake up to her. I want to know about what makes those eyes smile all the time. I want to know about her, every single thing about her. And even as the still shattered parts of me scream that's a horrible idea, that it will and can only lead to more pain, I still ache for her. I still feel a need to see the rising sun cast its light on her skin and see her beauty in the morning’s rays.

Again, what the hell am I doing?

Then, Maya stirs and when I move to make her more comfortable, her hand goes to my dick. All other thoughts in my mind flee except getting inside her again.
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Chapter 3
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A month has passed, and I still think about Bryce every day. When I wake up, or when I lay in my empty bed and wish he was there. When my hands trail down between my thighs and his face, that grin, is the only image I can conjure to get me where I need to go. But he left my room without us exchanging numbers. No, we awoke, looked into each other's eyes for a long moment, and then we were both moving apart.

I didn't know what he was thinking, but I had to remind myself that it was only supposed to be a night with him. Not a night spent curled up in his arms. Not a night spent with both of us taking turns waking each other for another round. Not a morning where the sun shined through the window and begged me to explain what the hell I was doing.

So, we both dressed, silence filling the room, but it wasn’t an awkward one. Instead, we kept giving each other looks between pulling on pieces of clothing. Then, he was dressed, I was in my bra and panties and a robe, and I followed him to the living room. He grabbed his jacket from the couch and gave me one last smile before walking to the door.

A part of me wanted him to go, needed him to, really, because my heart was doing funny things being in his presence. I wanted more, I ached for more, and not just sex. His company, his conversation, the feel of his hair as I ran my fingers through it. I wanted him to stay. I wanted him to crawl back into bed with me, eat breakfast with me. Anything. And it was that exact same part of me that knew I needed to let him go. That I needed to let us part without any more words. Without saying we'd see each other again. Without making plans for any type of future. Because hadn't that part of me, my heart, been through enough? It didn't need—more like it couldn't take—anymore. I couldn't put myself in a position to get hurt again, which meant I couldn't let him in any more than I already had.

He left and I told myself that was the end of it. I had breakfast brought up to the room, took a shower, dressed, and left. I drove away from the hotel, and, I told myself, away from him. How wrong I was. I couldn't leave him behind because he'd burrowed inside me even deeper than I'd thought. At first, I could convince myself it was just the great sex that made me constantly think of him. But now, I can admit it’s more than that. I miss him. But there’s nothing I can do about it.

"Hello. Maya, are you even listening to me?" my coworker, Tamara, asks.

"I'm sorry." I chuckle. "I was on a whole nother planet just now."

"I see. I told you about your next client almost five minutes ago."

I start. "Seriously?"

She nods and slides the file over to me. I pick it up and look at the name on the top. Beginning to look away, I do a double-take and glance at the name again.

"Is this some sort of joke?" I give Tamara an exasperated look.

Her brows only furrow in confusion. "What do you mean?"

I turn the file to face her. "Bryce Gibson? Really?"

The confusion remains on her face. "And that would be a joke because..." Then, her eyes widen. "No. You've gotta be kidding me. It's him."

"Tamara, if you are toying with me..."

"I'm not. You never even told me his last name."

I realize she's right. So, this has to be real. Bryce, my Bryce. He's here. Somehow, the universe has brought us back together. Did I just call him my Bryce? I know his last name because when my mind refused to let me stop thinking of him, I Googled him with just a first name, a comma, and chef. He came up instantly. Articles done on him, celebrity events he cooked for. Picture upon picture of him in his white chef jacket, his hair as unruly as ever and that signature smile in place. There were a few of him in a suit, looking like he was on his way to a wedding, but with rising panic I had quickly Googled if he was married and sighed when I saw he wasn't.

And now he's here. Waiting for me. This can't be a coincidence, right?

"Um, what the hell are you waiting for?" Tamara asks. "Get your ass in there and get your man."

"He is not my man," I grumble.

"Funny. It didn't sound like that for the last few weeks."

I look down at myself. "Do I look okay?"

She reaches forward and takes my hair out of the ponytail it's in. "Better. Now go."

I take a deep breath and nod, holding the folder to my chest and trying to calm my nerves. I've never been nervous to go into my massage room. It's my domain where I help people who come to see me; where I know exactly what I'm doing. But now, knowing this man who has been on my mind, and quite frankly, edging into my heart for the last month, is waiting for me, the butterflies in my stomach take flight. Taking another deep breath, I turn the knob and open the door.

And there he is. Or rather, his back and legs, and that ass I remember oh, so well covered by a towel. His hair falls to the sides of his head and my fingers ache to touch the strands again. Without even touching him, I can see why he's here from the tense knots in his back. They’re evident, and tell me that he's been carrying a lot of stress in his shoulders and back. I would like to think he's been thinking of me as much as I've been him, but I don't dare let that line of thought continue.

I step closer to him, getting my oils ready on the small table. I don't want to speak just yet. Really, I have no idea what the hell to say. Do I speak to him like we're old friends, or at the very least, two strangers who spent a night together? Do I make a joke, thinking he'll find all this as awkward and weird as I do? If I'm being honest, a part of me wonders if he even remembers me. I'm afraid he'll hear my voice and have no idea it's me. That, I'll tell him my name and he'll introduce himself to me like we've never even met. And honestly, I know that would kill me a little. Well, I guess there's only one way to find out.

"Hi. I'm Maya," I say.

He whips around, pushing his upper body up and turning his head to look at me. The shock there, but also the joy in his stare makes me smile. Oh, yeah, he remembers me all right. Slowly, his lips curve into a grin.

"Maya," he whispers but it echoes in my ears.

The way he seems to savor my name and how his eyes light up when he says it is everything.

"Hello, Bryce." I smile. "This is one place I never thought
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