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Chapter One


[image: ]


Barbara Ryan, a successful business owner who liked being in charge of her own life, nuzzled the warm, sexy neck of the man who’d become her favorite antagonist, Detective Adam Sinclair. The groom’s sexy partner was the bossiest man she’d ever met, and too damn attractive. He made her body sizzle every time he focused his attention on her, which seemed more often since the night of their friends’ engagement. For the three years she’d known him, he’d driven her crazy with his arrogant authoritarianism. Still, at this moment, she wanted nothing more than to surrender to him her most guarded possession—her virginity. 

Adam wore an elegant black tuxedo that fit his hunky body to perfection. He smelled of light masculinity. She wore a formal, floor-length, off-the-shoulder pink gown. They’d played maid of honor and best man within the wedding party of their dearest friends.

Wrapped in Adam’s powerful embrace, they danced in the low-lit reception hall beneath a glittering ball of lights. Her arms were around his neck, and her breasts pressed against his solid and distinct pectoral muscles. A euphoric haze enveloped her. Or it could be the champagne. She lost count of the glasses she’d consumed at this festive event. Daniel and Amanda had gotten married a few short hours ago and were on their way to their happily-ever-after. 

“You’re not letting me lead,” Adam grumbled as he attempted to direct their sway to the slow, sensory love song the band played on the stage nearby. 

“I’m sorry.” She stumbled in her attempt to give him control. 

Adam leaned back and gave her a crooked brow while his arms held firm. “You’re sorry?”

She chuckled, as shocked by her uncharacteristic submissiveness as he seemed to be. “Is it so surprising that I might want to give up a moment of control?” 

He snorted and pulled her back against his chest. “Yeah, it is.”

The corner of his mouth pressed against her temple, and the soft whiskers of his mustache caused a tingle to rush down her neck. It wasn’t a kiss, but more like an affectionate caress with his face. If the bulge poking her in the stomach was any indication, he shared her response to their closeness, at least in the physical sense. 

“Adam?”

“Barbara?”

“Am I such a bitch that you think I wouldn’t enjoy someone else taking charge once in a while?”

He groaned. “Interesting question. Let me think about this for a minute.”

She yanked on the back of his thick, wavy chestnut hair. “I’m trying to be serious.”

He slipped his big hand beneath the few wispy strands falling from her fancy updo to cradle the back of her neck. His hand was large and warm—and sexy. An exciting shiver shot down her spine. Never had they touched this much. 

“You’re not a bitch. I think you want people to think you are with that sassy mouth,” he said without looking at her as they continued to sway to the sultry song.

“If that’s true, it’s unintentional. I want to be loved like everyone else. Why would I want people to think I’m mean?”

He leaned away again, but left his hand on the back of her head, thumbing her cheek. “I’m no shrink, but maybe you’ve been hurt and don’t want to let yourself be vulnerable.” He shook his head. “I haven’t figured you out yet.” He chuckled. “It’s on the agenda, though.”

A thrill shot down her core. “You want to figure me out?”

“Is that so hard to believe?”

“I guess not, but I think you know me well already. We’ve known each other for quite a while.”

“Well, there’s knowing someone in the social sense, and then there is a more intimate level of understanding. That’s the one that intrigues me.”

Her skin prickled with goosebumps upon listening to his deep, husky voice. “What about you? Why must you always be in charge?” She lifted her palm in front of his face. “Don’t answer that. I already know.” She wrapped her hand back around his neck. “You’re a cop. Giving orders comes second nature to you. That’s why I’ve always considered lawmen off-limits. No bossy cops for me.” 

“Your best friend seems to be happy with her cop.”

“Well, Amy is sweet. Any man would be fortunate to have her. Your partner is one lucky man, if you ask me.”

Adam laughed. “I agree with you. He’s blessed. She is sweet. She made a beautiful bride today.” He cleared his throat. “I shouldn’t tell you this, but when I first met her, I told Daniel I thought she was cute and feisty.”

She giggled. “I bet that went over well.”

“He warned me off, and it wasn’t a timid command.”

A wave of dread washed over her. “If Amy is your type, I’m probably not.” 

He pulled her tighter. “I didn’t say she was my type. You’re bold and a ball-breaker, but there’s a lot to admire about you.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah. But I guess I’m out of the running since I’m a bossy cop.” 

She pulled on his earlobe. Of course, he’d have to ruin the thrill of his admiration with a smart-ass remark.

He chuckled.

The music turned to a faster song, and he took her hand, pulling her off the dance floor. “Let’s go back to our table. I’m thirsty.”

Her Aunt June and Nicki’s father, Judge Hamilton, shared their table. They leaned back in their chairs like a pair of teenagers who’d been caught making out. She and Adam sat down and shared a knowing look. He grinned. Love was in the air, it seemed.

“You guys looked good out there dancing,” Aunt June said.

“She led me around the dance floor like a pro.”

Barbara elbowed him in the ribs. “I did not.”

Judge Hamilton grinned at Aunt June and then winked. A thrill shot through Barbara’s heart. It would be wonderful if these two fell in love. Both had been alone for a long time. Aunt June was fifty years old and never married. 

Judge Hamilton was fifty-three and had been a widower for ten years.

The waitstaff circulated with another tray of champagne flutes, and everyone at the table took one. Barbara downed her champagne in one gulp. 

“That stuff is so good you might not realize how strong it is,” Adam warned. “I think you should switch to something nonalcoholic before you make yourself sick.”

“See what I mean? You’re bossy.”

He raised his hands and rested back in his chair. “Suit yourself. I’m just watching out for you.”

She looked into his cobalt-blue eyes and read the sincerity in his words. “I know.” She bumped his shoulder with hers. “I’m done. No more alcohol for me.” 

“Thank you. I don’t want to have to carry you to your room. Not that I couldn’t.” He snickered. “I’d just rather not.” 

A mild wave of dizziness washed through her head. Water would have been the wiser choice. She glanced at her watch. It was midnight. The bride and groom had departed hours ago. They were driving to Orlando to catch a cruise ship the following day for their honeymoon. 

“Did Nicki already leave?” She looked around and didn’t see her friend, who’d brought a casual date. Nicki had confessed that he was more a friend than a boyfriend, someone who could be her plus-one. 

Like Barbara, Nicki had yet to find her Mr. Right. 

Barbara looked at Adam and mentally shook her head. He was more than she could manage. No domineering cops, she reminded herself. That didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy a fling with the man. Would he be game if she asked him to take her virginity? Well, a girl could not afford to be shy these days. She’d soon find out the answer to that question.
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Adam worried he might have to carry Barbara to her room. She would have fallen off those damn high heels if he hadn’t caught her and then encouraged her to hold on to his arm. They shared adjoining rooms, which couldn’t be a coincidence. “Who made the room arrangements?”

She held his arm while he opened her door with her key card. “Amy, I think.”

“Did you notice we have adjoining rooms?” 

She nodded. “Oh, yeah. That was no accident. Amy thinks we’d make a good match.”

“Really?” They had discussed this? Interesting. 

“Uh-huh.”

“I wonder how she came to that conclusion.”

Barbara snorted. “She said people who fuss and snipe at each other are trying to cover for an attraction they don’t want to admit.”

“When did she get a psychology degree?” 

Barbara elbowed him in the gut, and he grunted. “Amy wants everyone to have what she and Daniel have. She’s like that. Even before she had the love of her life, she wanted everyone else to find love. Amy is a selfless person. I don’t know if you noticed that about her.”

He nodded. “I did.” Barbara was so cute when she defended her friends. Her eyes welled with unshed tears. “Why are you about to cry?”

She took a heavy breath and blinked a few times. “I’m feeling woozy. I guess I’m a blubbering drunk.”

He hugged her to his side. Barbara didn’t realize how sweet she was, which made her even more appealing because of her humility. Daniel told him how she had kept Amy’s secret about being abused as a kid. Not until Holly had given Amy such a hard time over her relationship with Holly’s father that Barbara revealed to any of them what Amy had gone through. It had been a decisive moment in Daniel and Amy’s relationship. Barbara was loyal to her friends. 

He ushered her inside and shut the door. After depositing her on the foot of her king-size bed, he opened the adjoining interior door. He stepped back to the bed, squatted before her, shoved the back straps down her heels, and pulled off her shoes. Her pink toenails matched her dress. She had sexy feet. He set the shoes on the dresser so she wouldn’t trip if she got up. “Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

“Bossy cop,” she slurred.

“Just do what I say. I don’t want you to fall and break your neck.”

He exited her room and opened his door with his key card. After removing his jacket, he slipped off his bow tie and released the top two buttons of his dress shirt. He drew a deep breath, more comfortable now that he wasn’t so confined in the formal monkey suit. Then he opened the adjoining door and returned to Barbara’s room. To his surprise, she hadn’t moved. He couldn’t resist saying, “Good girl.”

“Not really,” Barbara snorted. “Well, that’s what I want to talk to you about.”

That cute little snort was adorable. He placed his hand beneath her arm, pulled her up, and walked her over to sit on the couch, side by side. “You want to talk to me about your not being a good girl? Do you have a naughty problem?”

Adam teetered on dangerous territory as he sported a hefty boner. This woman stirred him in more ways than one. She was beautiful in that silky, body-hugging dress. She was tall, slender, and curved in all the right places. Her breasts were the perfect size, not too big and not too small, just a nice handful. His hands itched to test their weight. She had a sexy behind and rounded hips. He itched to cup that ass as much as he wanted to handle those sexy breasts. She’s drunk, moron. Keep those antsy hands to yourself.

Her hair was up and twisted around some flowers on her head. A few curly tendrils had fallen out of the clip and brushed her forehead and neck. He used his fingers to brush them off her face. She watched him as if reading his intentions. Her eyes were an unusual color, a combination of green and brown. Hazel, he thought it was called. It was rare for her to sit this long without talking. 

“What are you up to?” He tapped her forehead. “What’s going through that beautiful head?”

“I want you to rid me of my virginity.”

His heart skipped a beat. Now, he was speechless for a moment. 

“You’re twenty-six.”

“Well, duh. It’s time, don’t you think?”

“Barbara, how could you be a virgin?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re bold and ballsy.” He shook his head. “This makes no sense.”

“Well, I’m choosy. I didn’t want to do it with just anybody.”

She must have misinterpreted his stunned silence as she stood on wobbly legs. “It’s okay. You don’t have to. I’ll find someone else.”

As she moved away, she stumbled over the coffee table, and he grabbed her before she busted her ass. “No, you will not find someone else.”

“There you go, bossing me again.” She giggled. Then her face turned ashen, and she placed her hand over her mouth. “I think I’m going to be sick.”

Adam rushed her into the bathroom and held her hair back as she emptied the contents of her stomach. 

“Adam, I’m so sorry.” Tears filled her eyes and ran down her face as she dropped to her knees, trembling.

“Shh, it’s okay, baby.” He moved to wet a washcloth and handed it to her. “It’s happened to all of us. Trust me, you’re not considered a sailor unless you’ve had one drunken night out that ended just like this. Not to mention the first few times you’re assigned to a ship. The only difference is you’re puking over the rail into the ocean instead of in a nice, fancy bathroom.” 

She flushed. He smiled and helped her up. She rinsed her mouth with a swish of mouthwash she’d left on the vanity.

“I think we need to sleep on this idea.”

She frowned. “I want it now.”

“Well, you’re not getting it.” He walked her back into the bedroom area. “You’re drunk, and I’m not taking you in this condition.”

“You’re mean.”

“No, I’m taking care of you. You don’t just give someone your virginity without weighing the pros and cons.”

She snickered. “You’re serious?”

“Kind of,” he said with a grin. Then he placed his hands on her shoulders. “Let me be clear, though. I’m willing, but not to rid you of your virginity. I’ve never taken a virgin before. It’s not something I’ve aspired to do.”

He brushed her hair off her face and caressed her cheeks with his thumbs. “There is nothing I’d like more than to make love to you, Barbara. I’m serious. It would be best if you were sure. Once we’ve crossed that line, it might be hard for me to let you go. I’m man enough to admit I might want to be your only if we do this.” 

She nodded. “Okay.”

“Okay,” he repeated. “Let’s get you into bed.”

She laughed. “Did you change your mind?”

He smacked her on the ass. “You are a naughty girl.”

“Can you help me get out of this dress?”

“It’s going to be torture keeping my hands off, but I can do that.”

“Adam?”

“Barbara?”

“You don’t have to keep your hands off. It will be a warm-up exercise.” She giggled.

“To be honest with you, baby, I’m warm enough.”

She glanced down at his groin. “Oh, I see.”

“Yeah, he can wait.”

“You’re bossy to him, too, huh?”

“Turn around so I can unzip your dress.”

She did as he directed, and he eased the zipper down her slender back and shoved the dress off as she stepped out of it. Her flowery scent filled his nostrils, and his dick sprang to life once again. She wore sexy white lace panties and a matching bra. He forced himself to step away and turn down her bed. 

“Do you want to sleep like that, or do you have a gown or something to sleep in?”

She pointed to her suitcase on the stand. “It’s pink and on top.” 

He retrieved the silky nightgown, and when he returned to the side of the bed, she’d unhooked the front latch of her bra. She looked at him with sultry eyes as she removed the garment, and his breath caught in his lungs. “Barbara, you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said. “Do you want to touch me?”

“Yes, but I’m not going to.”

He slipped the nightgown over her head. She fumbled with her barrette. He removed her hands. “Let me,” he said as he unclipped her tangled mess, pulling the little flowers loose. Her honey-brown tresses with blonde highlights fell in silky waves over her shoulders. “You have pretty hair.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, still with a bit of a slur. He was tempted to take her, but there was no way he could do that with a clean conscience. She was worth the wait. He hoped it wouldn’t be too long.

He lifted the covers, eased her into bed, and pulled them over her. “I’m going to leave the adjoining doors open, so if you need me, I’ll be nearby. Holler out if you feel sick again, and I’ll help you.”

He turned the light out but left the bathroom’s low lighting on in case she got up without his help. 

“Adam?”

He turned and rested his hands beside her head on both sides. “Yes, Barbara?”

“Will you kiss me?”

He hesitated, but then leaned down and took her lips with his. He groaned and caressed her face. “Sleep tight, sweetheart.”

“Goodnight,” she whispered.

He went to his room and took a long, stimulating shower while his hand took care of business.

In the middle of the night, Adam woke to a loud thump coming from the room next door. He slipped out of bed and rushed over to find Barbara on the floor beside her bed. She moaned. 

“I fell out of bed.” She giggled. “I’m still dizzy.”

He picked her up. “Do you need to be sick again?”

She shook her head. “No. The room is spinning, though.”

“Here.” Adam lifted the covers. “Climb in.” He pulled the blankets back over her. Then he walked around and slipped in beside her. It was chilly, so he got under the covers with her and pulled her back against his chest. He wrapped his arm around her waist to keep her from rolling off the bed again. “Go back to sleep, baby.” He kissed her on the back of the head. “I’m here. No falling out of bed again.”

“Okay,” she whispered and snuggled her ass against his groin. 

She felt good in his arms. He shut his eyes and drew a deep breath. Something told him that nothing would ever be the same after tonight. They’d crossed the line when they gave in to the physical allure that had been dogging them for months. An attraction that had sparked three long years ago, without yield. For once, Adam looked forward to discovering what the future promised. 
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Chapter Two
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Barbara woke with a dull ache in her head. She wasn’t in her bed. The sheets were comfy in the cool room, and the powerful fragrance of a warm male tickled her nose. A heavy, masculine arm wrapped around her waist, preventing her from moving. A solid, warm, naked chest covered her back, and a soft snore brushed her cheek. Adam Sinclair was sleeping with her! 

Her pulse quickened. Oh my gosh. Had she lost her virginity? Then she remembered him picking her up off the floor and getting into bed with her. She drew a deep breath and exhaled as quietly as possible. Whew.

She’d never slept with a man. She wasn’t sure what to do. But she needed to pee.

The snoring stopped, and he rolled onto his back, causing his arm to slip off her. She sat up and gazed at him. The vibrant white of the pillowcase made his disheveled chestnut brown hair look sexy. He appeared relaxed and amused. His eyes were closed, but there was a grin on his face. Her heart swelled.

“Good morning,” she said groggily. “I’ll be right back. Don’t go anywhere.”

“Okay.” 

She slipped out of bed and went to the bathroom. After emptying her bladder, she brushed her teeth and hair. Her head was drumming an irritating beat, but she tried to ignore the discomfort as she returned to bed. 

She stretched out on her side, facing Adam, and he rolled over to face her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her body against him. “I’m not drunk anymore.”

Adam chuckled. He gently brushed her hair behind her ear and caressed her cheek. “How’s your head?”

“Fine,” she answered, maybe a little too fast. 

He frowned, narrowing his eyes.

“Okay, I have a headache.” She removed her arms from around him. Jeez, what in the world? How did he know everything? It aggravated her that she couldn’t get anything past this arrogant man—bossy and a know-it-all. 

He caressed her temples with his thumbs. “You need to take some aspirin. Did you bring any with you?”

She shook her head, placing her hands on his forearms. “I’ll get some later.”

“Barbara. I’m not going to fuck you right now.”

“Who asked you to?” She tried to crawl out of bed. 

He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her back, and then he cupped her ass with both hands. She squirmed. His hard-on poked her stomach. The headache lost dominance as her pussy throbbed, and moisture coated the crotch of her panties. 

“It’s not that I wouldn’t like anything more than to bury this annoying woody deep in your sweet heat, but we need to talk about this first.”

Barbara scowled at him. “You’re lying here half naked in those sexy boxer briefs, with a body that would turn on even the most frigid creature, and you’re going to deny me because I’m a virgin?”

Adam laughed outright, then bent and kissed her on the lips. “Did you rehearse that speech?” 

She smacked him on the chest. “This isn’t funny, Adam.”

He brushed his hands over her cheeks. “It’s not meant to be a joke, but you’re adorable when you’re determined to get your way.”

“I am not adorable. I’m horny,” she stated the obvious. 

He moved his hands back down to her behind, and then he pulled her thigh over his hip and caressed the back of her leg. She squirmed, reached down, and grabbed his muscular ass through his boxer briefs. 

Adam pushed her head back against her pillow and pressed his lips over hers. This kiss was deeper. Their tongues met in a sensual dance. He groaned when her hips lifted against his hard cock. She moaned. Her entire body tingled. Her pussy was on fire. 

“Barbara?”

“Yes?”

“Before I take something that you’ve held onto for twenty-six years, we need to discuss this with our clothes on. Preferably after we’ve had coffee. Do you understand what I’m saying? We need to pause for a minute.”

“But I’m so aroused, it’s painful,” she whined. Get a grip, girl! You’re acting like a spoiled child.

“I’m right there with you, baby. Trust me. I can take the edge off for you if you want me to.” Before she could respond, he added, “I would love to have that honor. But it won’t involve me sticking my dick inside your sweet pussy. I look forward to doing that soon if that’s what you decide. No pressure.” 

Oh, it’s just a matter of time, she thought with a wicked grin. Maybe they could still have some fun this morning. “How about if we take care of each other?” Before he could respond, she added with a smirk, “But just know it doesn’t involve me sliding my wet petunia onto your stiff cock, as tempting as that is right now.”

He smacked her on the ass. “Your naughtiness is well established. I look forward to exploring how naughty you can be. But that’s for another time.”

He reached for the hem of her nightgown. Lifting it, he grinned. “Let’s get you naked. I want to continue torturing myself by getting a look at your stunning body.”

“Oh, Adam. You sure know how to make a woman feel beautiful.”

“You are beautiful, Barbara, inside and out.” He pulled the gown over her head, leaving her in only her white lace panties.

She kissed him while his hands roamed over her back and down to her behind. Then he moved away and got out of bed. He pulled her to sit on the edge while he kneeled between her legs. “Your breasts are exquisite.” 

Adam cupped them in his hands and brushed his thumbs over her nipples. She pressed her groin against the bed and let out a breathy hiss while gripping his wrists. “They’re sensitive,” she said.

“I can see that.” 

Her nipples were as hard as marbles, and they tingled. She panted. No wonder he could tell her breasts were sensitive. As he squeezed and twisted first one hungry nipple, then the other, her entire body sizzled. When he bent and took one into his mouth, she let out a sharp breath, pulling his hair with both hands. 

When he leaned away, she gasped. “Why did you stop? I was ready to come.” 

He chuckled. “I know.” 

Adam grabbed the waistband of her panties. “Lift up. I want to see what you’ve been guarding with such diligence.”

He removed her damp panties and threw them on the floor beside the bed.

Oh my goodness. “Adam?”

“Barbara?”

She reached toward his waistband. “Take these off, then.”

“Wait.” He placed his hands on hers. “Can you let me get you off first?” 

He looked her in the eyes. “I don’t want to risk losing control and taking what I want more than anything. You’re wreaking havoc with my self-control, baby.” He grinned and added, “I promise you can play with him all you want once you’re taken care of. He’ll welcome your attention, trust me.”

She laughed. “Okay.”

He placed his hand on her torso and gave her a gentle shove. “Lie back. I’m going to taste your sweet pussy.”

She hesitated for a second, nervous. “Oh, Adam. I’ve never done this before, either.” 

Adam groaned. “You are a surprise. I’m honored you’re allowing me to be the first.”

With that, he separated her labia and swiped her vaginal opening from back to front; then he flicked the hard nubbin with his tongue. She screeched and squeezed his head between her thighs. His mustache tickled, and she squirmed. As his tongue danced in and out of her, she pumped her hips, seeking more. 

“Adam!” she panted as she neared the peak. He lifted his mouth and replaced it with two fingers. After only a couple of shallow strokes against her G-spot, her body shuddered, exploding into a full-body climax. 

He removed his fingers and sat back on his ankles as she struggled to come down. The musky scent of her orgasm filled her nostrils. He must smell it, too, as his dick stiffened, tenting his underwear. She looked forward to when his cock would send her over the edge instead of his fingers. A wave of anticipation and a smidge of nervousness rushed over her, making her shiver. 

After a few moments, her pulse returned to normal. Barbara stood, pulling him up to stand in front of her. She shoved down his boxer briefs, yanking them from beneath his feet. She tried not to gasp at his size. 

“Oh my goodness,” she gushed. “Your penis matches your body.”

“God is an expert at symmetry.” 

“I thought it was big, but this thing is magnificent.” Adam’s penis was long and thick, with a large round head. It was beautiful. She imagined the pleasure the ridge beneath the top would bring. Veins ran from just beneath the crown down to the bottom, surrounded by a light nesting of dark curly hair. 

Adam brushed her hair off her face. “Barbara, you’re driving me crazy. Are you just going to look at him?”

She giggled. “Here.” She directed him to sit on the side of the bed, where she’d just had an incredible climax. Then she dropped to her knees between his legs and took his cock in her hands. 

He leaned back on his hands. “You don’t have to do this if you’re uncomfortable or unsure. He’ll survive if you want to back out.”

She flicked his thigh. “Don’t be stupid. I’m salivating.”

Barbara wondered if he was concerned that she might hurt him. “By the way.” She gave a devilish grin. “I took a class on how to give a man a good blowjob.”

“What the hell?” he asked with a note of irritation. She held his dick in her hands. He was at her mercy, and she loved it.

She laughed. “It was a girl’s sex education and toy party while I was in college. Just a fun night. No real guys involved.”

He looked pained. She patted his thigh. “Just relax. I’m going to make you feel good. Trust me.”

“I do,” he said in a husky voice.

She stretched her lips around the bulbous purple head and pushed down until he bumped the back of her throat. 

“Ahh. That feels so good,” he moaned. 

Barbara relaxed her throat muscles like she’d practiced at the sex toy party and concentrated on tempering her gag reflex. From the sounds he made, Adam liked what she was doing. It thrilled her to be the one pleasuring him.

She stroked the satiny, smooth iron rod with both hands. He was long enough for her to stack her hands one on the other and still have plenty of room to stroke while cherishing the head with her mouth. Salty liquid seeped from the slit, and she licked it away with her tongue. 

He groaned, and his head rolled back against his shoulders. With her hands wrapped around his cock, she licked his length up one side and then down the other like she was enjoying a delicious popsicle. Unlike the icy treat, this delicacy was feverishly hot. To her astonishment, the longer she gave him pleasure, the harder his penis became. 

Adam grabbed her hair and gave a slight pull. “Barbara, stop. Let go. I’m going to come.”  

She smacked his hands away and kept stroking with her tongue and hands. His cock pulsated, and liquid heat shot to the back of her throat in rapid spurts. She continued to the last drop. She eased off, swallowed, and gave him a sultry smile while licking her lips.

Adam bent forward and wrapped his arms around her, drawing her into a passionate kiss. Her nipples surged with electricity when they rubbed against his bare chest, and her breath hitched as she gripped his hair. 

“Adam,” was all she could manage as she broke the kiss.

“Barbara,” he responded. “Thank you for the best blowjob I’ve ever had.”

She laughed. “I’m so glad you liked it.”

“Tell me who put on that class. I want to thank them.”

She smacked him on the arm. “Stop. It will only get better with practice.”

He stood and pulled her to her feet. “I don’t think that’s possible, but I’m game anytime you want a training partner.”

“Deal,” she said with a laugh. She placed her palm on her forehead. “My head is throbbing,” she confessed.

“Damn. I’m sorry, baby.” He grabbed his clothes. “Why don’t you take a long, hot shower? I’ll jump in my shower next door and take a quick one. Then I’ll run to the gift shop, get some aspirin, and meet you back here. We’ll go to breakfast when you’re ready, and then we can talk.” He chuckled. “I’m eager to get that business out of the way.” 

“That sounds perfect. Can you get Tylenol? That’s what I usually take.”

“Of course, Tylenol it is. Do you need anything else?”

“No, thank you.”

Before he slipped through the adjoining door, he turned. “Barbara?”

“Yeah?”

“I
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