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      I saw the man walk into the hotel bar and fought the urge to squeal in excitement. He was as gorgeous as the picture he had shared indicated and he definitely looked smooth and sophisticated.

      What could I say? I didn’t go for men my age. The immaturity I’d experienced with them just wasn’t a turn-on.

      We’d chatted for a couple hours over the last week and agreed to a hookup just the day before. Neither of us had let the conversation go deep enough for me to know if I’d want anything more than quick and easy sex with the man, and that was completely fine by me.

      I was twenty-five, heading to a new job tomorrow, and had a thing for older guys. I had no clue what the man’s name was and he didn’t know mine. He’d assured me no-strings-attached safe, sane, and consensual sex.

      What more could a girl want?

      Walking directly to where I sat at the bar, my tall, dark, and handsome date for the evening took my hand, brushed a kiss over my knuckles, and leaned in close to whisper, “Navy dress. Love it. You look amazing. Can I get you another drink?”

      I smiled. He’d remembered me saying I’d be in the navy dress at the bar. I’d opted for a public meeting in the hotel bar because, well, because I wasn’t stupid. If a guy pushed private meetings, it was a red flag. If he insisted on getting your drink when you weren’t looking…red flag. If he wanted a first meeting at his house or yours…red flag.

      This man had done none of those, and the fact he was offering to buy me a drink before whisking me straight to the room did a lot to settle any remaining doubts I may have had.

      “Thanks, but I’ve had two and that’s my limit for nights like this,” I answered, draining the remaining liquid from my glass and standing from the tall swivel chair. “I believe we have plans?”

      The man smirked, held out his elbow, dark eyes sparkling. “I believe we do.”

      The ride up the elevator to the room was fraught with delicious anticipation.

      I wasn’t new to sex, but I also hadn’t done this type of thing very often.

      I dated one guy in high school. Brett was nice and we had a good time, but the relationship had grown from childhood and we weren’t the type of people to nurture what we had into adulthood.

      College found me balancing academics, sorority life, and socializing. Grades and classes came first, my sisters were next, and socializing a close third. I needed my friends and the release a good party delivered.

      My sorority sisters dubbed me the unsuspecting whore—they did it as a joke and we all got a great laugh from it—because no one ever thought I was hooking up, sleeping around, making my way through boy after boy on campus.

      The problem was, no matter how good the sex, no matter how nice the guy, I just never felt that connection I was longing for. So, I pushed away the desire to find someone who spoke to my heart, and kept things fun throughout college.

      Hooking up with a random older guy the night before I moved into a private studio apartment—furnished, I might add—at my new job as a businessman’s new secretary was a nice finale on that part of my life if I did say so myself.

      I’d spoken to my new boss’s current secretary—she was leaving to have a baby and stay at home—and I knew the job would be demanding and long hours, but she also spoke of amazing perks. The salary was great, the furnished, private apartment was a huge draw, the clothing allowance, the grocery stipend, and the use of one of his cars were all way too good to pass up.

      I had nothing and no one holding me in my current location, so a move to a neighboring city to start a new job seemed perfect. My parents had been traveling abroad for as long as I could remember; my stepfather’s business kept them in foreign countries more than brought them to American soil.

      My friends were all over the country—some even overseas—starting families or building their businesses.

      I truly was footloose and fancy-free.

      At least for tonight.

      Until I showed up at my new job the next day, I was determined to enjoy one last little tryst. I was sure I’d have some time to myself, but I wasn’t sure how fitting dating—or even just random hookups—into my new schedule was going to work.

      “Here we are.” His words were smooth and sent desire pulsing through me. The door beeped as the lock slid open and he held the door open for me. “After you.”

      Feeling empowered by his hungry eyes on me, I walked with a purposeful sway to my hips, and placed my clutch on the dresser before turning around to face him. “We’re still in agreement? Condoms? No names? No repeats unless we’re both on that same page?”

      He shrugged out of his expensive jacket and laid it gently over the back of the chair. “Complete agreement.” He cupped a hand along my jaw. “I’d mistakenly thought tonight would be all about you pleasing me, but I find myself thinking of any and every way I might please you. You’re breathtaking.”

      Smiling, I rubbed my cheek against his palm. “Thank you. I think we’ll find it quite easy to provide mutual pleasure.”

      “Would you like a shower? A bit of time to yourself?” He bent down and brushed a soft kiss, ripe with promises, against my lips. “I offer because I don’t plan on letting you out of my bed until we’re both barely able to walk.”

      Fighting the urge to climb him like a tree, I nipped at his lip. “I’m good for now. Maybe a shower later if you get me dirty enough.”

      In reality, we’d both showered before our meeting. My legs were soft and smooth under my dress in preparation for our night together. And I could still smell the fresh soap, deodorant, and cologne he’d put on—these were not scents that would have lasted so strongly from his morning get-ready routine. I liked knowing we’d both taken time to ready ourselves.

      “Leave the shoes on for now,” he demanded, “but turn around so I can get you out of this dress.”

      I’d enjoyed a lot of sex—truth-be-told, there had been some completely lackluster sexual experiences—but the zing traveling through my body at this man’s words, his touch, had me almost quivering and he’d barely even laid hands on me.

      Turning toward the bed, I waited.

      The whisper of his breath against my neck made me shiver.

      His strong, sure, smooth hands lifted my hair, fisting it in a gentle grip as he leaned down to nip and lick the sensitive skin at the nape of my neck.

      With one long movement, he slid the zipper down to just above my ass.

      “Fuck me,” he murmured at my ear, his hot breath doing crazy things to my insides as he kept his hand fisted in my long, dark hair. “No bra under your dress? Had I known that delicious secret, I may have had an even harder time keeping my hands from you.”

      “I’m not big enough to need a bra in a dress like this. Extra layers are redundant and useless.” When my dress dropped to the floor, I stepped out of it, using my heels to kick it to the side.

      His hands trailed from my hair to my shoulders to my breasts, a gravelly growl escaping him when his thumbs traced over rock hard rosebud nipples. “Gorgeous,” he said. “Lean onto your hands and spread your legs,” he demanded.

      Already feeling my slick heat pooling between my legs, I followed his command, savoring the soft press of kisses trailing down my back. His thumbs hooked in my barely-there panties and I wiggled my ass as he slid them down and gripped my ankles one at a time as he assisted me out of the scrap of lace.

      Without rising, he dropped to his knees and pressed kisses against my ass, spreading my cheeks and kissing me slowly and sensually as I keened.

      “Turn around,” he demanded.

      The moment his arms wrapped around me and his hot mouth met mine, owning and devouring, I knew this man was different.

      Never had random sex turned me on like this.

      Never had a stranger melted my insides into molten lava.

      Never had images of curling up in his arms filled my head so vividly.

      Yes, this was still random, hookup sex, but I already knew it was going to be out-of-this world.

      I could have kissed him forever.

      Wanted to beg his name, wear his ring, carry his babies.

      “On your back, spread your legs,” he ordered.

      Back in reality, I spread myself on the mattress, softly rubbing my fingers over my nipples as he palmed his dick through his dark trousers, his eyes roaming up and down me hungrily.

      He jerked off his tie and rolled his sleeves up his arms, never taking his eyes from my body. After toeing off his shoes, he placed a knee between my legs and leaned down to kiss me—deep and hungry—before moving his lips to my tits.

      “Beautiful,” he whispered against them as he laved, kissed, and sucked the pebbled flesh. He made his way down my torso, nipping and sucking, until he pressed a kiss against my inner thigh and lifted my leg, one ankle in his large hand. “Your shoes are sexy as fuck.” He kissed from my inner thigh to my knee to my ankle, and then started on my other ankle and worked his way up.

      When he finally—finally—buried his face in my core, I moaned so loud I was sure the neighbors heard me.

      He tongued my slit, teased my clit, and worked two fingers between my wet, swollen lips. “You’re gonna come for me, come on my tongue, and then I’m going to work my fat cock into you and make you come again.”

      I’d lost rational thinking at that point. Riding his fingers, getting off on his tongue, imagining his cock stretching my pussy, those were the only things I could think of. “Please, make me come. Fuck me, make me come,” I panted.

      He worked me over with his expert fingers and tongue, and I screamed as an orgasm washed over me. With a noisy protest, I did my best to keep him next to me, but he pressed a wet kiss to my lips and stood.

      My pussy quivered as he undressed, his thick cock springing up to smack his stomach with a promise of bringing me more pleasure than I’d ever known.

      He pulled a foil packet from the pocket of his pants, tossing a few others to the bedside table, before throwing his pants to the ground.

      As badly as I would have liked to suck him off, my pussy wasn’t ready to let my mouth have all the fun. I watched, biting my lip, as he rolled the latex down his shaft.

      “Roll over, feet on the floor,” he said, stroking his cock.

      I complied and he stepped between my spread legs, slapping his dick against my ass. “Please, wanna come with you in me.”

      The head of his cock nudged at my opening and I whimpered as he worked the thickness into my tight pussy.

      “Fuck, such a tight little pussy,” he murmured, desire and control lacing his words as he fed me inch after inch.

      Just when I thought he’d slam into me and fuck me as if I were just any other hole, he dropped to his elbows, sliding this shaft the rest of the way into me, and whispered, “You okay? Feel good?” at my ear.

      If I hadn’t already known this man was different, those words would have pushed me over the edge.

      His strong thighs pumped as he thrust into me, his tight balls brushing my clit with each powerful movement. “Fuck, gonna come,” he growled. “Come for me again, wanna feel that pretty pussy on my cock.”

      My second orgasm wasn’t as strong, but I rode out the tiny shocks, loving the way his cock pulsed and throbbed in my hole.

      He pulled from me gently, disposed of the condom, and flopped onto the mattress. “Can we do that a couple more times at least?”

      I chuckled as I kicked off my heels and moved more squarely onto the mattress. “I’m down. Just let me revive a bit first.”

      We dozed off and on for a while, but the images in my head of what this man and I could get up to wouldn’t let me sleep. I rolled to my side and ran my fingers down his abs, smiling as his dick twitched.

      “See something you like?” he asked lazily.

      “Thought maybe I could take a ride,” I answered, slowly stroking his cock back to life.

      “Climb on,” he said, handing me a condom.

      Once I had him suited up, I straddled his hips and lined up his cock with my hole. Sliding down his length, I panted as his thick flesh worked me open once more.

      His hands on my tits, his arms pulling me down so we were chest-to-chest, his thrusting cock, and his slow, fiery kisses were too much for me. When his release pulsed through him, I rode my own orgasm out, loving the way he gripped my ass.

      We somehow got rid of the condom before we both fell into a much-earned sleep.

      Sometime later, after midnight but before sunrise, I found myself rolled to my back. Warm, sensual kisses, caressing hands, teasing tongues, and whispered words brought me to life.

      “Need to be in you again,” he murmured against my lips.

      Flailing for the packet, I made short work of getting him covered, and then bit back a sob as he spread my legs and entered me.

      He held me close—like a lover—kissed me, thrust into me, and told me how gorgeous I was.

      With my legs wrapped around him and his cock buried inside me, I fought back tears. In a different time, a different place, this man could have been someone I loved.

      I came with a shudder, milking his orgasm from him until he collapsed on top of me.

      Long moments later, he carried me to the bathroom. We only had strength for slow, sensual kisses after we washed each other.

      When we climbed back into bed, sated and exhausted, I knew there’d never be another night like the one we’d just shared.

      Random hookups didn’t become more.

      Didn’t fall in love.

      Didn’t dream of forever.

      A couple hours later when I awoke to the barest hint of sunlight, I slipped from bed, dressed, gathered my purse, and tiptoed out the door.

      After a bath and long nap in my shit-hole apartment, I packed up the few belongings I still had—who needed a lot when moving to a furnished apartment? —and called an Uber.

      I’d yet to get the man out of my mind, and my body was still deliciously sore from our night together, but I needed to push all of that to the side and focus on my new job.

      As I climbed into the car, I called a friend. We were maybe spread out all over the country, but I still had friends who would listen to me when I needed them.

      “So, wait,” Tara said after I cataloged the amazing night I’d had with my anonymous hookup. “It sounds like you felt something for this guy.”

      “I did.” I huffed. “I mean, that’s crazy, right? I couldn’t feel a connection with some random guy. It had to just be the sex working its magic, right?”

      “I don’t know. You’ve never really had a connection with anybody, so the fact you felt something makes me think it was real. Maybe you see if this guy wants a repeat?”

      I climbed from the car with a wave to the driver and glanced up at the massive townhouse I was going to be calling home—or at least calling my place of work and residence. The place was phenomenal and I was almost giddy with the prospect of living and working here.

      “I can’t worry about starting something with a random guy—no matter how good the sex was—I have to focus on my job. I’ve been hired on a temporary basis. If the boss doesn’t like me, I’m out. I have to be one hundred percent devoted to making this work.” I shifted the bags on my shoulder and headed up the front steps. “The woman who hired me worked for this guy since she was twenty. She’s thirty-five and only left because she’s having a baby. He has to be good if she stayed that long—or at least the benefits and perks have to be good.”

      Knocking on the door, I told Tara I had to go.

      “Well, get settled in and then see if this guy is at least willing to do a repeat.”

      “Oh, he was so fucking amazing. I’d definitely be down for a repeat,” I said, turning my gaze from roaming up and down the street to face the door just as it swung open.
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      The knock at the door pulled me from my daydream.

      “Go get that,” Marcy, my traitorous secretary told me. “It’s probably Jenna. Don’t be scary. Be welcoming. I didn’t hire her just because she was the only good one in the pool, I hired her because she’s perfect. Period. She doesn’t have to stay so don’t give her any reason to run.”

      I grunted.

      I’d awakened that morning to an empty hotel bed and only memories of the best sex of my entire life.

      My divorce had been finalized for over a year.

      My marriage had been over for at least a decade.

      Marcy, not a fan of me just taking girls to hidden restrooms at business events, had finally persuaded me to use the dating app.

      I’d survived three disastrous dates.

      I’d made myself go through with two random hookups that were so-so in the sex department.

      And then her.

      No names.

      No plans for a repeat.

      Just one night.

      Of course, it ended up being the most memorable night of my life.

      And that was saying a lot.

      The girl was gorgeous.

      And so damn young.

      But there was more to it than her youthful beauty.

      I swore, from the moment we’d met in the bar, there’d been this crazy connection.

      The sex was mind blowing.

      But more than that, I wanted to grab a coffee with her.

      Invite her to dinner.

      Get to know her.

      Take her out, let everyone know she was mine.

      I sighed. I didn’t even know her name.

      And thanks to Marcy being deliriously happy with her husband and getting pregnant—with twins, no less—I had a new secretary starting and absolutely zero time to consider a repeat, let alone actually dating.

      Marcy swore this new girl was good.

      But I wasn’t excited about a new person in my home.

      A new person learning my quirks.

      A new person fitting into my life.

      So, I was back to blow jobs and quick fucks in dark corner bathrooms at sporadic business events throughout the year.

      Damn Marcy for leaving me with a new employee.

      No, I didn’t mean that. She’d been with me for fifteen years. I loved her like a sister. I didn’t begrudge her her happiness.

      I just hated that I’d had such shit-ass luck with my marriage and had zero prospects for arm-candy with benefits, let alone—did I even want to consider it? —potential second marriage material.

      Or maybe you message her and see if she’s willing to do a repeat?

      If not for this new girl, it was a strong maybe.

      Schooling my features in hopes of pushing aside my frustrations, I swung open the door.

      “Oh, he was so fucking amazing. I’d definitely be down for a repeat,” a voice said.

      A voice that belonged to a dark haired, dark eyed beauty with two satchels hefted on her shoulders.

      Dark hair I’d had fisted in my hands.

      Dark eyes that had locked with mine when I came in her.

      Rose-colored lips I’d spent the night kissing.

      A curvy little body I’d had under me, on me, and around me.

      “Maaarcy!” I bellowed over my shoulder.

      She came running—okay, more like she came waddling—and stopped at the door staring between me and the girl.

      “What? What’s wrong? Jenna, hi. Anders, for god’s sake, let her in and take her bags. What the hell is wrong with you.” Marcy ushered the girl—Jenna? —inside and gestured for me to take the two bags.

      “Sorry about that, he’s not normally so rude. You found the place okay? Do you have more to move in?” Marcy rambled.

      Jenna shook her head. “Nothing else. Um, yeah, found the place easily enough.”

      “Is this the girl you hired? The Jenna Preston that’s supposed to be your replacement?” I demanded.

      “Yes, why? What’s wrong with you?” Marcy crossed her arms over her very plump belly.

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. Not only was I now without the most perfect secretary ever, I also didn’t even have a replacement. Right? No way she’d stay.

      Fuck.

      My.

      Life.

      Oh, and I fucked the new girl.

      So, double fuck my life.

      “Um, I think Anders is a bit flustered because,” Jenna started. Damn, the name fit her so well. I wished I’d known it so I could have groaned it as I filled her with my cock.

      No.

      Stop.

      That’s inappropriate.

      I held up a hand in hopes Jenna would stop. I didn’t need Marcy knowing what had transpired.

      Jenna cocked a brow and propped a fist on her hip. “Excuse me, Mr. Murphy is it? Whether or not I’m going to be your secretary, I do not take well to being hushed.” She turned to Marcy. “Your boss and I met up last night—through a completely unrelated turn of events—and him finding his nameless one-night-stand on his front steps this afternoon seems to have rattled him to the core.”

      Marcy glanced back and forth between Jenna and me for several beats and then busted out laughing.

      “Oh my god, this is perfect. Absolutely perfect.” She elbowed me. “Take her bags to her apartment. Meet us in the kitchen for tea.”

      By the time I’d dropped Jenna’s bags in her apartment—which was insane because there was no way she’d want to stay…and also no way she likely should stay, if I was being honest—I found Jenna and Marcy sipping tea in the kitchen.

      “Okay, I’ll be training Jenna throughout this week. Your pre-meeting might have made today a bit awkward, but I hired Jenna as my replacement because I know she’s perfect for the job.” Marcy glanced at Jenna. “Look, I want it made perfectly clear that no way, no how do you have to carry anything from last night into this job.” She shivered. “God, no.” But she tapped a manicured finger against her chin. “However, if I were to ever suggest a girl for Anders—outside of how perfect you are for this job professionally-speaking—you’d absolutely be the girl I’d pick for him. No more money-grubbing ditzy chicks who seem to always glom to him at business events. And you’re the exact opposite of Evelyn…that’s his ex-wife and she’s terrible, good riddance.” Marcy pushed herself to standing and waddled to the sink. “Now, I’m going to go. I’ll be back tomorrow. Jenna, we need to get you as close to one-hundred-percent trained as possible before I pop.”

      Marcy made her way to the back door. “You two play nice. I think we should set up a dinner this week—it may be my last little outing before the babies. Jenna and I will make plans when I’m here tomorrow.” She patted my shoulder and popped up on tiptoes to kiss my cheek. “Don’t be an asshole.”

      Then she pulled Jenna into a hug. “I knew you were the one when I hired you. The way you’ve got him rattled after one night together? I’m even more sure of it. Damn, I did good. He’s an amazing man. Don’t let him fool you. Whether this ends up being just work or a hybrid of work and personal, I think it’s going to be fabulous. Welcome to the crew—I think I already love you.”

      And with that, Marcy left.

      Which left Jenna and me standing awkwardly in the kitchen, memories of last night shaking me to my core, and thoughts of just how this could possibly end up working out bouncing in my head like a million ping pong balls.

      “I’ll get your bags and call you a car,” I said, clearing my throat and making to move toward the private apartment section of my townhouse. “Don’t worry about Marcy. I’ll deal with her.”

      “Are you firing me?” Jenna asked, her fiery eyes boring into me.

      “It won’t be an issue. I’ll have Marcy provide a stellar letter of recommendation.”

      “So, you don’t want me here? You think, after last night, I can’t do the job I was hired to do?” She stepped closer. “That amazing sex means I must not also be capable of running your office?”

      A tiny beacon of hope flickered to life when Jenna mentioned the amazing sex. So, it wasn’t just me?

      “Of course not. If Marcy felt you were a good hire, I have no doubts. I simply meant to acknowledge the awkwardness of the situation and offer you an out.”

      “How sweet,” she deadpanned. “Let me fill you in on something. I don’t need or want an out. I need a job and a place to live
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