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      Kevin fumbled with the key card as feminine fingers traced the lines of his back. He felt her bountiful breasts pushing against him when she gripped the waistband of his dress pants and gave a playful tug.

      On her tiptoes, she reached up to whisper in his ear, “You know, I’ve been trying out a new diet, and I’m only allowed one treat a week. Tonight, you’re that treat.”

      Kevin shivered at the promise in her words. He glanced over his shoulder at the woman he’d only met a few short hours ago. Her flame-red hair had been braided and hung loosely over her shoulder. The cobalt blue spaghetti-strapped dress she wore set off her stunning blue eyes and clung provocatively to her long legs as they moved together on the dance floor. Of course, the low-cut neckline displaying her cleavage had been the first thing to draw Kevin’s eye.

      “I have a hard time believing you need to diet.”

      Her eyes sparkled with glee at his compliment. She nipped his earlobe. “Get the door open already.”

      Her impatience was a huge turn-on.

      Kevin swiped the key card again, and this time, the little light flashed green. Together, they stumbled through the door. Her purse hit the floor. He’d barely managed to flip the security lock before she twisted him around, grabbed two fistfuls of his shirt, and shoved him up against the door. He grunted at the impact, but her mouth muffled the sound.

      He loved her aggressiveness.

      Their tongues twirled and rubbed against each other in frantic urgency. She hadn’t relinquished her hold on his shirt. It would wrinkle, but Kevin didn’t care. He had no plans to rejoin the reception that was going on in Ballroom B.

      Kevin’s fingers itched as they ran down the smooth back of her dress. He wanted to touch her skin rather than satin. She groaned when he cupped her ass cheeks. He opened his mouth wider to take in her kiss as he caressed her body and kneaded her buttocks. He wondered what type of panties she might be wearing beneath her dress.

      When the kiss ended, Kevin flicked his eyelids open. Her lips twitched upward as she began tugging at his belt buckle. Kevin eyed her dress, wondering, not for the first time, how he might go about removing it.

      “Is it bad that I don’t even know your name?”

      She looked up at him. “No.”

      She pulled his hips this way and that as she made quick work of his belt and the fastenings that held up his pants. He felt his cheeks grow hotter as she pulled his boxer briefs down, exposing his dick. The weight of his keys, wallet, and phone caused his pants to fall around his ankles. As she stroked him, he found it harder to gather his thoughts. “Don’t you think I ought to know your name?”

      “No, Greg, it’s better this way.”

      Kevin had agreed to go to this wedding with his cousin since her date had dumped her after she’d submitted the RSVP card. So Kevin had sat next to her with a place card that read Greg. When the red-headed bridesmaid had approached him, he’d had to explain the situation to her, and since then, it had become an ongoing joke between them. He wondered if he should push for her name, but then she dropped to her knees, and all coherent thought scattered.

      She shuffled forward and took him into her mouth. With a loud thunk, Kevin dropped his head back against the heavy door. It’d been forever since he’d gotten head from a chick.

      Cradling her head, he watched her take him deeper. She ran her tongue over and around him, her moist mouth pulling. He’d been hard, but now he swelled even more. With one hand, she cupped his balls, and with the other, she fisted around the base of his cock, then she settled in, gobbling him up until her lips met her hand. So completely surrounded, Kevin couldn’t help the moan that escaped his throat.

      The happy noise she made in response vibrated down his dick. She licked away his pre-cum when it gathered at the tip, then dragged her tongue along his length before her warm mouth left him. She sat back on her heels and glanced up at him.

      For long moments, they stared at each other. Kevin felt his chest quiver with each breath he took. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

      “The bed?” he asked.

      Eagerly, she nodded.

      He helped her to her feet, but when she turned around, he grabbed her hips. Stepping closer, he leaned down and suggested, “Let’s ditch this dress.”

      She nodded her agreement.

      His palms coasted down her arms. “How do I get it off you without ruining it?”

      “There’s a zipper in the back.” She pulled her braid over her shoulder to give him access.

      Sick to death of quick, drunken, one-night stands, Kevin desperately wanted tonight to last. Rather than rush to get her out of the dress, he dipped his head to taste the delicate skin at the nape of her neck. The fresh scent of jasmine and lemon wafted toward him as he placed a dusting of light pecks along her neck and shoulder. Her head rolled to the side, leaving her silky skin vulnerable to his lips. Kevin opened his jaw and sucked on the spot just below her ear. Her quick intake of breath spurred him on.

      He sucked and licked, knowing he’d probably mark her, but without her objection, he didn’t plan on stopping. Finally, when his limbs were shaking and his sexual need became so extreme he worried that one touch from her would set him off, Kevin eased the zipper down. The dress went slack, allowing him to slip his hands inside.

      Warm and soft, her skin felt better than the satin dress. His fingers glided around her sides. Kevin’s left hand slid down to explore that lush hip while his right hand moved upward until he encountered the satin material of her bra. He attempted to slip beneath it, but it was rigid, and he could feel the deep grooves it had created in her skin. He loved her big boobs, but he hated how the strapless bra caused her discomfort.

      Cupping her breast, Kevin suggested, “Let’s get this off you and free those beauties.”

      She pushed that delicious rump against him, just as she had on the dance floor. “Okay.”

      She stepped away, yanked the dress from her shoulders, and shimmied it off her hips. Like a whisper, it fell to the floor.

      Kevin bent to remove the slacks that hobbled his legs and ditched his socks simultaneously. Then, feeling awkward in only a dress shirt and nothing else, he loosened his tie and set to work on his shirt buttons.

      In black high heels, black boy-short panties, and that damn strapless bra, she stepped forward. “Let me help with that.”

      Her delicate fingers closed around his, pushing them aside and taking over the task. He had thought she’d be anxious to remove the uncomfortable-looking bra, but he was just as happy to let her do as she pleased.

      With his fingers on her waist, he itched to palm her ass. “You look like a wet dream,” he murmured before stuffing his nose into the crook of her neck. He slid his hands downward, groping her ass cheeks with two hands. She fumbled with the buttons.

      Popping the last button free, she tugged the tie to loosen it further before pulling it from his neck. Spreading the shirt, she placed a wet, open-mouthed kiss on his bare chest while actively dragging the material from his shoulders.

      Glancing around the moonlit room, Kevin guessed the number of steps it would take to reach the bed.

      At first, when his cousin interrupted him on the dance floor to tell him she was going home with the cute bartender, he’d become wary. She had been confident in her decision, claiming she’d attended high school with him. Kevin had given up arguing with her about it. Now, he was glad for the change of plans. He’d much rather share the king-sized bed with the spicy redhead than have to gallantly stuff himself into the loveseat.

      “The bed,” he suggested again.

      “Right,” she confirmed, then planted a few more kisses on his chest. Winding her arms around his neck, she peeked up at him as though she had something important to say.

      When nothing came out, Kevin placed his hands on the clasp of the tight-looking bra. “I think this thing was designed to torture you.”

      She dropped her forehead to his chest and confessed, “It’s been a long time since anyone saw me naked.”

      Was that what had her stalling? Self-consciousness? Kevin tipped up her chin. “That’s a shame. I think we ought to change that.”

      “Okay.” Her quiet agreement surprised Kevin. She’d been modest two seconds ago, but now she reached behind her back and swiftly unhooked the bra. She stood in just her panties and heels as she tossed it toward the dress. “Well?”

      Taking his time, he looked her over. Slender shoulders, feminine curves, stretch marks, and cute knees. Her toenails had been done in the French manicure style, matching her fingernails. In those peep-toe heels, her legs looked impossibly long. He wanted to kiss every inch of them. She had generous breasts with large areolas and hardened pink tips that made his mouth water.

      Kevin had noticed freckles on her adorable pointy nose. On the dance floor, they were difficult to see, but in the light at the dinner table and again in the hotel hallways, her cute, freckled nose was noticeable. Now, it was too dark to tell if her body was covered in the same spots. In the morning, if he were lucky, maybe she’d let him take a closer look.

      She shuffled her feet. “You’re staring.”

      His gaze traveled upward until it snagged on her hesitant expression. “And you’re beautiful.” He wasn’t sure, but he thought she blushed. “You’re also not naked. You have some catching up to do.”

      Marching toward her, he caught her around the waist, lifted her, and carried her the few steps to the bed before dropping her. While she scrambled onto her elbows, he grabbed her panties and pulled them off. “Now we’re even.”

      Looking at her in the soft summer moonlight, Kevin knew this would be a one-night stand he wouldn’t soon forget.
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        * * *

      

      Lillian woke with a warm body next to hers. Holding her breath, she wondered if her prayers had been answered, but when she glanced over her shoulder, disappointment crashed through her.

      Every single first had been difficult: the first Christmas, the first birthday, the first day of kindergarten for Mackenzie.

      The first time she slept with someone else.

      She’d known this would be difficult—even though she’d enjoyed it.

      As she sank into the mattress, Lillian released that pent-up breath.

      That’s when she realized she wasn’t in her room, and her head was pounding. She was thankful she hadn’t gotten completely wasted and only suffered a headache and a slight dry mouth.

      She glanced at the hotel alarm and noted the time—5:45. By the time they’d fallen asleep, it had been well after two in the morning. That could be another reason for her headache.

      Part of her wanted to linger in bed and wake the sexy blond stranger with kisses, but the rational part of her knew she needed to get out.

      Now.

      She couldn’t afford to waste time with him, and she didn’t want to spoil last night’s magic with silly things like names and actual facts about themselves. Last night had been perfect—exactly what she needed.

      She wouldn’t regret it.

      She wouldn’t let anything spoil it.

      Careful not to wake him, Lillian slipped from beneath the covers and tiptoed toward her clothing.

      Two minutes later, she was standing in a wrinkled dress, itching at her bra and wincing at her high heels.

      With a hand on the door, she felt a twinge of remorse. She crept over to the desk and penned a quick note.

      
        
        Dear Greg,

        Had a lovely time last night.

        Kisses

      

      

      Folding it, she left it on the pillow next to him and hurried from the room.

      Once in the hallway, Lillian pulled out her phone to ensure she hadn’t missed any calls. Tucking it into her purse, she headed for the elevator. Three floors up, she entered the room she shared with one of the other bridesmaids. The woman, still dressed from the night before, lay half beneath the covers, her loud snoring filling the room.

      Ignoring her, Lillian went about her business. After changing into a comfortable bra, T-shirt, and sweats, she gathered her toiletries and various other items from the room. She’d kept most of her belongings contained in her suitcase, so it didn’t take long for her to pack up. Her makeup was strewn about, but once she collected her eyeshadow palettes and lip glosses, she rolled her bag out the door.

      On the elevator ride to the lobby, she contemplated calling her mother but, considering the early hour, she didn’t want to wake anyone up. When she arrived at her mother’s house, she’d have a chance to check on Mackenzie and Cole. Until then, she’d let them be.

      At first, she’d reveled in her night of freedom but quickly realized how much she missed her kids.

      She’d called to wish them goodnight. Their grandparents were keeping them preoccupied. Each of her children mumbled a quick “night, Mom” before leaving the phone with their grandmother in favor of spending time with Grandpa.

      Her mother had claimed everything was fine and that she should enjoy herself, but Lillian couldn’t help the overwhelmingly lonely sensation. Sure that she’d missed vital moments of her kids’ lives, she’d returned to the ballroom and seriously considered leaving the reception early.

      Then she’d spotted the blond stranger.

      He’d been the perfect distraction.

      He’d been the first man she’d slept with since the death of her husband.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      “So you’re never going to see her again?”

      “Why would I see her again?” Kevin said to Nick as they ran side by side on the treadmills.

      A few years ago, Kevin had hired his friend, Nick, to be his personal trainer in hopes of starting a healthier lifestyle.

      Six months into Nick’s rigorous program, Kevin found he rather enjoyed the workouts. He looked better and felt healthier. Sure, it hadn’t been easy, and at times, he’d cursed Nick or begged for the torture to end, but when he’d started to see the results, the long hours at the gym seemed worth it.

      Now, Nick no longer worked for him but, twice a week, they met at the gym to make use of the facility. Once a week, Kevin went cycling in the woods.

      “It was a one-night stand. The point is one night. No strings attached,” Kevin explained, which seemed pointless since Nick, a former ladies’ man, had certainly enjoyed his fair share of one-nighters.

      Increasing the speed of his machine, Nick rolled his eyes. “I just mean it doesn’t seem like what you want.”

      He couldn’t have what he wanted, but rather than complain about his shitty love life, he replied, “Banging lots of chicks, no expectations, no awkwardness, what’s not to like about that?”

      No more breakups. No more, it’s not you, it’s me. No more, I think we’re better off as friends. No more, I want to explore other options.

      He’d heard every lame excuse. Each time, he’d been a good boyfriend. He brought flowers, paid for dates, and let them cry on his shoulder. He was never what they wanted, though, not in the long run. His needs and wishes never seemed to matter.

      He fell in love hard and fast and ended up with a broken heart each time. Half of those times had been when Brooke had dumped him. They’d had an on-again, off-again relationship for years until he had enough.

      Their relationship had lacked heat. He was convenient for her, a friend who had been there during her darkest days, but he needed to be more than her security blanket. He wanted passion and urgency—a deep emotional bond—all things he never felt with Brooke.

      Shortly after he broke things off, she’d fallen in love with one of his best friends.

      So he’d given up. Love was the pits, and as far as he was concerned, Cupid could take his stupid arrows and shove them up his ass.

      Nick laughed. “You’ve got me there.”

      “Don’t give me that bull. I’ve never seen a man so gaga in love.”

      “I can’t wait for this baby, man.” Nick grinned like a fool. Nick’s wife, Amelia, was pregnant with their first child.

      “She’s due any day, right?”

      Nick checked his phone. He’d been doing that every few minutes. “She’s two days late and keeps telling me not to worry.”

      As far as Kevin could tell Amelia had been cool as a cucumber when it came to her pregnancy. According to Nick, she struggled with conception. Every month, when the stick had shown a single stripe rather than two, Nick had to console her.

      “We’re all excited for you. This baby’s going to get so spoiled. I can’t believe you don’t want to know the sex.”

      “Of course we want to know. But we want it to be a surprise.”

      “Nine months is a long time to wait for a surprise.” With instant communication and high-speed internet, it was difficult to imagine waiting nine months for anything.

      “It’s killing me. I’ve never been so on edge. I hate leaving her in the mornings.”

      They finished their cardio and were halfway through weight training when Nick asked again, “So, you’re really not going to see her again?”

      Kevin’s laugh was fake. “No. Why can’t you let it drop?”

      “You don’t even know her name. Don’t you want to know who she is?”

      “Not really.” And he meant it. He’d been pissed when he’d woken Sunday morning to discover she’d ditched him. Of course, she’d left a note, but he’d been hoping to indulge in a little morning sex, maybe count those freckles he’d been meaning to, and perhaps learn her name. But she’d run out on him.

      Typical.

      Thoughts of her, the way she’d smelt, the way she’d tasted, the way she’d clenched around his cock, continued to plague him. He was so cross with himself. Don’t get involved had become his motto, yet with the bridesmaid, he kept forgetting.

      Luckily, he had no way of contacting her. It was best to move on.
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        * * *

      

      “So, tell me about the blond.”

      “What blond?” Lillian glanced around the indoor pool and frowned. On hard plastic chairs near the wall, Lillian and Courtney sat watching their kids in the pool. On Thursday evenings, their four-year-olds had swimming lessons. Her gaze skipped over the children in the pool and the instructor who was teaching them. She didn’t know which blond Courtney was talking about.

      “The blond from the wedding.”

      “Oh.” Lillian looked down at Cole, her eight-year-old son. She didn’t want him listening to the conversation Courtney had in mind. Luckily, Cole was immersed in a chapter book, as was often the case with Cole. Quiet, withdrawn, and solemn, that was her son. “What do you want to know?”

      Courtney had been the maid of honor at the wedding. Her sister Miranda had gotten married. Lillian and Miranda had gone to high school together, but as she’d grown older, Lillian had become much closer to Courtney. Mostly because Courtney’s daughter, Ashley, got along so well with Mackenzie.

      “I didn’t recognize him. What was his name?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “You don’t know?” Courtney’s enthusiasm over that juicy tidbit caused her to shout.

      “Shh!” Lillian growled.

      “You disappeared with him, and you don’t know who he was?”

      “That’s the point of a one-night stand, isn’t it?” Lillian didn’t want to talk about it.

      The girls had been insisting she start dating again. Each time they’d gone to a club or a bar, they’d been so pushy, but they’d all been preoccupied at the wedding. She’d been able to relax and finally found someone that appealed to her.

      “Don’t get attached. It’s what you’ve all been telling me.”

      “Right, but you don’t even know his name. Isn’t that a little dangerous? I didn’t recognize him, and because I’m related to the bride, I knew most of the people there.” A big splash pulled their attention to the pool. The older class practicing in the deep end were running rescue drills. “Wait a minute! Wasn’t he there with someone else?”

      “He was,” Lillian started.

      “Lil! What were you thinking?”

      Lillian waved her hands. “It’s not like that!”

      Cole looked up from his book, cocked his head, and examined her. She smiled reassuringly at him, which prompted him to return to the novel. She was proud that her son was reading at a level two grades above his own, but his lack of friends and non-existent social skills worried her.

      Lillian lowered her voice. The last thing she needed was Cole or other parents eavesdropping and spreading rumors that she was a floozy. “He was there with his cousin.”

      Courtney drooped dramatically in her chair. “Even worse!”

      Lillian shushed her. “It wasn’t like that. His cousin got dumped just before the wedding, but she’d already sent in her RSVP card for two. He volunteered to go with her, but then she picked up the bartender. I saw her flirting with him, so I told him I thought his date was flirting with the bartender. That’s when he explained it all to me. And then things just clicked.”

      Considering it, Courtney watched the kids splashing around in the pool. “Do you want me to find out who he was?”

      “No!” Lillian gasped. That would ruin the whole thing.

      Courtney seemed confused.

      “Look, you’ve all been telling me I needed to get back into the dating scene.”

      “Well, it’s been three years.” Courtney glanced sympathetically at her. “And you’re barely thirty.”

      “I know.” Lillian sunk a little. She hated this conversation. It only reminded her of Ray.

      Whenever she thought about the sexy blond from the wedding, she was overcome with guilt. Logically, she knew she shouldn’t feel guilty about what she’d done, but still, after three years, it felt like she’d cheated on her husband. She had to force out her next words. “This was a good start for me. I’m still not overly comfortable with the whole moving on thing, but this is a step forward.”

      “So, was the sex no good?”

      Lillian’s eyes went wide, but Cole, immersed in his book, didn’t even flinch. She leaned closer to Courtney. “It was phenomenal.”

      “Plus, he was hot. And single, we think. So, what’s the problem?”

      “I just think it’s better to leave it alone. I don’t want to get hung up on the first guy, you know? Ray and I started dating just after high school. We were together for a long time. Trust me. It’s better this way.”

      Courtney shrugged. “If you say so.”

      Lillian watched Mackenzie play with the other girls, jumping off the pool steps. They were learning to put their heads in the water and breathe out. This was good for Mack, Lillian thought. Fear of drowning would keep her out of the water forever.
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      Poker night at Ed’s house was something they did once a month.

      Kevin, Nick, Gabe, and Ed had stayed friends when high school ended more than ten long years ago. Now, in their early thirties, they still made time to hang out at least once a month for poker. Occasionally, they tried to get together more frequently, often meeting at the bar for a drink after work. Still, as each of his friends fell into a committed relationship, their priorities had shifted. They saw each other the most at the gym.

      Many of their poker nights now involved the wives. He liked all his friends’ wives, so Kevin didn’t mind too much. It made him value nights like tonight even more. Tonight, it was just the guys.

      Emma, Ed’s wife, usually played hostess, but she was suffering from bad food poisoning tonight. They had offered to reschedule, but she had insisted they continue as normal. The one time they’d seen her, she’d slumped down the stairs for water and had looked more than a little green.

      Gabe’s wife, Brooke, was also absent and held up at work due to a new product launch, and Amelia was now three days past her due date. It was no surprise she’d stayed home.

      They’d all been surprised when Nick came to the game. “Amelia insisted,” Nick had explained, but he looked glum about it.

      An hour into the game, Gabe asked, “How’s she feeling?”
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presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
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TERMINATION
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