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      For all the stressed-out, over-worked and crazy busy women in the world. Take off your shoes, grab a glass of wine and enjoy the ride.
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      Dear Reader,

      Forbidden Collection is part of the ever-growing Forbidden series. The Forbidden series is a steamy taboo series filled with fun, high heat and swoony happily-ever-afters. All books are standalone and feature hot-as-hell heroes and smart, quirky, relatable heroines who go after what they want.

      Hope you enjoy this boxed set! Consider buying the next two boxed sets in the series, Forbidden Boxset Vol. 2  and Forbidden Boxset Vol. 3 or buy them separately.

      

      XOXO,

      Carmen

      

      Never miss a release or sale! Subscribe NOW to Carmen’s non-spammy mailing list to get sneak peeks, join exclusive giveaways and more.
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      She’s in love with her father’s best friend . . .

      Kate Crawford’s always had a scorching attraction to her father’s best friend, sexy hotelier Graham Davenport. Now she’s going to study in Europe, but she wants to indulge in her secret wish and lose her virginity to Graham. After all, she’s not a teenager anymore and she’s ready for some X-rated fun.

      Graham Davenport hires Kate as his trainee in his luxury hotel as a favor to her father, but seeing her flaunt her hot body is driving him insane and he’s about to lose his self-control. He doesn’t want to betray the man who helped him turn around his life, but this woman is no longer a teenager with a crush. And her desire unleashes secret passions and fantasies that neither of them can deny…

      

      To keep up with Carmen’s news, enter giveaways and exclusive sneak-peaks join her newsletter. She’ll never share your information and won’t spam your email.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’ve been a very, very bad girl, Kate,” Graham said in a low growl, and the little hairs on the back of her neck stood on end. He turned her around and pulled up her black skirt, exposing her shivering flesh. “And this is what a bad girl gets.”

      He bent her over the table, the cold glass pressing against her bare breasts. Gasping, she plastered her hands on the smooth surface as he pulled down her panties. She wished she had kinkier lingerie on, instead of the boring tan-colored undies even her Tea Party grandmother would approve of.

      When he palmed her ass, his hand circled it lusciously, leaving her skin warm and tender. “I’m going to fuck you hard, but first you need to pay for being a naughty girl with a crush on her father’s best friend.”

      She chewed on her lower lip. How could she argue? He swatted her butt, and she heard the sharp slap before her skin tingled and throbbed for more . . . much more. “Sorry. I–I couldn’t help it,” she said, her breath fogging the glass.

      He squeezed her ass again and Kate moaned, the sound so loud she’d bet the neighborhood could hear. God, what was she thinking? And why did it feel so damn good?

      “You like it dirty. And now it’s time to pay for it,” he said.

      Yes. Yes. Yes. She’d dreamed of this for years, and now, at the age of twenty, her fantasy would finally come true. Her nipples tightened. She ached to be touched where no other man had ever touched her before. She had saved herself for this moment. For him. Graham Davenport.

      “Spread your legs for me, Kate.”

      God. Her clit vibrated at the idea. He nudged her thighs apart with his hand, his fingers scissoring her soaking wet folds. She moved her head from one side to another, unable to stay still at the delicious sensations his touch evoked in her.

      He groaned. “Oh, Kate . . .”

      Four years. She’d wanted him for four years, and finally, they were about to—

      “Kate? Kate Crawford?” said a higher-pitched male voice, much different than the one previously ringing in her ear.

      Kate’s eyes opened with a start, and she almost jumped from her airplane seat. The flight attendant flashed her a friendly smile. “We’ve arrived in Maui.”

      Still startled, she glanced around at the blankets and pillows left on the empty seats and littering the floor.

      “Thanks,” she whispered, and grabbed her large tote in the overhead compartment. The pilot greeted her when she exited the airplane, and someone put a colorful lei around her neck.

      She picked up her luggage, then headed to the area where hotel shuttles and vans picked up passengers. A burly man in his fifties carried a sign with her name on it.

      “I’m Kate Crawford,” she said, stretching out her hand. A woman with a plan, she added inwardly. The images of the dream popped in her head, and she bit back a smile.

      “Nice to meet you. I’m Louie.” He reached for her luggage even before she could refuse any help. “Mr. Davenport told me to pick you up.”

      He did, didn’t he? She knew the man who occupied her mind for the past few years, Graham Davenport, the world’s sexiest man who happened to be her father’s close friend, would not pick her up from the airport himself. She’d known him for a decade, and had started to feel tingly around him when she’d been fifteen.

      Back then she’d blamed it on her teenage hormones, or maybe her strict upbringing had messed with her brain. She’d tried to squash that infatuation anyway she could: she turned to the church, she dated guys her age, and she studied a lot. She even ran track for the school team.

      But now Kate could no longer lie to herself. She’d start a one-year course in one of the best hotel schools in Switzerland in the Fall. This summer meant her last opportunity to try to convince Graham she hadn’t saved herself for him for no reason—and she’d stop at nothing. I’m a freshman when it comes to actual sex, but a PhD when it comes to fantasizing. The time to turn her fantasies into reality had come.

      She followed the driver out of the airport, and he took her to a stretch limo and not the hotel shuttle guests would hop on upon arrival at the island. Why the differential treatment?

      I know why. He opened the door for her, and she slid into the limo. This was Graham’s way of showing she was no regular tourist. She was his friend’s daughter and he’d always kept that in mind and treated her as such. However, the tables would soon turn. When she’d begged her father to ask Graham to accept her as an intern in his exclusive new resort for the summer, she knew he wouldn’t say no. Graham and her dad went way back—even though her father had a few years on Graham and was certainly more of a homebody than the sexy man who haunted her dreams.

      “Is this your first time in Maui?” the driver asked before he turned on the engine.

      Images of naughty dreams where Graham screwed her fast and hard against a wall or in the sea, populated in her mind. He’d talk dirty to her, kiss her, and claim her as his. Did he know he wanted to do all these things? Maybe not, but she wouldn’t mind showing it to him.

      “Yes.” She’d take care of other first times while visiting.
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      “Graham, are you okay?” Sheri asked, neatly holding her iPad on her lap. They had gone through some sales reports, but he couldn’t have remembered any of the data if someone had held a gun to his head.

      Graham blinked. “Yes. Of course,” he said, smoothing his tie.

      “Did you go to any meetings today? I didn’t see anything on your schedule. Is this about the Preston function next week?” she asked, mentioning the fundraiser that would get him one step closer to nailing a million-dollar account he’d coveted for a long time.

      “No,” he said honestly. Though he definitely should be thinking of the Preston ball and finding a proper date for it. Someone who could blend in the background and didn’t seem annoyed but also not fascinated at the thousand-dollar-per-plate event.

      “Then why on Earth are you wearing a tie?” Sheri pointed at his striped gray suit and dark silky tie. “You only dress like this when you’re entertaining out-of-town business folks or meeting with big clients.”

      Graham swallowed hard. He’d barely admitted to himself the way Kate Crawford stirred him, there was no way in hell he’d admit it to his assistant of five years. Though as a forty-six-year-old single mom to four kids, Sheri always knew which buttons to push to get information, so he’d better shut her down fast. “I thought I’d switch things up a bit.”

      “Are you trying to impress some woman? Because with your looks and checking account, you’ve pretty much got that covered,” she said, chuckling. “But hey, the suit is a nice touch.”

      He curled his fingers into a ball with white-knuckled intensity. Impressing Kate had never crossed his mind—in fact, if anything, he preferred to keep her away. Images of the bonfire gathering in Malibu flashed through his mind. Jacob had invited him for Kate’s seventeenth birthday celebration and he’d ended up going. Until then, Kate had been his friend’s daughter: someone he chatted with about music and TV shows and teased once in a while—all in good fun, of course.

      She’d found him alone, staring at the Pacific Ocean, and struck up a conversation. Kate had shot some lingering glances and seductive smiles his way, but he’d ignored them. Then, she’d leaned closer to kiss him—his cue to excuse himself and leave the party immediately.

      He’d made a point to only meet Jacob for activities that excluded Kate—during lunch or couples’ only dinner parties. What’d scared him most about the bonfire night wasn’t that she’d tried to kiss him—but, for one moment, he’d wanted to kiss her.

      “Well?” Sheri pulled him out of his reverie.

      “I need some coffee,” he said gruffly.

      She tossed her curly hair to the side and surged to her feet. “Grumpy. Hmmm. I’ll find out whatever it is you’re hiding from me.”

      I doubt it. What would she, or anyone, think of him lusting over someone two decades his junior? “Black coffee. No sugar. No cream.”

      She flashed him a knowing smile. “I’ll be right back.”

      When she closed the door behind her, Graham sighed. He ran his hand down his face, remembering the awkward conversation he’d had with Jacob Crawford. His best friend had asked him to show Kate a day-to-day routine at the resort—as she would be attending a hotel school against his wishes all the way in Europe. But Jacob believed his daughter needed to have real hands-on experience, too, and who better to ask than Graham?

      Graham sighed. Jacob had never asked for a thing, and he had been the one who’d loaned Graham money when he’d wanted to open his first property in California—he’d had the concept and the sweat equity but being the guy from the wrong side of the tracks, he hadn’t had the money to make it happen. His entrepreneur friend had helped him, and even though he’d paid him back well over a decade ago, that had been monetarily—he still owed him his loyalty. Damn it. Jacob had believed in his talent. And now, he should wave an olive branch to the girl who tempted him beyond belief. The only one he couldn’t have.

      His phone pinged.

      Did Katie arrive safely? Haven’t heard from her and she was supposed to arrive two hours ago.

      Crap. Graham had sent the driver he used for VIP guests. Sure, he could have picked her up himself, but imposing limits from the beginning was better and keeping a safe distance, critical.

      He glanced at the text message from Jacob. Shit. Checking on her was the least he could do. He slid his phone into his pocket and rose to his feet. Sheri entered his office again, carrying a hot cup of coffee when he lifted his hand and said, “Sorry. Gotta go.”

      She said something he didn’t hear, nor wanted to. Sheri had a dangerous intuition when it came to his life, and he’d hate for her to discover the dirty secret he’d kept locked for years.

      He swallowed hard.

      He marched through the lobby, a couple of employees nodded or smiled at him. He strolled into the check-in area and logged into one of the computers to look for her room number.

      “Looking for someone?” a female voice said, and he raised his gaze.

      Kate stood on the other side of the desk. Her blue eyes gleamed, and he blinked so he wouldn’t focus on them. Staring at her was more dangerous than staring directly at the sun. His gaze slid down her long, soft neck, a pulse visibly throbbing at the base of her throat. The red cami dress hugged her body like a glove. Her breasts appeared fuller, much bigger than before.

      Graham stepped back as if someone had threatened to fight him and he pondered if it’d be worth it or not. He’d never been in a fight he hadn’t won—and to continue his track record, he’d kept away from Kate Crawford because battling an emotion was harder than anything.

      She flashed him a smile—tentative at first, then her bow-shaped lips exposed her sparkling white teeth. The last time he’d seen her she’d had her hair down her back, and now the ends curled at her shoulders, with sophisticated layers framing her beautiful face. Kate Crawford was all sultry woman, ripe for the taking. “I already checked in. I came downstairs to ask where I could find you.”

      A thrill moved through him. Shit. “Tomorrow morning I’ll introduce you to the general manager, who’ll go over some paperwork and goals to make sure you get the most out of your time here.”

      “Thanks.”

      He cleared his throat. “You should text your father.”

      “I will. I guess I’ll just order room service.” She shrugged. “Nice seeing you, Graham,” she said, and walked away.

      He sucked in his breath. Shouldn’t he at least feed her? They knew each other, and he couldn’t let her order room service during her first night in Hawaii before her trainee program. Wouldn’t it be the right thing to do? She’d text Jacob and tell him his best friend hadn’t even bothered to make her arrival special. Damn. Jacob always made time for him when he visited L.A., where Graham used to live. Many times he’d even throw a dinner affair. Once he’d visited California for his birthday and Jacob and his wife, Anna, had prepared a surprise birthday party for him. And what was he doing in return?

      “Kate,” he called, and she turned around. “I’ll take you to dinner tonight. I’ll pick you up at the lobby at seven.”

      “I’ll be ready.”

      Graham forced a smile. One dinner and that would be all.
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      Kate pulled down the hem of her sleeveless black dress. She had never worn anything so revealing on a first date. Well, it wasn’t exactly a date but she’d work on the semantics later. She’d goaded Graham into taking her out for dinner, but thankfully he’d fallen for it.

      Graham’s sense of duty was as strong as ever—and so did was hotness. She should have touched herself to get the edge off but there had been no time. She’d used the last two hours to take a long hot bath, then carefully applied makeup to make her blue eyes pop, and pondered which dress would help her reach her goal faster.

      The LBD won the contest: it showed the valley between her breasts, hugged her curves, and the hem whispered at her thighs. She would have to be careful whenever she sat or climbed stairs, otherwise passers-by would get a full view of her bare ass.

      Kate didn’t care. For the longest time, she’d been the awkward ugly duckling—her sister Marjorie had a foot over her, with endless legs, perfect bone structure and slim as a top model. Kate, on the other hand, had struggled with acne during her teens, made use of high heels to seem taller than her five feet five, and certainly had a stubborn roundness to her belly and hips even crazy workouts hadn’t killed. But tonight she’d leave old insecurities behind and become the bold woman she’d dreamed of becoming. The woman Graham had helped to bring to life, even if he didn’t know it yet.

      She grabbed the gold clutch that matched her stiletto shoes and headed out of the room. When she entered the elevator, a couple of men gave her lingering glances but didn’t say a word. She kept her eye on the numbers changing and didn’t worry about them. Ever since she’d begun to buy sexy clothes for this trip, a sense of purpose had grown inside her. She wanted to be attractive for Graham, for him to treat her like she was a sexy, grown-up woman and not his friend’s daughter.

      When the elevator pinged, she exited to the lobby. Thankfully, a number of guests had just checked in and had gathered in small groups, the chattering too lively to notice her presence. She headed for the round sofa at the front, wondering whether she should sit or not. Sitting meant she’d have to keep pulling at her dress, and that would kill her vibe.

      She stood, knowing damn well she was five minutes late. But nothing short of a cocktail of Xanax would calm her nerves. Besides, she wanted to be fully alert for all the sensations he evoked in her.

      The minute Graham marched through the automatic doors, her heart skipped a beat. He’d replaced the stuffy suit from hours earlier with a long-sleeved white shirt, which would have seemed harmless but it outlined his impossibly broad shoulders and muscular biceps. She sucked in a breath, and her stomach stirred like her airplane snack would make an appearance. God. What if she were lucky enough to screw him? Would she even survive it?

      Kate blinked. When I sleep with him. She’d always wanted to excel at soccer even though a toddler had better skills than she did when she started. And she’d kept at it until she made it to the high school team and earned trophies. Graham would be a delicious trophy she’d most decidedly love to earn.

      Hormones bubbled hot in her bloodstream. She admired his wide chest, then slid her gaze down his dark slacks and shoes that didn’t scream work shoes. Graham always had a good sense of fashion for a straight man. He also could easily pass for a thirty-one-year-old if it weren’t for the few white strands blending with his thick brown hair.

      He found her, and halted for a moment. His navy blue eyes darkened to midnight black, and the contours of his handsome face tightened. Didn’t he like what she had picked? Insecurity poked at her, but she willed it away.

      “Kate,” he mouthed and she could read his lips from several feet away.

      She sashayed to him like a woman would to a date, with a slight swing at her hips and her eyes on his. Pretending to be a cool and collected femme fatale was far easier than ignoring the organic response her body darted at her every time she saw him. Her thighs were sticky with heat, and her clit throbbed at every step.

      “You look . . .” he said when she angled close enough to smell his woodsy scent. Everything about Graham screamed virility, power, and hotness. She always wondered why he’d never married all those years—yet couldn’t hide her happiness at his bachelorhood. Any married man would be out of her league; she’d never mess with bad karma.

      “Thank you,” she said. “Shall we go?”

      He nodded, and gestured for her to go ahead.

      Tension charged the drive to the restaurant. She kept bringing up current events and politics but he didn’t say much and acted like taking her out represented some obligation for him. Still, when they arrived at their destination, she smiled.

      The hostess at the upscale seafood restaurant ushered them to a nice table on the beach. They could have stayed indoors but maybe fate was on her side—this time—and presented her with a gorgeous full moon outside and the dreamy sound from waves hitting the shore.

      Tiki torches outlined the pathway, and crisp white linens adorned the beautifully set table. Maybe the location near the beach screamed cozy, but the number of glasses and cutlery hinted this was one of those fancy restaurants her father enjoyed visiting. Wait. Did he bring her here to impress her father? Or her? “I love this place. Do you come here often?”

      “I used to,” he said, looking away.

      “Is this where you bring your dates?” she asked, remembering her parents had mentioned some Amanda he’d dated on and off for a year.

      “It’s a nice place,” he said, and his gaze collided with hers.

      She winked at him, pretty sure she made him uncomfortable. “So I’m a date then.”

      “No. I wanted to bring you somewhere nice. Your family has always been so good to me,” he said, and she remembered how Dad mentioned he’d met Graham through a church program her family managed. Grandfather had taken a liking to Graham, a man with real flaws and from an unsheltered world—unlike Dad.

      “This is how I know this isn’t a date, Graham. You just told me the least sexy thing you would tell a woman.”

      His lips curled at the corner of his mouth. “I don’t think of you as a woman.”

      Not yet. “Strike three. Should I find a shrink before the night is over, or is my female confidence safe with you?” she said, adding a smile so he wouldn’t think she’d meant it.

      “Sorry,” he said. “You’re a very beautiful, vibrant young woman who would never go for a guy like me,” he added, and she imagined he meant because of his close relationship to her father and family. When they’d entered the restaurant, every woman who crossed his way gave him an appraising glance. Graham could moonlight as a male model for expensive perfume ads.

      He stared at her in silence. His eyes betrayed his speech for a moment and studied her in a way she wouldn’t peg for pure. She would have given anything to know what went on in his mind, but a man a good fifteen or twenty years his senior approached him from behind.

      She squared her shoulders and nodded at the balding gentleman whose suit jacket seemed a bit too formal for the environment.

      “Graham Davenport. I thought it could be you,” he said, and squeezed Graham’s shoulder.

      If the man surprised him, Graham didn’t show it. He turned to see him with a grin, stood up and shook his hand. “Mark Preston. How are you?”

      “I’m good. How about you and this lovely lady?” Mark said, and winked at her.

      “Mark, meet Kate Crawford, she’s a trainee at The Port,” Graham said, gesturing to her. “Kate, Mark is a—

      “Of course, I’ve heard of him,” she said, and surged to her feet to shake Mark’s hand. She’d discussed Mark Preston as an accomplished businessman in the East Coast who had certain quirks which often kept his opponents and associates on their toes. “Your book ‘Dealing with Success’ was one of the mandatory reads in my business class.”

      Mark Preston nodded. “Very good. No wonder you brought your new trainee to such a nice place.”

      “I wouldn’t do it any other way. She’s the daughter of a dear friend of mine. I need to keep my eye on her.”

      And hopefully his hands too. “Yes, he’s being very thoughtful. I’m thirsty for knowledge.”

      “Good. Why don’t you take her to my fundraiser party next week? This way she’ll see what it’s like when you have all sharks in one tank,” Mark said.

      “I’d love to,” she said. She would’ve squealed if she hadn’t been trying to cling to her composure. I’ve secured another date with Graham. Score.

      “Then it’s a deal.” He nodded, and told Graham, “See you then.”

      She sat in her seat, and studied Graham’s beautiful features as Mark left. Graham pulled at his collar, and she wondered what Graham wanted from the renowned businessman. “Relax, Graham. It’s just us now.”

      He frowned, and glanced around them as if to make sure no one else heard her.

      She leaned in, eyes searching his. “Wanna hear something funny? I think of you when I touch myself,” she said, and a thread of empowerment rolled down her back. She’d never said anything of the sort to any guy. But now she couldn’t not say it—she hated pretending and avoiding. How could she go to Switzerland and make a life for herself based on dishonesty? She wanted Graham, and by the time she embarked to Europe, she’d no longer be a virgin.

      His eyes reached his hairline. “What? No. You’re highly inappropriate, Kate. I should be an uncle-type figure to you.”

      Time to up my game. “Say that to my pussy,” she said, and for the first time she saw a shade of red across his cheeks. She’d just made the great Graham Davenport blush. She hoped it wouldn’t be the last time.
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      “Hi. What would you like to drink?” the pretty Asian waitress asked, and Graham made a mental note to tip her fifty percent for the timely interruption.

      “A Mai Tai for me, please,” he said. He doubted nothing short of a whole bottle of vodka would make him forget the words he’d just heard from Kate’s sweet mouth. But at least it’d be a good distraction. When did Jacob’s younger daughter turn into a sex vixen?

      “Same for me,” Kate said.

      Graham gestured with his hand and told the waitress, “She’ll have a virgin one.”

      Good grief. Kate wasn’t even old enough to drink alcoholic beverages and she wanted to use sexual innuendos?

      Kate stuck out her tongue, and the waitress nodded and left them alone. “You’re no fun, Graham Davenport. After all those rumors about you being quite the womanizer, it’s really disappointing you’re not trying to get me drunk and give me a good pounding.”

      Good pounding. Graham swallowed hard, but the stubborn lump continued throbbing in his throat. He skimmed their surroundings to make sure no one had heard the insanity. Thankfully, the people at other tables didn’t seem to pay attention to them, and a safe distance between tables guaranteed some privacy. Phew. “I hope you didn’t drink in your hotel room. Why else would you be saying all this nonsense?” How else could he explain her talking dirty?

      She looked at him square in the eye, and his gut clenched. Desire stirred inside of him, and he cursed himself for it. “Because I want you. I always have. And now there’s nothing standing in our way; I’m twenty and my family is miles away.” She spoke with the confidence of a much older woman.

      He coughed. His heart rate spiked so much he could hear the throb in his temple. All that time she’d wanted him too? When she’d tried to kiss him at the bonfire party he’d wondered if she acted like a typical brazen teenager. But now . . . he swallowed. Her boldness was real and age-proof. His cock hardened painfully against his boxers; thank God they weren’t standing.

      “You think you want me because I’m a novelty,” he said, ignoring the irony of an old dude being the new thing for her.

      “I disagree. You aren’t a novelty to me. Maybe you being with me would be new, but I’ve dreamed of it for a long time, Graham. Remember, I tried to kiss you once?”

      Time to end the game. “Kate, I’m flattered, but I can’t get involved with you.”

      She licked her kissable lips. “Why? Aren’t I your type of woman?”

      God. “Trust me, you’re every man with a beating heart’s type of woman. It just wouldn’t feel right. You’re my best friend’s daughter and he trusted me enough to ask me to help you professionally. So, if you have a problem with behaving the way you should, I’m going to have to cut this dinner short.” His tone left no room for negotiating.

      “Okay. Change of subject. I get it.” She opened the menu. “So. What’s good here?”

      Thank God. For the next couple of hours, they talked about everything. He asked her about her friends, her hobbies, her expectations as someone who would start a new academic life in Europe.

      She didn’t shy away from any question, and engaged in a smart and fruitful chat. Since the sexual innuendos had stopped, he relaxed a bit, enjoyed his drink and lobster. Also enjoyed spending time with her, truth be told. When he’d met Kate in the past, they rarely spent time together and now talking with her delighted him.

      He didn’t always like talking to people. During his troubled childhood and youth, alone time had equaled security and refuge. Then as he’d grown older, he’d preferred the solitude—never living in the same place for too long, and not making a ton of close friends. Jacob had been one of the few, the reason why he had to preserve the friendship. God, how would Jacob react if he knew of the things Kate had told him?

      “Is it okay if we take some pictures on the beach?” Kate asked after he paid the bill. “This place is so gorgeous.”

      “Sure. I mean, I don’t know how good they’ll be. It’s dark out there.”

      “The flash will take care of the darkness. C’mon. Can you resist the gorgeous moon?

      Resisting the moon would be easy. Resisting her, however . . . “Okay, fine. We can do this quickly,” he said. “One little stroll and that’s it.”

      She mocked him with a salute. “Yes, boss.”

      He stood and pulled her chair out for her, making an effort not to look down at her. She followed him on the pathway to the area of the beach where a few couples strolled. “This is great,” she said, snapping a couple of pictures with the iPhone she produced from her clutch. “C’mon,” she said, and removed her shoes, tilting her head to one side, indicating for them to keep walking.

      She took off, chuckling, and he caught up to her, quickly realizing they were considerably far from any other couples. Lights from restaurants and hotels lightened the way when the tiki path finished. “Thank you for taking me to dinner. This is great. If I weren’t wearing a dress, I’d totally go in the water.”

      “About your dress,” he said, maintaining a polite tone to keep any luscious images of her naked body at bay.

      “You don’t like it?” she asked, smoothing it with her hands.

      “It’s great. But starting tomorrow you need to dress more professionally. You’ll wear a uniform, but even when you’re not working I’d prefer if you dressed with more modesty.”

      “Why?”

      “Because otherwise you may get people distracted.” I will get distracted. Though to be fair, this wasn’t just about him—he couldn’t let her parade her hot body around and have his male employees gawk at her when they should be doing their jobs.

      She shifted her weight from one foot to another. “And it would be my fault?”

      Droplets of water from a more powerful wave splashed near her, and he pulled her away from the sand and behind a big rocky area. “No, of course it’s not your fault. I’m just giving you professional advice.”

      “You know I only wore this tonight for you,” she said and slipped into sexual energy again. “I wanted you to like it.”

      God. “Kate—”

      “Your pants say you like it,” she said, and erased the gap between them. He sucked in a breath, feeling oxygen evaporate from his brain and with it, any possibility of using his better judgment.

      He pushed her against the rock and groaned. She yelped, surprised, and he lowered his head and captured her lips. She linked her arms behind his neck, and he thrust his tongue into her mouth, the need for her sizzling through his body. He put his arms around the small of her back, and she squirmed against him.

      A kiss. Just a kiss to take the edge off, and that’d be it.

      “Graham,” she whimpered, her voice seductive, and his blood rushed through his veins, hot and thick.

      He nipped her upper lip, and a couple of sexy moans escaped her throat. His breath came in small pants, and he wanted nothing more than to thrust into her until his heart gave out.

      Her hands hovered over his chest, her palm plastering against his shirt. He kissed her harder, and she responded in tandem; her tongue meshing with his, her body teasing. He caught himself pulling her dress down until her breasts bounced free.

      He traced her neck with his tongue, pressed himself against her body. Slowly, he skimmed kisses down until her gorgeous breasts greeted him, and he caught one of them in his mouth. She threw her head back and moaned, touching his hair, encouraging him to keep going. Fuck. With his hand, he cupped her other breast, catching her nipple between two fingers. She kept bucking against him.

      He needed more—the idea of tasting her seduced him, and he acted on it, feeling the warmth of her skin seep through the fabric until he kneeled in front of her sex. He sniffed her scent of arousal before he pulled up the hem of her dress and faced her nakedness.

      His groin stirred. She had the most beautiful pussy he’d ever seen. A strip of light hair descended on the otherwise smooth sex. He kissed her cunt, and her thighs trembled. She was dripping wet. He moved the folds apart, and couldn’t wait any longer—the tip of his tongue outlined her flesh. God. He tasted her, reveling in the sweet essence. She bucked above him.

      “That’s right, baby. Fuck my mouth,” he hissed out.

      He placed an open-mouth kiss on her sweet pussy, and licked at her center.

      “This is so good… I’ve never done any of this before. Oh…”

      What? His blood cooled. Couldn’t be, could it? She was a virgin.

      “Don’t stop, please,” she said, maybe sensing his hesitation.

      Graham inhaled deeply. He wouldn’t fuck her, no way. Her first time had to be with someone she loved or meant a lot to her. She couldn’t lose her virginity to her dad’s friend at some random beach. No. Didn’t mean he couldn’t help her out.

      He removed his hand. One orgasm and that’d be it.
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      Kate bit her lower lip. He found her clit, his tongue lapping at it as threads of pleasure built and burned inside her. She’d fooled around with boys before, but she’d never felt the jolts of climax riding her. She clamped her lips to keep from shouting for the whole beach to hear when he sucked her tender nub and a powerful orgasm spasmed throughout her body.

      “Wow,” she said, seconds or minutes later, she couldn’t tell. Her legs shook, and she leaned her back against the rock for support.

      Graham slowly emerged from between her legs and pulled the hem of her dress down. He avoided looking at her, and she pulled up her dress to hide her breasts and regained her composure as small gasps still fled her lips.

      “Everything okay?” she asked him.

      He let out a long sigh, the hint of what was to come. “Far from it. You’re a virgin, Kate. And I almost took you right here like some savage.”

      I would have loved it. “It’s not a big deal, Graham. I want to have sex with you. Maybe I’m not super experienced but I’m a fast learner. I won’t let you down,” she said, insecurity creeping into her. Just because he rocked her world didn’t mean she would rock his. Maybe he wouldn’t want to teach her what he knew. She bit the inside of her cheek, anticipating his response.

      He snarled at her. “You really think that is the problem?” He ran his fingers through his hair. “You should save your virginity for a guy your age, someone you can build a future with.”

      She folded her arms. Her grandmother could have given her that advice and sadly, her mother wouldn’t be far behind. Growing up, they’d lectured her and her sister about making the right choice. “Is that what you did?”

      Graham blinked. “What? No.”

      “Then why, all of a sudden, am I a Regency-era lady?” she asked, hands perched at her waist. “Don’t be condescending to me.”

      He gazed at her, his eyes gleaming with an emotion she couldn’t quite pinpoint. “I just want what’s best for you.”

      “If your oral sex skills are anything to go by, what’s best for me would be you screwing me right now. Listen, do you really think I want a guy my age? A guy who’ll finish in ten minutes and not even know the difference if I fake it?” she asked, remembering all the late-night conversations she had with her girlfriends after nights out at clubs or parties. Even based on her own experience . . . no one had ever made her feel the way Graham did.

      He waved her off, a silent plea to shut her up. “Listen, I’m flattered but the answer’s still no.”

      She heard laughter from a couple of people walking in their direction. The lack of bright lights and the rock gave them some privacy, so she assumed—and hoped— no one had seen them earlier. “We should probably head back.”

      “Yes, that’s a great idea.”

      She bit back a smile. Insisting on the subject wouldn’t get her anywhere further. Just like a good ballet, there’d be time to advance and retreat. She’d advanced enough for their first non-official date. Now, they’d walk back to the restaurant and he’d drop her at the hotel.

      All her parts tingled with excitement. She’d advance again soon—and what an advance it would be . . .
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      “Did you fix the glitch?” Kate asked Greg, her supervisor. For the past week, she’d been interning at Housekeeping, certainly the most hard-working department in the hotel. The ins and outs of the trade fascinated her. She’d practiced her Spanish with some of the employees, and learned what she could about cleaning rooms, time management, and also the software they used to update the status of rooms in the system.

      Greg scratched his head and glanced at the computer screen. “No. It still says that room is occupied.”

      “Who signed on last?” She inched closer to the sleek screen.

      “The housekeeper. I asked her but I’m not sure she understood me.”

      Kate nodded. She’d noticed that one particular unit often showed up as occupied or dirty in the system, but then once when she’d checked it she’d found it clean. “I can ask her if you’d like.”

      “Sure, she’s off tomorrow but will be back in a couple of days,” he said, fixing his glasses. “It’s probably just a misunderstanding. She hasn’t worked here for long.”

      Neither have I. The past week Graham had avoided her any way he could. She suspected he put her in Housekeeping so she’d be super busy during the day and out of his way. He somewhat accomplished his goal. At night, she’d be so tired it would be a stretch to do anything other than shower and sleep.

      Maybe that was his plan—to exhaust her so she would change her mind.

      “Can you do me a favor? Can you give Clarence these reports?” he asked, handing her a manila folder.

      “Sure.”

      “He’s not in his office; I think he’s in the presidential suite with the big boss, they were talking about a VIP singer that’s going to check in tomorrow.”

      “I’m on it,” she said, clasping the folder in her sweaty palm. When she entered the elevator, she removed the rubber band keeping her hair tight and neat. Thankfully, she had tons of hair and good texture, for soon the layers floated around her face. She fished her lip gloss from her pocket and applied a coat of sandy pink on her mouth. She wished she wore more revealing clothes than the beige shirt and pants with the hotel logo monogrammed on top.

      When she reached the presidential suite, she knocked, and a couple of seconds later, the always friendly general manager Clarence opened the door.

      “Greg asked me to give you this,” she said, handing him the folder.

      “Oh, thank you.”

      Behind him, she spotted Graham sitting on a fancy sofa looking down at his iPad. “Oh, Mr. Davenport, may I please have a word?” she asked, improvising. Graham wouldn’t say no in front of an employee, would he?

      Clarence nodded. “You know what? I have to take a look at this and we’ve just finished anyway,” he said, waving at Graham. “Thank you for your time, Graham. I think we’ve got it covered for tomorrow.”

      Clarence left, and she entered the suite. She hadn’t cleaned the top floor before, so she studied the surroundings. A huge chandelier hung at the entrance, setting the tone of the most expensive accommodation they offered. Persian rugs added warmth to the white marble flooring. She walked over to face him; he now stood against the open balcony door, the light breeze curling the drapes that framed the gorgeous beachfront view.

      “Is everything okay? What do you want?” Graham asked.

      You. “Are you using the crush I have for you against me? I don’t mind starting from the bottom, but my father told me he’d specifically asked you to show me the reins too, so I have an overall idea of the hotel business in the States,” she said, hoping the mention of her father would get him to stop the ignoring game. A move below the belt, but how else would she carve out some time with him? Damn it, at the beach she could tell he wanted her too. No one should be in the way of their desire for each other—certainly not her über conservative family who were thousands of miles away.

      “You’ll see. I’ll invite you for meetings when I think they are beneficial to you. I’ll let my assistant know. And remember in a few days there’s the Preston ball Mark invited you to,” he said, and she could detect some hesitance in his tone.

      “Thank you.”

      He gave her a once over, his gaze lingering on her mouth. “How have you been?”

      She chewed on her lip. She was done lying—when she’d first nurtured less than virtuous feelings for him at fifteen, she’d blamed it on her hormones. She’d omitted her passion for him when she’d asked her father to intervene for a trainee program. Hell, she’d been scared to even mention Graham to her friends, scared they might judge her about their age difference. “I can’t stop thinking about our dinner. How you pleased me.”

      Graham ran his hand down his face. “It’s not appropriate to bring it up here.”

      She inched closer to him, but he didn’t back away. Her heart thrummed, and a crazy throb knotted her stomach. “Then where? Where can I bring it up?”

      “Nowhere.”

      “Do you think about it too? Be honest. Because for years I thought this thing I felt for you was so forbidden I couldn’t tell anyone. But when you kissed me, Graham . . . when you kiss me, the age difference doesn’t matter. The only thing that matters is this,” she said, bringing his hand to her chest. She pushed away his jacket, and palmed his heart. The maddening beats put a smile on her face. “So, I need to know this isn’t just in my head, that I’m not fantasizing about a one-sided attraction. Do you think about it too?” she asked again, drawing a breath.

      He dipped his head down until it touched hers. “Yes.”

      A long sigh escaped her mouth. “Graham. Kiss me,” she said.

      His gaze slid to her lips. “I can’t.”

      She played with his tie, her finger sliding up and down the silky fabric. She felt rather than heard a little tremor from him. “Do you want to?”

      He caught her wrist. “Just a kiss, okay? That’s all.”

      She nodded and he captured her lips with his, this time punishing her. She linked her arms behind his head, and jumping, wrapped her legs around him. He gripped her ass, and walked as he supported her. His tongue got greedier, and she had to come up for air a couple of times otherwise she’d pass out.

      He put her on the sofa, and she slid her hand down. She slid it past his belt, excitement growing inside her.

      “I said a kiss.”

      “You never said where.”

      He groaned, and she chuckled. To know she stirred up an experienced man like him did things to her insides. He pulled her shirt over her head, then abruptly tugged her tits out of her bra without fully removing it. His urgency only added to her own.

      She arched herself to him, and he took one breast in his mouth. She’d never get used to the thread of delight surging through her whenever he lapped his tongue at her engorged nipple. She moaned, and caressed his hair. She loved running her fingers into his thick hair. He cupped her other breast, his palm warm against her prickled skin. “I love when you suck my tits. Gets me so hot, Graham. So ready for you,” she hissed out.

      He grazed his teeth on her, gently nibbling her peak. She could feel her thighs getting sticky and her panties drenched. He went back to sucking, and she threw her head back, reveling in the wonderful sensation of having him taste her.

      He slid one hand down her work pants, and she spread her thighs, silently inviting him to touch her in the most intimate way. When his finger stroked her clit through the fabric, she mewled, a shot of pleasure surging through her and making her so dizzy. “You really want me, don’t you, baby? You want to be smashed.”

      “Yes. Yes.”

      “I’m not going to pop your cherry now, but I’ll help you out.”

      “Please, Graham. I’m all yours.”

      He pulled down her pants and underwear, and goose bumps rose on her legs every time a part of her got exposed to him. She should be embarrassed. This was the second time he saw her pussy and in broad daylight. But all she managed was to rejoice in the toe-curling sensation of being under him, his lips kissing hers, his finger flicking her engorged clit. She humped him, bucking her cunt into him, in hopes he’d change his mind and give her the ultimate release—his enormous, hard cock pumping deep into her.

      “God. Yes.”

      “You’re soaked, baby,” he whispered into her hair, close enough to her earlobe to send tingles of electricity charging through her body. “Fuck I’ve never seen someone so wet.”

      “All for you.”

      His thumb intensified the flicks on her clit, a bundle of nerves sizzling in her sex. The provocation won—his hungry kisses, his thumb working her and the occasional pinch on her tightened nipple did it. Soon, she convulsed under him, ripples of pleasure shifting into an orgasm shaking her from top to bottom.

      “So intense,” she said when the spasms waned.

      “I love seeing you come.” He traced her lips with his thumb. She licked it, tasting herself—tangy, almost citrusy, and she didn’t mind it one bit. Encouraged, she sucked his thumb up and down.

      “Then make me,” she said, realizing she wouldn’t mind coming again. She nipped the tip of his finger, and he groaned. Pure female empowerment threaded down her spine.

      “You greedy, naughty little girl,” he said in a gravelly voice and the little hairs on the back of her neck stood on end.

      Giggling, she rolled on top of him. “Not so greedy. I want to get you off too.” Wasn’t it only fair? Granted, she doubted her lack of expertise wouldn’t show, but she’d make up with eagerness. She wanted to kiss him intimately, as he’d done her the other day at the beach. Every time they enjoyed each other she imagined a chunk of his resolution not to screw her chipped away. She’d keep trying until she demolished all his defenses.

      He shifted, and rested his hands on her legs. “You don’t have to.”

      She leaned closer, enunciating every word. “I want your cock fucking my mouth.”

      His jaw clenched, and for a moment he didn’t say anything. He flashed her a concerned glance, and she would have given anything to know exactly what was going on in his mind. She sucked in a breath, worrying if he’d tell her to get off him and get dressed. But once again, Graham surprised her and said, “How did you learn to speak so dirty for a virgin?”

      “I’m a virgin, not a saint,” she said, omitting the amount
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