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      “No, open your eyes.” A big hand smoothed her damp, tangled hair from her face. The backs of his long fingers grazed her cheek. “I want you to see.”

      Her breath shuddered from between her parted lips, and after the slightest hesitation she complied with his soft command. She lifted her lashes and the erotic tableau that met her eyes stole the air from her lungs. Oh God.

      The deep shadows reflected in the bureau mirror couldn’t hide the long arch of a masculine back, the curve of a taut buttock or the muscled length of thigh. So much sexuality contained under golden skin. The perfect male animal.

      Her pussy clenched.

      “That’s it, baby,” he murmured in her ear. “Squeeze me tight.”

      His ass rose and the drag of his cock pulsed through her swollen sex as his thick, gleaming shaft withdrew from her body. Restrained underneath him by his chest and hands, she could do nothing but gasp and receive the pleasure he seemed intent on giving over and over. It wasn’t the first or even the second time she’d been pinned and penetrated this night. But as the incredible length of his dick tunneled through her pussy once more, it may as well have been the first. Her flesh resisted, parted, gripped. Every inch, every ridge seemed to imprint a fiery brand on her sex.

      He groaned and in a fraction of a second, he tightened his fingers on her wrists. With him stretched over her, his chest pressing into her spine, the shiver that coursed through his big body vibrated over her skin like an electrical charge.

      Once more he slid free. She shuddered.

      “Do you have any idea how much my cock wants your pussy?” he whispered. He straightened and hooked an arm under her hips, pulled her ass up and back. He followed the line of her spine, sliding a palm over the ball of her shoulder and then down again. “There, baby. Watch it. Watch my dick take you.” The pale column of flesh speared from a thatch of brown hair and arrowed straight between her trembling thighs. His cock disappeared from sight as it surged deep in her sex. Her stomach muscles quivered and she sank her teeth into her bottom lip at the erotic image. It seemed naughty, forbidden, to watch herself getting fucked. But damn—another groan ripped free from his throat as he fisted his cock near the flared base—she couldn’t turn away from the mirror’s reflection. “Your pussy’s so fucking drenched. Like hot cream. Like you’re melting around my dick…”

      The dual stimulation of his sexy words and witnessing her own fucking pushed her so close to orgasm she shook under the whip of lust. Tiny flicks of pleasure lashed her clit and her pussy rippled around his thick cock. She wanted to come.

      As if sensing her heightened need, he surged forward. He buried his length inside her, his thighs pressed tight to her legs and the lower curves of her ass. Pleasure tore a cry from her throat and she bucked helplessly against the hard thrust.

      “Good girl,” he praised. “Fuck my cock, pretty girl.” He fell forward, palms flat against the dark mahogany headboard. It didn’t seem possible he had more cock to give her, but God, when he pushed deeper into her pussy, he nudged a place high in her sex that’d never been touched by human or mechanical means. He grunted and his hips pressed forward, grinding against her ass. He slid one hand between her thighs and plucked her clit.

      She screamed.

      Her response seemed to snap the binding that tethered his control. With a low animalistic growl, he fucked her like a stallion covering his mare. He rode her hard, slamming into her with thrust after thrust. She cried out with each stroke, urging him on, begging for more. God. More.

      The orgasm pummeled her like a battering ram. No slow buildup, no undulation of pleasure to signal its arrival. Just a crash of ecstasy. A shattering of self.

      Then nothing.

      Oh. Shit.
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        * * *

      

      Rowyn Jeong cast a glance down her body to the heavy arm roped across her waist. Her heart thumped. The shallow gasps of breath that escaped her lips seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room as her gaze skipped up an arm, over a shoulder and landed on a long expanse of delectable skin.

      Jesus. She sighed and then cringed as her breath seemed to echo in the room like a shout across the Grand Canyon. Muscles tense, she lay frozen as if she were engaged in some twisted erotic version of Red Light, Green Light. For several long moments she remained still, her gaze pinned on the naked man next to her, searching for any sign of wakefulness. After seconds that stretched like a millennium, she inched from under the arm.

      Scoot. Pause. Breathe. Scoot. Pause. Breathe. She repeated the pattern until her arm, hip, then leg dangled over the edge of the mattress like limp spaghetti. One more scoot and she slid free. Unable to halt her momentum, she flailed and her ass hit the floor with a thump.

      Damn.

      She shut her eyes and dropped her chin.

      Just Damn.

      She risked a peek over the side of the bed and her inspection took in the still form. His arm stretched across the snowy sheet. His chest continued to rise and fall, undisturbed. She didn’t look away as she edged back from the bed, the man in it, and memories of the night that had just passed. A hot flash of heat licked over her skin and the swollen, well-used flesh between her thighs rippled.

      She had to get out of here. Like, pronto.

      In a hushed flurry of activity, Rowyn jumped to her feet and circled the room, snatching up clothing that had been hastily discarded earlier in the evening. Panties in her fist—how the hell had they ended up hanging from the lamp shade?—she scurried from the dark room. With a speed that smacked more of desperation than skill, she yanked on her underwear followed by the black sweater and skirt.

      On bare feet, she darted down the shadowed hall and into the living room. Minutes later, a taxi had been requested on her cell phone, her purse was over her shoulder and her boots and coat had been dragged on. As she headed toward the front door, she passed the hall mirror and glimpsed her reflection. She skidded to a halt. Shit. She looked as if she’d just spent the night fucking.

      With a moue of disgust, she tunneled her fingers through her dark hair and tried to comb some semblance of order into it so she wouldn’t look so freshly fucked. After several fruitless moments, she gritted her teeth. To hell with it. She scowled and shoved the heavy strands back over her shoulder. She couldn’t do anything about…

      Her eyes narrowed and then widened in horror as she stared at her neck—her bare neck. The delicate gold chain and pendant with a tiny crown etched into its surface were gone. To my princess. The jewelry and loving message engraved in Korean on the back of the ornament were the only legacy she had from her dead father besides her almond-shaped eyes and nearly black, dense hair.

      Dammit! She dropped her hands, whipped around and dashed back down the hall, the spiky heels of her stiletto boots clacking out an agitated cadence on the hardwood floor. Where is it? She conducted a circuit of the living room, jerking pillows and cushions off the couch and love seat and ghosting her palm over the glass surface of the coffee table. Finally, after long frustrating minutes with her heart lodged in her throat, she stood in the middle of the room, one hand cupping her forehead and the other resting on her collarbone. She was naked—bereft without the jewelry. She couldn’t leave⁠—

      A short toot of a horn beeped outside. The taxi had arrived.

      With one last desperate glance down the darkened hall, she turned and retraced her steps toward the front door…leaving a part of her heart behind…
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