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Chapter One

 


Buttons
popped and fabric tore as our frantic fingers fumbled to free
important body parts from constrictive clothing. Drew pinned me
against the wall and yanked the remains of my panties
off.

“You on anything?”

“Yes.” I panted out the reassurance.

“Good, because I didn’t bring anything. I’m clean. Regular
checkups because of the job.” His mouth opened over my neck where
it met my shoulder and his heated breath preceded the tantalizing
nip he bestowed before soothing it with a kiss. I bit back a
moan.

“What? You didn’t think you’d get lucky at a wedding? All us
single girls wishing we were in the bride’s place?” I hardly knew
this man yet sparring with him went beyond casual flirting. We’d
been seated at the same table at the reception, and the chemistry
had fogged my mind. A couple hours of conversation and a dance, and
here we were. “I’m clean, too.”

“I don’t do weddings,” he huffed against my throat, magic
fingers sliding through the slickness coating my folds, dancing a
sweet beat on my clit. “But I’m usually prepared.”

His assertion cooled my ardor for an instant.
I didn’t do spontaneous
and was far out of my comfort zone, but Drew was obviously a
player. He worked two thick fingers inside of me and I forgot to be
concerned.

“Fuck, you’re tight. And hot, wet. Sweetheart, you feel
amazing.” His thumb pressed against the throbbing knot of nerves
and I writhed, chasing an orgasm. He bit my neck again and my whine
of enjoyment escaped. “I was a boy scout and now I’m military. I
should always be prepared.”

Right,
he was something in the military. I’d been too deep into his
blatant masculinity to absorb all of what had been spoken in
response to questions by others at the table. Small talk. He and I
spoke of more personal things, a relaxed sharing spiced with sexual
awareness. I noticed he avoided providing his exact role in the
army. A niggle of worry suggested I was being cavalier with my
health, but this man didn’t lie. I knew it.

I
whimpered as he stretched my sheath and worked an enchanted spot,
that devilish thumb making its own magic. The soles of my feet
prickled and went numb in celebratory warning, and I went over,
clamping down on his digits and shuddering through a release that
freed my being.

He
muffled my cry with his mouth, and I fancied he stole a part of my
soul with the depth of the kiss as I came down. His fingers slipped
out of me with an audible sucking sound and he lifted me higher,
his cock lancing between my thighs. My legs spread wider and I
slung my calves around his waist, my stilettos clocking together.
“You want this, Katie?”

No one
called me Katie. Ever. “Yes,” I begged. “Put it in me. Fuck me,
Drew.”

I’d had
a brief impression of his dick in my hand before he took charge,
and I hadn’t been able to wrap my hand around it. It had pulsed and
wept beneath my touch. Now, the broad head pierced my entrance,
blindly finding its way, pressing against swollen
tissues.

We
gasped at the same time and I forced my eyes open to meet his
glittering, green stare. Enveloped by his passion, I lunged forward
as he thrust, and pleasure morphed to pain and back as his cock
battered its way to the mouth of my womb. Full to bursting, I
dropped my head back and sucked in air. My muscles quivered and I
marveled at his strength, holding me up and motionless against the
wall.

“Hang on tight, sweetheart. Gonna be a ride.”

One big
hand protected the back of my neck, and the other my spine, from
the unforgiving surface as he fucked me without pause, hard, brutal
thrusts that bounced me in his hold. He bent in for another kiss,
biting my lower lip as he pistoned harder and faster. Sensitive
from the earlier orgasm, my clit rubbed against him and throbbed
insistently. His pace faltering, he circled his hips, his pelvis
grinding, and a sharp, fizzing sensation broke over me as I
spiraled and fell again. Drew stilled on a groan and his cock
jerked, spilling his seed in a heated wash, my pulsing release
milking him dry.

My legs
collapsed down along his sides and my feet automatically found a
purchase on the floor, but I couldn’t stand. Drew laughed and held
me tight, his chin resting on top of my head. I felt both dwarfed
and cherished. Curious, considering the uninhibited public
sex.

“That was something, Katie. Want to take this
elsewhere?”

We were
in a dim hallway leading off to a storage room, according to the
man who’d just banged me silly against a wall. He’d reconnoitred
while on a bathroom break and I’d willingly joined him here,
pretending I was heading someplace respectable and not here.
Perhaps not the most auspicious place for a romantic interlude, but
romance hardly entered the picture. I ignored the flicker of a more
tender response. I thought about booking a hotel room—Drew was
staying with a friend, but some semblance of rationality took hold.
No way was I leaving a hotel room in the dress I’d worn to this
wedding. Especially considering the state it would be in after the
treatment it had received. I’d have to brazen out the trip to the
cloakroom to retrieve my wrap as it was.

“My place?”

“You sure?” Those green eyes were calm and serene now, but
studied me intently.

“I’m sure.” I had a doorman and there were cameras in my
building.

“Not a hotel?”

“I don’t do the walk of shame.” And depending on how tonight
went, there was the weekend…

He
nodded. “You need to say your good byes?”

“No.” I doubted the groom even remembered putting my name on
the guest list, a client from some time ago, but one who kept up
connections.

Drew’s
cock had lost some girth, but was still substantial as he pulled
out against my clinging tissues. A rush of our combined fluids
coated my thighs before he was there with a handkerchief, mopping
me dry. The caring action hit me as hard as the orgasms and I knew
my expression reflected it. That cherished sensation flowed over me
again. Drew’s brow furrowed before he looked away and the sour
taste of regret tickled the back of my throat.

He
cleaned himself up as I righted my dress and tried to repair the
damage to my updo. “Katie? This is for tonight. Maybe the weekend
if you’re free. Okay?”

I
blinked the regret and vulnerability away. Sex. Hot, amazing sex.
Fucking. New to me, but I got the concept. He wasn’t from here, had
attended because he was on leave and was the closest member of his
family able to represent at this wedding of a distant cousin. The
bride. A one and done. Well, maybe more than once if I was reading
him correctly, but still…

“That works. We’ll have to see about the weekend.” Poke me and
I’ll poke you. I didn’t want this to be about one-upmanship, but
surely he didn’t think he would make such a lasting impression that
I’d cling after just meeting him. I could indulge in a hook up like
anyone else.

“Ah, I’ve insulted you.” He set his hand on the side of my
face and coasted his thumb over my cheekbone. “I need to be upfront
is all. With what I’ve got to offer.”

“No worries.” He was close to ruining the experience, and if
my sex hadn’t quivered with an aftergasm, I might have walked away.
But I expected and respected honesty so resenting him for it wasn’t
fair. And I wanted more of what he had to offer, limited or
not.

Staring
into my eyes, he nodded. “I’ll catch up with my cousin, and then
meet you in the foyer. Want to freshen up or anything?”

I knew
he was giving me the opportunity to fade away and avoid any
awkwardness, but I’d made my decision, at least for tonight. When
Kate Whitaker kicked over the traces, never let it be said she
didn’t do it whole heartedly the first time. And probably the only
time. “I’ll meet you beside the fountain.”

After
watching his big body in that well-tailored suit prowl back into
the ball room, I detoured to the cloakroom without seeing anyone I
knew. My wrap concealed the worst of the sprung seams and wrinkled
fabric, and I found the rest room. I managed to repair my makeup
before two other women walked in. They didn’t look at me in a
manner that would suggest they guessed at what I’d been doing, so I
pretended my flushed face and the fading mark on my shoulder
weren’t obvious, heading out to wait for Drew.

Drew
Jackson. Military. Built like the proverbial brick shithouse with
handsome, roughhewn features and a wicked sense of humor.
Intelligent. Not quite what I might have expected, given his choice
of career, but I hated stereotypes so I kept an open
mind.

Finding
a quiet spot by the tinkling fountain, I checked my phone and
quickly became absorbed in sorting through a number of issues. My
personal assistant had flagged some important emails relating to
recently listed new properties, and there were several attachments
for my perusal and electronic signature. Business kept my mind off
the fact Drew still had my underwear.

“Ready?” His deep voice and spicy scent announced him at the
same time and I nearly dropped my phone.

Shoving
it into my purse, I smiled, as my immediate present became this man
and me. The other guests thronging the foyer faded away as his
formidable presence claimed my sole focus. We’d only just fucked,
but I wanted him again. “I am. I cabbed over. You?”

“Same. Is your place within walking distance?”

“Not in these shoes.”

“I have a fantasy involving those shoes, Katie. I can carry
you or we can catch a taxi.”

As much
as my girlish self longed to be carried like a princess through the
streets to my apartment, I declined and we caught a cab. I was
intensely aware of him during the short drive, and there was no
doubt he felt the same about me. He placed my hand on the bulge in
his pants, and his cock lay heated beneath my grasp. He was inching
my dress upward when we got to my address, and I reluctantly
relinquished one part of him that had given me so much
pleasure.

“Nice place.” Drew swept a glance over the façade and helped
me from the cab, handing over the fee to the driver. Hank, the door
man, nodded to me and gave Drew the once over before ushering us
inside.

I worked
my key out of the clutch hanging from my wrist and led the way to
the elevator. A big hand rested possessively on the small of my
back and we stepped in, the door sliding shut. When he drew me
against him, I tilted my head back to accept his kiss.

His
tongue made forays against mine and explored ruthlessly, stealing
my breath. I clutched his strong biceps beneath the cloth of his
jacket, although I knew he wouldn’t let me fall. Wrenching my lips
away, I muttered, “Cameras.”

“I saw,” he murmured. “Just kissing you, unless the home
owners association will give you grief.”

I
laughed, imagining the faces of some of the sour biddies who
relished the power the association gave them. Seeing as I
controlled
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