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Jade’s Fantasy

Kidnap Fantasies 1

Jan Springer

In the land of the rich and famous, Kidnap Fantasies is the answer to discreet naughty downtime.

When ex-downhill skier Jade’s two sisters give her a Kidnap Fantasies questionnaire, Jade is aroused at the prospect of having no-strings fun in the sun with a stranger whose only job would be to fulfill her every intimate fantasy. Although she knows she’s too shy to send it in, she secretly pours her deepest wishes into the questionnaire.

Soon the questionnaire mysteriously vanishes, and Jade’s fantasy man appears on her luxury yacht in the form of a sexy handy man who gives her an intimate toy-filled Christmas holiday she’ll never forget.
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The Biker and The Bride

Jan Springer

Wrapped in red-hot lust for revenge, Avery plots to murder the man responsible for the death of her son.

Her plans are dashed when her ex-husband crashes her wedding and whisks her away on his motorcycle to the rustic Canadian wilderness cabin, they’d once honeymooned.

Police detective, Mason is fighting for Avery’s love with everything he has. 

Armed with whipped cream, handcuffs and his undying devotion, Mason vows he will make Avery love again.

But it’s only a matter of time before the man she’d planned to kill hunts them down...
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Sinderella Sexy

Jan Springer

By day, she's a dedicated gynecologist.

By night, Dr. Ella Cinder, escapes reality by secretly performing in her own erotic, adult version of Cinderella, aptly re-titled Sinderella.

When sexy colleague Dr. Roarke Stephenson shows up in the Sinderella audience on the same night her Prince Charming stands her up, Ella seizes the opportunity to make Roarke into her Prince Charming for one carnal night of extremely naughty fun in front of an audience.

But at the strike of midnight, Ella knows she must face the harsh reality that Roarke must never learn her secret life and they can never be together again. Until then, she’ll make sure he'll never forget their night of sensual play.

Dr. Roarke Stephenson is immediately captured by the lusciously curvy actress who hides behind a mask and is known only as Sinderella. For some insane reason she reminds him of his klutzy co-worker, Ella. But that's not possible. Ella would never have the nerve to do the wickedly delicious things Sinderella does to him, or would she?
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Nice Girl Naughty

Jan Springer

Blind since nineteen, Summer has blossomed into a famous wood carver. When she’s almost killed by a serial killer, she’s whisked away to a secluded wilderness cabin by the man she once secretly loved.

Summer can’t get enough of touching professional bodyguard Nick Cassidy’s thick, powerful muscles and all those other hard, yummy male body parts that she has always longed to explore. 

For years Nick has stayed away from his best friend’s kid sister, nice girl Summer. Now he’s back and sweeping his gorgeous redhead into the naughty cravings he’s always had for her. With passion blinding him, Nick doesn’t realize their hideout isn’t safe—until it’s too late. 
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This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, settings, and events presented in this book are purely of the author’s imagination and bear no resemblance to any actual person, living or dead or to any actual events, places, and/or settings.
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In the land of the rich and famous, Kidnap Fantasies is the answer to discreet naughty downtime.

When ex-downhill skier Jade’s two sisters give her a Kidnap Fantasies questionnaire, Jade is aroused at the prospect of having no-strings fun in the sun with a stranger whose only job would be to fulfill her every intimate fantasy. Although she knows she’s too shy to send it in, she secretly pours her deepest wishes into the questionnaire.

Soon the questionnaire mysteriously vanishes, and Jade’s fantasy man appears on her luxury yacht in the form of a sexy handy man who gives her an intimate toy-filled Christmas holiday she’ll never forget.
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TAMPA BAY, FLORIDA USA

Four days before Christmas...

“It’s really called Kidnap Fantasies?” Jade asked her two sisters, as she poured each of them another glass of iced tea and sliced some more strawberry cheesecake.

“That’s what it’s called,” Jillian said. “Kidnap Fantasies.”

Jillian and Johnna had flown into town unexpectedly yesterday to give her the fascinating news that Johnna was about one month pregnant, and Jade and Jillian would become aunts in the summer.

The baby would be their first niece or nephew, and Jade was ecstatic.

Yesterday the three of them had gone on a shopping spree for baby stuff and Christmas presents until they’d dropped from exhaustion and then watched movies into the wee hours last night just like when they’d been teenagers. Now they sat at the table on the upper deck of Jade’s yacht discussing Jillian’s idea of indulging in some sort of sexual tryst with a stranger through Kidnap Fantasies.

In a matter of minutes, they would be leaving to go home and Jade wanted to get the scoop about this Kidnap Fantasies before they left.

“How’d you hear about it?” Jade prodded.

An odd gleam sparked Jillian’s blue eyes. “From an acquaintance.”

“You’re seriously considering hiring a strange man to have sex with you?”

“Why not? Isn’t it every woman’s fantasy to be swept off her feet by a completely gorgeous stranger and have her deepest sexual desires fulfilled by him over and over again?”

“I know I was swept off my feet by my stranger.” Johnna chimed in.

“You mean by Jeff’s hunky body and all those nice muscles,” Jillian chuckled.

“A man only needs one very well working muscle to satisfy a woman.” Johnna leaned back in the deck chair. Her shoulder-length brown hair fluttered in the Florida breeze. She inhaled and smiled dreamily. “And his big muscle most certainly does the job quite well.”

Oh my God! Her sisters were at it again—talking about sex.

Her face warmed with embarrassment. She’d never been particularly comfortable talking about the subject, but this sex group had piqued her interest and was forcing her to overcome her shyness.

“But to have yourself kidnapped? I mean what if he...”

What if he did all the naughty things you’ve always dreamed of, a little voice purred in her ear.

“Don’t look so shocked, sweetie.” Jillian laughed, “Some women love to be sexually dominated in the bedroom.”

“Yeah, but is it legal?”

“What? Being dominated in the bedroom?” Jillian winked at Johnna. Both sisters seemed to be trying to keep a straight face. Obviously, they still enjoyed teasing her about sex. Some things never changed.

She exhaled in frustration. “C’mon, I mean Kidnap Fantasies.”

“Oh! Well, let’s just say they prefer not to advertise to the public. Only a select group of the rich and famous knows about it.” Jillian picked up last week’s edition of People magazine with the recent picture of Jade holding her newly released autobiography about her life as a professional downhill skier. “And you’re famous, sis. So, I’ve just let you in on the secret club, but you can’t tell anyone about this organization.”

Jade’s excitement plunged. “So, it isn’t legal.”

“How can something be illegal if it doesn’t exist?” Johnna winked.

“You sound intrigued, and a little nervous.” Jillian leaned forward; her face suddenly very serious. It made Jade a tad uneasy. “You wouldn’t by any chance be interested in checking out this Kidnap Fantasies for yourself, would you?” she asked.

“Oh no, I couldn’t!” Jade said it so fast that both her sisters smiled knowingly.

“Nice reaction, Jade.” Johnna chuckled, her ice blue eyes flashing with amusement. “Exactly how long has it been since you’ve been properly fucked by a man?”

Extreme heat flushed her cheeks giving her away at Johnna’s bold question. Twenty-eight years old and her face still flamed with embarrassment over the subject of sex. She took a quick gulp of her cold drink, but it did nothing to cool her uneasiness.

“That long, huh?” Jillian replied.

“It’s not that I haven’t wanted to...it’s just since the accident.”

Jillian winced. Her gaze quickly strayed to Jade’s cane where she’d hung it earlier from the back of her lounge chair.

“The accident was a year ago. You said your therapists are happy with your progress and you sure are walking a heck of a lot better since the last time we saw you. So, what’s preventing you from going after a man?”

Jade shrugged, “My scars for one thing.”

“Oh please, the scars on your leg are barely visible. Any guy would be thrilled to go out with you. You are beautiful, Jade,” Jillian said in a reassuring voice.

“I’ve packed on twenty pounds...”

“Cut the crap,” Johnna interjected. “You were too skinny before. Tell me this, does your hesitation have something to do with Beau?” The earlier amusement had disappeared from Johnna’s voice replaced by one of contempt as she spoke about Jade’s ex-fiancé.

Again, Jade shrugged.

“You’re better off without that creep,” Johnna continued. “Besides, not all men are like that. Look at Jeff. He’s absolutely adorable. You said so yourself.”

That was true. Johnna and Jeff were so much in love. Jade had met him a couple of times before their June wedding, and she couldn’t help but wish for a sexy blue-eyed guy like Jeff for her very own. Husky body. Lots of nice muscles. And the love that shone in his eyes for her sister had taken Jade’s breath away. She’d do anything to have a guy look at her the way Jeff looked at Johnna, but it didn’t mean she had to trust one again.

“I’m not ready for a relationship,” she admitted.

“Okay, so what you’re saying is you’re ready for some good old-fashioned sex without the strings of a relationship. Kidnap Fantasies is perfect for you. Here...” Jillian slid a thick brochure across the table at Jade. “It sounds like you’re the one who needs Kidnap Fantasies more than I do. Take a look at it. It is their latest catalogue and there’s even a questionnaire in there. Why don’t you fill it out tonight for fun?”

Jade slipped on her reading glasses and slid her fingers across the velvety softness of the brochure with the dark blue cover and sharp pink lettering. She tried hard to resist the urge to start flipping through the catalogue right then, and there.

The idea of having sex with a complete stranger without strings attached made her pulse race with excitement. She’d had fantasies about how a man would use sex toys on her and tease her until she screamed for mercy, but she’d never actually had the nerve to walk into one of those shops and get a toy or ask her ex-fiancé Beau if he might want to explore that angle in their stagnant sex life.

He’d been a missionary man.

Slam. Bam. Thank you, ma’am.

This Kidnap Fantasies just might be an enjoyable way to live out some of her fantasies. The best thing was she wouldn’t have to be embarrassed because she’d never see the guy again.

“These men...who do this type of thing,” Jade asked. “Are they safe?”

“I believe you’re talking of STDs and stuff. The men and women are screened with great care. From what I’ve learned the participants are rich and famous themselves and are looking for a little casual sex in between relationships but don’t want any media attention or paparazzi around so they go to KF. Everything is confidential. It’s a tight little group. Call it a club. Everyone knows everyone. Besides, KF, wouldn’t be in business long if they didn’t make sure their people were safe and happy, right? It’s all there in the brochure.” Jillian glanced at her watch and frowned. “Well, it’s time to meet our flights, Johnna. We’re both going to have to get a move on.”

“Can’t you guys stay an extra night? Just this once? I miss you both so much.”

“Sorry Jade, I promised Jeff I’d only be a couple of days and that I’d be back in time to do some serious last-minute Christmas shopping with him.” Johnna replied.

“And I’ve got important meetings scheduled all the way through to Christmas Eve that I can’t cancel,” Jillian said quickly hugging her so tightly she thought they’d squeeze her to death.

“Merry Christmas, Jade.” Jillian whispered into her ear.

“And you take care of yourself, sis. Merry Christmas, sweetie,” Johnna said as she kissed Jade on the cheek.

“Thanks for all the Christmas presents, you guys,” Jade replied as she hugged them back. “And Johnna, take care of yourself. No stress. It’s not good for the baby.”

When they let go of her, she didn’t miss the tears sparkling in both her sisters’ eyes. Before she could question why they suddenly looked so...conflicted, both were waving to her and heading down the stairs to the main deck.

If she could walk as fast as they could, she would have sprinted after them and asked what was going on but right now, she was useless. Her hip had stiffened up as it always did from sitting for too long in one stretch.

The familiar shard of sadness tugged at her emotions as she watched her two sisters’ wave yet again and then they disappeared behind another docked boat.

Her sisters were so lucky. Both were confident women. Knew what they wanted and went after it. Not like her. Her whole life had been her passion for skiing. That was gone now thanks to her accident. All she had left was lots of money, a crippled body, and no man to love her or call her own...not that she wanted one...but it would have been nice if men weren’t such no-good louses and so untrustworthy.

Her sadness quickly disintegrated as she settled her attention to the snappy-looking Kidnap Fantasies brochure Jillian had left behind.

Too bad she had a get-together with her agent this afternoon. The woman was trying to talk Jade into agreeing to a meeting with a prominent talk show host who wanted her on his show to talk about her autobiography.

If Jade agreed to the appearance, it would get her book more exposure. Exposure she really didn’t want.

However, hindsight was twenty-twenty. It had been a silly thing to write her life story. She knew it now but after her accident, she’d needed something to do besides feeling sorry for herself. Writing the book had helped her a lot. Unfortunately, since the book had released, the paparazzi had been coming out of the woodwork back in Los Angeles. She’d even found one of them sitting on top of the security wall surrounding her home. He’d had a camera with the longest zoom lens she’d ever seen. To her embarrassment, he’d been taking pictures of her sunbathing topless.

The next day her picture had been plastered over all the gossip rags. That had been the last straw. She’d packed up her bags, dressed incognito and taken refuge here under the warm Tampa Bay sun in her yacht just in time for her sisters’ surprise meeting.

Boy was she ever glad they’d mentioned Kidnap Fantasies. Throwing a longing look at the catalog, she placed it inside a nearby locker, grabbed her cane, and hobbled toward her bedroom just inside the glass door. Barely able to contain the tingles of excitement and the cheerful giggles at the thought that she was actually thinking she might hire a man to satisfy her sexual fantasies, Jade reluctantly got ready for her appointment with her agent.

* * * * *
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IT WASN’T UNTIL LATE that night when Jade had snuggled herself into her cozy king-sized bed in her yacht bedroom, thrown a light sheet over her nude body, propped herself up on an elbow and slipped on her glasses that she dare examine the Kidnap Fantasies brochure Jillian had given her.

The minute she flipped it open her mouth dropped in surprise at the words splashed across the first page.

Ménage a Trois. BDSM. Sex Slave Training. Kidnap Fantasies. Whatever your sexual wish we’ll fill your desires. Complete the questionnaire and let our discreet Kidnap Fantasies liaisons set you free.

Sweet heavens! What had she gotten herself into?

Well, she hadn’t gotten into anything yet but by the delicious way her pussy muscles were clenching with excitement Jade knew she already liked what she saw.

As she turned the pages and read the vivid descriptions, her heart picked up speed and she slipped a hand over one of her breasts. She plucked and toyed with her plump nipple wondering how it would feel to have a gorgeous man touching her breasts as she was doing now.

Beau hadn’t really bothered priming her for sex. So, she had little experience being intimately touched by a man.

Would her nipples harden beneath a man’s calloused fingers in the same way they were hardening now? Or would if feel different? Would her breasts swell with need as he gazed upon her nakedness, lust shining brightly in his eyes?

Jade inhaled an aroused breath. Her fantasy man’s hands would be big enough to cup her breasts, his fingers long and thick enough to do some heavy duty massaging on her clit and then to slide deep inside her vagina so he could finger-fuck her.

Her pussy moistened at that idea.

Wow! She definitely needed some woman to man, hot flesh-to-flesh contact.

Her gaze flicked back to the brochure. If she went with the Ménage á Trois Special, she’d have to give Kidnap Fantasies permission to have her kidnapped by two strange men who would sexually satisfy her for one glorious weekend. In the Sex Slave Fantasy, she could order herself to be kidnapped and trained in a dungeon as a sex slave for a month. Then there was an Emerald City fantasy. A woman would give the organization permission to allow herself to be whisked away to a fantasyland where she could experience multiple ménages with the Scarecrow, Tin Man, Cowardly Lion, and the Wizard of Oz.

And there were other exciting options that left Jade breathless as she tried to decide which one she’d like to try.

What finally caught her eye was the kidnap fantasy with one man who would fulfill her every sexual wish for a weekend.

She’d fill out the questionnaire.

Grabbing a pen, she ripped the forms out of the brochure and began to answer the questions.

Name: Jade Hart.

Age: twenty-eight.

Sex: Female.

Sexual preference: Hot-blooded Male.

Sexual experience?

Jade laughed and wrote—not much...actually only one man. Missionary style. Vanilla sex. Boring.

She continued down the list answering more questions and then hesitated at one in particular—How well-hung do you want your man to be?

She inhaled softly at that question. Dropping her pen, she flopped onto her back, closed her eyes, and began a slow massage on her nipples. She relished the idea of how big her dream man would be and how he’d fill the lovely ache beginning to erupt between her thighs.

Beau’s cock had been on the small and short side never quite reaching the needy ache deep within, leaving her sexually hungry and craving for more.

What she wanted was a man who’d make her scream lustily like those heroines did at the hands of their well-endowed heroes in the erotic-romance electronic books she downloaded into her handy electronic book reader.

She kneaded her breasts harder inhaling at the wonderful way her nipples stiffened beneath her fingers.

What she craved was intense sexual satisfaction at a man’s expert hands. What she wanted was a man’s hard calloused fingers gliding over her breasts. A man with wide strong shoulders she could grab onto as he slid his thick, giant cock into her, stretching her open wide. A giant velvet rock-hard cock with pulsing veins that she could wrap her mouth around and suck and taste and just feel a man’s power.

Jade’s eyes snapped open. Her hands left her breasts. She rolled to her side and grabbed her pen again.

Very well-hung, she giggled as she continued to write. The bigger, the better.

Oh, don’t be shy!

The biggest cock you’ve got in stock.

With each question, Jade’s boldness grew, and her arousal blossomed. Gosh, some of these questions sounded delicious while others turned her right off.

But that was the whole point, wasn’t it? To give the well-hung man of her dreams a bird’s-eye view of what she wanted.

Completing the questionnaire, Jade sighed wistfully.

Wouldn’t it be something if she actually had the nerve to send the questionnaire to Kidnap Fantasies?

No, she couldn’t do that. Having a strange man make love to her wasn’t romantic. But she wasn’t looking for romance. She just wanted to be fucked by a big strong man. Wanted to dull the ache between her legs. Wished for a man’s long, thick cock to slide into her and claim her.

Jade bit her bottom lip thoughtfully.

Jillian did say the medical histories of those men were checked out. Wouldn’t it be wild to have a well-hung, good-looking man fucking her senseless?

A man who would spread her legs far apart.

Jade pushed the sheets aside, lifted her knees and spread her legs wide, trying not to wince at the dull ache deep inside her injured hip.

He would be a man who would not be afraid to touch a woman where she needed to be touched.

She slid a hand between her thighs and slipped a finger between her puffed labia.

Gosh, her pussy felt as if it were on fire.

Actually, her entire body burned at the thought of a man standing right here in front of her. His muscles gleaming with perspiration, his massive cock stretching straight out in front of him, rigid, solid, and wanting to fuck her so bad he could barely stand.

Jade smiled and teased her sensitive clit with torturous slow strokes.

She liked the thought of a man wanting her that bad. A man who couldn’t keep his hands off her. A man who would feel comfortable enough for both of them to persuade her into experimenting with the fantasies she’d just written down on the questionnaire.

She slipped a finger inside her wet vagina and collected some moisture withdrawing and massaging her clitoris once again.

Her other hand settled back on her breast, and she kneaded her sensitive pink nipple watching it elongate with arousal. She continued to massage her clit, tightening her abdominal muscles and then dipping inside her soaked vagina collecting more juices to then rub against her slippery pearl.

Her well-hung man would be honest. Trustworthy. Good-looking.

A man who liked to surprise her with presents and flowers and...sex toys.

Definitely sex toys.

She slipped her finger into her wet vagina. With her other hand, she continued to stroke her breasts and her stiff nipples. 

Her breathing quickened.

She closed her eyes as the slow burn began to unravel.

Another finger slipped inside her slit, and she slid in and out in quick experienced strokes. Her other hand flew away from her breast and she rubbed her clit in strong firm movements.

Her man would plunge his cock deep into her pussy in hard, pounding thrusts. His groans of arousal would rip through the air and join her whimpers of pleasure.

Jade smiled as she envisioned their two perspiration-drenched bodies writhing on her bed, the sharp sound of their bodies slamming into each other, the sexy scent of their passion seeping into her lungs.

Fire erupted deep in the pit of her belly and in a second, she was lost in the orgasm. She rode the pleasure waves that ripped through her belly.

Her nerve endings sizzled. Her mouth dropped open as she cried out her release.

Opening her eyes, she watched her legs tremble, and her hips gyrate beneath the powerful orgasm as her hands moved masterfully between her legs. Her pink nipples stabbed into the air. Her breasts jiggled sensuously with her every breath.

Oh God! She needed a man to do this to her!

Too soon, the orgasm ebbed leaving Jade panting and alone on her bed.

She eyed the questionnaire sheets and frowned.

She’d poured her heart into that survey and yet it would never be seen by anyone other than herself because no matter how much she wanted to have a strange man doing delightful things to her body she knew she was just too chicken to mail it in.

Three days before Christmas...

“Hello! Jade, honey!” Jillian’s voice echoed through the early morning ocean mist as she and Johnna stepped onto Jade’s yacht.

No answer.

Jillian smiled and her heart pounded with excitement.

She and Johnna had watched from behind a nearby building as Jade ambled down the dock with her cane and gotten into a waiting limo.

“Where do you think she put it?” Johnna asked from behind her.

Knowing that Jade’s bedroom was toward the end of her yacht, Jillian motioned Johnna to follow. A moment later, they were peeking into the bedroom windows.

Bingo. Jillian smiled when she spotted the Kidnap Fantasies brochure lying smack in the middle of the rumpled sheets of Jade’s bed. Her hopes plummeted.

“I see the brochure, but no questionnaire.”

“I see it,” Johnna giggled. “Right over there on her night table. Do you really think she filled it out?”

“If I know our middle sister, she’s fantasized and filled it out...however, mailing it would be the problem. And that’s what the good Lord created sisters for. To keep an eye on her and help her out.”

A moment later, Jillian was not surprised to discover Jade’s bedroom door unlocked. Her sister had always been that way. Too trusting of everyone around her. That’s why that no good fiancé of hers had so easily broken Jade’s heart.

Well, it wouldn’t happen this time. This time Jade would have Kidnap Fantasies at her back. The organization hadn’t been in business and such a huge secret if they did things wrong.

“Do you think she’ll realize it is missing?” Johnna asked as Jillian slipped the questionnaire into her purse.

The urge to read it was great, but she valued her sister’s privacy. Only a handful of people who would see the questionnaire, the owners of Kidnap Fantasies and the man they picked to give Jade her fantasies.

“Hopefully she’ll think she misplaced it,” Jillian replied as they quickly left the bedroom and headed off the yacht. “Besides, that hundred-dollar bill that I slipped the security guard should take care of her having no clue we’re still in town.”

“Are you sure we have to be so sneaky, Jillian?” Guilt laced Johnna’s voice.

“As I just said, we’re being helpful. You saw the excitement and shyness on her face when we were talking about Kidnap Fantasies. She wants this. She’s just too shy to do anything about it.”

Jillian nodded and sighed with relief.

Thankfully, Johnna understood why it had to go this way. If everything went according to plan, their sister Jade would be experiencing some much-needed sex with no strings and hopefully a much-needed boost to her confidence.
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TWO DAYS BEFORE CHRISTMAS...

Chestnut’s roasting over an open fire, Jack Frost nipping at your nose...

The song blared from the nearest marina speaker set high on a pole right beside Jade’s yacht.

Silly Christmas music! Why couldn’t they shut it off, for crying out loud? With Christmas fast approaching most of the nearby yachts and the marina was practically deserted. Except for the jolly female security guard at the marina entrance, no one else seemed to be around for the holiday season.

So, who in the world were they playing these Christmas tunes for?

If she weren’t enjoying the heat from the warm sunshine washing over her skimpy thong and caressing her naked breasts, she’d have given the marina guard a call by now and told her where to shove that racket!

Jade frowned.

She knew why she was in such a rotten mood. It was exactly one year ago today that Beau had become engaged to that other woman. The last thing she felt like doing today was listening to bright season’s carols. Even yesterday’s second round of meetings with her agent and then again, this morning when she’d hit the shopping malls to hunt for more cute baby clothes for her upcoming niece or nephew, she’d been bombarded with cheerful salespeople wishing her season’s greetings.

Pooh! She just couldn’t get away from Christmas.

She frowned and sipped on her tequila. The warm liquid almost made her gag. She hated warm drinks!

Plopping the snifter onto the nearby table, she grabbed the Kidnap Fantasies brochure and slid her glasses on trying her darnedest to tune out the music.

The words in the brochure grabbed her attention yet again and her heart picked up a quick pace as she read.

Sex slave training.

BDSM specials. Bondage. Kidnap fantasies.

Sexual adventures including being kidnapped and taken to a nudist colony, outdoor adventures such as being hunted down by a man in the woods or having sex in public places or in front of other people.

If she hadn’t misplaced that questionnaire she just might have gotten up the nerve to send it in. Last night her body had burned bright with fevered lust just thinking about a strange man fucking her senseless.

This afternoon when she’d come back from shopping, she’d been on the edge of mailing the questionnaire. Unfortunately, she couldn’t remember where she’d put it. That just wouldn’t do. It would be quite embarrassing if the housekeeper found it next week.

Jade would have to do a thorough search of her bedroom before that happened. But right now, she wanted to suck up some rays and just think about nothing.

The song on the marina speakers switched over to “I’ll Be Home For Christmas”. Sadness tugged at her heart. No one would be coming home for Christmas for her this year. No big deal, though. She’d get used to being alone through the holidays.

She’d done it last year.

Johnna had spent it trapped in a snowbound cabin with a sexy stranger who she was now married to, and Jillian hadn’t been able to get away to spend Christmas with her because the airports had been shut down due to severe weather.

Just the other day when Johnna had asked her if she’d like to join her and Jeff over Christmas, Jade had lied and said she was throwing a big Christmas yacht party for her friends.

Truth was she’d wanted to hunker down here and sob into her tequila over her crushed dreams with Beau. Not that the creep deserved one shed of her tears but still it hurt to think he could drop her so easily and move onto another woman. She thought she’d been in love with him. Now she knew better.

Besides, she hadn’t wanted to intrude on Johnna and Jeff. After all, it was their first Christmas together after being married and next year they’d have a gorgeous baby.

The marina music drifted off to a Frosty the Snowman tune when Jade got the strangest fluttery feeling deep in the pit of her belly and the wildest feeling she was being watched.

Even before she could raise her head to look around and investigate, the sound of his deep voice sent shimmers of pleasure sliding over her flesh.

“Miss Jade Hart?”

She swallowed at the sound of his husky voice and looked up.

He stood on her gangplank.

All six feet plus of gorgeous, testosterone male.

Tight blue jeans were wrapped snugly around a nice torso and swaddled quite an impressive bulge between a set of powerful-looking legs.

His arms bulged with sleek muscles as he held onto a battered-looking tool case. He wore a simple white short-sleeved cotton shirt with the first few buttons undone to reveal a light dusting of curly dark chest hair. Black hair fluttered over a nice forehead and feathered loosely against his sides of his head. A gorgeous five o’clock stubble shadowed his face. Full kissable lips were upturned into a heart-clenching smile complete with bursting dimples in his cheeks and a deep cleft in his square chin.

At the delicious sight, a carnal tremor shimmered through her making her blood heat and her pussy scream in sexual awareness.

Wow! Hello handsome! Please fuck me now!

The hottest-looking pair of denim blue eyes squinted against the late afternoon sunshine, as he stared straight at her, well no, not at her exactly.

At her bare breasts!

Oh, shit!

She resisted the urge to cover herself and watched the pink tip of his tongue peek out from between his sensually shaped lips as he continued to watch her.

Gosh what she would do to feel this guy’s hot mouth and wet tongue roaming over her breasts, lapping her nipples, and licking the rest of her sex-deprived body.

At those delicious thoughts, her pussy moistened, and Jade realized that in the way she was lying on the chaise, with both her legs pulled up and slightly parted he was probably getting a splendid view of her skimpy cloth-covered pussy.

Okay, just act natural. Act as if it was an everyday occurrence that she allowed a strange man to see her practically naked.

By golly, why wasn’t she the least embarrassed by his appreciative gaze?

“Hi! I’m Jade Hart. May I help you?” she managed to squeak and quickly cleared her throat.

He blinked at the sound of her voice, and she didn’t miss the sweet pink flush that rushed over his cheekbones.

How cute! The man was embarrassed!

And she wasn’t!

Wasn’t this a lovely turn of events?

“Um... I um...” he stammered.

Jade’s gaze zeroed in on the toolbox.

“You’re the mechanic? To fix my engines?”

She’d called the marina asking them if they would send someone reliable over to fix the intermittent stalling problems the yacht had encountered when she’d taken her sisters out for a spin the other day.

The handyman cleared his throat.

“Yes ma’am. My name is Caydon. Caydon Minnelli. I brought my work references since I have never been here before.” He placed some sheets of paper onto a nearby bench and set a life preserver on top. 

“When you get a chance, you can check and um... If you’ll just tell me where your engine room is...”

She really should send him away until she could verify his references. Or at the very least, she should cover her breasts.

It was too dangerous to be alone with a strange man and her lying around half-naked. He might get the wrong idea.

But the cute way he kept glancing at her breasts was really turning her on.

Her stomach fell as his gaze dropped to where she’d hung her cane off a nearby deck table.

Who was she kidding? The man wouldn’t even bother with her! She was practically handicapped. Her hip and leg were full of hideous scars from the surgeries. No man in his right mind would find her sexy.

Besides, since the accident, she’d packed on a good twenty pounds and here she was showing off her body. The only thing she’d get from this guy was him feeling sorry for her.

That’s probably why she wasn’t embarrassed at having him seeing her...because she was too busy feeling sorry for herself.

Loser girl!

Get a grip. The guy is here to fix the engines and nothing more.

Jade pointed to the cabin behind her and immediately noticed how her breasts jiggled at her movement.

Hmm. Maybe there was something good about her packing on those extra pounds after her accident. Her boobs weren’t so small anymore. She hadn’t realized it until just now.

Smiling inwardly at the way his Adam’s apple bobbed when he swallowed, she kept her voice cool and professional as she spoke, “The stairs to the engine room are through those doors, through the kitchen, through the bedroom. You’ll find the door to your right at the end of the hall.”

He stood there for a moment, his gaze transfixed to her cane, an odd little frown on his cute face.

Her stomach plummeted.

See? He was already feeling sorry for her.

“When you’re finished you can just send the bill to the marina...they’ll forward it to me, if that’s okay?”

He nodded, stepped onto her deck, and quickly slipped past her without looking her way.

It gave her the encouragement to watch his long strides as he strolled across her cherry wood-paneled deck.

Despite her best efforts to still the sexual hunger flowing through her heated veins, her pulse went haywire at the sensual outline of his plump ass cheeks cupped by his jeans.

Wowsie! Nice ass.

When he disappeared through the door, Jade let out a long slow whistle.

She wouldn’t mind running an exploring tongue along that butt or get a taste of his cock.

She let out a quick breath and wiped away the perspiration sprinkling across her forehead.

The man was one juicy-looking fellow!

Jade rolled her eyes in disappointment. A man built like him wouldn’t be interested in her. It was best she just resign herself to the fact that the only reason he’d pay attention to her was because he thought she was loaded, and she was paying his handyman bill.

Jade shook her head.

Sometimes having lots of money sucked.

As a child, she’d craved it. As a teenager, she’d trained for it. Now as an adult, she had it.

Unfortunately, having money produced lots of admirers. Admirers for her money, that is. That’s the harsh lesson she’d learned from Beau.

Settling herself more comfortably in her white vinyl lounge chair, Jade resisted the urge to cover her breasts with her beach towel. She’d allow the sun to bathe her just like she’d been planning to do and when she heard him coming back, she’d cover herself then.

She smiled to herself.

It sure had felt fantastic to have him looking at her the way he had. The hungry look in his eyes, the cute way his tongue had licked his lips as if he’d wanted to feast on her nipples, maybe even taste her down there?

She blushed at that thought.

Her sisters were right. It was time she got herself laid.

Maybe she should phone Jillian and ask her to express-courier another questionnaire?

Wouldn’t that shock her sisters silly if shy Jade actually did mail a questionnaire to Kidnap Fantasies., and had herself a lovely fuck-fest with a stranger?

A burst of hammering from below deck shattered her thoughts.

It was quickly followed by silence.

The handyman was busy with his job and thankfully someone had finally shut off that blasted Christmas music.

Halleluiah!

Peace and quiet.

Jade closed her eyes and relaxed.

She let go of the Kidnap Fantasies brochure and it dropped with a plop to the deck.

A moment later, an easygoing whistling tune from the handyman drifted through the air.

Gosh, she hadn’t heard a man whistle so softly before in her life.

Thankfully, it wasn’t a Christmas song but an old Frank Sinatra song she hadn’t heard in ages.

Her grandmother loved listening to Frank Sinatra.

Warm memories of Gram bustling in her kitchen filtered into her mind. She could still remember the cinnamon and allspice scents of her hot apple pies baking in the oven. The peppery sound of ice crystals and snow snapping against the windows of their home during the snowstorms they’d experience in upper New York state. Most of all she remembered how every Sunday afternoon Gram would put on the record player and play her favorite records.

Jade smiled into the memories. Gram was the sweetest woman in the world who’d always made her, and her sisters feel so loved. So safe and secure.

The handyman’s calm whistling slowly intermingled into her thoughts of Gram. She could practically hear dear Gram’s soft voice, “It doesn’t matter how rich or how poor the man is, base your decision on what your heart tells you. Nothing else matters...”

The gentle breeze tinged with the salty aroma of the ocean and the warm sunshine splashing over her practically nude body made her mind drift into a peaceful place she hadn’t experienced in an exceptionally long time.

Before she knew it, she’d been lulled to sleep.

* * * * *
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CAYDON MINNELLI SMACKED the hammer against the engine room’s wooden floor one more time just for good measure. He had to make it sound like he was fixing her engines, didn’t he?

Even if he was here for a totally different reason.

From what the team at Kidnap Fantasies had found out, Jade Hart was rich and a celebrity of sorts.

She’d won several gold medals at the Olympics and won a few Downhill Skiing World Cup Championships. Up until last year’s tragic skiing mishap in Cortina d’Ampezzo, Italy, an accident many blamed on her coach, she’d been roaring toward the world’s best professional skier position.

Gaining an impressive financial situation due to appearances in various commercials, she also had a signature jewelry line that a conglomerate ran for her and with some good sound investments; she was now a wealthy woman who didn’t want for money.

Over the past year while she’d recuperated from her wipeout on a mountain slope, she’d written a tell-all tale about her childhood including the death of her parents at an early age and the tumultuous relationship with her ski coach of ten years.

A coach who’d pushed her mercilessly, conditioning her for the number one position in the skiing world. A coach who’d let her go out onto an icy slope for a trial run even when the authorities had warned everyone to stay off the slopes.

A disgusting coach who’d finagled his way into becoming her fiancé and who’d left her shortly after the tragic accident last year and moved on to coach and marry another famous millionaire skier.

Jade’s autobiography titled Skiing in the Rain, released not too long ago, had once again put her in the spotlight.

Caydon’s grip tightened on the hammer as remembered seeing her cane. Conflicting emotions had bombarded him. Anger, at wanting her ex-fiancé dead. Inkles of fear that she’d reject him at what he was planning to do with her. Most of all though he experienced a nice warm fuzzy feeling whenever he thought about her.

She’d looked so vulnerable lying there in the bright sunshine reading the Kidnap Fantasies brochure he’d given her sister to give to Jade.

His hungry gaze had roved over every inch of her body in mere seconds.

The instant he’d seen her tanned globes with the large suckable pink nipples nestled in large areolas, his mouth had watered at the thought of taking her flesh into his mouth and making her moan with erotic pleasure.

To his horror, his face had flushed with embarrassment when her gorgeous eyes had latched onto him and seen him ogling her. By golly, he hadn’t been this shy near a woman since high school. Not to mention his cock hadn’t reacted so powerfully since he was a teenager.

His equipment hardened, swelled, and pulsed painfully against the tight restraints of his jeans, aching to burst through the zipper and slide into her pussy.

He hadn’t missed her reaction either as he’d spied the wet spot of her arousal dotting her thong swim bottoms.

By god! The woman was even prettier than the pictures he’d seen of her.

He could tell she was tall by those long powerful-looking legs. And her hips were wide enough so he could grab onto her while he fucked her good and hard.

Her hair was a shoulder-length sandy gold, her lips a ripe red like freshly picked strawberries. She had a perfect nose, cheeks with a pretty dusting of freckles and delicious-looking naked earlobes he could nibble on all night.

Not to mention those gorgeous jade-colored eyes that had looked at him from behind a pair of sexy gold-rimmed glasses. It made his breath slam up in his lungs making it hard for him to breathe.

Jade Hart was an elegant piece of work. Nice and curvy in all the right places just like her boat, Jewel of the Sea.

When he’d walked along the docks with the smell of fish drifting through the air he’d been impressed by the gleaming black and white fiberglass hull and the shiny silver-colored railings of her yacht. He couldn’t help but admire the elegant mix of wood decorating the interior as he’d walked through the kitchen. Teak walls with mahogany trim and red cherry-planked floors gave it a nautical air but the cotton canvas blinds that dressed the windows, the cherry curved countertops, the stainless-steel pots hanging from the low ceiling and the denim blue slipcovers on the benches gave the boat a homey lived-in feel.

Then he’d seen her snug bedroom. Well maybe bedroom wasn’t quite the word for it.

A seductress’ haven sounded more appropriate. The walls were golden pine wood planks with tongue-and-groove white-planked ceilings. Lots of windows framed by delicate white lace gave for a magnificent view of the marina loaded with stylish yachts, the turquoise-colored ocean, and the handful of boats with billowing sails dotting the horizon.

Best of all, her bed was big enough for the two of them to tumble around freely while he made mad passionate love to her.

Caydon’s lips tilted in a smile.

He sure was going to enjoy living in such close quarters with the pretty Jade Hart.

His smile quickly faded.

Now, if only he could get up enough nerve to carry out the rest of his plan.

Doubts crept into his thoughts, and he gave a nearby pipe a frustrated whack.

Dammit! He’d never done something like this before.

Was he nuts coming here to seduce a virtual stranger?

Shit!

The answer was simple.

Yes. He was nuts.

Throwing the hammer down into the toolbox, he withdrew Jade Hart’s Kidnap Fantasies questionnaire and began to read it for the umpteenth time.

The written words made his cock thicken and elongate. Within seconds his flesh pressed agonizingly against his pants, throbbing wildly, anticipating what was to come.

He inhaled a deep steadying breath and nodded to himself.

It was high time to gather his nerves, put his ass into gear and kidnap himself a woman.
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Chapter Three
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IT WASN’T THE SOUND of the waves smacking against the hull of her yacht that drifted through Jade’s many layers of sleep and alerted her to the fact something wasn’t quite right. Nor was it the salty smell of cool ocean air that sent a shiver of alarm racing up her spine.

It was the lack of bell buoys clanging, the gentle rocking of her craft in obvious movement and the unmistakable zesty scent of tomato sauce drifting into her lungs that warned her something wasn’t as it should be.

But how could that be? She was alone on her boat.

Alone...except for that handyman she’d let on board.

She forced her eyes open and blinked at the rosy-colored clouds sailing through the late afternoon blue sky unable to figure out where she was.

And then it hit her.

Sweet mercy! She’d fallen asleep. Drifted off while listening to that handyman whistling those Frank Sinatra melodies.

She noticed a beach towel had been draped over her naked breasts and a shiver of unease zipped through her.

Oh dear. She didn’t remember doing that.

Shooting a glance at the railing and beyond she saw nothing but miles and miles of endless green ocean waves.

Not good!

A shot of adrenalin made her bolt upright into a seated position and she looked around.

There was no sign of him.

Heart hammering against her naked chest, she grabbed her nearby white silky swim cover-up and quickly shrugged into its softness. Tying the sash, she grabbed her cane and ignored the stiffness in her hip as she wrestled out of her chaise.

Where was that handyman? Had he left? Had the yacht somehow become disentangled from the security lines and drifted out of the marina? That would explain why she didn’t hear the sound of engines.

How in the world did the boat get free? She always made sure the lines were secure. She’d need to get up to the pilothouse and swing the yacht around and head back to shore.

“Good evening!”

Shit!

The sound of the handyman’s deep, masculine voice sent a shiver of nervousness racing up her back. Shielding her eyes against the late afternoon sunshine, she caught sight of his head poking out one of the kitchen windows. He leaned further out the window and waved at her.

Her pulse picked up speed as she noted his shirtless, tanned chest dotted with dark chest hair.

“What happened? Why are we out here?” she called to him, praying he’d give her a perfectly reasonable explanation.

“I didn’t want to wake you, so I took her out to see if I fixed the problem and...it died.”

“It died?”

Her grip tightened on her cane. Oh! Please don’t tell me this.

He elaborated by slicing a finger across his neck in a cutting his throat motion.

“Like in dead,” he called out. “Looks like we’re stranded out here for a little while. At least until after dinner.”

Dinner? Was he nuts? She couldn’t be stranded out here in the middle of the ocean with a stranger.

“I can radio for help!” Yes, that’s what she’d do.

“I already did. The Coast Guard is tied up with a missing boat. I told them not to worry about us. It isn’t an emergency. I can fix the problem...I think.”

He thinks?

He smiled sheepishly. Those cute dimples burst into his cheeks making her pulse quicken despite her fear.

“They know where we are. In the meantime, come on over to the other deck. Dinner is just about ready. You are hungry, aren’t you? I hate eating alone.”

Dinner was almost ready. He hated eating alone? Bold fellow, wasn’t he? A complete turnaround from the shy guy with the pink-tinged cheeks as he’d avoided looking at her breasts earlier.

“While you slept, I took the liberty of whipping up some dinner for us. I hope you don’t mind?”

God, yes, she did mind. The man had her scared witless for heaven’s sake.

“Um, that’s fine,” she said meekly.

“Come on!” He waved his arm again and Jade’s mouth went dry at the sight of muscles rippling across his bare chest.

Is this guy for real?

Before she could protest, he poked his head back inside the cabin and was gone.

Now what should she do? It certainly would be highly embarrassing if she called for help and this guy was legit. Besides, if he were a killer or a rapist, he sure wouldn’t be cooking dinner for her. Would he?

The soft sound of his whistling “Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer” reached her ears.

She nodded and squared her shoulders. Okay! She could handle this. Truly, she could.

Tightening her hold on her cane, Jade hobbled precariously until her stiff hip loosened and then she picked up her pace.

She’d march right into the galley and make him take her back to shore.

Well, that wouldn’t work, would it? He’d just said the engines had died. Or had they? Could she trust him? Maybe he’d only told her that so he could...what?

Jump her bones?

As if he would want to screw a disabled person, Jade thought wryly.

Don’t be melodramatic, woman! He isn’t the least bit interested in you.

Cautiously she headed toward the kitchen. The mouth-watering smell grew more pronounced as she drew closer.

Yes, she could definitely handle this guy. He was just a handyman. He had no ulterior motives. She was the one who kept thinking about him wanting to have sex with her. Not that she wouldn’t mind jumping his bones and pulling down those tight jeans to get a good look at that lovely sized bulge he had hidden in there.

Jade shook her head.

This is what happens when you go too long without a man, she chided herself.

Gathering a breath, she pushed open the door and to her surprise found the small kitchen empty.

Where the heck did he go?

The mouth-watering smell of the tomato sauce teased her into the room. Passing the scaled-down marine fridge, she found a pot of boiling water and in another pot, sauce splashing all around the stainless-steel stovetop.

She groaned inwardly. Not at the mess but at the yummy mouth-watering aroma.

She hadn’t smelled something this delicious since before Gram had died.

Jade couldn’t stop the smile from lifting her lips at the memory of her grandmother and at the way she’d enjoyed slaving over a hot stove on a frosty winter day getting supper ready for her two sisters and herself after they’d spent a day of skiing.

“You like?”

She jumped in surprise at his voice and froze at the unmistakable bulge pressing ever so slightly against her ass.

Have mercy! The bulge felt exceptionally big and oh so hot and wonderfully hard. She felt a rush of moisture cream her pussy and her swimsuit bottom suddenly felt wet.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” he whispered and stepped around her.

Was he talking about the size of his cock frightening her?

No, he couldn’t be. He was acting way too casual. As cool as a cucumber. Acting as if he hadn’t just teased her with that hot swell. Or maybe that bulge had been her imagination?

As he stirred the sauce, her eyes drifted to the front of his jeans.

Jade groaned inwardly.

Oh dear!

The front of his jeans had indeed swelled wonderfully, and she fought the impulse to slip her fingers into his jeans and bring out what must be a magnificent-sized cock.

Anticipation weakened her legs. She lifted her gaze to his naked chest.

God! What she wouldn’t do to smooth her hands over those lovely rippling muscles or take his plump nipples into her mouth and bite those bronze pebbles.

Oh yes, and she wouldn’t mind having this man go down on her.

As he stirred the sauce, she watched those long masculine fingers curl around the wooden stir stick and her ass ached to have his large hands smacking her sensitive bottom until her flesh blazed. She wanted to have those long fingers spreading her cheeks apart and welcoming his thick long cock into her tiny back hole.

Heavens!

It suddenly seemed a wee bit too warm in here. She needed an excuse to pop outside and suck in some cool ocean air.

“Why don’t you head out to the back deck? Everything’s ready.”

Gosh! Was he reading her mind or what?

“Why are you doing this?” The words were out of her mouth before she could stop them.

He cocked a puzzled eyebrow at her. “Doing what? Cooking?”

No, making my hormones go haywire. Making me want you. Making me yearn for your hard cock plunging deep inside of me until I scream from orgasm after orgasm.

Oh boy.

She nodded, wishing away the flush of heat flooding her cheeks and trying to still the fear of an answer she didn’t want to hear. Like maybe, he was a serial killer. Like maybe, he wanted to fatten her up before he killed her.

“I like to cook.”

Simple enough answer.

So why didn’t she believe him?

“Why?” he asked softly. “Did you think I kidnapped you?”

His words hung heavy in the air as he awaited her answer. Obviously, he’d seen the Kidnap Fantasies brochure that she’d dropped onto the deck before nodding off.

Had he read it while she’d slept? Had that brochure given him some naughty ideas?

Oh, my gosh! Wouldn’t that be something? Kidnapped by the handyman.

“No, of course not, don’t be silly,” she lied.

Have mercy but if she hadn’t misplaced that questionnaire she would have asked for a guy just like this one.

He smiled, broke eye contact, and returned his attention to his sauce.

“Grub’s just about ready. Have yourself a seat on the back deck.”

The guy was making himself quite at home, wasn’t he? Cooking supper without a shirt. Wrecking her boat’s engines. Stranding them out here in the middle of nowhere. Looking hot and sexy in a tight pair of jeans. Pressing his gorgeous cock against the crack of her ass. Making her crave him.

Jade did what he suggested. On shaky legs, she made her way out of the kitchen and past her bedroom with the ominous cane clicking loudly against the polished cherry-planked floor.

When she emerged outside, the warm salty ocean air kissed her face, but it did nothing to dampen the heat uncurling deep in her ass where he’d pressed ever so slightly against her, nor did it stop the fire that had unraveled deep inside her pussy.

She blinked in surprise at the sight in front of her.

He’d set the small deck table with her nicest tablecloth complete with the white linen napkins and the silver cutlery she’d inherited from Gram.

A lone candle perched inside a candleholder flickered in the middle of the table. Chilling inside the ice bucket sat a bottle of wine. And set on the far side of the table were his reference papers. 

What in the world? If she didn’t know any better, she’d think he was trying to get her to trust him with his papers and prepared this romantic dinner to set a scene for a seduction.

Jade’s pulse hammered at that thought.

Could this handyman actually want to have sex with her?

This time she smelled his clean male scent even before his masculine heat caressed her back as he came up behind her.

“You like?” His blue eyes seemed to shine with lust as he held a large dish full of tomato sauce-laden spaghetti.

Her pulse skittered.

“Yes, it’s very pretty.” No way was she going to say it was a romantic scene for a seduction. After all, she could be reading this all wrong.

He set the dish onto the table and to her surprise; he pulled out a deck chair for her. “Have a seat.”

Quite aware that she was topless beneath her cover-up, she hesitated.

“Um, maybe I should go and get dressed for dinner.”

He grinned and her belly did a wonderful somersault. His smile was so friendly and sexy.

“You’re perfect the way you are. Please, sit. Enjoy the view while I get us the rest.”

Oh, she was enjoying the view all right, she thought as she sat down. She watched his cute ass sway against his tight jeans as he went back inside.

When he disappeared, she shook her head.

What in the world was she going to do? What if he was setting a scene for a seduction? Could she go through with it?

But what if the way he’d pressed his cock against her backside had been a mistake? Maybe he’d accidentally brushed against her, and he hadn’t even noticed?

Jade swallowed her nervousness. She’d noticed and she wanted more.

Much more.

She reached out and removed a paperweight then grabbed his papers. A quick glance at the names revealed he’d done work for plenty of people she knew. Some of them were her good
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