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  Sometimes, a one night stand simply won't do...

  Three pairs of strangers each spend a night of passion together, only to find it hard to say goodbye the following morning. Love at first sight isn't enough to build a stable relationship though, is it? Follow these couples while they deal with income disparity, age gaps and bucket loads of family pressure on their journeys towards love and happiness.


  One Night Stand

  Lucy has always had everything under control: her business, as well as her (non-existent) love life. Then big, burly biker George comes along and turns her worldview up-side-down. Their one night stand is about to turn into something a lot more complicated.


  Beautiful Stranger

  Claudia and Peter meet by chance at the side of the road and stumble into a whirlwind affair. She’s a down-to-earth 24 year old with a dead-end job, he’s older, loaded and married, at least for now. What could possibly go wrong?


  Only a Taste

  Mandi is about to move back in with her conservative Punjabi parents. If there's one thing she doesn't need, it's complications, but they turn up anyway, when she spends her last night of freedom with a handsome stranger. Famous TV Chef Callum is used to getting what he wants, and what he wants is Mandi. Whether her parents approve or not...
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  One Night Stand (Book 1)


  [image: onenight-small]I was only looking for Mr. Right Now…


  All I want is a night of distractions to take my mind off the stressful business meetings I’ve had day. At the pub, I quickly spot the perfect counterpart to share tonight with. Whereas I’m all business, he’s tall, husky, long-haired as well as tattooed. We’re nothing alike, and yet click almost immediately.


  His rugged biker looks are just a mask; one he quickly takes off when we’re alone. What I find beneath the surface might be too precious to let go. I don’t do relationships, generally. Neither does he. But come morning, the last thing we want is to say goodbye.


  Could it be that I have accidentally stumbled across Mr. Right?


  Chapter One


  
    Before you start, I want to let you know that I'm offering an exclusive FREEBIE to all my new mailing list subscribers.Click here to get your copy of At First Sight. Don't worry, you can unsubscribe at any time. Happy reading! x, Lorelei
  


  The meeting has left me exhausted and wired. Although it went well and I've landed the project, I don't feel too excited about it. The new customer is the sort of type whom you could give the equivalent of a perfect sunset and yet he'd be tweaking the colors until there would be no magic left in it.


  Ordinarily I don't entertain such people, my web design company had grown successful enough that I didn't need to accept that kind of drain on my energy levels. However, lately things have been tough, and the project is too big and prestigious to pass up. Fingers crossed, with Akhil's support I can pull it off; it would turn things around for me.


  Finding him to manage a team of freelancers in India had been a godsend on many previous occasions. I'm sure he will be equally valuable this time around.


  If I ever deserved a drink, now is the time. I need to shake this knotted feeling in my chest, before it drives me nuts. It'll turn out fine, as always...


  When I'm out by myself, rather than enjoying a fancy dinner, I usually opt for something simple, portable. A kebab or something from the chip shop. The rest of the evening will be spent whiling the hours away in the first decent-looking pub I can find.


  And I've just found it.


  As soon as I've found my seat of choice in the dimly lit establishment, I notice him. Sitting on a bar stool nursing a full pint while his two friends stand around waiting for their refills. They clearly arrived as a group, but while I observe them it quickly becomes clear that they are not planning to just sit at the bar together.


  He's sporting a typical metal head ponytail, longer than my own hair and it really suits him. Too many guys can't get past their old faithful long hairstyle, even when their mane starts to thin. His hair is thick and full though and the first thing I noticed. I have always had a thing for men with long hair.


  Chance brought me here tonight to the aptly named "Old Oak". Only a short walk from my hotel, its traditional wood paneled decor looks like the perfect environment to escape to.


  It's the sort of place which you can imagine to have been here forever. Probably has done for hundreds of years, largely looking the same but growing ever brighter and shinier. I had planned to just sit here, have a couple of drinks and watch the normal goings-on unfold around me. But my initial plan of staying largely out of sight is starting to look like a bad idea.


  From my corner by the window, in between sips of Baileys on ice, I keep eyeing him. Black jeans paired with sturdy biker boots and an untucked black shirt covering his broad frame on top. He looks like an imposing figure, even hunched over as he is at the bar. Like a giant.


  I wish he'd turn around. I also wish I had bought my drink from this bar counter rather than the other one, at least I could have had a better look at him before finding my seat.


  Like a reluctant predator, I'm just sitting here and staring at him from behind. If I hadn't chosen to sit in such a discreet location, it might have been the other way around.


  My phone distracts, a message from Akhil, asking about the meeting and if we can talk. It can wait. I came here to forget about the irritating client with the project I couldn't refuse, not to talk about it. Stuffing the phone back into my handbag, I resume my earlier observations.


  His friends are long gone by now, leaving an unoccupied stool beside him and my glass is getting empty quickly. Shall I? It feels so reassuring being unnoticed that I'm very reluctant to get up. I guess I'm just a coward when it comes down to making the first move, and my dark corner feels so safe.


  He takes a big last sip from his glass and I panic. What if he's going to call it a night? If he leaves now I'll forever wonder what could've been!


  Before I know it my feet carry me towards the bar, while I absent-mindedly smooth down my business-like grey skirt and waistcoat combo. Despite the buzz of the drunken conversations that fills the space, the clicking of my heels on the wooden floorboards is almost as deafening as my heart pounding in my chest.


  He turns towards me as soon as I reach and I'm frozen in place. Concentrating on continuing to breathe, I tuck my black wavy hair behind my ear and glance in his direction.


  I take in his strong Nordic features, his full lips and steely blue eyes that stand in stark contrast against the dark brown of his hair and short beard. All I can manage is a shy smile before hurriedly looking away.


  My instincts served me well, if I had stayed in my seat, I would've regretted it. I feel tiny standing next to him, which causes me to feel an even stronger attraction. And his eyes on me, I can almost feel them stabbing and probing.


  His hands are huge as well, manly. I wonder how he'd touch me, if those hands could be gentle or if they only know how to be rough. There's no sign of a wedding ring: what a relief.


  It has been decided, I want him at any cost.


  "What can I get you, darling?" The bartender interrupts my thoughts.


  "Oh I'll have a Baileys, thanks." Taking a deep breath I turn towards my mark. "Would you like anything, while I'm buying already?"


  Surprised, it takes him a few seconds to respond. Or perhaps he's as distracted by our eye contact as I am.


  "Ice?" the bartender asks. I nod in response before resuming to look at the giant's face again.


  The short interruption appears to have helped him get his thoughts in line too.


  "Another Guinness," he tells the bartender.


  His deep voice matches his impressive stature and makes my heart jump a few beats. I put a tenner down on the bar, hoping that the goose bumps on my arms aren't too obvious.


  "Mind if I take this seat?" I say, "You're not holding it for anyone, are you?"


  "Sure, go ahead."


  While I get onto the stool, our drinks appear in front of us.


  "Cheers." I'm trying my best to sound a lot more confident than I feel.


  "Cheers." His voice elicits another wave of chills to wash over me.


  I desperately try to think of something to say. Apparently my brain thinks it's funny to only feed me utter clichés. I take another sip while trying to come up with something a bit less moronic than 'come here often?'


  "You're here on your own?" I finally ask. Still pretty stupid but I can't do any better right now.


  "Came with two mates of mine from work. They'll be around here somewhere, on the pull probably," he responds.


  "And you've stayed behind? How so, got a girlfriend?" I blurt out the question before I'm able to stop myself. Still, the information is pertinent.


  He blinks at me a few times, eyebrows pulled together possibly in surprise at my question.


  "No girlfriend. And I opted to stay here because frankly I can do without the inevitable rejection."


  "Understandable, I find it quite nerve-wracking to approach people myself."


  He seems off, I wonder if I'm making him uncomfortable. But if there ever was an appropriate time and place to ask strangers prying questions, it certainly would be here and now; Friday night in a busy London pub.


  He shakes his head slowly before lifting his pint to his lips. I follow suit but can't help wondering what he's thinking.


  "I don't see how you'd have that problem. I'm sure you get plenty of attention without even trying," he says finally, almost mumbling the words into his glass.


  I look him right in the eyes and helplessly give in to my urge to grin before answering.


  "Perhaps the attention I tend to get without trying isn't the one I want."


  We just stare at each other for what feels like ages. Neither of us seem in a hurry to look away. I leisurely let my mind wander, still curious what his hands might feel like against my skin. And those lips...


  Objectively speaking, he looks like the sort of guy you'd avoid messing with if you can help it. I'm certain that when he walks down the street, people will instinctively part to make way. At the same time his mannerisms, his way of speaking have me convinced that behind the imposing facade, he's a really sweet guy. I wonder what makes me so sure, I don't even know him... yet.


  "George, mate!" Two figures appear behind us, one giving him a supposedly jovial smack on his shoulder. The dark expression on his face tells me he's not overly pleased for the interruption.


  "Lads..." he says.


  "Made a friend, I see? What's your name, love?" The scrawny one who smacked George on the shoulder is leaning against him now and hungrily looking at me.


  It doesn't help that he's had quite a bit more to drink than me and it's showing. Meanwhile, the other one is trying to get the bartender's attention.


  "Lucy," I answer. My flight instinct becomes too strong to ignore. "Excuse me for a minute, guys."


  I steady myself against George's arm while slipping off the bar stool. The apologetic expression on his face is quite endearing. I let go of him and start walking towards the facilities.


  Hopefully by the time I'm done wasting some time checking my make-up, George will be by himself again. I suppose I can't blame him for staying at the bar while at least the creepy one of his so-called friends will make a fool of himself in front of every woman in the pub.


  [image: div]



  Chapter Two


  The Ladies' toilet is empty when I walk in, though had there been a queue it would've been a good enough excuse to take my time coming back to the bar.


  While smoothing down my hair with my fingers in front of the mirror, I can't help wondering why he hangs out with those guys. When they came up to us, I really got the impression he dislikes both of them. I lean in closer, wiping off tiny bits of eyeliner that have made their way outside my lash line.


  I'm relieved to find a condom dispenser on the wall next to the sinks and load it up with all the coins I have. It's best to be prepared, just in case.


  The door opens and two girls stagger in, giggling and supporting each other by the arm. I catch the closing door as they pass me and sneak up to the corner from where I get a view of the bar. It seems that the coast is now clear. I guess creepy man and sidekick wandered off looking for more potential victims.


  Luckily my seat is still unoccupied, or perhaps George held it for me. I feel a tad less nervous walking up to him and the unmistakable beat of my boots on wood is now more rousing than intimidating.


  "So, where were we..." I say.


  Climbing back onto my stool, I lean on one elbow and face him. If this is me attempting to look laid back, I don't think it's working. With both feet dangling high above the floor like a toddler in a high chair, looking cool is an impossibility.


  He looks over at me, the relief evident in his eyes.


  "I'm sorry about that, especially Steve, he can be a bit of a knob at times."


  "That's okay. Was it that obvious that I was running away?" My eyes are drawn to his lips, watching him reciprocate my smile.


  "A bit, yeah, you had me worried for a bit that you weren't just avoiding him. Well, glad you came back anyway," he says.


  "Of course I came back," I say, "just wanted to time it so I'd get you to myself again."


  We're back to staring at each other. I wonder why he hasn't made a move, asked any personal questions. The way he's looking at me does suggest he is interested.


  Finally I reach out for my glass which is still sitting there and start sliding it back and forth on the wooden counter causing the half-melted ice cubes in it to clink together.


  "So, George... are you local?" I look up, catching his gaze once more.


  It doesn't seem like he ever looked away.


  "Sort of, just came in for a few drinks after work before heading home. I live near Heathrow. You?"


  "Not really, I live in Reading and I'm only in town for one night, a business trip of sorts." I pause, wondering if I should clarify.


  "I booked a hotel to save me the late journey home. It's only a short walk from here actually."


  "Alright," he says.


  Really, that's all? Subtle hints don't appear to be enough to convey my intentions for tonight.


  Between the exchanged looks, the small talk continues for a little while longer. George is a programmer apparently, such a coincidence we both work in IT.


  I give him my card with my contact details, scribbling on it to add my mobile number, but resist the temptation to go into more detail. After all, I came in here to escape work, not discuss it.


  He studies the card, fidgeting with it for a short while before looking back at me.


  "How about you, seeing anyone?" he asks.


  Finally.


  "Not for a while, no." I smile at him, waiting for a reaction.


  He is interested, it's written all over his face. But why is he still making me work for it?


  Inside my chest a confusing combined feeling of relief and nerves has built up. The tension between us feels strong, almost too intimidating.


  I bite my lip and look down, underneath his half open shirt I can just about see a black Tee with a familiar looking band logo printed across the front.


  "Say..." I lean towards him and push one side of his shirt out of the way. Just being so close to him and nearly touching his chest with my fingertips is making my heart skip way too many beats at once.


  "Blind Guardian? What a coincidence, I love them!" I exclaim, nearly breathless.


  It's impossible for me to contain my excitement and so I ramble on about my favorite songs and asking about his. Must be the nerves talking. He doesn't say much at all beyond naming a few titles and remarking how brilliant they were live.


  Clearly preoccupied with staring at my fingers which are still holding onto his shirt, he stops talking again. I'm equally lost for words.


  Time seems to move in slow motion when his hand finds my wrist, and pulls me closer towards him. Our faces move closer together until he finally looks up at me again.


  His eyes look almost black in the subdued light and we're now so near that I can feel his breath tickling my face. His scent is pleasant, like a rather masculine sort of cologne with a hint of beer mixed in. The effects of the few drinks I've had already are making it hard for me to focus but I know what I want, and I desperately hope he does too.


  "You're making it very difficult for me to resist..." he says.


  I see the same nerves I feel mirrored in his eyes momentarily. But instead of acting on them, he continues to stare deep into my soul.


  "That was the idea..." I breathe.


  Both of us are ready to go where our instincts might take us, still my mind plays tricks on me by announcing his idiot friends' return. I can hear the creepy one even if I don't know or care what he's saying. It's making me want to run and hide again, away from all interruptions.


  He releases my wrist so I can I run both hands up his shoulders and around his neck. I hardly need to make any effort to get him to come closer, he already stood up right in front of me.


  George is quite a bit taller than he looked sitting down. With me still perched on my bar stool and him standing, I can reach him perfectly. I run my fingers through his ponytail while our lips meet.


  His arms find their way naturally around my back. The world around us disappears, taking any unwelcome other people away with it. My legs part as far as they'll go in this skirt to allow him closer. If his lips are anything to go by, he is the gentler type definitely. Or perhaps he just likes to start off that way.


  Meanwhile I crave more than the teasing kisses he is planting on my lips, I tilt my head slightly. My arm is firmly wrapped around his neck now, my whole body completely giving in to his embrace. Encouraged, his lips part, as do mine. His beard feels ticklish against my face, an extra stimulus to drive me insane.


  A jolt passes through me when our tongues meet. I thought I'd had butterflies in my stomach before, but nothing I've felt before could prepare me for what he's doing to me now. Hungrily I accept him into my mouth; caressing, licking and tasting him. The room is spinning around me but his arms keep me steady.


  He pulls back only slightly, upon opening my eyes I see his, burning with lust.


  "You taste divine," he whispers.


  I rest my forehead against his and tug at his bottom lip with my teeth.


  "Let's go..." I say.


  [image: div]



  Chapter Three


  Our moment of passion hasn't gone unnoticed, attracting quite a few stares. Ignoring his mates, who are just silently gawking at us, we stalk across the room towards the exit. Despite the substantial heels I'm wearing, he's still a good half foot taller than me.


  The chill in the early spring air becomes more obvious as we rush across the street. His arm rests protectively around my shoulder and mine around his lower back. I feel like I'm on top of the world, like nothing could stop me from getting exactly what I want.


  In the bright lights of the hotel lobby, I get a chance to admire our reflection in the polished elevator doors. The contrast between us is startling, it only turns me on more. The surrounding air feels warm but does nothing to subdue the goose bumps covering my entire body. I need him now, his touch, to make everything better. If only the lift doors would open...


  After half an eternity, the bell chimes and doors jerk into action. We swiftly move into the lift and I'm aching to get my hands on him the moment we're alone and out of view. I press the button and wait. A quick look in his direction and sure enough, he's as focused on me, ready to continue our earlier affections.


  The wicked smile on my lips vanishes when I see an elderly couple approach, rushing to make it into the lift before the doors shut. Especially the lady looks disapproving of us, dampening my spirit slightly. All I manage is to squeeze his hand on my shoulder and press against him closely to allow them to join us in the tiny space until we reach the third floor.


  The pause between the ding and the doors opening lasts forever, I'm that impatient.


  We escape and the grumpy couple is now out of sight. I turn towards him for more kisses while fumbling with the key card outside my room.


  We barely make it inside before items of clothing start to come off.


  I rush to unzip my boots, kicking them across the room, and unbutton my waistcoat. George has stepped behind me now, leaning down to kiss the back of my neck. After wriggling out of my waistcoat I throw it over the sofa against the wall and face him again


  His eyes burn into me, lit up by what I can only assume is an intense hunger matching my own. He looks down at my cleavage, which is still more or less covered by my white blouse.


  "Tell me I'm not dreaming," he says.


  I start to unbutton from the top down.


  "I should hope not."


  He wraps his hands around my sides, digging his fingertips into my skin. Having fully opened my blouse, I move on to ridding him of his shirt, pushing it off his broad shoulders struggling to reach.


  "Wow, you're tiny..."


  His hands rest on my sides for a moment, then travel around to gently stroke my back. Indeed now that I'm no longer wearing heels he's towering over me even more.


  "That may be so," I say, slipping two fingers into his belt and firmly pulling him against me, "but I'm not fragile, you can be rough."


  But he isn't. Instead he lets his hands travel back down softly, cupping the fullest part of my butt. It doesn't take long for him to find the zipper of my skirt.


  Feeling his soft belly pressed against me drives me wild and the promise contained within the harder, pointier bulge underneath makes my juices flow readily by now.


  Our kisses have become wild and rushed, only interrupted by the odd moan and gasp for air. I let my fingers explore his skin underneath his t-shirt, running up his side, feeling every curve and ripple of flesh. I try my best not to claw at him, instead caressing the hair on his chest and stomach. He is all man and I can't wait to discover more of him.


  As I start to lift his t-shirt upwards, he stops and holds my hands in place.


  "Wait," he says.


  "Why?"


  He doesn't respond, making me wonder if I did something wrong. But these thoughts fade away with the overload of kisses he lavishes on me; behind my ear and trailing down my neck.


  "Ohhh!" I shake and twitch and he continues to tickle me.


  Overcome with desire, I dig my fingernails into his back. He doesn't seem to mind, if anything he pulls me towards him tighter.


  I decide to let my hands roam once more, this time downwards. As soon as I slip my hand into his back pocket he suddenly pulls back. What have I done wrong?


  The expression on his face doesn't give me any hint that he's uncomfortable, neither do his actions. He takes his time looking at me, slipping my blouse off my shoulders and stripping my skirt all the way down. I step out of it, thankful I went with bare legs today rather than unflattering pantyhose. He traces the outline of the black lacy thong with his fingertip.


  "May I?" he asks, hooking his finger into the waistband, stretching it slightly.


  "Please..." I say, watching him pulls down my knickers.


  He takes a sharp breath while admiring the view.


  Both hands on my hips, he falls to his knees in front of me. I'm taken by complete surprise. Rubbing my thighs with his hands, he kisses my lower abdomen softly, then around my hip bones, before settling himself down on the ground. His breath feels warm against my skin, softly teasing me.


  A cry escapes my lips when I feel the first kiss. His fingers gently guiding my thighs apart, he moves in closer. Softly licking and teasing my clean-shaven skin, he makes me feel like a goddess. I tilt my hips to allow him better access and like a willing subject, he eagerly responds.


  My hand grips tightly around his on my thigh. Our eyes meet and I just melt. Letting my other hand rest on his hair, I savor the moment. The flicking of his tongue against my clit causes jolts of pleasure to travel through my lower abdomen. How he skillfully changes style and licks me deeply at regular intervals is utter perfection.


  "Enough, or I won't be able to last..." I breathe.


  Immediately, he straightens himself and gets up. I reach for his face, drawing his lips into mine. I can taste myself on him. My interruption is quickly forgotten and his hands are back on me, unhooking my bra.


  My hands meanwhile fumble with his belt buckle and then proceed to tug at his t-shirt again.


  "Take this off for me," I say.


  Barely able to look away from my now exposed breasts, he raises his eyebrows in response.


  "I'm completely undressed and there you are, all covered up." I playfully put a hand on my cocked hip and grin at him.


  "Unacceptable! Let me see you."


  "Not much to see." He sounds reluctant.


  "I'll be the judge of that." I take a step forward and slip my hand under his t-shirt, feeling his skin burn against my fingers. Soft, irresistible.


  He closes his eyes and breathes in deeply under my touch. Focusing on his jeans again, I pull them down, revealing severely tented cotton boxers. While he steps out of them I quickly retrieve a condom from my handbag, before dropping the latter on the floor.


  Who would've thought this impressive man would be so shy? I'm not going to let it discourage me. Something inside me tells me I must please him in any way I can, that's what I'm meant to do. Surely he'll come around once I show him just how much he turns me on.


  Taking him by the hand, I walk over to the bed. At the edge, I turn to face him and slip one hand into his boxers. He starts to shiver when I wrap my fingers around his solid length. My other hand starts to pull his shorts down, to be discarded on the floor along with the rest of our stuff.


  "Lie down... against these," I whisper.


  I point at the plush pillows, yet still keep a firm grip on his cock. It's easy to get what you want when you've got someone's man parts in your hand.


  His breathing has turned ragged and irregular, but he complies, eyeing me all the while. If he likes what he sees, I've no problem being on display. And I'm certain I'll get that t-shirt off him very shortly without any argument too.


  I hand him the condom and kneel down on the bed, straddling his thigh. He fumbles about with it, his hands shaking slightly. Oh the anticipation is killing me!


  Despite the distraction of me rubbing my moist sex against his leg, he somehow manages to put it on. Then I guide his hand down between my legs.


  "You've made me so wet..." I spread, allowing his other thigh between mine too.


  "Oh God!" he gasps as his fingers touch my lips.


  I wasn't lying, they're nearly dripping. Moving up higher, I slowly tease him by rubbing myself against him. His balls and cock become slick with my juices and the direct contact gives me shivers.


  He won't refuse me any longer.


  Leaning down, I nibble on his neck, painfully aware of my tense nipples poking him in the chest. My hands find the skin on his sides once more, but rather than linger there, I start peeling his t-shirt up.


  His hips jerk upwards, betraying what he really wants.


  "Only if you take this off for me," I whisper in his ear while tugging at the fabric which I've now managed to get halfway up his stomach.


  Flutters of excitement rush through me, watching him lean up and fulfill my demand. He does not disappoint, soft skin with just the right amount of hair trailing down from his chest. Flawless, except for the half dozen or so scars on his right side and a very detailed tattoo covering his shoulder and part of his chest. Fiery dragons amongst intricate patterns of smoke, it's breathtaking.


  I lean forward with both hands against his chest, lifting myself over him until the tip of his manhood presses up against me. I'm throbbing with anticipation, but won't allow this first move to be over too quickly.


  My lips find his for a deep kiss, while I ease down slowly but surely, my hips into his until he has filled me completely. The moment is perfect, I wish it would linger.


  We moan in unison when our bodies are joined.


  "You feel amazing..." I say, grinding my hips into him deeply to underline my point.


  Every forward movement causes my tummy to press against his soft flesh and I love it.


  His hands have a firm hold on my hips, guiding me into a faster rhythm. I run my fingers over his chest and kiss his neck and shoulders.


  "Now I know I must be dreaming." His voice is strained, out of breath.


  "I've never had a dream this good," I respond, equally breathless.


  Bending down deeper, I let the tip of my tongue trail across his chest until I find his nipple. Sucking and licking it, watching him writhe beneath me.


  I can't stop, wanting to push him further towards the inevitable. On knees and tiptoes I ride him harder and faster. His fingers dig into my flesh and his eyes shut. Ever since we first looked at each other, our lust has built up, begging to be released like this.


  Despite the impersonal, slippery condom that separates us, I feel myself getting ready. A warm, gushing feeling is spreading through my insides, cheered on by the slight twitching of his cock.


  He grunts with every push and squeezes my thighs. It's as if I can feel the pleasure building inside him, coursing through every vein and rearing to be freed. Sitting up straight on him now, I push harder and faster. I need to see his face, to know I made this happen. Lifting one of his hands off my leg, I push it up against my breast.


  "I'm yours. Feel me!" I scream.


  His eyes flick open and brows crinkle together and his other hand finds its way further back, grabbing my ass. He's ready and so am I, for the final push. I fuck him harder yet until he freezes and cries out something unintelligible. So very close myself, I enjoy the helpless look on his face and finish as well.


  I collapse on top of him. Nothing left but a quivering mess, resting on his warm, inviting torso.


  His arms wrap around me and there is nowhere I'd rather be.


  I don't recall ever cuddling a stranger from a pub, but at this moment it feels right. The other unusual thing I'm noticing is that my desires have not been satisfied completely, despite the aftershocks of this intense orgasm still coursing through me. But I'm too tired to move, at least for now.


  "I don't know what I did to deserve this..." he sighs.
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  Chapter Four


  Snuggling deeper in his arms, I close my eyes and smile. Our moment of bliss doesn't last though, because I'm compelled to move by a sharp, sudden pain.


  "Cramp! Let go!" I cry.


  As soon as he releases me I manage to stretch out my aching muscles.


  Much better, but I'm still feeling inexplicably clingy. Suddenly very nervous, I want his arms around me some more, but don't know if I could deal with refusal if the moment has already been ruined.


  Rubbing the cramped part of my hip, I sit down and watch as he removes his condom and ties a knot in it. Carefully he places it on top of the empty wrapper on the bedside table.


  My thigh is so close to his I can feel the warmth radiate off him. He's looking at me, as though he wants to say something but doesn't. Instead he lies back, his arm stretched out just far enough in my direction for it not to be coincidence.


  I lie down as well, my head on his chest, relieved when he starts to hold me again. Although he appeared more relaxed only moments ago, he tenses up straight away when I rest my hand on him. I don't move, instead I listen to his heart racing underneath my ear. Gradually, he calms again, and I snuggle my face against him. He starts to caress my hair and shoulder.


  "Mmm, that feels good," I whisper.


  In a gesture that makes me feel so very special, he kisses my hair a few times.


  No longer can I resist, and I let my fingertips roam over his body. Though his breathing turns irregular, he doesn't stop me and continues to do the same to me.


  "This is some very nice artwork." I start tracing the outlines in his tattoo.


  It's impossible to hold back on the one thing I know I shouldn't do: start an interrogation.


  "Why so nervous earlier?"


  He shrugs.


  "Well don't be," I say.


  Leaning up on my elbow, I kiss his chest where my head was resting until now. I'm finished exploring the patterns of his ink, and let my fingers run through his chest hair instead before heading down his side.


  "What happened?" I ask, as my fingertips reach his scars.


  "I used to work as a bouncer a few years ago. Ended up getting stabbed." His tone matches the length of his sentences. Clearly this isn't his favorite topic.


  "I hope they got the guy," I whisper, before bending down and kissing every one of the five thin marks. He flinches at the first kiss but relaxes thereafter.


  When I'm done, he pulls me back into his arms and starts playing with my hair. I respond by snuggling closer against him, one thigh over his, and caress his leg with my foot. Looking down, I'm pleased to find that he's still a bit hard.


  "I haven't been with anyone since." His voice is a whisper, as if he's merely thinking out loud.


  So that explains it. The lingering ticklishness in the pit of my stomach flares up again. In all likelihood I'll only have him for one night, but it should be one to remember for the both of us.


  "In that case, one good turn deserves another," I chuckle, "And this time you're on top!"


  Lifting my head, I grin at his bewildered expression and kiss his lips.


  "No way, I'd crush you," he says finally.


  "Try me," I dare, still grinning.


  A glint appears in his eyes as he grins back at me. He grabs both my wrists and flips me off him and onto my back. Pinning both my wrists back onto the pillow, he leans over and just looks at me again. My eyes, lips and further down, before settling on my eyes again, there is a tenderness about him which I've not encountered before. He's something special.


  "Let me know if it's too much..." he whispers.


  I smile and shake my head.


  "Kiss me some more!"


  With both hands around his neck, I pull him into me. He lowers himself down until I'm sandwiched tightly between him and the mattress. Now that I'm finding myself in exactly the position I envisioned when I first laid eyes on him, I'm starting to feel feverish. Just one little detail is still off...


  Reaching around, I carefully slip off the elastic holding his hair together allowing locks of brown hair to fall down framing his face.


  "God yes, that's so hot!" Through the haze, I note that he's smiling again.


  I'm not pretending, not wishing for something or someone else like what might happen during any other casual encounter. And it seems he has started to realize that I'm responding to him, not a dream or pretence.


  Lost in further kisses, I'm cocooned between his strong arms either side of me. Both my hands roaming freely over his back, I can feel him starting to relax. I'm having a hard time pacing myself, having just found my favorite part of his anatomy.


  Love handles.


  How can something with such an enticing name be considered so undesirable? Running my fingertips over his sides softly at first, I can feel the goose bumps on his skin, though he does not say a word. Not too ticklish then, perhaps just a little.


  But I want more, handfuls more!


  As he finds a comfortable position on top of me, it is starkly obvious that not all about him is soft. I haven't touched his cock after getting off him the first time around, yet it is very prominently pressing against my thigh. I try to move underneath him but am unable until he lifts himself a bit, allowing me to spread.


  I can think of nothing, but wanting him again and again. He leans on his knees between my legs, one hand resting to my left, the other reaching down. There is silence all around us, except our excited short breaths. All I can do is stare into his eyes, letting the anticipation build.


  "Fuck," he interrupts and looks around to the night stand, "are there any more condoms?"


  "Yes, my bag." I point to the floor.


  He raises himself and stretches his arm to checks my handbag, retrieving several foil packets.


  "Just in case," he grins. I like how he thinks.


  Sat down on his knees between my spread legs again, he starts to put on the rubber. I lean up on my elbows, watching him. I try not to stare, for fear of making him uneasy but it's hard not to. Sure enough, he glances up at me through the strands of hair hanging in front of his face.


  "Almost done."


  I just smile in response and wait, trying not to be too impatient.


  He seems in an equally big hurry, because he's back on top of me already, forcing my legs wide. With his hair loose and his eyes as passionate as I've ever seen on a man, he looks powerful. He enters me with new found energy and it's clear he has been completely transformed.


  Gone is the shy IT guy whose character differed so much from his wild appearance. I'm being conquered by his inner Viking warrior. He plunges into me deeply and I cry out, squeezing my eyes shut involuntarily.


  But I force myself to look again. I don't want to miss even a moment. Every movement of his, its sole purpose is seemingly to teach me that the tables are now turned. I had him where I wanted him when I was on top. Now it's his turn.


  Helpless, legs wrapped around his thick waist. We must look like quite a pair, hair flying wildly around us, tickling my nose. I drag his face down towards me and feel my chin getting raw from the scratching of his beard. Still I demand more kisses.


  And he's so good, so strong. I try to tell him, but it's all just coming out in strained fragmented sounds. The intense look in his eyes signals that he knows.


  He fucks me harder and I feel my body reach new heights. Every muscle has a mind of its own, I spasm and contract and scream. But he keeps going and I've lost it.


  When he thrusts into me finally, my cunt stings from the impact yet I'm fully satiated. Tears wet my face but I can't help smiling.


  Little beads of sweat have formed on his brow and he looks down at me like he has just awoken from a dream. Carefully he lowers himself onto his elbows above me, just about managing to reach my streaked cheek with his fingers.


  "Did I hurt you?"


  "God, no," I say, "That was by far the best fuck I've ever had."


  He takes a moment, scrutinizing my expression. If he's looking for a sign that I'm faking it, he's not going to get it.


  Releasing him from the hold my legs had maintained on him, I allow myself to relax rather than risk another irritating cramp. He puts his head down on my chest, but is mindful not to weigh me down too much.


  I'm grateful for the moment of rest and not in any hurry to let him go. And this time around it's me playing with his locks. Shame on whoever decided men should have short hair. They shouldn't.


  This is what a man should look like. It's also how one should fuck.


  He lifts himself off me after a little while, seemingly as reluctant as I am. Once again I watch him and wait. The alarm clock next to the bed flips to 2:00 and I feel the long day catching up with me.


  When he gets back into bed, he nudges me aside slightly and off the duvet. I have neither the will nor energy to move, and just wait while he pulls the covers over the both of us. With one big scooping movement of his arm, I'm drawn back.


  His warm, reassuring presence surrounds me and I wouldn't change a thing about it. Not even the prickly hair of his still naked crotch pressed against my ass or the slight tickle on my neck caused by his every breath.


  It has been a while since I slept with and not just fucked a man. The realization of how nice that kind of trust can be had been only a distant memory until now.


  Relaxing utterly, for me there is no more fighting the inevitable.
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  Chapter Five


  When I wake up, all is dark around us. I can hear his breathing next to me, deep and regular, but I'm completely restless. The night is ending and it hurts. It's not that I regret what happened, but I fear I may have gone about it all the wrong way.


  This wasn't my first one night stand by far but it's certainly the first time I've felt this way after. Or during, for that matter. What's up with all this emotional crap?


  My eyes are starting to adjust to the light, or lack thereof. The edge of the bed is starting to become visible, as well as the small couch at the far end of the spacious room which has some of our combined clothes piled over it.


  Taking care not to wake him up, I lift up the sheets and slip out of bed. Suddenly I feel this incredible urge to cover up, to make myself just slightly less vulnerable. Luckily I had already laid out a nightie over the backrest of the couch, which I quickly put on.


  Rummaging through my handbag, I locate my phone and earphones. Battery died, fucking great. I put it on charge but it'll some time to become usable again. Feeling in quite urgent need of some music, I decide to check his pockets for a more immediate solution.


  I'm in luck, there's an iPod in his jeans and it has plenty of battery life left. Hope he doesn't mind, but then again I'll probably never see him again after today anyway.


  iPod in hand, I shove our clothes towards one side and sit down with my legs folded. Going into his playlists, I find the most played songs and start to listen. I close my eyes and let the music wash over me, calming me down.


  Since I opted for the most listened-to songs, I'm again reminded of how similar our tastes are. I feel like I'm getting a glimpse of his personality through music. It's with a lot of difficulty that I remain quiet instead of tapping or humming along with the faster numbers.


  I try to make sense of my thoughts, as I am, isolated from reality and surrounded by guitars and drums. I wasn't drinking particularly much and I don't think anything got slipped into my drink. But last night felt different than a normal casual hook-up would have. I noticed him by the bar, so far so good. I approached him, and then everything changed. The moment we made eye contact it was like a switch inside my head was flipped.


  No longer did I want an anonymous bit of fun, but I wanted him. I wanted to know him, find out what makes him tick. Above all, I wanted to give him pleasure rather than fulfill my own needs.


  I'm startled by a touch on my shoulder and open my eyes. Fuck, he's up. I look up at him briefly while turning off the iPod and handing it to him but can't bear to make eye contact.


  "Sorry I borrowed this, hope you don't mind..." I say.


  "No, not at all... Lucy...." he pauses.


  "Yes?"


  "Umm... I'm not sure how these things work, but I...."


  I wish he'd just come out and say it. He wants to head home, obviously. Staring at the floor, I just wait for him to continue.


  "Did you want me to leave? I mean, you were gone when I woke up, I thought perhaps I've made you uncomfortable by staying the night."


  "Not on my account, stay as long as you like," I say, trying to not to sound as low as I feel. "I just couldn't sleep."


  "How come?" he asks. "Hope I wasn't snoring!"


  I let out a chuckle and look up at him. The concern on his face looks genuine, the situation would be quite comical if it wasn't for my confused emotional state.


  "Don't worry, you weren't," I respond. "Actually, I couldn't sleep because... I didn't want this to end."


  He remains quiet for a few seconds, then he leans over and picks up all the clothes and dumps them on the bed. As he sits down beside me, the warm sensation of his thigh pressing against mine is putting me on edge.


  "And you thought I did want it to end?" he asks finally.


  "I don't know, isn't that how it usually goes?" I say.


  "So let me know if I understand this correctly..." he says, "you want me to stay?"


  "Yes." My voice is a whisper.


  "And then?" he asks.


  I just shake my head. Being honest is such a struggle.


  Rather than putting myself out there, it would've been so much easier if I had told him to just leave initially. Less risky, because surely I'm just being a silly, needy cow right now. Every guy's worst nightmare after a perfectly good fuck the night before.


  Tears are burning in my eyes, suddenly it feels like I have everything to lose.


  "Why don't you first tell me what you want?" I whisper.


  He takes my hand and strokes it with his fingers. It tickles just a little and waves of delicious goose bumps travel up my spine.


  "More," he says.


  I'm taken aback by his answer. All this is getting a bit weird, not at all what I expected to hear and I wonder if I just misunderstood him.


  "What do you mean, more?"


  "I want more than just one night with you. But I worry that I can't have that."


  "What if that's exactly what I want too?" I ask, stealthily exploring his very serious expression from the corner of my eye.


  "You hardly know anything about me. Don't make up your mind just yet."


  "So tell me about you," I say.


  "I don't want to pretend, it wouldn't work." He takes a deep breath before continuing.


  "You could say I'm a bit of a loner, mostly by choice. But lately, I've found


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Chapter Seventeen


  As it turns out, we could get past it.


  Of course, relationships aren't always a smooth ride. We both knew that going into it, even if we lacked a lot of practical experience. And honesty really does need to come first.


  It's been a few weeks since our big fight and reconciliation, and after a long day working on Callum Byrne's website project, we find ourselves having to do something other than ordering takeout.


  The date of my birthday party crept up on me almost without warning, but tonight is the night.


  A few days after we both came clean, George did move out of his old place, and used the profit share from the Cleary deal on a deposit for a place in Reading itself, greatly reducing the daily commute to come here. In truth though, he stays over quite a lot, and over the weekends, we've been taking a break from the computer by doing up his new place together, spending the initial night together on a mattress on the floor.


  It felt like such an adventure, camping in his new flat. The beginning of a new chapter for either of us.


  He still thinks my house is too big, and he may have a point there. Although he has gotten used to the big TV, he is a man after all, who likes his toys.


  "Luce, just exactly how formal is this birthday thing going to be?" George asks, while unpacking an overnight bag with fresh laundry he's brought from home.


  "Just wear whatever you want, I know I will."


  With a bit of luck, the weather will hold up, meaning we will get access to the club lawn as well. For the first time in quite a while, I'm actually looking forward to a birthday party.


  In between picking out shoes to match my dress, I send a quick message to Dad, making sure he's bringing what I asked him for. The response is almost instant; he's got it, I need not worry.


  "Still, if I'm going to meet your parents, I should at least make a bit of an effort, don't you think?" George wonders.


  "Relax, they'll love you once they get to know you." I put the phone away again, smiling to myself.


  "You think so?"


  "I know so. I know I do." It slips out before I can analyze what I'm saying, but George catches it straightaway and leaves the bag, the clothes, whatever he's doing and walks over.


  "You what?" He guides my face upwards, staring straight down into my eyes.


  It still overwhelms me, the beautiful tension, that can only be broken with the right kind of physical contact. I blink a few times, trying to find the nerve to truly open up.


  "I love you," I whisper, while my knees threaten to buckle.


  This look of his, when he's so close to me, so close that we both find it hard to focus on anything other than our most primal instincts, this is what I crave. A look that truly sees me for me. He doesn't see a bit of fun for Friday night. He doesn't see the workaholic who felt her business was more important than making a true connection in life.


  Me. His.


  He runs his thumb over my chin, and I fight with everything I've got to keep my eyes open and prolong the moment. As long as I really pay attention to what's there, in his eyes, I'll always feel safe.


  "I love you too." His voice sounds rough, making me wonder what he's thinking. If he's ever said this to someone else, and gotten hurt. But it doesn't matter, because I won't hurt him, not anymore.


  Finally, I can't keep my composure anymore, and am forced to blink.


  He places his hands on my hips, and bends down until I'm able to reach his lips with mine. That first kiss always does the trick, driving me crazy, making me want infinitely more.


  I start to float, literally, as he lifts me, allowing me to wrap both legs and arms around him tightly.


  "You know, if you do want to impress my folks, perhaps we shouldn't be late..."


  "I hate it when you're all practical."


  "And right?"


  He nods, staring into my eyes deeply, which once again gives me shivers. I don't want to release him, instead I want to see where this will go, but we really do have to get dressed if we want to make it.


  When he releases me, I almost want to scream at him for listening. But I don't, instead I focus on putting on a pair of stockings and then the dress I'd picked out earlier. Behind me, he's most definitely watching, which puts me on edge. Patience... we'll get our chance, later. We always do.


  Tonight will definitely start off a little weird, when I introduce George to my folks, but they'll come around soon enough. It's not every day that I turn up with a plus-one, in fact I don't remember the last time it's happened at all.
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  As it turned out, things were a lot less awkward than I'd anticipated. After scrutinizing him only for a couple of seconds, Mum accepted George for the sweet, kind soul that he is inside. Dad took just a little longer, insisting on asking professional questions, which he aced, of course. I'd gotten a little taste of George dealing with difficult people during the Cleary presentation, and Dad was much easier to win over.


  After the initial surprise, Mum especially couldn't contain her excitement that I'd finally met someone special. She literally told George as much, leaving me embarrassed and blushing in the background.


  Then Dad took me aside, and after I reassured him I know what I'm doing, handed me what I'd asked him for. A large brown envelope, containing the one thing which I know will ensure things stay perfect between George and me. I tucked it away safely in my bag, now I've just got to find the right time to give it to him.


  We mingle for a bit, and sample the food. If there's one thing Mum and Dad know how to do, it's organize a get-together. I'd feel guilty for not helping out at all, if I didn't know deep down Mum loves being in charge of parties. She's always been the perfect hostess.


  After introducing George to cousin after cousin, and aunts and uncles, one member of our family remains absent. Perhaps Peter couldn't make it after all. Or Stephanie, his wife might have thrown a spanner in the works. Despite his absence, it's still a nice party.


  "I suppose it would be rude to skip out on everyone now, wouldn't it?" George asks, bringing me back to reality.


  I let out a laugh. "Definitely. But I suppose we could hide out in that pavilion over there for a while, until people take notice."


  He follows my gaze across the lush green lawn of the club. The old-fashioned gazebo, surrounded by large rhododendron shrubs in full bloom, looks like a setting taken right out of a romance movie. Despite still being overlooked—it has open sides after all—it's more private than where we are right now, next to the buffet table, so off we go.


  "I know you said you didn't want a gift, but I got you a little something anyway. Happy birthday, Lucy." George wraps his arm around me, as soon as we step up into the pavilion.


  "Oh?" I turn to face him, unable to hide my excitement. I didn't expect a gift, actually the fact that we managed to talk things through and decided to try again was more than enough of a gift to me.


  "Well, it's more something for the both of us to enjoy together..." He hands me an envelope, which I accept with a slight tremble in my fingers.


  I open the flap, and pull out a black, shiny slip of paper. It's a ticket to a music festival. It takes me a while to scan through the various logos on the back, but there it is: Blind Guardian. It was one of the first things we discovered about one another, that we share the same favorite band.


  "Perhaps we can make a ride out of it?" George suggests.


  I knew he'd seen them live before, I hadn't. There isn't much fun in going to a music concert on your own, but now I've got both the necessary ticket and the perfect company.


  "Thank you," I whisper, shooting him a smile, before examining the ticket again.


  The concert may be a couple of months away, but that's not what catches my attention. Rather, it's the booking date... It's dated the day of the Cleary presentation. My eyes moisten at the realization.


  "You've been keeping this a while, eh?" I ask.


  "I may have been broke, but I couldn't very well ignore your birthday once I found out about it."


  "What if it hadn't worked out? What if you'd actually left like you said you would?"


  He shrugs, and avoids eye contact, almost making me regret bringing up that painful memory.


  "I was going to post it to you along with my ticket. I wouldn't have wanted to go on my own."


  That admission pushes me over the edge, causing a lone tear to drip down from my lashes, and roll down my cheek.


  "I wouldn't have wanted to either," I whisper.


  "Hey! Don't cry now, you're supposed to be happy, celebrating." George cups my face with his hands, and wipes the tear away with his thumb.


  "I've got something for you too," I say.


  "That's funny, seeing as my birthday isn't for another three months," George jokes, releasing me.


  I retrieve the A4-sized envelope Dad had given me earlier from my bag and hand it to him.


  "Here." I wait, my heart once again beating in my throat, even though this time I'm pretty sure I'm on the right track. There is no way this particular decision will misfire. I hope.


  "Well, this sure doesn't look like gig tickets." George gives me a questioning look, before tearing open the envelope and pulling out a thick stack of papers, held together with a paper clip.


  I give him a moment to read the front.


  "This is..." He pauses, reading it again.


  "A partnership agreement."


  "Why?" He looks up, the surprise still evident in his face.


  "Like we talked about, you being my employee is hardly a good basis for a relationship. And I can't do this alone, so..."


  "You would do this? Make me a partner in your business? After you worked so hard to build it up from scratch?"


  "Everything, including the business, is so much better when you're a part of it. So, yes. If you want."


  George puts the contract down on top of the circular bench lining the edge of the gazebo, and takes me into his arms.


  "You're quite something, Lucy, I don't know what to say."


  I hang on to him, tightly. This closeness with him, this newfound honesty, is making me feel safer than I've ever felt, even while taking what could be seen as a massive risk.


  "Then say yes," I whisper, before leaning back just enough to be able to look him in the eye. "Will you be my partner? In this as well as in life?"


  "Of course."


  We embrace again, neither of us in a hurry to let go.


  "I love you," George whispers, his deep voice tickling me to my core.


  "I love you too."
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  Curious about the history and inspiration behind One Night Stand? Swipe to the next page to read my Author's Note...


  I love writing about plus sized heroes! It's kind of my thing. For 2021, I decided to launch a whole new series with the same theme, called Big Boys Do It Better.Check it out here.


  Want to carry on reading straightaway? Move on to the next story in this set,Beautiful Stranger, which features a curvy heroine and her older lover...
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