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  “There's nowhere you can be that isn't where you're meant to be...”


   


  John Lennon


  


  
Chapter One


  My cell phone buzzed and skittered across the top of my coffee table. I grabbed it up and tapped the message icon on my phone, expecting it to be from my best friend, Sabrina, or my mother.


  Do you like foreign films, classics, romance, or action adventure? Flyboy23


  I frowned. First, I had no idea who Flyboy23 was, and second, it was strange that the obviously misplaced text was asking this particular question on a day that I was actually home, cuddled up on my couch watching movies.


  I typed…


  Who is this?


  I read the response.


  Flyboy23


  I stared at the 2x3 screen, baffled.


  I don’t know a Flyboy23


  I pressed send, and expected the texts to stop. They didn’t.


  You know me, Angel.


  I blinked, re-read the text, and pondered the possibilities of who Flyboy23 could be. I got up from my comfortable spot, and meandered into the kitchen. I’d barely opened the refrigerator and snagged a Coke when my phone buzzed again.


  Where were you the other night, Angel?


  Angel? Perhaps it was Allan, my ex, trying to weasel his way back into my good graces. He always called me Angel, and we did make plans to discuss mutual custody of our cocker spaniel, Willie. Allan bought Willie on a whim. I fell in love with Willie. Can’t say the same for Allan. As a penalty for loving Willie, and Allan being the prick that he is, he took Willie with him when he moved out. And Allan being Allan, blew off our meeting to discuss my visitation. I wanted more than one weekend a month with Willie. So why’s he asking where I was?


  I typed out my response in a huff.


  You blew me off.


  I was puzzled by the whole exchange. Why was Allan using Flyboy23 as a name, and why was the phone number attached to the text blocked?


  My phone vibrated in my hand.


  What?


  My eyes narrowed. Allan knew good and well, what. My fingers typed quickly.


  Willie.


  I took a sip of my Coke, steaming. Allan was such an ass.


  Willie?


  I read his response and wanted to pull my hair out. I typed.


  Knock it off. If you don’t want to man up then fine.


  I punched the send icon a bit too hard.


  Not Willie. Flyboy23, and I’d be happy to man up.


  I read the text and shook my head. Either I was talking to a stranger or Allan was up to his usual tricks. If I had to place a bet, Allan was up to something. What exactly, I didn’t know.


  All right, Flyboy23.


  A few minutes passed. I figured the text war was done, so when my phone buzzed again, I was a bit surprised.


  Chocolate or vanilla cake?


  I giggled. What an odd question. Perhaps this wasn’t Allan. I replied.


  Chocolate everything!


  What was I doing? I really didn’t know.


  I received another message and considered not reading it. I should stop this, turn off my phone, and go back to being a frumpy, lazy, couch potato. It had been a stressful week, and I earned my day in pajamas, eating junk food, and zoning out into never, never, land with 24 hours of nonstop romance movies, but…


  If you could go anywhere in the world where would it be?


  I typed one word.


  Greece


  I pressed send, and didn’t wait long before the next text arrived.


  Coke or Pepsi?


  I smiled at no one. Then I got spooked for a moment. I was in the kitchen, Coke on the countertop. Just a coincidence. Besides, Allan would know my preference for Coke.


  I typed my response.


  Coke, but it’s not good for you.


  I hit send, erased all my messages, turned off my phone, and returned to my weekend movie marathon.


  When Monday morning arrived, I was running late. I twisted my long, inky-black hair up into a clip, slipped on my tan straight-cut skirt with a sensible cream colored blouse, and made a b-line for the door. I had a new client to see this morning. What kind of an impression would it make to have the newly appointed Director of Logistics for S.Y.N.D. International late to a meeting with one of the biggest manufacturers in Phoenix?


  Before I entered my car I heard the ping emanate from inside my purse. When I turned it on this morning, I’d change the ring tone from a vibration to a sound. I rummaged around in my bag, located my phone, and looked at the little icon that indicated I had a text. With a hesitant finger, I tapped the screen.


  Cheese or pepperoni?


  Silk or cotton?


  Toast, waffles, or pancakes?


  “He’s killing me,” I said and laughed out loud.


  My snoopy neighbors Ben and Vivian were out, more than likely partaking in Monday morning gossip, talking over the fence to each other. They both glanced in my direction, and probably thought I was insane since I was talking and chuckling to no one while standing in my driveway, but what the heck. Vivian’s front yard is overrun with bright and cheerful gnomes, and aging, self-proclaimed playboy Ben wears nothing but a form fitting Speedo to mow his lawn. Yikes!


  I threw caution to the wind and typed.


  You are persistent. To your first question, pepperoni. To your second, silk. To your third, pancakes.


  My week flew by, but when you work twelve and thirteen hour days, it tends to do that. My new position for S.Y.N.D. International had its perks. Nonetheless it also caused havoc with my ability to do anything other than work. I’d become sort of a working recluse. I suppose on some level I like it. No time for men or the disappointment they bring. Yet on the other hand, my crazy gal pal outings with Sabrina, and my visits to see my mom were becoming too short and far between.


  The only good thing I had going on in my personal life, was my Flyboy23. It’s strange. The more and more we “talked,” the more I knew deep down inside this wasn’t Allan, but that didn’t stop me from perusing this odd, undoubtedly dead-end, could I even call it a relationship?


  By the second week of texting we’d moved on from asking what seemed like insubstantial questions of each other to deeper, more intimate questions. I knew he hadn’t dated anyone seriously for two years. And I told him I’d ended a relationship over eight months ago with a one-time co-worker. I explained the dangers of dipping ones pen into the office ink. He responded with a, “L.M.A.O.” and gave me his own horror story. If this were Allan, he played along. Maybe he wanted to see what I had to really say about him, if he thought I thought he was the mystery man, Flyboy23.


  The third week we talked about movies, music, and books. He liked science fiction movies. I loved romance. Our taste in music matched. Both eclectic. And our book preferences were fairly close. I told him about a new Tom Clancy book I’d read. He knew the one I was talking about, because he’d read it too.


  Week four led me into a whole new realm. Sexting. And textsex was hot, but my fingers were feeling the wear of typing, and touching myself. By week four, we also described what we looked like. If Flyboy23 was being honest, I gained my confirmation. It wasn’t Allan. Flyboy23’s attributes didn’t match. Allan was blond. Flyboy23 had dark brown hair. Allan hated to work out, and Flyboy23 spent a lot of time working on his “guns” in a gym. When I told him I was full-figured, I assumed, incorrectly, I’d never hear from him again, but when he “said” he liked a well-rounded woman, and wanted something to hold onto, he’d come to the right place, cause baby’s got back.


  Week five had us agreeing to meet each other. I knew I’d lost any semblance of good judgment when I put in for a few well-earned vacation days from work, but my sexting partner was too good to be true, someone I was never expecting to meet, and the one person that I needed to see. I toyed with the notion of fate then laughed the thought away. I wasn’t one of those happily ever after women, was I? I told myself I needed to be sensible. We’d probably meet, and he’d be disappointed. The fantasy in flesh isn’t as great as the fantasy of the mind. No one finds their happily ever after by accident.


  When I signed my name at the bottom of S.Y.N.D. International’s PTO slip, the old saying my grandmother use to quote popped into my head. Nothing ventured. Nothing gained.


   


  



  


  
Chapter Two


  It was the longest cab ride of my life. Everything that could go wrong did go wrong. My first cab experienced mechanical problems so I was forced to change cabs, then found myself caught in traffic due to an overturned semi. I regretted my decision to leave my car at Sabrina’s house. I kept checking my phone, and began to actually panic as I watched the time tick away.


  When I’d left Sabrina’s it was 9:42 p.m. More than enough time to get where I needed to go, and then some, but I glared at 10:48 p.m…. 10:50 p.m…. 10:53 p.m…. The cab finally began to move again. We made it a few feet then traffic slowed to a crawl before we outright stopped.


  “Shit,” I said, surprised to hear myself.


  “Sorry,” the driver replied. He looked like an 80’s version of David Lee Roth, having a bad hair day with his long blond locks needing a dye job at the roots, and a good clipping off of all the rough, split ends.


  “It’s not your fault, but do you know any way around this mess?”


  “Nope. We’re pretty much stuck, lady.”


  I stared at my phone. 11:00 p.m. I typed a quick text.


  Flyboy23. I’m caught in traffic. I promise I’m coming.


  The cab started to move, making some progress, slowly.


  My phone pinged.


  I just got in. My flight to Phoenix was late, and there was no cell service. Catching a cab now, and thinking of nothing but


  you. And by the way, my name is Evan Trent.


  I smiled and typed...


  I’m thinking of nothing but you. Sloan Parker.


  The cab stopped again. 11:23 p.m…. 11:30 p.m…. We moved a few more feet. The cabby cranked up a song. It blared over the speakers. He started head banging and playing air guitar. 11:49 p.m….


  My phone pinged. I pressed the message icon.


  Where are you?


  I typed my reply.


  Still caught in traffic with a cab driver playing air guitar and head banging to Alice in Chains! Where are you?


  I pressed send. Then I waited for Evan’s response.


  The cab rolled forward a few more feet.


  Just a couple of miles from the Biltmore, and still thinking of you. I’ve decided my texting error was the best thing I’ve ever done. It brought me to you. FYI: Alice in Chains Rocks. What song?


  I chuckled and typed…


  Check My Brain.


  Evan responded.


  Good song, and actually fitting, Sloan Parker! I image we are crazy. Who meets this way?


  He was right. We were crazy.


  I agree. Who meets this way?


  11:56 p.m. and the cab gained some speed. I watched out the window as the lines on the side of the highway sped up, and the cars in front and in back of us were actually moving too. Finally.


  12:13 a.m. I typed.


  Just a few minutes away now.


  I held the phone like it was made of gold.


  Evan sent his response.


  I’m waiting for you at the front entrance.


  My heart raced. If I could, I would have jumped out of the cab and ran the rest of the way, but that was a crazy, spur of the moment thought. Not mention a bad idea since the cab, even going at a snail’s pace moved faster than I could run.


  When the Biltmore came into view I saw him. Standing right where he said he would be. I pulled a few bills out of my wallet, threw them up to the cab driver and said, “Keep the change.”


  “Hey, thanks,” he replied. I grabbed the handle on the door, scooped up my bag, and darted out of the cab that had been my confinement.


  I ran toward Evan.


  His face beamed. He was tall, dark, handsome, and completely sexy, wearing the uniform of a US Airways pilot. He moved forward, catching me in his arms as I dropped my bag to the ground and flung myself into him.


  I wrapped my arms around his neck. He smelled scrumptious. I placed my mouth to his ear and whispered, “My Flyboy23.”

  There, standing in the front of the Biltmore, lights shimmering in the clear Arizona night, my Flyboy’s mouth found mine. We kissed as though it was our last day on earth. My head spun like a top. My stomach did summersaults. And I felt my arms shaking, but I held on.


  “God.” Evan exhaled when we finally unlocked our mouths from one another. “I have wanted nothing but this.”


  We continued to kiss, his exquisite mouth molded to mine, the warmth of his hands burning through the material of my clothing and setting my skin on fire.


  “Evan,” I mumbled against his lips, “maybe we should go inside?”


  We kissed some more.


  “Sloan?” Evan’s warm breath filled my mouth. He pulled his lips centimeters from mine.


  “Yes?” I breathed.


  “I’m going to put you down. Then we’re going to go inside.”


  Our tongues tangled and danced. Our breathing timed to each other. Evan finally un-clasped his death grip around my waist. He slid me down his well-formed body until my feet hit the ground. Evan was tall. I glanced up to look into his face. He leaned down and kissed me once more. My body melted into him. His hands cupped my ass.


  “Evan,” I whispered against his chin. “Let’s go in.”


  He nodded. He took a hold of my hand, firmly and without hesitation. “Let’s go.”


  “Hang on. My bag.” I bent down to pick it up. He took both bags, mine and his, into his left hand. His right hand took my left. He intertwined his fingers through mine, and we walked through the doors of the Biltmore.


  Evan never let go of my hand as he checked in. He never let go of my hand as we walked to the suite. We stood quite for a moment, outside the door. He balanced the two bags then slipped the card key through the security lock. The light on the lock turned from red to green. He opened the door.


  “Hold up,” Evan said. He let loose of my hand, threw the bags into the room, held the door open with his foot, and then swooped me up into his arms. I wasn’t a skinny little gal, but he handled me as if I weighted nothing.


  I giggled when he cradled me to his chest and carried me over the threshold. When the door closed behind us, Evan’s mouth was on mine, again. We kissed as he carried me.


  “Wait,” he said. He stared at me, his eyes the color of turquoise. “I don’t know where the bedroom is.” We both glanced around the suite.


  “It’s got to be over there,” I said, pointing toward the back of the large living room.


  We walked around the bar, past two bulky leather chairs, and through the door to our left. In front of us was a huge bed. I glanced from the bed to his face. “Evan,” I said. “I’m going to make love to you now.”


   


  



  


  
Chapter Three


  “Wake up my emerald-eyed goddess.”


  I heard Evan’s voice at my ear. My eyelids fluttered open.


  Evan was spooning me, my body warm against his.


  He called me a goddess. This made me smile. It was something no one had ever called me. “Evan. My Flyboy23,” I said.


  “Good morning,” he replied.


  “Good morning,” I said.


  He kissed my cheek and got out of bed.


  “Hey, where are you going?”


  Evan chuckled. He tugged off the sheet that covered me and scooped me up into his arms in one swift movement. It was almost disorientating since I’d barely opened my eyes. “I thought you might enjoy a hot bubble bath,” he commented as he carried me into the bathroom.


  I noticed he’d already filled the oversized tub with bubbles. “You’ve been busy this morning.”


  “A little bit,” he replied in his low, husky voice. He put me down.


  I was standing there completely naked.


  He was shirtless and wearing some cotton boxer briefs.


  “No fair. You’re wearing briefs.”


  Evan gave me a slow, easy smile then stripped them off. “No one ever said we can’t take a bath together.” He took my hand and helped me into the tub before he followed in behind me.


  I inched down into the hot water, bubbles overtaking my flesh. “Ah…” I moaned at the lovely sensation.


  Evan pressed his splendid mouth to my neck. “You are sexy as hell.”


  I leaned my back against his broad, hard chest and rested my head against his left shoulder, sitting snuggled up between his legs. “I doubt I’m sexy, but this is heaven.”


  “It is heaven, and you are sexy. Never doubt it.”


  We were quiet, soaking together in the warmth for several minutes. Then Evan did something that took me by surprise. He grabbed the large sea sponge, dipped it into the water, held it out over my face, and slowly squeezed the water out. It drenched my skin, falling like rain and weaved down the curve of my neck, my chest, and then battered the bubbles in the tub, popping some of them.


  “That’s nice,” I said, enjoying the moment.


  Evan drew more water into the sponge and did it again. A soothing drip, dribble, and tickle fell, enticing each place the water dropped. He grabbed the soap. It smelled of lavender and vanilla. He lathered the sponge, working his long fingers through the suds.


  I grinned.


  Evan started washing my neck, my shoulders, my chest… “Lean forward,” he said.


  I did.


  Evan slid my hair aside, washed the back of my neck, my shoulder blades, and my back. Then he filled the sponge with water and rinsed the soap from my body in soft motions. “You have radiant skin.”


  “Thank you,” I replied, unsure of what to actually say because I had never heard that before either.


  Evan chuckled. “No, thank you.” I experienced his lips pressed between my shoulder blades. “Scoot down,” he whispered.


  I maneuvered my body until I floated between his legs. I looked up to see him smiling at me.


  Evan combed his fingers through the swaying strands of my wet hair while it floated around me. His other hand, warm and wet, traced the features of my face. Drops of water tapped my lips in a sensual kiss as they tumbled off his wrist. Pure bliss.


  Evan went back to my hair, massaging my head, my neck, and my shoulders. But he didn’t stop. He slid those marvelously big hands down my sides, skipped along my ribs, skimmed across each breast, and then followed a path up my throat and chin. “Let me wash your hair,” he said. He grabbed the shampoo and flipped the lid open. It smelled like lavender too.


  I sat up.


  Evan applied the shampoo and kneaded it through my strands, still massaging. He took his time. He was slow, gentle, and without hurry. “Your hair is so soft, like silk, and shines the color of night.”


  I didn’t know what he was feeling in this moment, but I was unquestionably turned on. No one had ever done anything like this for me.


  “Turn around,” he said.


  I flipped around in the water to face him.


  He placed his palm to the back of my neck. “Lean back.”


  I allowed his hand to guide me.


  He rinsed my hair then lifted me up back to my seated position. “Beautiful.” He kissed my lips. “Now, give me your arm.”


  I lifted my arm from the water.


  He took it. He slicked the soapy sponge along my right arm, lifting my hand, and washing each finger meticulously. He did the same with my left, taking care to kiss the top of my hand.


  Evan cupped his hands, gathered the water, and poured it onto my right arm and then my left. His gazed locked with mine. “Give me your foot,” he crooned. He didn’t wait for me. He took control, picked up my right foot, and placed it to his lips.


  I squirmed when he sucked on my pinky toe. By the second toe suck, I moaned, leaned my head back against the curve of the tub then closed my eyes. What he was doing sent a sensation through my body like a lightning bolt crashing into me.


  “Feels good?” He breathed against my foot.


  “There are no words for how you make me feel.”


  He waltzed his fingers up my calf. “There are no words for how I feel touching you.”


  I opened my eyes in time to see him lift my leg up out of the water, and place the arch of my foot on top of his bent knee.


  He lathered my left calf. Then he reached for something. He started shaving my already hairless leg.


  No one but me ever shaved my legs, and it was usually more of a chore than an arousing event when I did it, yet the fact that Evan was doing this aroused me.


  Evan scraped the razor with precision up my leg and over my knee, removing the lather. Then his lips fondled my knee provocatively. He repeated the same stimulating method to my right leg. “Do you trust me?” he asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Stand up,” he instructed.


  I stood up, heard the rush of water drain from my body. The sensation of the suds slicked down my skin.


  Evan looked at me with piercing, deep aqua green eyes. His finger following the shimmering bubbles that wound along my hip. Palm gliding to the inside of my thigh, fingers slipping between my crease. His eyes flashed, and his tongue swiped out over his lips.


  Evan picked up the soap, squeezed it into his hand, and washed my feminine folds and thighs. He then picked up the razor and shaved my already manicured pubic hair completely off. After he rinsed me, he kissed my navel, each hip, each thigh, and centered his mouth between my legs. When he licked me, I wanted to crumple.


  This is the single most erotic experience of my life.


  When I shook from the pleasure, Evan’s hands grabbed onto my backside, holding me firm.


  I grabbed on his shoulders to steady myself.


  His talented tongue circled my clit without stop. And when he tugged and nipped at my orb, I burst, exploded with an earth quaking orgasm that felt like it not only took my breath, but made my heart stop.


  Evan kept his mouth on the pulse of me. “I love how you shake,” he murmured against my sex. “Come here.” He pulled me onto him, straddling him. He was hard and firm against my stomach.


  I took the sponge from his hand and washed him. I lost myself, watching the light play over the muscles of his body. He glistened. I cupped my hands into the water and released it to trickle over his skin, rinsing him clean, and then I kissed him.


  His penis surged against my belly.


  “Evan?” I whispered.


  “What?”


  “You are beautiful.”


  Evan smiled an eye crinkling smile. “I’m glad you think so, my goddess. But you would be the beautiful person in this room.”


  I moved my hips, holding onto his penis as I guided him to my opening. “I want to feel you.”


  I lowered myself onto him, and when are flesh met, we both moaned at the sensation. I rode him, making waves in the water.


  Evan’s arms wrapped around me, welding me to him, then his hands moved down to my hips. He controlled my movements with his hands. He’d thrust up then his hands would pull my hips forward on him, rocking me, pressing my clit against him with a rubbing motion.


  Never had I felt anything like this before. Water splashed between our glossy bodies. It spilled over the tub and onto the tiled floor. We didn’t stop. We made love this way for so long, more water was on the floor than inside the tub.


  “Come for me, my goddess,” Evan said, and shifted me against him.


  “Evan,” I moaned. My erect and hard nipples slicked across the wet hair on his chest as he thrust me upward.


  “I want to watch you come.”


  I stared into his eyes, bore down with a moan of his name, and came with a force of ten thousand volts shooting though my body.


  Evan never stopped. He pumped into my clinching pussy until he could no longer maintain. He pulled out of my body. Warm cum struck my arm.


  I found my words with my heart beating wildly. “That was the best bath I have ever had.”


  “I agree,” Evan said, and skimmed his lips across mine.


   


  



  


  
Chapter Four


  When I finally made it out of the bathroom, dressed in my silky red short robe, Evan was on the phone, wearing nothing but faded blue jeans. He gave me a huge grin. He finished his conversation and flipped his cell phone shut.


  “Work?” I asked.


  “Yes,” he said. “I’ve ordered us some breakfast.” He seemed to appraise me. “You look stunning, by the way.”


  “Thank you,” I replied.


  “Where’s your phone?”


  “In my purse. Why?”


  Evan placed his phone on the bar, walked over to my purse, and pulled my cell phone out of the front pocket. “No more phones. I turned mine off so now yours.” Evan glanced down at the phone in his hand. “You have a couple of messages.”


  “What do they say?”


  Evan read the first one to me…


  “Let me know when you are coming home, okay? Love you. Mom.”


  “When am I going home?” I asked.


  Evan smiled, flashing me the whites of his teeth. “I need to fly back to DC on Saturday. That gives us today and Friday,” he replied.


  “Text her for me.”


  Evan texted some sort of a reply then read the next message.


  “Why aren’t you answering your phone? Call me back. I need to talk with you. Allan.”


  “Delete it,” I said.


  Evan pressed what I assume was delete. Then I heard the little tune that indicated my phone was shutting off, before he placed the phone back into my bag. “Come here,” he said.


  I walked over to him.


  He raked his gaze over my body.


  “You are being naughty,” I said.


  “I am,” he admitted as he took me into his arms.


  “Room Service!”


  We heard the exclamation followed by a pounding on the door, rapid and hard.


  Evan sighed and went to answer the door.


  Two hotel staff brought in enough food to feed a small country.


  Evan pulled out his wallet and handed over a tip. “Thanks,” he said.


  “Thank you,” the staff replied in unison.


  When they left, he closed the door, turned around, and eyed me.


  “Um, Evan? Do you think maybe you went just a little bit overboard with your breakfast order?”


  “We are going to need all this food for energy, because I intend to make love to you for the next two days.”


  “Oh you do, do you?”


  “Yes I do!” he hooted.


  I giggled and walked over to the silver cart to find bottles of sparkling water with a small tray of fresh cut lemons, Coke, orange juice, and milk. I lifted the lid off a serving tray to find,,, “An entire chocolate cake?”


  “You said it was your favorite,” he replied.


  I shook my head. Beneath the other domed tray were piles of pancakes, eggs, bacon, butter syrup, strawberries, and whip cream.


  We had our breakfast out on the terrace, basking in the glorious Arizona sun. Evan looked amused when I took a bite of the gooey, syrup-filled pancakes.


  “What?” I asked.


  He held out his hand for mine.


  I took his hand, got up, and he pulled me onto his lap.


  His tongue licked the line of my lips. “Tastes good,” he murmured. Then Evan took his fork, cut off a piece of his pancake, dipped it into a puddle of syrup on his plate, and raised it to my lips.


  “I shouldn’t. As much as I love them, they are fattening.”


  “Stop it. You are a goddess. Now open your mouth.”


  I opened for him.


  Evan inserted the pancake-covered fork.


  I closed my lips around the utensil.


  He pulled the fork from my mouth. “Holy shit, that’s sexy,” he said. “I love to watch you eat.”


  We took turns feeding each other until we were done. Then Evan tangled his hands into my hair, gently swiped it away, exposing the soft flesh of my throat to the sun. He walked his fingers down my neck, dipped his hand inside my gaping robe, and fondled a pert nipple.


  I shivered and chilled, sitting out on the sun-filled terrace where we made out quite unapologetically.


  After a while, Evan carried me inside, and shut the terrace door. He pulled the curtains closed, laid me down on the lounger, and said, “Take off the robe.”


  I complied. Untying it, I raised my leg and placed my foot to his bare chest. I twirled my toes through his chest hair then slid them down his stomach, stopping at his waist.


  When my foot pressed against his crotch, he groaned.


  I dropped the belt to the robe onto the floor, lowered my foot, and sat up on the lounger. I slid my hand over my left shoulder and moved back the material, exposing one bare breast.


  Evan reached out and tugged. The robe was gone.


  I raised my arms to cover myself.


  “Move your hands,” he said.


  I dropped them to my sides. “Is this good?” I asked.


  Evan’s tongue slicked out over his lips. He tilted his head. “Oh yes, very good,” he said. He unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down over his muscular thighs. He stepped on the bottom edge of one pant leg and yanked them off. Commando. His penis was erect and fabulous.


  “Is that for me?” I asked.


  “It is.”


  “It’s gorgeous.”


  “Really?” he asked. His voice was deep and tantalizing.


  “Oh yes, really.” I replied. “Evan?”


  “What, goddess?”


  “I want you to watch me. Would you like that?”


  “Do you even have to ask? Hell, yes.”


  I licked my fingers, circled the wet tips around my areolas, and then pinched my hard nipples. I kept my left hand on my left breast. My other hand meandered down my chest, over my ribs, and down my stomach. I inserted two of my fingers between my lower lips and rubbed.


  Evan stroke himself as he watched me.


  I spread my legs, fingering myself. I then arched my back and groaned Evan’s name.


  “Don’t come yet,” Evan said.


  “I want you.” I breathed.


  Evan took two steps forward.


  I looked up at him, sat up, and took him into my mouth.


  He groaned.


  The sound hit my clit dead center. I moaned as I sucked him, and the vibration of my own voice while his hard cock filled my mouth was like shock waves through my body. The sensation made my sex clinch like the closing of an iron fist.


  “Damn. Don’t stop,” he said.


  I took him all the way down my throat, sucking until I felt the warmth of him fill my mouth.


  Evan stood quiet for a moment, looking at me like I was the answer to every prayer he ever had. He ran his fingertips over the swell of my bottom lip. The softness of his touch soothed the tingle. “Lean back for me, goddess.”


  I sprawled across the lounger. “Touch me, Evan.”


  His mouth started at my neck. He dined at my breasts. He thoroughly touched, licked, and sucked my nipples. He stroked my belly then between my legs. Two fingers dipped inside of my wet pussy.


  “Mmm…” I moaned.


  Evan curved his fingers.


  I shook with a familiar burn.


  The heel of his hand pressed against my clitoris, his fingers inside of me tapping my pleasure spot.


  I rode his hand. “Evan….”


  Evan kissed me deep, taking my breath into him as his tongue tangled with mine.


  I came during our kiss, my slick body gliding upon on his fingers then rippling around his digits.


  His hot breath blew across my breasts. “Watching you come is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” His dick collided against my hip.


  I smiled.


  “You do this to me,” he said, glancing down at his raging hard-on. “Can I make love to you?”


  “Oh, yes,” I assured.


  He slid himself between my thighs.


  Several hours, six orgasms, and one more round of oral pleasure later, we finally came up for air.


  “Evan?”


  “What, my goddess?”


  “I’m thinking I may not be able to walk again.”


  He laughed. “I know what you mean.”


  “You weren’t kidding about making love for the next two days, were you?”


  “Nope.”


  We lay naked, exhausted, and quite possibly paralyzed in the middle of the bed. Our sweat laden bodies were starting to cool from the breeze blowing over them from the air conditioner.


  “Are you hungry?” I asked, listening to his heartbeat.


  “Famished.”


  “Well…we have chocolate cake.”


  “Food. Not cake.” He grumbled, making an irresistible pouty face.


  “Do you want to go out and eat?”


  “I never want to leave. Let’s order something. A lot of something,” he said. His warm hands roamed down my back and rested firmly on my butt.


  “I’ll order. What do you want?”


  “The menu is in the living room,” he replied.


  “I’ll go get it.” Somehow, I mustered up the strength to get out of bed.


  “What are you doing?” Evan asked as I poked around in my bag.


  “Trying to find something to put on. I think my robe is out in the living room too.”


  “You don’t need to put anything on. I like the view.”


  “Which view? This one?” I asked. I spun around, letting him see my front. “Or this view?”


  “I can’t decide. Show me again,” he said with an evil grin.


  I did a fancy twirl. “Front. Or back?”


  “It’s a tossup, so I’m going to say in order to be fair you should stay naked for the rest of our stay, that way both sides get equal time and all.”


  I laughed. “Sure,” I said. “We need to be fair. I am an equal opportunity nudist.” I sauntered into the living room, butt ass naked. I heard his guffaws as I left. I located the menu, flipped through it, and felt Evan swipe his hand over my neck, moving my hair.


  He placed his chin in the crook of my neck and nuzzled his nose into the hollow behind my ear. “Got the menu, I see.” he said.


  “Got something else, too.” I wiggled my backside against his gloriously hard dick.


  “You wouldn’t think it’s humanly possible, but it is,” he said. “You do this to me, and I don’t think I will ever be able to stop myself. I crave you.”


  “You’ll get over it someday,” I said.


  “No. I will never get over you, Sloan. Why did you say that?”


  “I’m sorry. It’s just my own insecurities raising their ugly head. Please don’t be mad.”


  “I know how we met was strange, and I guess I’ll need to work a little bit harder at convincing you how much I want you.” Evan engulfed me, completely.


  “You take my breath,” I whispered.


  “You’ve stolen my heart.” Evan backed me to the wall. “Put your hands on the wall, my goddess.”


  I turned around and assumed the position. “Are you going to frisk me?”


  “I’m going to do more than that.” Evan’s body pressed against my back. His teeth skidded gently to my shoulder. “Sloan,” he murmured on my skin.


  I felt him dip his finger inside of me. He spread my moisture. “You are so hot, and wet, and I want you, Sloan Parker.” Evan flicked my already throbbing clit.


  “Evan. I want you inside of me.”


  “God,” he muttered. “You have no idea what you do to me.”


  “Evan,” I begged, “please.”


  He gave me what I was begging for, plummeting his hard cock deep with one breathtaking thrust.


  “God, yes!” My hands stuttered along the wall. I bowed my back, lifting my ass up, giving him full access.


  He pulled out then rammed the point home as I pressed my ass back. “Ah…hell yeah,” he groaned.


  It was fast, but great. We came together.


  “Shit,” he breathed.


  “I agree,” I said. Warmth ran down my inner thigh when Evan departed my body.


  “Why are you wiggling?” he asked.


  “Um… just a hazard of making love,” I replied.


  Evan stepped around me and looked confused for a moment. He must have realized what I was talking about when he gave my body the once over. Our mingled juices were winding down my leg. “Sorry,” he said, and tugged me into his chest.


  We stood in silence for a long moment, Evan holding me within his arms.


  “We better eat,” he said, quietly.


  I picked up the menu that I’d dropped. I scanned our options, lifted the handset on the phone, and hit the number for room service.


  “Room service,” the deep voice answered.


  I handed Evan the menu. “Yes. I would like to order a large order of fries, a turkey sandwich on wheat hold the mayonnaise, a six pack of Coke. And…” I raised my hand indicating I needed to know what Evan wanted.


  He stepped up and spoke into my ear. “Cheeseburger with everything, hold the onions.”


  I repeated. “Cheeseburger with everything, hold the onions.”


  “Two large orders of fries, two orders of cheese sticks,” he said, and his hands started roaming my body.


  “Um…two large orders of fries, two orders of cheese sticks,” I said, giggling.


  “The taco platter, and the chocolate truffles,” Evan said in my ear, right as his hand found a home cemented firmly to my left breast.


  “We also need the taco platter, and the chocolate truffles,” I said to the man on the other end of the phone.


  “Will that be all?” he asked.


  “Uh, yes. That will be all.”


  “Very well,” he said. “We will have your order delivered soon.”


  “Thank you,” I replied and hung up the phone. “Babe,” I said.


  Evan seemed to freeze.


  I turned to see his face.


  He was smiling from ear to ear.


  “What?” I asked.


  “You called me babe.”


  “Um…yeah,” I confessed. “Is that okay?”


  “You can call me anything, but babe is good. I like it,” he said in his husky, honey tone.


  “Good, cause you are mine, my Evan, my babe, my Flyboy23.”


  Evan kissed me, molding his mouth to mine. His tongue caressed me softly before he pulled back. “And you are mine,” he said.


  “Not because I want to, but we better put on some clothes. Our food will be here soon.”


  Evan chuckled. “You’re probably right.”


  “I’m going to jump in the shower. Will you listen for the door?”


  “Sure, but don’t be gone too long.”


  I smiled and kissed Evan just once before I headed into the bathroom. When I was safely inside the shower, I slumped onto the tiled floor. The water pelted my neck and shoulder blades, and I sobbed into my hands.


  This relationship was going to be more than impossible. What was I going to do when we left our little bubble, our cocoon, our safe haven? In just a day, whether I wanted to admit it or not, I’d be going back to my normal life, my stressful job, and he would be flying off into the sunset. We met by accident. It didn’t matter how we felt about each other, reality was creeping in.


  What am I going to do? I would have to deal with this later. I had to pull myself together. I stood up and grabbed the soap, letting the hot water pelt my face, and wash away the tears. I was good at repressing things. A master, actually.


  I completed my shower, brushed my teeth, put on some shorts and a faded blue spaghetti strap T-shirt, and headed out to find my accidental lover.


   


  



  


  
Chapter Five


  “Foods here,” he said, greeting me with a smile and a kiss. “Give me ten minutes, my goddess.”


  “Where you going? And take off those jeans. I want you naked.”


  Evan let out a guffaw. “I need a shower too, and don’t worry. We’ll both be naked soon enough.” He winked at me, unbuttoning his jeans that I’m sure he threw on solely to answer the door.


  I set the table, arranged our plates, lit the candles I found on the bar, and turned on some music. Classical piano wafted through the room.


  Evan walked in a few minutes later, his hair wet and tousled. He was wearing nothing but faded button-fly jeans. They hug low, showing off the cut of his stomach muscles. He’d shaved. The stubble was gone from his chiseled face. He was the sexiest man I have ever laid eyes upon. So confident. At home. He was relaxed in his own skin.


  He must have noticed my ogling. “What?” he said, looking at me.


  “You are the sexiest man I have ever seen.”


  “Well that’s good to know. I don’t know if I have ever been considered the sexiest man a woman has ever seen.”


  “If not, they were insane,” I replied.


  “Is that your professional diagnosis?”


  “It is.”


  “Thanks,” he said.


  “For what?”


  “For this,” he replied, pointing to the table. “It’s nice. And for thinking I’m the sexiest man alive.”


  “It was no big deal. I just lit some candles and turned on some music. And you are the sexiest man alive.”


  Evan took a seat at the table, only he scooted his chair so he was sitting next to me. “Let’s eat.” He reached for the taco platter, snagged one, and bit into it. Red sauce dribbled down his masculine chin.


  “Good?” I asked.


  “Extremely,” he replied. He wiped his chin with his fingers. Then swiped his greasy digits on the napkin that was placed next to the plate he wasn’t using. “Here. You have got to take a bite of this.” He offered me his half eaten taco.


  “That,” I said, pointing to my ass, “will go directly to my butt.”


  Evan let out a serious laugh and touched my lips with the taco. “I love your ass.”


  “Okay,” I said, and I took a bite.


  “Good stuff, isn’t it?”


  “Ah huh…” I mumbled, still chewing.


  Evan’s gaze shot to my breasts, that were, by the way, unrestrained behind the material of my shirt.


  My nipples were pebbled and more than likely showing through the flimsy material.


  “Nice,” he said. He leaned down and mouthed a perking tip, paying no mind to my clothing.


  “Um…”


  “What?” Evan asked before he sat up and took the last bite of his taco.


  “That was just a bit unexpected.”


  “I couldn’t help myself. They’re begging for some attention,” he mused.


  We ate, talked, and laughed over our dinner. Evan told me a story about him and his brother who lived in Vancouver.


  “You love your brother,” I commented.


  Evan looked at me and smiled. “Sure, I love him.”


  “It’s nice to see how much you care for him. I’m an only child so I don’t know what it is like to have a brother or a sister.”


  “Well don’t get me wrong. He can be a giant pain in my ass too,” Evan quipped.


  I smiled.


  “Did you grow up here in Phoenix?” he asked.


  “Yes, but when I was eighteen I moved to California and started college at Berkeley.”


  “And you moved back after you graduated?”


  “Yeah. I got a job as an intern at S.Y.N.D. International. I worked my way up, and now I’m the director of logistics. What about you? Do you like flying? ”


  “I do,” he said. “My father was a pilot. His father was a pilot. I guess it only made sense to keep the tradition going.”


  “So do you come to Phoenix often?”


  “Weekly.”


  “Ah…” I mumbled.


  “I’m thinking I should be here more.”


  “That would be great,” I said, not wanting to sound too desperate to spend time with him again.


  “Let’s watch a movie,” Evan suggested. I wasn’t sure if he was changing the subject, avoiding the topic of our bizarre relationship and the reality of it ending or if he really wanted to watch a movie. Whatever the case, he gulped down a Coke, took me by the hand, and together we walked to the couch. “What do you want to watch?” He turned on the TV and displayed the pay-per-view guide. “We’ve got romance, action, and porn.” He laughed.


  “You pick,” I said.


  He plopped down beside of me, remote in hand. “Okay,” he said. He kicked his bare feet out in front of him, stretched, and then sunk down in into the couch.


  I’d crossed my legs.


  Evan wasn’t having that. He tucked the remote in-between the arm of the couch and the cushion. He then tugged my legs onto his lap and started rubbing my feet. The opening credits to the movie started.


  “Geez,” I moaned when he pressed the heel of his hand into the arch of my foot. “I don’t know if I can concentrate on the movie if you keep that up.”


  “Neither do I,” he admitted in a low voice. His free hand crept up and found the zipper to my shorts.


   


  



  


  
Chapter Six


  I didn’t want this day to come. Even so, there was no way to avoid it. As in all things, this too must come to an end. It was with the knowledge that my time alone with Evan was almost up that I stood listening to the hum of the hairdryer. I’d be heading back into the real world. It was Saturday, and Evan had an afternoon flight out of Phoenix. His destination, WashingtonDC.


  I tested my hair by raking my fingers though the long strands. Felt dry. I turned the dryer off and placed it into the wall mount. The subject of Saturday being our last day together had been one topic Evan and I avoided. The only thing I knew for sure the day would bring was the end to a great time. I put on my best attempt to look like a contented, even happy woman. I wrapped a fluffy towel around me and exited the bathroom.


  Evan was seated on the edge of the bed, wearing nothing but his eye crinkling smile. He held out his hand, wanting me to take it.


  I reached and took what he offered.


  He stepped me one, two, three steps forward. Placing his head to my stomach, he draped his strong arms around me.


  I placed my cheek to the top of his head. We stayed in this embrace for a long moment. The world as I knew it, dissolved. There was nothing but Evan Trent and Sloan Parker.


  Evan yanked the towel from my body.


  I combed my fingers through his hair, feeling the soft silk texture weave through my greedy digits. I never wanted this sensation to end.


  “Sloan, you are so beautiful.” His mouth secured a place between my breasts. “Look,” he said, repositioning me to see our reflection in the mirrored wall that made up the doors to the closets. His hands swept over my breasts and my pink nipples tightened. “See.”


  “Evan—”


  He stopped my ability to continue when he sucked and flicked his tongue over the bud, making me chill. He blew his warm breath over the moist tip. More goose bumps splattered across my skin. He stopped. Then he turned my body around until my back faced him. His hands smoothed up my thighs. “Look. I want you to watch, see what I see.”


  He swiped his palms in gentle motions against my thighs, over my hips, up my sides, along my ribs, and palmed my breasts. “Beautiful,” he whispered. “Look at yourself.”


  I looked, really looked, as Evan touched me. I witnessed the reaction of my skin, the tingle he made across the canvas of my body. I paid attention to the expression upon my face, the bend of my mouth, and the color within my eyes.


  Evan’s fingers brushed over the curve of my belly. With his touch, I seemed to vibrate. “I want to make love to you, and I want you to watch yourself, Sloan.” He stood behind me. His hand touched the desire for him, hidden between my legs. He claimed his prize.


  Retreating, he grabbed a straight-back chair, and placed it in front of the mirror. “Sit down and watch,” he said.


  I took a seat.


  He knelt at my feet. “Spread your legs for me, goddess.”


  I did.


  The tips of his long fingers parted me intimately, allowing me to see the entire truth of myself. “God. Look at yourself.” He breathed, looking at me as though I was phenomenal.


  And I understood that, in Evan’s eyes, I was wondrous. I was beautiful. Flawless. Perfect. Through his eyes, Slone Parker, none too skinny, had become his goddess in the flesh. I was love, lust, and yearning. Everything that made me a woman captured Evan, and he wanted to be held prisoner by me. I gazed at the look of desire upon his face and felt a surge of heat, love, and ache race over me. It burned like a forest fire, setting me ablaze.


  Evan’s finger circled my clit.


  My body reacted to his touch. My hands grabbed the edges of the chair.


  Evan smiled and moved forward, placing his mouth to me.


  I saw his tongue as it swayed against me. The sensation made it hard to keep my focus. I wanted to close my eyes and let him take me, yet I needed to watch.


  “Do you see?” he murmured against me, and the vibration of his voice tickled my throbbing core.


  Ripples of pleasure washed over me. “Yes.”


  Evan made low murmurs as he took me completely with his mouth and tongue. It was only a matter of seconds before he made me come. He sucked and flicked my clit.


  My pulse increased, my breasts bobbed with the heaving respirations of my chests, and I moaned, pressing my hips forward into his mouth. Heat spread over the surface of my flesh.


  A crimson blush came over my chest, neck, and cheeks. I clinched, boring my fingers into the chair as I felt myself fly, shooting upward with the force of my climax. My eyes danced, seeing sparks of color then dimmed when my pupil’s regained focus.


  Evan kissed my inner thighs and turned to look at me in the mirror. His mouth and chin were glistening from my arousal. He stood up, helped me up, and kissed me. “Can you taste how sweet you are?”


  “Yes,” I answered in an almost breathless pant.


  Evan sat down on the chair. He held his erection in his hand and stroked it once. “Lower your pussy on me, only do it facing the mirror.”


  I eased myself down upon him, Evan sitting behind me, his erect penis concealed deep inside my body. I moaned.


  He groaned. Evan’s hands came around my hip.


  I moved up and down his length, watching him pump and seeing what it looked like for my body to take him.


  He rubbed me with the slightest pressure.


  We moved together. The intensity of what we were doing took over. I was rocked with another orgasm. It flickered across my stomach, stuttered down my spine, and shot out from me. My mouth formed into a silent moan before I heard the sounds emanating from me. “Evan,” I said. “Evan, I’m coming again.” Another shock wave overtook the last one, and I wanted to leap from my skin.


  I observed the shaking of my legs, felt the quiver cross over all of me. I came down and tightened around him. I felt him. My body tensing, I swayed against him.


  “Sloan,” Evan said, pulled out, and released. His hard cock jerked. Warm seed spilled out of the broad head and spurted up my woman’s mound. His lips pressed against my right shoulder. His breathing was harsh. “I love you,” he said. “It might be crazy and seem sudden, but I do. I love you.”


   


  



  


  
Epilogue


  I glanced up at the clock on the wall and excused myself from the gathering in the employees lounge. I had better things to do than talk about S.Y.N.D International’s league sponsored soccer scores. Besides, passing around the huge trophy and patting each other on the back for something a whole team of other people accomplished, like it was our own personal accomplishment, wasn’t something I wanted to do. Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad the company sponsors teams, but I don’t need to rub the trophy that will end up behind glass in our corporate offices.


  When I walked through the door of my office, Chloe, my secretary, was leaning over the front of her desk, stretched out and balanced on one sandaled foot with the phone to her ear. In front of her was a stack of mail, and her desktop computer had either given birth to cords, cables and an endless array of computer disks, or Gary our IT guy had been in.


  Before I could take two steps, she held her hand up for me to stop. She’d obviously heard the door snicker shut behind me. “Yes sir. If you will give me one moment,” she said into the phone before she hit the hold button. She turned around to face me. “Good. I’m glad it’s you,” she said in an exasperated tone. She puffed out her cheeks and blew a piece of her toffee-colored bangs up from her forehead.


  “Rough afternoon?”


  “Yeah,” she said. “Dan Grayville stopped by. He said he will call you this afternoon. I think he wants to talk about the convention again, but he didn’t really say. And your mom called. She didn’t want to leave a message. She said she will call you tonight.”


  “Hum…” I mumbled.


  The phone bleeped. A reminder someone was on hold. “Oh! It’s your husband on hold. He’s called twice.”


  “Thanks, Chloe. I forgot to take my cell phone when I left for lunch. I’ll take it in my office.”


  “Real quick, before you go… Gary was here working on our server. He took my tower with him. He said your laptop was fine. I also ran to make the bank deposit and picked up the mail. I haven’t had time to sort through the mail yet. And it will probably come as no surprise, but maintenance hasn’t come to fix the issue with the sink in the executive restroom.”


  “Okay,” I said. “I’ll call maintenance and remind them just how much we pay in maintenance dues for this building.”


  Chloe nodded.


  I made my way to my office, closed the door, took a seat at my desk, took in a deep breath, pulled the clip from my hair, and then picked up the phone. “I’m guessing,” I said. “You’re going to be running late?”


  “Baby, I’m sorry.”


  “It’s okay. I’ll cancel our dinner plans.”


  “I’ll make it up to you.”


  “Don’t worry about it.”


  “Sloan, I know it’s our six month anniversary, and I hate that I’m going to miss it.”


  I’m sure I pouted. “I understand. Just get home as soon as you can.”


  “I will. I love you.”


  “I love you, too.” I disconnected the call and stared out the window of my office at the clear blue sky then dug into some spreadsheets. There’s something about data figures that swallows you whole. Before I knew it, evening had arrived. I turned off my computer, grabbed my purse, and headed to the elevator. I pressed the button on the wall, waiting.


  The bell dinged, and the elevator doors opened.


  I stepped in, hit the button on the panel for the parking garage, and stood staring at the numbers in front of me digitally count down the floors.


  My cell phone pinged. I pressed the icon for my text messages.


  Do you like red wine or white? Flyboy23.


  I smiled and typed my reply.


  Red wine, of course. Your goddess.


  The elevator came to a stop. I stepped out, trying to adjust the strap on my purse, my cell phone in hand as I waited for the next text. The light overhead flickered. I glanced up then returned my focus to my phone before rounding the concrete buttress.


  Standing on the other side was Evan, as sexy as ever in his crisp, black US Airways uniform. He had his cell phone in one hand and bottle of red wine and red roses in the other.


  “You made it!” I exclaimed. My high heels clacked on the concrete as I ran toward him.


  “Did you really think I’d let my wife, and my goddess, spend our anniversary alone?”


  I hugged his neck. “Well, I—” My lips were stopped by his.


  “You need to clear your schedule,” he said, his warm breath teasing my lips.


  “Oh?”


  “You told me once you wanted to go to Greece.”


  “Greece!” I squealed. “Are you serious?”


  “I’m serious.”


  I kissed his lips off while standing in the parking garage of S.Y.N.D. International. And to think, my happily ever after happened by accident. Or was it? Perhaps the woman who never believed in fate was coming around. And it was all due to my husband, my Evan, my Flyboy23.
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