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Sensations Book 1






Katie McGuire rushed into the airport. Damn,
she hated being late, but an unexpected parent-teacher conference
had gone longer than she’d planned and, in her rush to leave, she’d
forgotten Rafaele Pacini’s flight info. Oh well, she knew the
airline and time. Stopping at one of the overhead monitors, she
scanned the flights. There, she thought to herself. New York to San
Jose. Arrived fifteen minutes ago. Shoot! She walked with a hustle
toward baggage claim

Reaching the area, she scanned the circling
luggage carousel and the milling crowds of people. She fought her
way past strollers and luggage carts and people rushing to get out
through the exit doors at the far end. Where was he? Her gaze swept
over a tired-looking couple with three kids and a group of laughing
women. Eventually her eyes landed on a crowd of men and boys who
surrounded a man handing out autographs.

Her belly tightened. There he was. Rafe
Pacini, retired baseball pitcher and self-made billionaire. She
took a moment to drink in the sight of him: Black as night hair
curled over his collar. A black shirt showed off his wide shoulders
and a black belt revealed his narrow hips. Though she couldn’t see
his butt, she, along with the rest of the female population,
appreciated what she termed as his bubble-butt. From past
experience, she knew how firmly muscled he was. Or had been. She
hadn’t been privy to his butt or any other part of him for over ten
years.

As though he sensed her presence, he glanced
up. Their gazes locked. Holy cow, the man was better looking than
the pictures of him hanging in the halls of her school and those
were a far cry from the boy she’d known in high school and college.
Even from this distance, his dark as sin eyes packed a punch. A
girl could fall into those eyes. And keep falling and falling.

His eyes, hair, and the dark tanned skin
spoke of his Italian heritage. His lips curved into his famously
killer grin. Kate sucked in a sharp breath and unconsciously put a
hand to her belly, feeling as though he’d sucker punched her. That
smile of his had been devastating when they’d been in school. Now
it was lethal.

The old, familiar longings rose. This was
such a bad idea. Why had she let her principal talk her into being
in charge of the school’s rags-to-riches success story? Just
because they’d once been sweethearts didn’t mean she wanted
anything to do with him now! That’s what she got for taking a
teaching position at their old school. Her mouth went dry when he
disengaged himself from his fans, picked up his luggage and headed
her way.

“Well, what a pleasant surprise,” he said,
his voice deep and throaty. He pulled Katie into his arms and then
kissed her fully on the mouth.

Katie melted. Shit! He could still reduce her
to a quivering mass! His scent surrounded her. He was all warm,
spicy and male. She pulled back and smacked him on his chest: His
very hard, very broad chest. “Behave yourself, Rafaele. Let’s go.
I’ve got papers to grade tonight,” she said, which was a pathetic
way to spend a Friday night. Her lips twitched. Three weeks ago,
she’d have spent Friday night watching old movies with Bob, her
ex-fiancé, a math teacher at the school, but they weren’t on
speaking terms at the moment. She shoved thoughts of her disastrous
personal life aside.

A young boy ran up to them: “Can I have your
autograph Mr. Pacini?” His wide eyes sparkled with no small amount
of hero worship.

Katie managed not to roll her eyes.
Truthfully, she was as proud as anyone was in her school. No one
deserved success more than Rafe. He’d worked damn hard for it and
if he’d chosen baseball over her all those years ago, well, it was
water under the bridge.

Rafe pulled a black, permanent marker out of
his pocket. “What would you like me to sign?”

The boy, who looked to be around ten, stuck
out his chest. “Can you sign my shirt?”

Grinning, Rafe scrawled his signature and the
number 32 on the kid’s blue tee shirt after receiving permission
from the boy’s mother. After that, there was another flurry of
autograph requests. Katie waited patiently, listening to him talk
to each person as though they mattered. He didn’t rush them or
shove them aside. Her good humor lasted until a blonde woman
approached: “Will you sign my shirt too, Mr. Pacini.”

The bottled-blonde stuck out her more than
ample chest. Her tank top was cut so low that Katie swore if she
leaned over, her boobs would fall right out of her skimpy attire.
If that weren’t bad enough, should Rafe sign her tank, his hand
would have to cover her breast. Okay, this is creepy, she thought,
listening to the woman gush. She had no doubt that if Rafe crooked
his finger, the woman would do anything he asked.

Rafe gave the woman an easy smile. “I’m
sorry, miss. My fiancé might object.” He reached into his bag and
pulled out a publicity photo, signed it and handed it to her. Then
he pulled Katie close and smiled down at her.

Humor lurked in his dark eyes. “Shall we go,
sweetheart?”

“Oh yes,” said Katie, smiling sweetly at his
groupie. “So nice to meet you, Angie.” She led the way out of the
terminal and then shrugged out of his arms.

“Fiancé? Really Rafe?” She shook her head and
quickened her pace, anxious to get on the road and back home.

He shrugged, but didn’t look repentant.
“Well, you used to be my fiancé.”

“Ten years ago!” A lifetime yet sometimes, in
her dreams, it was only yesterday.

Reaching her car, she popped the trunk. Rafe
set his bag inside and lifted a brow. “Didn’t you have this car
last time I saw you?”

Katie wrinkled her nose. “It’s a Honda. It’s
still going strong.” Besides, she couldn’t afford car payments for
a new car. “Speaking of cars, why aren’t you renting one? You’re
going to be here nearly a week.”

Rafe grinned. “I have a car waiting for me at
the hotel.”

She narrowed her eyes and then punched one
finger into his chest. “You asked Jim to have me pick you up,
didn’t you?” It now made perfect sense. She’d thought it odd that
he needed someone to take him to his hotel, but Jim had said being
met by one of his staff was more personal. He’d also reminded her
that Rafe hadn’t lived in Silicon Valley for a long time and so
much had changed.

“Guilty. Besides, the place I rented my car
from isn’t anywhere close to here. I’d have had to take a hotel
shuttle to the hotel. His gaze roamed over her. He swept a strand
of hair out of her face. “I wanted to see you again, Katie.”

His fingers were warm and gentle. They
lingered until she shifted away. “You’d see me at the teacher’s
luncheon you were invited to.” Aside from speaking to the
graduating class, he’d agreed to talk at an assembly for the entire
student body, followed by lunch with the teachers on Tuesday.

He inched forward, backing her against the
car. The backs of his fingers grazed her cheek. “But not alone,
Kat. Have you missed me?”

“Not a bit,” she said. “Too busy.” She lifted
her hands to keep some space between them.

He lowered his head. “Cruel,” he whispered.
Then his lips closed over hers.

Katie’s palms flattened on his chest. She
meant to shove him away. Instead, her fingers curled into his
black, silk shirt. She opened her mouth to tell him to stop, but
groaned when his tongue slipped inside and swept aside her
objections. His hand went around her waist, his fingers splayed
across her lower back as he pulled her close. His other hand slid
into her hair and tipped her head back a little.

She groaned. He had full, sensual lips and he
knew how to use them. Rafe’s kisses were weapons. When the tip of
his tongue parted her lips, her mouth opened. He swept in. As
though a fire had been ignited deep inside her, she sighed and
leaned into him, letting him deepen the kiss even more. He took
charge: She was just along for the ride as he licked, nipped and
tangled his tongue with hers.

Her heart pounded and, between her legs, heat
smoldered. How could he turn her on with just one kiss? Three years
of going with Bob hadn’t aroused her to this degree, nor so
quickly. Of course, she was lucky if she got aroused at all with
Bob, which was one reason she’d called off things between them.
That and his scary bitch of a mother.

Rafe, on the other hand, had always known how
to make her body sing and beg. She’d never had a man who knew her
body so well. She used to tease him that he must have had an
Italian gigolo somewhere in his ancestry. The man was lethal. Even
back in college, she’d had to deal with other women vying for his
attention. The woman at the airport proved that some things hadn’t
changed. It reminded her why she’d broken up with him in the first
place. She mustered the strength and pulled away.

Breathing hard, she glared at Rafe. “That was
pretty rotten.”

His hand cupped her cheek. “Liar,” he said.
“It was heavenly.”






Rafe studied Katie as she paid for parking.
He smiled as he remembered how much he’d enjoyed teasing and
tormenting her just to watch color redden her face. Of course, with
her red hair, riling her temper achieved the same thing. Her skin
was pale with a light smattering of freckles, though her cheeks
bloomed like twin roses. From his kiss or her temper? After a
moment, he decided both.

“Why’d you come back, Rafe?” She hit the gas
as she merged onto the freeway.

He lifted a brow. “Jim asked me to come speak
to the graduating hopefuls.” Only to himself did he admit that she
was the main reason. Jim’s invitation had made him remember his own
time at the school and that made him think of Katie. And once she’d
gotten into his mind, he couldn’t get her out.

She sent him a quick glare, her brilliant,
green eyes sparkling. “Don’t give me that. I know for a fact that
you’ve been asked before to come speak to the students and you’ve
always been too busy.”

“True. It just worked out this time.”
Especially when he’d learned that Katie was one of Jim’s teachers
and recently available.

He reached out and toyed with a strand of
red-gold hair. “I’ve missed you, Katie. How are you?”

The look she sent him could fry an egg.
“Annoyed,” she said.

“Yeah, I can see that. Annoying you was my
favorite pastime, as much fun as playing baseball.” He chuckled.
“Still is, apparently.”

Katie sighed and shook her head. She glanced
at him briefly. “Do you miss it? Baseball?”

Rafe allowed her to change the subject.
“Sometimes.” A lot, he silently admitted, unconsciously rubbing his
shoulder. Injury had taken him out of the game. Oh, he supposed he
might have been able to go back, but not for long and not without
doing more damage that could end up permanent. “I always knew the
day would come when I wouldn’t be able to play. I planned for it. I
like what I’m doing now, nearly as much.”

“What do you do?” She gave him a brief look
as she checked traffic on his side and then took an exit off the
freeway.

“Advise people about what to do with their
money, manage their stock accounts. Or rather, my company does and
I manage the company. I have a few accounts I’m in charge of, but
mostly I’m so busy overseeing everything else. I’m considering
opening another branch here somewhere.” He watched her closely.

No reaction. No response. Because his primary
purpose in returning to his hometown was to get Katie back, he
decided to put his cards on the table. All of them. He was going to
be up front and honest. “I’m coming home, Katie. I came for
you.






Rafe’s announcement shook Katie deeply. There
was a time when she’d yearned to hear those words, but that time
had come and gone. Grateful for the traffic, she let her heart
settle and her mind calm before shaking her head. “Rafe, we’re not
kids anymore. We’re not the same people. We’ve changed. You went
one way, I went another. We can’t go back.”

Once again, he stretched out his long arm and
played with her hair. She suspected that he didn’t even realize he
was doing so. He’d always loved to touch her. Just little gestures
like this that made her feel special.

“Then we go forward. I want to get to know
you, Katie, as the woman you are now. You’re not married and you’re
not engaged anymore.”

How the hell did he know that? Jim, she
realized, biting back her groan of frustration. The man was a born
matchmaker and he’d once been a coach at the school. No doubt, Rafe
was his pride and joy. “That doesn’t mean I want to get involved
with you. Or anyone else for that matter. I have my own life and am
quite content.”

“But not happy,” Rafe said, his voice
shrewd.

Katie ignored his comment and pulled into the
hotel parking lot. She breathed a sigh of relief. Duty done. Drop
him off then head home. To her cats. To peace. The less time she
spent with him, the better for her. His kiss had shaken and shocked
her, but her physical response had shaken her even more. Rafe was
still charming and, if she wasn’t careful, he’d charm her right
back into his bed.

He turned in his seat when she pulled up to
the entrance where bell hops and valet personal waited. He fingered
her hair again. “Have dinner with me, Katie.”

She opened her mouth to tell him no, but he
closed his mouth over hers in a whisper-soft touch. “Please,” he
continued. “We’ll eat at the restaurant here, then you can run and
hide. I hate eating alone.”

Run and hide? She never ran and she had
nothing to hide from! The jerk. The laughing challenge in his gaze
when he pulled away made her eyes narrow. “Someday, Rafe, you’re
going to push me too far.” But, staring into those dark,
liquid-smoke eyes, her resolve slipped. What harm could one meal
do?

“I’m not dressed for a fancy, exclusive
restaurant.” Although she was at least dressed in a simple,
sleeveless dress and flats.

“You’re with me,” Rafe said simply.

His comment reminded her that this wasn’t
Rafe, the up and coming baseball star, but a famous ball player and
financial whiz. She had no doubt she could be dressed in rags and
no one would say a word. Dinner sounded good, though what this
place charged for one meal would equal her food budget for nearly a
week. For him, it was peanuts. That just underscored the fact that
they were worlds apart.

“Fine,” she said. “Dinner.”

She got out of the car, handed her keys to
the valet and followed Rafe into the hotel. At his insistence, she
rode with him in the elevator to his room so he could change. “I
should wait in the lobby,” she said, watching the floors go by.

Once again, Rafe touched her, this time
resting an arm along the back of her shoulders.

“No way,” he said. “You’ll change your mind
and run, kitten.” He swept her out of the elevator and down a long
corridor.

Hearing his nickname for her made her sigh.
Her feet sank into the thick carpet and she admired the artwork on
the walls. When he stopped at the last room, she muttered, “This is
not a good idea.”

Hearing her, Rafe set his bag down and slid a
finger down her nose. “I can’t think of a better place I’d like
you, Katie.”

“Rafe!”

Before she could chicken out or work up a
good temper, he had the door open. He all but shoved her inside and
then followed, his bag in one hand, his laptop case slung over his
shoulder. The door closed behind her. Katie held her head high as
she walked down the foyer, which opened into a huge, wide room. She
lifted a brow. “A suite?” she said to no one. Her gaze took in the
open sitting area that had a couch, several comfortable-looking
chairs and tables.

Shit, the hotel had better furniture than her
home! She turned her head, spotted the kitchenette and a full size
dining table with enough chairs to seat six. “Wow, you travel in
style, Rafe.” His suite, at least what she could see of it, looked
as big as her apartment. A set of double doors stood open.

She wandered near and saw the huge king-sized
bed, dresser, armoire and even a sitting area in the corner by the
windows. A hall revealed not one closet but two, each with mirrored
surfaces. She assumed that the dressing area and bathroom curved to
the left.

“Tempting, isn’t it?” he said, his voice
making her jump.

“Um, no. Not at all.” She turned to go, but
he stopped her, his finger tipping her chin up.

“I made a mistake letting you go, Katie. I
won’t make the same mistake twice.” He set his laptop case down.
“I’ll be right out.” He wagged his brows. “Unless you’d like to
join me?”

Katie rolled her eyes at the teasing humor in
his eyes. “Forget it, go on, and hurry up. I’m starved.”

“Yeah, me too.” He closed the distance
between them, tipped her chin up, brushed his mouth against hers
and then strolled into the bedroom whistling.

Katie wandered through the suite. She caught
sight of herself in a large mirror. “What the hell are you doing
here?” she asked her reflection. She touched her lips. “Playing
with fire,” she muttered. She should just leave.

Rafaele Pacini had always been her biggest
weakness. In high school, she’d been star struck and desperately in
love. In college, some of the shine and glitter wore off when she
realized baseball and making the major leagues meant more to him
than being with her. He’d been a rising star and she’d been the
woman back holding him back.

Letting him go had been the hardest thing
she’d ever done. Now, keeping him at arm’s length might be the
second hardest thing she’d ever have to do.

I’ve missed you, Katie.

God, she’d missed him too. Seeing him again
reminded her just how much.

How are you?

“I’m fine. Right? So what if I called off my
engagement? So what if I live alone with three cats? So what if
become an old, crazy cat lady?” she muttered. Better that than
being second on the priority list, also better than being bored to
death by a geeky math teacher.

But Rafe would never bore you, not like
Bob.

Yeah, that was true. No one could accuse Rafe
of being boring. One kiss proved she was still attracted to him,
but five minutes in the airport had also proved that he’d always be
in the spotlight and she’d always be waiting in the curtains for
him to remember she was there.

I’m coming home, Katie. I came for you.

“And what the hell did that mean?” She glared
at her reflection, thinking. “Don’t want to know. Nope.” She turned
to find her purse. Call her a coward, but she was leaving.

She stopped short when she saw Rafe watching
her. He smiled, that sexier than anything smile that made her legs
go weak. He strode toward her with the grace of a panther. She
backed up and only stopped when the small table beneath the mirror
halted her retreat.

“Um, I think I should just go, Rafe.”

“Nope.” He trailed a finger down her nose.
“You still argue with yourself. I’d forgotten you used to do that.
I have a feeling if I’d taken a minute longer, you’d be gone.”

Katie sighed. “I’m tired. Not in the mood for
a fancy dinner.”

Rafe closed his hands over her shoulders and
rubbed. “How about pizza?”

She was about to tell him that she wasn’t
hungry, but her stomach growled, reminding her that she’d skipped
lunch to prepare for her meeting after school.

“Pizza it is,” he said. He called down to
have his car brought around. He bundled her out the door and down
the elevator before she could come up with another lame excuse or
the strength to just say no.

Outside, they didn’t wait long before a low,
sleek, silver car slid to the curb. Her jaw dropped. “You rented a
sports car?”

“Nope. I rented a Bentley Continental GT.” He
opened her door.

Sliding onto the leather seat, Katie was
impressed. Her poor Honda was like the provincial, redheaded
stepchild next to this purring machine.

“Ready?”

She narrowed her eyes at Rafe, not trusting
the twinkle in his eyes. “Dinner,” she said.

“Dinner and a short drive.”






Rafe opened the door to Giovanni’s Pizza. A
wall of noise blasted outward. Katie smiled. It’d been a long time
since she’d last come here and, as always, the level of noise made
talking difficult. Two boys ran out the open door followed by their
parents. Behind her and Rafe, a young couple, arm in arm, waited to
enter. Rafe pulled her close as more bodies pressed in from the
door.

“Rafaele Pacini!” yelled someone.

Katie startled at the loud, booming voice.
She grinned when she saw Papa G bearing down on them like a bear
intent on claiming a pot of honey. Rafe was grabbed and hugged, his
back slapped by the massive mountain of a man.

“Hello, Papa G,” he said and then said
something in Italian. The older man nodded, laughed then glanced
over at Katie

“Ah, I remember this young lady.” He pulled
Katie to him and treated her to a bear hug.

Katie laughed and fought for her balance when
the owner of the pizzeria let her go. Rafe steadied her with his
hands on her shoulders.

“Mama! Come see who has come to visit!”

A loud scream filled the air as a woman
nearly as wide as she was tall rushed over and knocked her husband
out of the way. Rafe was treated to a mother’s embrace and kisses.
Then she was shaking her finger at him and talking loud and fast in
Italian.

“Now, Mama—” he said. “Yes, Mama—”

Amused that Rafe couldn’t get a word in,
Katie chuckled and followed Rafe and Mama G to the counter to
order. Rafe spoke in Italian with Mama nodding. Then he turned to
her. “Done. Let’s find a table until it’s ready,” he told her. “I
ordered to go.”

Katie frowned. “We aren’t going to eat
here?”

He adjusted his sunglasses and hat. “No, I
want somewhere a bit quieter.” He led her to a small table for two.
Out of the corner of her eye, she saw two boys hovering
uncertainly.

“I think your fan club has arrived.” Her
voice held no bitterness or rancor. Rafe was a public figure and
she couldn’t get her nose out of joint every time someone wanted an
autograph. Unless it was another groupie hoping for more than an
autograph. She still couldn’t believe the woman at the airport.
Katie couldn’t imagine fawning over anyone to that degree, let
alone asking them to sign her shirt. Of course, Katie’s boobs were
much smaller. She wrinkled her nose. Rafe could probably sign her
shirt and not touch her inappropriately.

“Sorry Kat,” Rafe whispered. He reached over
and grabbed her hand.

She blinked. The boys were gone. “Oh, I don’t
mind.”

He lifted a brow. “You had a funny look on
your face.”

She rolled her eyes. “I was thinking about
that blond at the airport.”

Rafe opened her hand and rubbed her palm with
his thumb. “Please.” He shuddered. “Let’s not go there.”

His touch made her sigh and relax. She
grinned. “Get a lot of those?”

“More than I want or deserve,” he growled. He
jerked his head to the excited boys. “I love to see kids like that.
They look up to me and I hope that maybe what I’ve done gives them
hope and encouragement to do the best they can. To succeed. But
there are some pretty crazy people out there. And not just
women!”

He drew her hand to his lips, pressing them
to the inside of her wrist. His other arm slid across her
shoulders. “I’m glad you came out with me.”

Aware of eyes on them, Katie tried to pull
her hand away, but he held fast. “People are watching,” she said,
her voice low. “They’ll think something is going on.” God, staring
at his handsome face, seeing the heat in his bright, sparkling
eyes, made her wish that there was. Her gaze drifted down to his
full, sensual mouth. Something inside her shifted. She longed for
the feel of his arms and wanted nothing more than to tip her head
back and feel his mouth close over hers. But that was foolish.

“Something is going on. I’ve missed you,
Katie. Really missed you.”

Her heart swelled, like a dormant seed
stretching for the surface. “Rafe, no. We can’t do this. Past is
past. There’s no going back.”

Rafe fingered a strand of her hair, his
finger and thumb rubbing the silkiness. “I know. But we have today
and we have tomorrow. I want to enjoy today and see what tomorrow
brings.”

Over the noise of the restaurant, Katie heard
Papa G calling Rafe’s name. “Our pizza is ready.” She slid out out
of the booth on shaky legs. As much as she wanted tomorrow with
Rafe, and all the tomorrows to follow, she knew she’d only have
today. Their lives were just too different. They were
different.






Rafe poured wine in Katie’s glass and then
handed her a slice of pizza. “God, I’ve missed Mama G’s pies,” he
said. He sat beside Katie with a view of the valley spread out
before them. His shoulder rubbed hers and, though he knew she’d
have preferred to have him not so close, he decided to keep her
just a bit off balance.

“I’m sure New York had some great pizza
places.”

His sigh echoed hers as they each devoured
their pizza. “Yeah, but Mama’s is the best.” Especially with Katie
at his side sharing the meal, but he didn’t point that out.

“You’re only saying that because of all
this!” She spread her hands to indicate the tablecloth, a basket,
wine glasses and a bottle of wine.

Grinning, Rafe scooped up another slice and
took a bite. “What can I say? She likes me.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “She likes your
money.”

He nodded. “That too. But you gotta admit,
the atmosphere is better here than in the restaurant.” First, he’d
thought of finding a nice quiet park where they could eat, but he’d
decided to go up into the hills. He grinned. They’d parked up here
too many times to count. From their vantage, they were able to
watch the sun’s golden rays spread across Silicon Valley.

She sighed. “It’s a beautiful evening. Not
too hot, not too cold. It’s been a long time since I’ve been up
here. There’s so much traffic to get out of the city that it just
never seemed relaxing to drive from there to up here. I forgot how
nice the hills are. And so quiet!” She licked her fingers.

“Then I’m glad I thought of it.” He closed
the lid on the pizza box and watched as she sucked sauce and cheese
off her fingers.

Seeing a spot she missed, he reached over,
grabbed her wrist and brought her finger to his mouth. He licked
the bit of sauce from her skin, the tip of his tongue sliding
against her skin.

“Rafe!”

“You missed a spot.”

Katie pulled her finger away and shook it at
him. “Behave. You must be tired. I’ll get this all packed up.”

“Kat.” His voice was quiet as he leaned
close, slid one hand behind her head and brushed his lips gently
over hers.

“Rafe.” Her voice was a soft sigh. She placed
her palms on his chest.

 

“Shh, kiss me, Katie.” He nibbled on the
corner of her mouth.

“Not a good idea,” she whispered.

“Please, Katie.” He stared down into her
green eyes, soft with desire. One hand massaged the back of her
neck and threaded through her gleaming red hair. The other slid
down the side of her throat. He felt her pounding pulse and the
tremble that went through her. He licked her bottom lip and then
ran the tip of his tongue up and over her upper lip. Her eyes
closed, her dark tipped lashes sweeping across the pale skin
beneath her eyes. Her mouth parted on a deep sigh and he couldn’t
resist. He entered slowly, giving her time to refuse. Her hands on
his chest softened, sliding upward. Her soft sigh urged him to
deepen the kiss.






Katie had never been able to resist Rafe. His
kisses were potent. Like the sun burning off the fog, every
objection, every reason why this was a bad idea was gone in an
instant. Poof! Gone! His tongue coaxed hers into a gentle
dance.

Her heart pounded and need swept through her.
She clung to Rafe, her fingers digging into his shoulders. When he
pulled her across his lap, one arm behind her, the other holding
her face to his, she wrapped her arms around his neck and let her
fingers slid into his soft, silky hair.

God, he felt so good. She felt safe, secure
and special in his arms. His chest felt hard against hers. His
heart pounded, hers answered. When his lips parted, her tongue
soloed in his mouth: Touching, teasing, exploring and becoming
reacquainted with the taste, texture and feel of him. His lips
closed over her tongue and he sucked gently before pushing his way
back into her mouth, taking control once more.

The rhythm of his thrusts set off a pulsing
need that raced from her mouth to her swollen breasts, the tips
already hard little nubs. Desire continued its downward path,
pooling between her legs where she throbbed with need. She pressed
her thighs together as though trying to stop the sensations from
building, but instead, the squeezing of her clit set her on
fire.

“Rafe,” she moaned. She suckled his tongue.
How had she lived without this man? She felt as though the sun had
returned after many cloudy days. Everything seemed brighter, the
sounds sweeter and her body attune and alive.

“Katie,” he groaned back. His fingers swept
down from the side of her face, trailed along her jaw and left a
path of heat down her throat. He cupped one breast, his fingers
brushing over her sensitive nipple.

Every squeeze of those clever fingers had her
gasping and squirming in his lap. When she felt the hard bulge
beneath her, she broke off the kiss, her head falling back, giving
his lips, tongue and mouth access to her throat. He suckled,
licked, and nipped his way down to the hollow of her throat.

Cool air against her overheated skin made her
realize he’d unbuttoned the top of her dress. His fingers dipped
beneath the lacy edges of her bra, skimming her flesh, stopping
just before touching her aching nipples.

“Rafe, we have to stop,” she panted. She
didn’t want to stop. Her hand rested on his, stroking the outside,
holding him to her. She wanted today. She had no illusions about
tomorrow.

Rafe lowered them to the blanket. “Why?” His
mouth returned to hers.

“I’m a teacher. I can’t do this out here.”
Hell, she shouldn’t be doing this anywhere, but her body wanted
this man and her mind had no intention of denying the body.

Sliding one leg between hers, Rafe kissed her
hard and then lifted his head. “No one will see us. Remember the
first time I brought you up here?”

Katie groaned. “It was our first time.” And
god, he’d been so gentle, so skilled even then. She’d told her
parents she was spending the night with a friend, which had been
true, just not what they’d believed. She and Rafe had spent most of
the night up here, learning how to love and please each other.

Now, years later, Rafe kissed her from her
throat down to the gentle swell of her breast, his tongue following
the curve of her bra over one breast to the other. Needing and
wanting so much more, Katie unsnapped the front of her bra,
inviting Rafe to seek his pleasure. As soon as his mouth closed
over one peak, she cried out, her hips jerking and coming off the
ground.

Moving over her, Rafe pinned her hips with
his, threaded his fingers with hers, never stopping his torture to
her breasts. When he rocked his hips, sliding his hard erection
against her throbbing clit, Katie cried out. She wanted to touch
him, reach between them and free his shaft, but her hands were held
firmly. His teeth scraped over one nipple and then suckled the
other. “You are so beautiful, Kat. I can’t believe how good you
feel, how good you look.” He nipped her lightly.

“Rafe!” The pain ignited a flame of need in
her clit. She arched her hips into his, sliding against him,
feeling him pressing down onto her. She was wet and throbbing and
needed him so badly that it hurt. This, she realized, was exactly
why she’d broken things off with Bob. He never brought her even
close to feeling this sort of desperate need.

“Let it happen, Katie.” His deep voice was
warm and smooth, like melted chocolate.

She shivered and shook her head even as she
whimpered. The sound rose from her throat and came out a desperate
cry. “I want you inside me.”

“We have time. I loved to watch you come. Do
you remember?” He nuzzled the side of her neck and then stared down
into her eyes.

Katie stared into the liquid heat of his
gaze. God, she’d forgotten. Sometimes he made her come two or even
three times before he gave in and found his own release. Just
thinking about what he planned was almost enough to get her off.
When he stroked his hidden cock over her throbbing mound, she
arched her back, let her legs widen, dropping him fully onto
her.

His hips circled, rubbed and stroked. Her
hips pressed into him, begging, needing. His mouth returned to her
breasts, his lips pulling on her nipples, his tongue teasing and
flicking the hard, sensitive tips.

Lost in a sea of sensation, Katie’s breathing
grew shallow. She panted and moaned. His hips moved faster, pressed
harder.

“Come for me, Kitten. Let me feel and hear
you come.” He lifted his head, pulled her hands over her head as he
planted his elbows on either side of her head. His gaze held
hers.

Katie gave herself over to him. She pressed
against him, over and over, harder and faster. She circled her
hips, bucked, driving herself higher and closer to that coveted
orgasm.

“That’s it, Katie. I can feel it in you.
You’re so close. So hot.” His hips moved harder and faster,
circling, stroking. His breathing grew shallow and his groans
mingled with hers. He captured her mouth with his and kissed her
hard.

“Rafe!” She throbbed and hurt. Then, with one
last jerk of her hips, she pressed her mound into the cradle of his
hips and flew into a sparkling white mist that showered her with
diamond-bright stars

Rafe replaced his hips with the heel of his
hand. He drew her orgasm out, not stopping until the last spasm
left her body.

She floated back into his arms and sighed,
her body trembling. “Oh my. Rafe!” She clung to him, tears clinging
to her lashes. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had an
orgasm that big, that wonderful.

“Beautiful, Kitten. You are so damn beautiful
and sexy. I love it when you come.” His breath brushed over her
mouth, his lips gentle and tender as he kissed her.

Before she could totally relax, his hand slid
beneath her skirt, skimmed her inner thighs, and then pressed
against her mound.

“So wet.” He drew one finger down the silky
patch of fabric covering the entrance to her pussy and rubbed. He
withdrew his hand, held his finger to his nose and inhaled.

When he held his finger close to her nose,
she smelled herself. “Your turn, Rafe,” she moaned. She needed so
much more. She needed him inside her, stroking her back to her
peak. She wanted to fly with him, not alone.

His fingers stroked and then dipped beneath
her panties, dipping inside her. “Not yet,” he said. He rose to his
knees, pulled her skirt up and then quickly removed her panties.
Katie watched him, her hands still over her head. When he pushed
her knees apart, she drew her legs up and then let herself open
like the wings of a butterfly seeking the warmth of the sun.

She knew what he was going to do next. It
didn’t matter that it had been ten years. She knew and whimpered in
anticipation. His head lowered and the moment the tip of his tongue
found her clit, she cried out, her hands going to his head, her
fingers tangling in his hair as she held him to her.

Rafe inhaled her heavenly, musky scent. He
fought the urge to bury his cock in her and drive them both to
their peak. He wanted this woman so bad, he ached. But he kept
himself controlled. His pleasure came from hers. No other woman
over the years brought out the need to put their needs over his.
Oh, none of them had any complaints. He’d given many woman
pleasure, and himself, of course, but no one made him feel so
protective, so aware as this woman.

Yes, he could fuck her right now and she’d be
happy, as would he, but by denying himself the quick and easy way
to satisfaction, he intensified what they had together. Sliding his
tongue down through her wet, hot slit, he licked the juices leaking
from her pussy. Her hips bucked and he buried his tongue inside
her, stroking in and out. Her cries were the sweetest sounds he’d
ever heard. His cock throbbed painfully.

Lifting his head, he pulled her open,
revealing her swollen clit hidden beneath all that wet, pink flesh.
He licked her from her pussy up through her slit to the base of her
clit. The tip of his tongue swirled around her clit in slow circles
and then back down to dip into her hot sweetness. Over and over, he
teased her until he thought his seed would burst from him like a
teen with no control.

“Rafe! Please,” she cried out.

Her need brought his mouth down onto her
clit. He pulled that tiny nub into his mouth and suckled hard, his
lips squeezing, his tongue stroking. Her hips came off the ground.
He gripped her hips and, when he felt her trembling, he pushed one
finger inside her. Her moans turned to screams of pleasure as he
stroked her, in and out, and then added a second finger.

The walls of her pussy gripped him, held him,
and in his mouth, her clit swelled, the tiny head stretching,
seeking his tongue.

“I’m going to come, Rafe!” She panted and her
whimpers were the sweetest music he’d ever heard. She played his
heart as though it was a harp, wringing emotion and need from
him.

“Yes, Kitten. Come for me. Come again.” And
she did. Her juices flowed like hot lava over his fingers. He
pulled out and licked every drop from her. His finger replaced his
lips as he stroked, coaxing every last spasm from her.

“God, Rafe, you’re going to kill me here,”
she panted, her fingers twisting in his hair, trying to pull him
back to her.

“I want more, Katie.” He rose, unsnapped his
pants and lowered his zipper. He shoved his trousers and shorts
down to his knees. His cock, free at last, throbbed at attention.
Rafe slid a condom over himself and then tormented himself by
allowing only the sheathed tip to touch her heat. Holding himself,
he stroked her from pussy to clit.

“One more, Katie. I want to watch you.”

Katie feasted her eyes on his huge cock. He’d
fill her completely, more than fill her. Her body melted at the
thought of his cock piercing her, joining them and then plunging in
and out. She knew what he wanted. Her fingers slid into her swollen
flesh, parting her lips. She touched her super sensitive clit and
pressed the pad of her finger down and circled. “Like this?”

His eyes smoldered, his gaze on her as she
touched herself. Rafe had always liked to watch her come, said it
turned him on to see her lose herself so totally with him watching.
It used to embarrass her to have him watch, but knowing what she
did to him also turned her on.

Today was no different. If anything, her
desire to please him was stronger, matching her desperate need for
him to make love to her. She arched her hips up, felt her clit
rising. Rafe stroked the head of his cock up her slit. Her finger
brushed his velvety soft head. Her moan joined his.

Her finger moved faster, her hips jerking
higher when he stuck his cock inside the entrance to her pussy. “I
want you inside me,” she groaned.

“You’ll have me, Kitten. All of me. Come
again. Come and I’ll drive my cock inside and fill you.” He teased
her by entering partway and then withdrawing.

She increased her speed and pressure. She
wanted Rafe, wanted him to send her flying and she wouldn’t get him
until she came again. He stroked the head of his cock up her slit
then down to her pussy. Up and down as she circled around and
around. Her breathing loud, his harsh. Feeling her core tightening
and her clit swelling, she gasped.

Rafe pushed his cock into her. “Hurry,
Kitten, hurry!” Rafe shoved himself all the way into her throbbing
and swollen pussy, filling her completely.

The sound of his desperate need pushed her
over. She arched and yelled his name. “God, Rafe!” He felt so damn
good as her body convulsed around his thick, hard shaft, holding
him inside.

Once again, he threaded his fingers with hers
and held her hands as he pumped his hips, driving himself hard and
fast, keeping her at the peak.

Katie couldn’t believe that she could come so
hard, so many times. He stroked in and out, his pelvis keeping
pressure on her clit. Her pussy continued to convulse and spasm and
squeeze until she lifted her legs, wrapped them around his waist
and held him firmly to him. Her hips rose to meet his and her back
arched as he drove her impossibly higher until she knew she could
go no further. He threw his head back as his body went rigid and
the seed in his cock exploded deep within her. Their yells echoed
like an eagle’s cry over the valley below.






It was dark by the time they returned to the
hotel. Katie sighed. In the dark interior of the car, Rafe was
deeply shadowed save for the glow of light from the dash. Interlude
over. Time to return to the real world. That thought saddened her,
but she knew no matter what, she’d never regret the time with Rafe.
He’d proven to her that she’d made the right decision when she
called off her engagement. If she couldn’t see stars exploding or
feel herself slipping totally out of control, then that man wasn’t
for her. Trouble was, she didn’t think anyone but Rafe could
satisfy her.

“Thanks for dinner, Rafe.” And the
mind-blowing sex and orgasms.

He reached over and stroked one finger down
her cheek. “How about desert?”

She shook her head and smiled. “I think we
had desert.” Heavenly desert. Part of her wanted to stay for more,
stay the entire night. The other part urged her to run fast and
far.

The bright light from the hotel canopy
gleamed in his eyes. “Stay with me, Katie.”

She tore her gaze from his eyes and his full,
sensuous mouth that could bring such pleasure. “I can’t,” she said.
“I have to get home.” She tried to smile bravely. She’d had her
share today and that was all she’d allow herself. “I have cats to
feed.”

She got out and handed her parking tag to the
valet attendant. “If you could bring my car around?” When he left,
she turned to Rafe, who was so close she nearly fell. His hands
beneath her elbows steadied her and sent her pulse pinging.

“I’ll see you next week at the teacher’s
luncheon.”

He shook his head. “Too far away. I want to
see you tomorrow. Spend the day with me.”

Her heart sped up. Yes, spend the day with
him. Spend tomorrow and the next day and the next. Katie clamped
down on what she wanted. Wanting didn’t mean you got. “I can’t. Too
much to do with the school year ending.” It was an excuse.
Everything was done except a few last papers to grade. Her car slid
to the curb, looking pretty plain and pathetic next to his fancy
sports car. Handing over her tip, she got in and drove off. In the
rear view mirror, she saw Rafe watching her.

“Better this way,” she told herself.
“Safer.”

At home, she was greeted by all three cats
demanding food. She fed them, then stripped her clothes and hit the
shower. As the hot water and steam enveloped her, her thoughts went
back to that magical sunset with Rafe.

She’d forgotten how romantic he could be. Not
just flowers or candy. Bob certainly considered himself romantic.
No, Rafe went that little bit extra that made a woman melt. Like
arranging with Mama G everything they needed for an impromptu
picnic. He’d set the scene and wow, what a scene. She touched her
super sensitive clit and moaned, wishing she’d stayed with
Rafe.

But that path could only lead to heartache.
Finishing her shower quickly, she stepped out, dried herself and
then just stared at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were too
bright, her golden lashes framing her huge green eyes. Her face was
flushed with desire, which brought out the color. In the mirror,
her gaze lowered to her breasts and, as though he were with her,
she saw his dark head against her pale skin. She lifted her hands,
remembered the feel of his mouth suckling her breasts, how he’d
touched her, kissed her and tormented her. Her nipples immediately
tightened. Her gaze slid down to the triangle of reddish curls that
hid the heart of her sex. She throbbed for Rafe. No one had ever
made her feel so sexy or satisfied her like Rafe. Sadly, she
accepted that no one else would ever make her feel like that. She
stared at the woman in the mirror. “You are doomed to be a crazy
old cat lady,” she told herself.

She would never settle for anyone else like
Bob. She was glad now that she’d broken off their engagement.
Ultimately, it wouldn’t have been fair to him or to her. Just as
she’d been second to Rafe’s career, Bob had been second to Rafe,
even if she hadn’t consciously known it. She didn’t want to be
second best. She wanted it all. If she couldn’t have it, she’d have
nothing.

A soft meow drew her attention. “I agree,
Snow,” she said to her white cat. She pulled on an old set of
sweats, picked up the cat and headed for her bed. It was early, but
she felt worn out and tired, both mentally and physically.

To her surprise, she slept decently, waking
only when someone pounded on her door and rang the bell. Sitting in
bed, she glanced at her alarm clock. Seven on a Saturday? Too early
for Bob, who always slept until at least ten on the weekends.
Besides, he wasn’t speaking to her at the moment.

Padding through her house, she reached the
front door and peered through the peephole.

Rafe? Frowning, she yanked the door open.
“What are you doing here?” Eyes narrowed, she stared at his
unrepentant grin. He’d always risen early, been a bit too perky for
her liking, she recalled.

He held a brown paper bag in his arms.
Another dangled from his fingers. “Brought breakfast.”

“How did you know where I lived?”

“I knew you lived in your old home.”

“You remembered where I used to live?” It
amazed her. She’d have thought he would’ve forgotten.

Shifting his bag to free one hand, Rafe
reached out and slid the backs of his fingers down one side of her
face. “I remember a lot of things, Katie. I’ve never forgotten. Are
you going to invite me in?”

“I shouldn’t,” she whispered, even as she
stood to one side. She followed him to her kitchen, a bit amazed as
he pulled out eggs, bacon and fruit from the bags. He glanced up at
her and smiled.

“Go shower and dress and I’ll get breakfast.”
He rolled up his sleeves, revealing the dark dusting of hair on his
arms.

“You cook?”

“Yeah.” He advanced. “I can think of
something I’d rather do than cook, though.”

Her eyes widened. “Good grief, Rafe. I
haven’t even had my coffee!” Good god, what was she saying! Coffee
or not, she should have said no! No kissing. No sex. No glorious
orgasms. Face flaming, she turned to flee, but Rafe caught her
arm.

“I’d love to know what you were thinking,
Kitten.” His fingers stroked her cheeks. “You’re beet red.”

“Never mind, Rafe.” Damn she was hot. She
didn’t want food or coffee. She wanted Rafe. In bed. In her. And
because she was afraid she’d grab hold of him and not let go, she
pulled away and fled into her bedroom, shutting the door behind
her. She thought she’d heard him chuckling as she ran.

“Pull yourself together, Katie. He’s only
here for a week and then he’ll fly right back out of your
life.”

I came back for you, Katie.

His words echoed. What did he mean? He
couldn’t mean to stay and it wasn’t possible for her to leave. She
loved California, loved San Jose. She was a fifth generation
Californian and didn’t plan to follow him or anyone else across the
country. Nope. West Coast all the way.

By the time she left her bedroom after giving
herself a good, long pep talk in the shower and then dressing in
jeans and a tank top, breakfast smelled done. Her belly grumbled.
“Traitor,” she muttered as she entered the kitchen.

Rafe was dishing out food onto two plates. He
looked comfortable in the kitchen. She licked her lips at the
fluffy omelets, bowls of fruit and strips of bacon. Hell, he looked
as though he was a better cook than she was. She might scramble an
egg once in a while, but her eggs were usually dry and served with
burnt toast. Her toaster popped and he immediately buttered a
couple slices of French bread. He glanced up.

“Go sit. Coffee waiting for you.”

She walked toward the table set in a sunny
alcove at the other end of the kitchen and got another surprise. A
vase of yellow roses, her favorites, sat in the middle, along with
placemats he’d found in a drawer, napkins, two glasses of orange
juice and two cups of coffee.

He came in behind her and set two plates down
and then held out her chair. Aside from eggs, toast, and bacon, she
had a ration of hash browns. A sprig of mint added both color and
scent to the plate. Another bit of green had been tucked into her
bowl of fruit. “Wow, Rafe. You didn’t have to do all this!”

He sat across from her. “Food tastes better
when it’s served right.” He plucked a strawberry from his bowl and
held it out to her.

She leaned forward and accepted the offering
and then let him lead the conversation as they ate. Surprisingly,
he was well read and up to date on world events. The boy and young
man consumed with baseball had morphed into a man who was not only
charming, but who possessed a grace that most men never achieved.
In one meal, he challenged what she thought, made her think and
even conceded to a few of her own points when she challenged him
right back.

By the time the meal was over, she was
laughing as she led the way back into the kitchen, carrying their
plates. She washed, he dried. When he wrapped his arms around her
waist, she leaned into him and thought how easily this could have
been their life. Theirs. Together. But fate had decided otherwise
and, deep in her heart, Katie accepted that the wise old lady had
been right. As good as this felt, it wasn’t real. It wasn’t their
life.

“Rafe.”

“Shh.” He turned her in his arms and kissed
her. His finger slid into her hair, holding her gently as he swept
his mouth over hers, nibbling on her lips, coaxing her to open for
him. When she relaxed into him, his arms went around her, holding
her close as he deepened the kiss. Her soft sigh ignited the heat
in his loins.

He hadn’t slept much because thoughts of
Katie kept his mind awake. Remembering how she’d felt beneath him,
the slickness of her and her cries as she came for him over and
over kept his body hard and uncomfortable.

Her arms came around his neck and, like the
day before, the kiss went from tender and gentle to desperate need.
He slid his hands down her back, tracing the line of her spine and
then gliding his palms over the tight fabric of her jeans. His
hands cupped her tight ass and he lifted her, felt his cock rise
with her, seeking freedom, seeking her hot pussy.

“I want you, Rafe. I shouldn’t. This is
crazy, but right now, I don’t care. Fuck me.” Her hands slid down
his back and pulled his shirt free. The feel of her hands sliding
against his flesh, the tips of her fingers trailing over each
vertebrae of his spine left him weak with need.

“Let’s go to your bed,” he gasped when one
hand slid across his belly and dipped beneath the waistband of his
pants. When her fingertips brushed the swollen knob of his cock, he
nearly dropped her.

“No. Here. Now.” She slid down and held his
gaze while she unsnapped his pants. Slowly, she lowered his zipper
and drew him out, her hand capturing him firmly. Her thumb reached
up to stroke him beneath his head.

The sound of knocking had them both freezing.
“Ignore it,” he said, his hands gripping her ass cheeks.

“Salesmen. Probably for Solar. Getting at
least one if not two or three a week now,” she said. She stroked
him.

“God, Katie.” He wanted her lips on him,
yearned to feel her moist mouth draw him in. She stroked, bringing
moan after moan from deep inside his throat. Then she dropped to
her knees and his heart jumped. His eyes half closed when she drew
near.

Before she could take him into her mouth, the
doorbell rang and a voice called out, “Katie, you home?”

Rafe jumped back so hard he hit the center
island. “Who the hell is that?”

“Shit! That’s Bob. My ex-fiancé.” She rushed
out of the kitchen.”

Katie met Bob in the living room and barely
resisted glancing back to see if Rafe had followed. Of course, he
had to put himself back together! Geez, she felt like a student
caught by the principal. And dammit, why hadn’t she made sure that
the front door was locked.

“What are you doing here, Bob?” The man
hadn’t spoken to her in two weeks, alternating between glaring at
her at the school or sulking like a spoiled child.

Tall and thin with a balding head, Bob stood
stiffly. He wore his normal working attire of shirt, vest and tie
along with perfectly creased slacks, ironed by his mother of
course.

“I came to talk some sense into you. You know
I love you, Kate.”

Awkward. That was Katie’s first thought. Her
second thought came walking out of the kitchen and into the living
room. He stopped in the doorway and leaned against the edge of the
wall, arms folded against his chest, ankles crossed as though he
very much belonged. He hadn’t bothered to tuck in his shirt.

Bob’s eyes went wide, his jaw dropped and
then he flushed an unbecoming red. “What the hell is he doing here?
I should have known. He’s the reason you broke our engagement!” He
puffed out his thin chest.

“I told you why I called it off.” Well, she
hadn’t exactly said that he was boring or that his mother was a
bossy bitch who couldn’t let her son lead his own life or that he
just didn’t stir her juices. Sex with Bob was boring and
predictable and she just couldn’t put herself through his mindless
humping any more.

“How could you do this to me, Kate? Mother is
planning our wedding. She found the perfect place for us to get
married and wants to put the down payment on it”

“There isn’t going to be a wedding. Haven’t
you told her?” Katie eyed him with shock. “You didn’t! I called it
off two weeks ago.”

Bob looked sullen. “Figured you’d gotten cold
feet and would change your mind.” He glared at Rafe. “Didn’t figure
it was because of him.”

“Rafe has nothing to do with it. I would have
broken it off whether or not he came to town. I know it’s hard, but
I just don’t love you.”

Bob crossed his arms across his chest. “I
want to talk to you alone, then we can go see mother.”

Rafe strolled toward them. “Sorry, pal. You
heard the lady. Besides, she’s spoken for. I came back for her and
I don’t share. I suggest you accept her answer and cancel the
wedding plans.” He pulled Katie close.

Katie couldn’t believe Rafe, but before she
could object to his claims and order Bob to leave, Rafe grabbed her
purse and keys from the small table by the door. “Sorry to cut this
short, but we were on our way out.”

Bob spun around and stalked out the door and
down the drive. Before Katie could protest, Rafe pulled her
outside, locked her door and had her in his car before she could
utter a single word.

A bit breathless, she turned to Rafe as the
car headed down the street. “That wasn’t very nice and we aren’t
going anywhere. Take me home.” Home to finish what we started. She
walked away from him once and was afraid she couldn’t let him go
again. Statistically, they were still doomed. No matter what he
said, he was still a famous ball player with fans and a duty to
those fans.






Rafe convinced Katie to go with him to the
beach to talk. On a Saturday in June, the beach would be crowded so
there was no worry about picking up where they’d left off in her
kitchen. She wasn’t happy with him, but she’d agreed. She was
quiet, staring out the side window.

Suddenly, he didn’t want to go to the beach.
He wanted to go somewhere where they could be alone, where no one
would recognize him. Then it came to him: The small cabin in the
Santa Cruz Mountains that used to belong to his parents. They’d
retired to Washington and he’d bought the cabin from them. He
hadn’t been there in more than four years. He paid one of the
neighbors, a realtor, to look after it. Occasionally, the man
rented it out a few weeks here or there. He hoped no one was there
now.

Once they were in the mountains, he reached
over to Katie. “I know I’m moving too fast, Katie. I can’t help it.
Tell me what I have to do to prove that I love you and that you’ll
never be second in my life again.” He frowned at the swirls of fog
off to his left. It grew thicker, drifting down from the trees and
obscuring part of the road. If he recalled right, the turn off was
just ahead on the right. He started to slow, pumping his
brakes.

Katie sighed. “I’m not in the mood for the
beach, Rafe. I’d like to just go home—”

“Shit!” A car barreled around the winding
road, the driver going way too fast. The car came into his lane,
heading straight for him and Katie. He hit the gas, wrenched the
wheel hard to the right, skidded and bounced over the side of the
road, barely missing the mountain and then careening onto the road
leading to the cabin.

The downhill drive was steep and the little
sports car was still skidding on the dirt road. Watching the gate
flying toward them, he swore, hit the brakes full and went into a
full skid and slammed into the metal gate that was kept locked.

Both air bags went off and then there was
silence.

Dazed, he turned to her. “Katie? Oh God,
Katie, are you all right?”

Katie didn’t answer.
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Sensations Book 1

Katie and Rafaele were high school and
college sweethearts until his baseball career took him out of her
life. Now he’s back. He knows you can never go back home again, but
is it too late for a second chance with the only woman he’s ever
loved? And will she allow herself to embrace the feelings she’s
tried so hard to repress?

Sensations Book 2

After a car accident, Katie and Rafe find
themselves stuck in his cabin in the woods. The lust they share
consumes their time there. But will Rafe’s fame only continue to
push her further away? After narrowly surviving a car accident,
Katie and Rafe take refuse in a cabin. With no phones and no car,
they are trapped. Rafe sees this as the perfect opportunity to
convince Katie that they belong together.

Sensations Book 3

With a tow truck on the way, Katie and Rafe
enjoy one more bedroom session. The love they have for one another
is undeniable. But how will Katie handle the hesitation she feels
in spite of that love? And what will happen when Katie learns
firsthand just how much of a public figure Rafe is? Prepared to
finally leave the cabin, Katie and Rafe find themselves unable to
resist another round of sex.

Sensations Book 4

In the wake of a viral video that has left
her at the center of attention, Katie once again finds herself
needing to make choices. The love they share is undeniable, it has
always been that way, but first Katie must accept things she cannot
change. Can she deal with being in the spotlight? Or will she deny
herself everything she’s ever wanted?
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