
        
            
                
            
        

    

Copyright © 2013 by Lucia Jordan
 
This book is a work of fiction.
The names, characters, places and incidents are products of the writer's
imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be constructed as
real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales or
organizations is entirely coincidental.

 
 
All rights reserved

 
 
No part of this book may be
reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written
permission from the author except in the case of brief quotation embodied in
critical articles and reviews.

 
 
Table
Of Contents
 
Book 1: The Mistake 
 
Book 2: The Promotion 
 
Book 3: The Goodbye 
 
Book 4: The Surrender












 
[bookmark: cl1]Book
1: The Mistake

 
 
Krista
stood next to the bed, watching as her best friend fumbled with the buttons on
his shirt. She'd seen Danny drunk before, but never like this. He was taking
his break-up with Jessica really hard, which was unusual for him. Normally he'd
shrug it off and move on. He wasn't doing that this time, though, and that
worried Krista. 
 
 "A
little help would be nice," he mumbled. 
 
 She
laughed at him, but decided to help. It's not like she hadn't seen him
shirtless before. Krista sat on the edge of the bed slowly unbuttoned his
shirt, starting at the top and working her way down. When she'd unfastened the
last one, she let her hand trail lightly across his smooth, flat, abdomen and
around to his back, where she gave a gentle tug, freeing his shirt from the
waistband of his pants. God, he had a fantastic body, broad shoulders, hard
pecs, six-pack abs to die for, and a perfectly hairless, tanned chest-her
favorite. She really liked how his hard body felt beneath her hand. Not wanting
to stop touching just yet, she dragged her hand back around to his chest,
hoping he was drunk enough that he wouldn't remember her stolen caress in the
morning. 
 
 Danny's
head fell back to his shoulders, and he closed his eyes. A soft moan escaped
from his lips, and Krista froze, momentarily paralyzed with fear. What the hell
was she doing? Danny was her best friend. She shouldn't be touching him like
she was. But she couldn't bring herself to stop, either. Christ, how many times
had she fantasized about this exact moment? About being able to have the
freedom to touch him however she pleased? No, this was so wrong. She removed
her hand from his chest, and he jerked his head up. Against her better
judgment, she met his gaze. His baby blue eyes were glassy, a direct result of
too much alcohol, but they were also intense, filled with something she'd never
seen before. 
 
 "I'm
sorry, Danny, I sh---" She was silenced by the feel of his mouth
pressed against hers, of his tongue parting her lips and dipping inside her
mouth for a taste. He had the softest lips. They were so plump and pouty. This,
right now, was the first kiss they'd ever shared. Hell, they'd never even
talked about kissing before. And now they were doing it. She knew she should
stop it, but she didn't want to. The way his tongue explored her mouth with
expert precision was mind blowing. It didn't take long for his taste to be
seared into her taste buds, and she knew, no matter what happened, or how hard
she tried, she'd never be able to get him out of her system now. 
 
 Krista
nipped erotically at his bottom lip, and he groaned. "Jesus Christ,"
he said on a breathless whisper. Danny took her face into his hands.
"Don't do that." 
 
 "Do
what?" she asked innocently. "This?" She caught his bottom lip
between her teeth again and gave it a firm tug. "Why can't I do
that?" Krista asked, releasing his lip.
 
 "Damn
it," he snarled moments before pushing her down on the bed and lying on
top of her. He parted her thighs with his knees and pushed his crotch into her.
He settled between her legs as if he'd been there before, as if he belonged,
like it was the most natural thing in the world for them to be here like this.
 
 Her
breath hitched at the feel of his massive erection pressing between her thighs.
So lip biting turned Danny on, huh? She hadn't known that until now. Krista
lifted her hips and ground her crotch against his. A soft moan left her mouth,
and that only seemed to encourage him. He continued to dry hump her while he
kissed, licked, and bit at her neck. Her entire body trembled beneath him as he
dragged his mouth across her jaw and back to her lips. Danny kissed her again,
and this time it was more demanding, more dominant. 
 
 Krista
moaned into his mouth, and Danny stopped kissing her, his entire body stilled.
He brushed the hair from her forehead and held her gaze. Neither of them spoke.
They didn't have to. They both knew what was about to happen, and they both
wanted it. Slowly he moved his hips
again, grinding and rotating against her. She grabbed his face and brought his
lips back to hers. She wasn't even close to finished with them yet. Hell, she
didn't think she'd ever be finished with them. 
 
"We're
crossing a line, Krista," he said, nipping at her jaw, and then kissing it
before moving back down to her neck.
 
"I
know," she whispered, arching her neck into his kiss. "God, that
feels so good." 
 
Their
friendship had withstood the test of time. They'd been through so much, things
she didn't think they'd make it through, and they always did. They could have
one night together, couldn't they? One night of glorious sex, that's all she
wanted. They could make it through that. She knew they could. 
 
"We're
drunk." His lips were on her collarbone, working south toward her breasts.

 
"Yes."
There was no use denying it. "What's your point?" 
 
"I
don't want to take advantage of you." He slid his hand up her shirt and
cupped her breast, kneading it gently in his hand. "Neither of us are
really thinking very clearly."
 
Should
she tell him that she was thinking clearly? That she knew exactly what she was
doing? And that she'd dreamt of something like this happening between them for
years now? Should she also tell him that every time she had sex with a man she
imagined it was him? Krista wanted to tell him. Danny was her best friend, and
she'd always been able to talk to him. And God, how she wanted to bare her soul
about this too, but she was terrified he'd take off running and never look
back. 
 
"Are
you going to remember any of this in the morning?" The sound of his deep,
husky laugh was sexy as hell, and it raised the intensity of the moment.
 
"Oh,
yeah, I'll remember."
 
"Good."
He gave her another kiss before kneeling between her legs. "I want you to
remember everything I'm about to do to you." He removed her shirt, and
then her bra. 
 
Krista
knew what he'd just said was nothing more than male bravado, but it didn't stop
her throat from going dry or her heart from racing. His voice, his gaze,
everything about him was so determined and intense. Danny leaned down and his
lips closed around her nipple. She whimpered, her fingers bunching in his hair,
his gloriously thick, silky hair. He tugged her nipple between his teeth and
drew out before taking it fully back into his mouth. His tongue swirled around
it before he moved on to the next. Christ, if he kept doing that she was going
to come long before they ever got to have sex. It was unbelievable.
"Danny..."
 
He made
his way back to her mouth. "God, I love hearing you say my name like
that."
 
Her
ears perked. Had she just heard him correctly? It had to be the alcohol messing
with her ability to think, hear, and comprehend anything he was saying. Hell,
knowing her luck, she was probably just dreaming again. She'd wake up in the
morning, horny, unsatisfied, and alone. Krista smiled. "Yeah, well, I love
your mouth." Danny chuckled and brushed his lips back and forth over hers.
She playfully tried to bite at them, knowing full well what effect it would
have on him. "You're such a tease."
 
"Trust
me, sweetheart, there will be no teasing tonight." He once again kneeled
between her legs and undid her jeans, guiding them down over her hips and off
her legs. Danny's hands landed on her knees and he pushed them up the length of
her legs. "Wow." He blew out a breath and dragged his hands back down.
"You're so sexy, Krista."
 
"What?"
 
He
smiled and began to undo his own jeans. Krista was riveted by the sight, unable
to look away. "Don't sound so surprised." He yanked his pants down
his thighs and his raging hard-on made an impressive tent in the front of his
boxer shorts. She instinctively licked her lips at the sight. "I'm not
blind, Krista. I've checked you out." He got up long enough to remove his
jeans, leaving him dressed in just his boxers. 
 
"You
have?" 
 
Danny
started a slow onslaught of kisses on her body, beginning with her mouth and
working his way down. "Yes, baby, I've noticed." He kissed her
stomach and belly button. "Every time we've hung out, I've noticed. And it
wasn't lost on me the way you dress around me, walking around in those tight
ass jeans and revealing tops." He kissed her inner thigh, first one, and
then the other. "And the countless times I'd show up and you'd just be
getting out of the shower. Your body covered in nothing but a towel." He
slipped a finger into the side of her panties, his finger grazing her trimmed
lips. She jerked at the unexpected sensation. He planted a firm kiss against
her panties and she moaned loudly. "I swear you did that shit just to get
to me."
 
"I
did," she admitted. Oh my God, I
can't believe I just told him that. 
 
"My
dick got hard every time, Krista. Every fucking time." He slid a finger
into her and she cried his name. Danny looked up at her under his lashes, a
roguish grin on his handsome face as he plunged that wonderful finger deeper
into her, wiggling it hard and fast. With his free hand, he moved her panties
to the side and his tongue found her clit, licking it and sucking it until it
was swollen and aching and ready to explode. Krista's breathing turned to
ragged gasps of his name and oh Gods. Fuck, it felt so good. 
 
"Mmm,"
he murmured, licking up one side of her sensitive folds and down the other, his
finger stroking the delicate inner walls of her pussy. "You taste so
fucking good."
 
"Danny,"
she panted, bunching her fingers in his hair again and squeezing her thighs
around his head. 
 
"Don't!"
He draped his arm over her stomach to hold her down and he braced his wide
shoulders between her thighs to hold them open. His hold was firm, borderline
oppressive, and wholly dominate. Krista was at his mercy, and she wouldn't have
wanted it any other way. "I want to taste you when you come." His
voice oozed sex. 
 
Christ,
it was no wonder women threw themselves at him, and why they were so reluctant
to let him go once they'd had him. Jessica was a fucking idiot. Krista gave
herself over to the orgasm that was tearing through her body, threatening to
rip her apart. Danny was relentless, his tongue and finger working in unison to
bring her the ultimate pleasure, coaxing the orgasm from her body until she was
reduced to a sweaty, writhing mess, clutching his back and shoulder blades as
the tremors eased. Danny eased his finger from her and kissed her thighs before
removing her now wet panties. "Oh my God, that was amazing," she said
shamelessly. 
 
"You
haven't seen anything yet. I'm just getting started." He dropped his
boxers.
 
Krista's
eyebrows shot up. Just getting started... she wasn't sure what to make of that.
And she didn't have time to think about it, either, because she was suddenly
distracted by the sight of his cock. Wow! It was perfect, long and straight and
thick. A bead of precum glistened on the head and she licked her lips in
anticipation of tasting it. She wanted nothing more than to take him into her
mouth and give him the same pleasure he'd just given her. Apparently, he had
another idea. Tomorrow, she thought, tomorrow I'll give him a blowjob he'll never
forget. 
 
Danny
leaned over the side of the bed and rummaged in the drawer of the nightstand
until he produced a condom. He deftly rolled it on and knelt between her legs.
Krista sucked in a breath. This was it. Finally, after all these years, she was
going to get to experience all of Danny, in a way she'd only ever dreamt of. He
grabbed her hips and pulled her down toward him so that her ass was on his knees.
Clutching the base of his cock he pressed the head into her pussy. They moaned
simultaneously. "Fuck, you're tight," he groaned. 
 
Krista
felt every inch of him as he entered her; her body stretched for him, welcomed
him, and it took a while to adjust to the size of him, but Lord, once she did
it was the most glorious feeling in the world. "Danny," she whimpered
as he gave one final shove, burying his cock all the way inside of her, and
then he stilled. Krista felt him throbbing, and it made her want to come again.
She dug her fingernails into his arms, which were painfully gripping her waist.

 
"Come
here." He pulled her upper body toward him so that she was sitting on him.
Only then did he begin to move, slow and easy at first, and then harder. 
 
She
worked her hips against him, grinding her pussy in a circular motion. Her
fingers clutched his shoulders as she clung to him. No cock had ever felt as
good as his did. "Yeah, yeah, yeah..." Krista wanted more of him. She
needed more. She needed to feel him deeper, even though she knew that wasn't
possible.
 
"Yeah,
Krista, that's it baby. Ride my cock." He nipped at her bottom lip.
"Fuck yeah." 
 
 She dropped her forehead to his shoulder
and relished the feel of his cock inside her. It was so deliciously wrong how
good he felt. God, what she wouldn't give to be able to do this every night, to
make love to him, and fall asleep in his arms. 
 
Danny's
mouth was near her ear, his breath hot on her increasingly sweaty skin.
"What do you want, baby? Hmm? All you have to do is ask."
 
"You...
more... deeper..." God, was she making any sense at all? Oh well, she didn't
care so long as he continued to fuck her like he was.
 
"More?"
Danny smiled, and then guided her down onto the bed so that she was flat on her
back again, and then he took her feet and propped her ankles on his shoulders.
"I'll give you more." Then he put her hands over her head, pinning
her wrists to the mattress, holding them tightly as his cock slid into her
pussy with ease. Danny leaned over, pushing her knees to her shoulders. Krista
screamed. The penetration was so deep it bordered on painful. He kissed her
hard on the lips. "That better?" His thrusts were hard and fast. Her
tits jiggled from the force and his balls slapped against her ass. It was the
most incredible feeling in the whole world. "Huh? Is this what you
wanted?"
 
"Yes!"

 
Danny
slowly loosened his hold on her wrists, but didn't completely release her.
"Do you trust me?" he whispered, brushing his lips back and forth
over hers. 
 
"Yeah..."
It came out as more of a moan than a word. 
 
He
smiled with a devious little glimmer in his eyes. She wasn't able to see what
he was doing but she felt it and heard it. He pulled her right hand above her
head, and then her left, toward the headboard. Something cold and hard clasped
her wrists, and then she heard the distinct clicking sound of a lock. Krista's
eyes widened and time seemed to momentarily stop. She yanked against her
restraints, and the sound of metal scraping against wood swirled around her.
"Danny... what... I don't..."
 
"Shh,"
he said, kissing her on the mouth. "Trust me, okay? I won't hurt you. I
promise." He put his hands on either side of her head and thrust into her,
hard and fast. 
 
Holy
hell! Between her hands being handcuffed to the headboard, and her body folded
in half, she was on a pleasure overload. He was pushing buttons she didn't know
could be pushed, stroking the deepest, most delicate parts of her body. If it
continued like this, if Danny kept going at the pace he was going, she swore
she'd be able to see God. She cried his name repeatedly.
 
"Ah,
fuck, Krista, I'm gonna come. It's just too fucking good, I can't stop... ah,
God... yeah."
 
His
cock swelled inside of her, and then he jerked several times as he came hot and
hard. She was moments behind him, screaming through her orgasm, bucking and
writhing, pulling against her restraints. She was desperate to be able to touch
him, hold onto him until the tsunami of sensations passed. She'd never
experienced anything like it before. She was dizzy and tired. Her eyelids closed
of their own volition and everything went black.
 
*****
 
 Krista
awoke the following morning, sore, groggy, and hung over. She groaned. And then
the memory of where she was and what happened last night flooded her mind. She
bolted up, clutched the silk sheet to her naked body, and looked around. Her
heart thudded loudly in her ears. She was alone in the bed. For that, she was
thankful. But where was Danny? Dropping her head into her hands, she groaned
again. Oh God! Danny. How was she going to face him after last night? What
would she say to him? She didn't regret a moment of what they'd shared, but did
he feel the same? 
 
 It
was now or never, she thought as she swung her legs over the side of the bed.
Her clothes were in a heap on the floor, and a hot flash washed over her body
as she remembered how Danny had undressed her, the heated kisses, the soft
touches. Instinctively, she pressed her thighs together to squelch the growing
desire she felt. She quickly dressed. Krista had sex with Danny last night. It
was literally a dream come true for her, but as she made her way out of the
bedroom, her nerves got the best of her. 
 
 Danny
was in the kitchen, standing in front of the stove, making scrambled eggs. They
smelled heavenly, and her stomach growled. Danny loved to cook, and he was good
at it, too. It was a running joke between them that whenever he got married,
him and his wife would be fighting over who got to cook the meals. He'd always
say that he'd solve that problem by marrying a woman like Krista---a woman
who didn't like to cook, a woman who had a talent for burning water. She'd
normally laugh at him, and make a sarcastic remark about her lack of cooking
skills, but now, as she stood in Danny's kitchen and watched him, she realized
for the first time that he was so much more than just her best friend. He was
the man she loved, the man she wanted to spend her life with. 
 
 He
was wearing a pair of gym shorts and nothing else. They hung on his hips like
they were specially made just for his body. It wasn't the first time she'd seen
him dressed like that, but the effect it had on her now was different. He had
really great legs for a man; they were lean and muscular, no doubt a result of
all the years he'd spent jogging and playing basketball. And his ass---she
stifled a groan. So round and firm, not one of those flat butts like a lot of
the guys she dated had. A moment of regret consumed her as she realized she
never had the chance to grab, or even look at, his naked ass last night. That
was probably because he'd handcuffed her to the bed. Her face flushed crimson.
She'd heard that Danny was into bondage and some other kinky stuff, but they'd
never talked about it. That was an unspoken rule between them. They didn't talk
about their respective sex lives with each other. And because of that, there
were things she didn't know about him, things that other women did with him,
and that had really bothered Krista. 
 
Her
gaze moved up his back and to his broad, muscular shoulders. She noticed a few
scratches and cupped her hand over her mouth to stop the cry of disbelief from
escaping. Had she done that to him? She'd never scratched a man hard enough to
leave marks before. Then again, she'd never been with a man like Danny before.
Krista loved just watching Danny, but it was bordering on awkward now, so she
had a decision to make. Either sneak away before he noticed her or make her
presence known. If she were to sneak away, maybe she could make a clean break
and just go home without having to face him right now. 
 
And
then Danny turned around and pinned her with that smoldering baby blue gaze
he'd given her last night. She swallowed the lump in her throat.
"Morning," she muttered. He smiled and her heart melted. Would it be
wrong to go to him and kiss him? 
 
"I
was going to bring you breakfast in bed," he said. 
 
She
raised her eyebrows in disbelief. "You were?" Wasn't that something
reserved for couples and not best friends?
 
"Yeah,
I figured we needed to talk about what happened last night. I thought we could
do that over breakfast."
 
Her
stomach fell to the floor. Of course he wanted to talk. And from the way he
said it, she had a feeling that whatever he wanted to say was going to be
something she didn't want to hear. She'd known Danny her entire life, and she
knew when to expect something from him. Well, she was going to make him do all
the talking, so she didn't say something stupid and make a fool of herself.
"And you thought doing so in bed, where you have handcuffs readily at your
disposal, is a good place to talk?"
 
He laughed,
putting a plate of scrambled eggs and toast on the table, and nodding for her
to sit. She did, and then he sat across from her. "Sorry about the
handcuffs," he said, taking a forkful of eggs and putting them in his
mouth. "But in my defense, you really didn't seem to mind."
 
Krista
looked down at her plate and studied her eggs. Oh God, she was mortified. What
was worse, Danny was right. She had enjoyed being completely and totally at his
mercy. She cleared her throat. "Is that, uh, something you normally
do?" she asked, praying that her voice sounded casual. 
 
Danny
shrugged. "It's nice to be in control like that," he said. 
 
"I
bet." Her hand shook as she picked up her fork and attempted to eat. She
hoped Danny didn't notice how nervous and uncomfortable she was. They ate in
awkward silence for several moments. 
 
Then he
spoke. "Look, Krista, about last night..." he sighed heavily, "It
was fun. A lot of fun." He emphasized the word lot. "And I'd be a
bold faced liar if I said I didn't enjoy it." 
 
"But...?"
She knew it was coming. 
 
"But,
I don't want what happened to come between our friendship."
 
She
breathed a sigh of relief, and then smiled. That wasn't so bad. "Neither
do I," she said.
 
"Good."
Danny seemed visibly relieved with her response. "I was afraid things
would be weird between us, and I'd never be able to live with myself if I lost
your friendship."
 
Lost my friendship? The realization
of what he was implying slowly sunk in. Afraid to come right out and ask him
what she already knew, instead she asked, "So, we're on the same page
then?" 
 
"Yeah,
let's just forget all about last night. As great as it was, it was a mistake. I
think we both knew that last night, but we'd both had too much to drink, and I
was upset about Jessica..." He shook his head. "Your friendship is more
important to me than sex, Krista."
 
The
back of her throat burned with the threat of tears. Danny wanted to forget
about last night, act like it had never happened, and carry on as they always
did---as friends. She felt her heart shatter in her chest, the jagged
pieces coursed through her veins, slowly tearing her apart from the inside out.
Could she really just be his friend? She'd had a secret crush on this man since
high school. And she'd finally been able to spend the night with him, and now
he expected her to just forget it and go on her merry way? Was he delusional?
 
"Krista?
Are you okay?" Danny had come around to where she sat and was crouched
next to her. 
 
She
slowly turned her head to look at him. It was unfair that he was taking this
whole thing so lightly, like everything they'd done, everything he'd said,
didn't matter to him at all. That's what hurt the most---the things he'd
said to her last night. She'd believed every word he said. She felt like such a
fool. He hadn't meant any of them. It was nothing more than bedroom talk, sweet
nothings whispered in her ear in the heat of the moment. Tears pooled in the
corners of her eyes. 
 
Danny
put his hand on her thigh and gave it a gentle caress. "Hey, what's
wrong?"
 
Krista
jerked away from his touch and abruptly stood. "I think I'm gonna be
sick," she said, turning and rushing toward the bathroom. She barely made
it inside and closed the door before she threw up in the toilet. Closing the
lid, she rested her cheek on it, the porcelain cool against her clammy skin.
Tears streaked her face, and she didn't bother trying to stop them or wipe
them. What was the point? Sure, she'd had her fair share of one-night stands
with random men, and they'd always just been about the sex. But there was no
way in hell that was what happened last night. She could never see Danny as
just a one-night stand.
 
It
seemed obvious that Danny didn't want more. And that broke her heart. She
didn't want to forget about it. She didn't want to act like it never happened.
She wanted to tell Danny that she wanted more than just his friendship. But she
couldn't. He'd made his feelings crystal clear and there was nothing she could
do to change that. Begging and pleading would only make her look pathetic. She
stood and went to the sink, splashing cold water on her face, and then staring
at her reflection for several long moments. What the hell was she going to do?
Nothing was ever going to be the same between them---at least, not for her
anyway. The reality of her situation was harsh. She either agreed to his terms;
to forget about last night and just be his friend, or not to have him in her
life at all. Neither option was ideal, but she knew she couldn't live the rest
of her life without Danny. Friends was better than nothing. 
 
There
was a soft knock on the door. "Hey, Krista, baby, you okay in there?"
 
She
hung her head and let more tears fall. Baby.
He'd never called her that until last night. Taking a deep breath, she said,
"Yeah, I'm fine. I'll be out in a minute." Krista blew her nose, and
then splashed more cold water on her face, hoping she could pass off her
crimson cheeks and erratic behavior as nothing more than a hangover. She opened
the bathroom door to find Danny leaning up against the opposite wall, arms
crossed, looking concerned and sexy as hell. 
 
He
grinned. "Someone had a little too much to drink, huh?"
 
"Yeah."
She forced a laugh. "I think I'm just going to head home and go to
bed."
 
"You
can crash here if you want. I'm leaving in about half an hour to meet the guys
for a game of basketball." 
 
Krista
shook her head. "Thanks for the offer, but I'm just going to go
home." 
 
"Okay,
well, I'll stop by later and we can hang out. I'll bring a pizza and some
movies."
 
"Yeah,
sure." She smiled weakly. For the first time ever, she didn't want to hang
out with Danny. In fact, she didn't want to see him at all. The sooner she got
out of his apartment, the better. She needed to be alone, to figure out what
the hell she was going to do with all these feelings. 
 
Danny
smiled. "Good. Go home and rest up." He winked. "I'll see you
later."
 
Krista
nodded. He pulled her into a hug. She clung to him, her face buried in his
shoulder. God, it felt so right to be in his arms. She bit on the inside of her
cheek to stop from crying. 
 
Danny's
hands rubbed up and down her back, and then he whispered, "Things are
going to be okay, Krista. I promise."
 
Yeah
right, she didn't believe that for a second. Things would never be okay. She
released him and nodded. "Well, thanks for breakfast." 
 
When
Krista got home, she collapsed face down on her bed and cried, her face buried
in the pillows. For how long, she had no idea. But it felt good to just get it
all out. At one point, she thought about taking a shower then decided against
it. Showering would wash Danny's sent and the remnants of his touch from her
body, and she wasn't quite ready to do that yet. 
 
*****
 
It had
been a week since Krista had spent the night with Danny and they'd had sex. The
day after it had happened, Danny was supposed to come over and hang out to
watch movies. He'd called and said something came up and he couldn't make it.
It was then that she truly knew things between them had changed, despite his
promise that they wouldn't. Krista hadn't seen or spoken to him since. Sure, he
has tried to call, but she'd been ignoring all of them. What else could she do?
There was nothing left to be said. He wanted friendship. She wanted more. One
of them had to give up what they wanted so the other could be happy. She knew
Danny wouldn't, which meant she had to. 
 
Krista
finished wiping down the kitchen counter, and then looked around her apartment.
Everywhere she looked, there were memories of Danny. The couch where they'd
spent countless hours watching movies or playing video games. The kitchen table
where they'd shared too many pizzas and lots of laughs. The small balcony where
they'd commiserated over broken hearts. Danny had dubbed it the Break-up
Balcony. Maybe it was time to move, she thought. 
 
All
week she'd been struggling to decide if she could live without Danny. And the
answer was a resounding no. The past week had been pure hell. She'd been so bored
and lonely. By the middle of the week she'd resolved to the fact that if she
couldn't have him as a lover or a boyfriend then she'd have to settle for
having him as a friend. But what would happen when he got a new girlfriend?
There is no way she could watch him with another woman. Danny was the type of
man who was openly affectionate with his women, too. Always touching them,
kissing them, whispering in their ears---the thought made Krista's stomach
turn, which was a reaction she'd been having a lot lately. 
 
That
solved it. She had to tell Danny how she felt. She had to come clean and tell
him that she couldn't be his friend, that it was all or nothing for her. Krista
grabbed her purse and keys and headed downstairs to her car. Her hand hovered
on the door handle, and she hesitated. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea. As
things stand now, at least she still had the option of being his friend. If she
went through with this, she wouldn't have him at all. She shook her head. She
had to do this. 
 
Krista
got in the car and started the engine. Then she hesitated again as she tried to
remember why she hadn't told Danny the truth about her feelings years ago,
before they'd had sex. The most obvious reason was that he was her best friend,
and she'd been terrified of ruining their friendship. Well, the friendship had
already been ruined, in her mind, so telling him now couldn't possibly make
things any worse. But the other reason she'd never told him was because she'd
heard that he was into bondage and all that BDSM stuff. Up until a week ago,
she never knew if that was actually true. Now she did. And that gave her pause.
Did she really want to be involved with a man that wanted to do all that kinky
stuff to women? It kind of creeped her out. 
 
She
sighed and rested her forehead on the steering wheel. The memory of how it had
felt to be handcuffed to Danny's bed, to be at his mercy, to have such complete
faith and trust in another person... she couldn't deny that she'd liked it. A
lot. Krista sat up and put the car in gear. She was going to go tell him. But
before she had the chance to even pull out of the driveway, her cell phone
rang. She dug it out from her purse. It was Danny. With a trembling hand, she
accepted the call. "Hey Danny," she said, trying to sound calmly cheerful.
 
"Krista,
I've been calling all week. I'm worried sick about you. Are you okay? Why
haven't you been answering my calls? And where have you been? I've stopped by
your apartment a few times and even called your office," he said without
taking a breath. 
 
"Work
has been keeping me really busy this week," she lied. "I've been
stuck in meetings and my boss sent me out to help with some on-site
stuff." At least that was the partial truth. 
 
"But
you're okay?"
 
"Yes,
I'm fine." He breathed an audible sigh of relief and Krista smiled. God
how she'd missed him. 
 
"Look,
I think we need to talk," he said, his voice cautious. 
 
Krista
got that weird feeling in her stomach again. "I think you're right. We do
need to talk. I'm actually on my way to your apartment right now," she
said, pulling out of the parking lot and onto the main road. "Are you
home?"
 
"Yes,
but..." 
 
She
hung up on him before he could say anything else. The longer he talked, the
more she lost the nerve to tell him the truth. And she wouldn't be swayed this
time. One way or another today would either be the start of a new relationship
or the end of their friendship. Krista was only certain of one thing, she
couldn't continue on like she had been this past week. It was slowly killing
her. 
 
It was
good that Danny only lived ten minutes away, because if the drive had been any
longer, she probably would've turned around and gone home. By sheer
determination, and too much adrenaline, Krista took the elevator up to the
sixteenth floor and walked with confidence to Danny's door. She knocked loudly.
He must've been waiting for her because the door opened immediately, and Danny
enveloped her in a hug. She closed her eyes and hugged him back. They held on
to each either for several long moments. When he finally released her, she
stepped inside his apartment and found Jessica, his ex-girlfriend, sitting on
the couch dressed in nothing more than one of Danny's tshirts. 
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Krista
stood, stunned, unable to move, speak or comprehend what she was seeing. What
the fuck was Jessica doing here? And why was she half naked, lounging on
Danny's couch like she owned the damn place? The sound of Danny closing the
door startled her, and she jumped. Her heart constricted and she had difficulty
drawing a breath. 
 
Jessica
stood and smiled. "I'll give you two a few minutes." She winked at
Danny. "You know where I'll be," she said with a giggle. 
 
Krista
swallowed the bile rising in her throat, and then slowly turned to look at
Danny, who was grinning like an idiot. "Are you two...?" Her voice
cracked as her words trailed off. 
 
"Yeah,"
he said with a smile. "That's why I've been trying to call you. The day
after she dumped me, she called, we met up, and we spent all night
talking."
 
The
color drained from Krista's face. That was the same day he was supposed to come
over and watch movies, the day after he'd spent the night fucking her. She was
heartbroken, disgusted, mortified, and so angry she was seeing red. 
 
"Look,
Krista, she doesn't know about...well, you know, that night, and I'd like to keep it that way. So please, don't say
anything, okay?" Danny's beautiful blue eyes pleaded with her. 
 
She'd
never been able to deny him anything, and she knew she wouldn't deny him this
either. But that didn't stop her from being downright pissed off. How dare he
stand there and make her feel like nothing more than some dirty little secret?
Didn't she mean more to him than that? Didn't years and years of friendship
demand a tad bit more respect than what he was giving her? 
 
"Krista?"
 
"Yeah,
sure, whatever," she said, shaking her head. "Look, I gotta go. I'll
talk to you later." Krista turned and ran out the door. Any hopes she had
of baring her soul to Danny and having him reciprocate her feelings had
disappeared the moment she'd seen Jessica. Tears streaked her face as she
pushed the button for the elevator. She hastily wiped them away. God, why did
it have to hurt so much? 
 
"Krista!"
Danny shouted as he ran out after her. Good grief, what was up with her? She'd
been acting so strange lately. "Krista!" he shouted again. Either she
didn't hear him, or she was ignoring him. He had a sinking suspicion it was the
latter. From the end of the hall, he watched her get on the elevator.
"Hold the door!" He ran full force toward the elevator, slipping
inside just before the doors slid closed. The damn thing was so packed, he
barely had room to get inside, let alone get close enough to talk to Krista.
But he saw her. She was in the back of the elevator, in the corner, back to the
doors, and head down. 
 
Thankfully,
the elevator emptied on the fourteenth floor, leaving them alone. He put his
hand on her shoulder and turned her to face him. He was shocked to see her
crying. It rendered him speechless for a moment. 
 
"What're
you doing here, Danny?" she asked her voice weak from crying. "Isn't
Jessica waiting for you?"
 
He took
a deep breath. "What's wrong with you, Krista? You're acting all
crazy."
 
She
laughed sardonically, and then met his gaze. Her eyes, despite being wet, were
cold and harsh. "You could've left me a message, you know? All those times
you called, would it have been so hard to say, hey, Jess and I are back
together?" 
 
Danny
reached over and pushed the stop button, bringing the elevator to a screeching
halt. He'd know Krista pretty much his entire life, and he'd never seen her act
this erratically before. It was disconcerting. "I probably should have,
but what's the big deal? So, I'm back together with Jess, who cares?"
 
"I
care," she screamed, pointing at her chest. 
 
Her
outburst had him taking a step back. "Krista...I didn't..." God, he had
no idea what to say. He'd never been in the position of not knowing what to say
before. This was Krista for crying out loud. His best friend, the woman he
shared everything with---and now he felt like he didn't know her at all.
"Why?" he finally muttered. 
 
"Why?"
She threw her hands up in the air. "Because I care about you Danny and
Jess broke your heart once already. Do you really think she won't do it again?
I can't believe you just took her back like this. God, what the hell were you
thinking?"
 
"I
was thinking that I love her, and that she deserved a second chance."
 
Without
a word, Krista shoved past him and pushed the button to start the elevator
moving again. She kept her back toward him, her arms tightly crossed over her
chest. Danny pushed the stop button again, and Krista stumbled back. He reached
out and steadied her. The feel of her in his arms again sent his insides into a
tailspin he didn't fully understand. 
 
"Let
go of me," she snapped, jerking out of his hold, and reaching for the
button again. 
 
Danny
grabbed her wrist and spun her around. He took both of her arms and pinned them
behind her back, using his body to pin her between him and the wall. His face
was inches from hers, the scent of coconut shampoo tickled his senses. The feel
of her full, perky breasts pushing against his chest with each labored breath
she took, reminded him of that night a week ago, of how her hard nipples had
tasted, of how they'd felt rubbing against his naked body. His cock thickened
and he cursed himself for it. Arousal was not a reaction he should be having
right now, especially when his girlfriend was in his apartment waiting for him.

 
"Why
do you care so much?" he whispered, his gaze lowering from her eyes to her
full lips. 
 
"You're
my best friend, Danny. Why wouldn't I care?"
 
"You've
never seemed to care this much before." He was having a hard time focusing
on anything other than the desire to kiss her. It was stronger than anything
he'd ever felt before. 
 
"Yeah,
well, you've never done something this stupid either." 
 
He
forced himself to tear his gaze away from her mouth. "Stupid?"
 
"You
didn't see yourself a week ago. I did. I saw how hurt you were and honestly, it
scared the shit out of me. When I put you into that cab and took you
home..." She momentarily closed her eyes and shook her head. "I just
don't want to see you hurt like that again. I'm not sure I can handle watching
you drink yourself into another stupor."
 
She was
right. He had drunk way too much that night, but he didn't want to admit it.
"I wasn't that drunk, Krista. I knew what I was doing, and I remember
everything that happened. Every touch, every word spoken, every kiss," he
inched closer to her mouth, "all
of it," he said. In fact, he'd thought about it more than he wanted to,
more than he was comfortable admitting to anyone, especially not her. 
 
"What?"
She had that same stunned, incredulous expression on her face that she'd had
that night when he'd told her he'd told her she was sexy, and again when he'd
admitted to checking her out. 
 
He
slowly released her hands and took a step back. Remaining that close to her was
a bad idea. His self-control was waning fast, and he didn't want to do
something he'd regret later. Neither of them had any family, so they were all
each other had. He wouldn't risk that by getting involved with her any more
than he already had. "Jess has changed," he said. 
 
Krista
laughed. "Oh please. You really expect me to believe she changed so much
in the course of one night? I'm not dumb, and I didn't think you were either.
Apparently I was wrong."
 
Danny
scowled at her. "I really wish you could be happy for me," he said,
pushing the button to start the elevator. They rode to the bottom floor in
silence. When the doors slid open and Krista stepped out, he felt a deep sense
of loss that made no sense to him whatsoever. He held the door with his palm.
"Please, Krista. It would mean a lot to me."
 
"Are
you really standing there asking me to watch you have your heart broken again?
Because we both know that's exactly what's going to happen."
 
"You're
wrong," he said firmly. "Just give her a chance. Come out with us
tonight. Please?"
 
"I'm
sorry, I can't. I have a lot of work to do." And then she spun on her heel
and walked away. 
 
Danny
let his hand drop to his side. Why did he feel as if he just lost his best
friend? Is that what just happened? Had he and Krista had a fight they would
never recover from? And was she right about Jessica? Was Danny setting himself
up for another heartbreak? He dragged a shaking hand through his hair and blew
out a breath before hitting the button for the sixteenth floor where Jessica
was waiting for him. Suddenly, that didn't seem like such an enticing idea. 
 
****
 
 Krista
drummed her fingernails on her desk, staring blankly at her computer screen.
She'd spent the weekend home alone, despite Danny's repeated invitations and
pleas for her to go out with him and Jessica. God, she hated that woman. The
thought of watching Jessica giggle and hang all over Danny was the last thing
Krista wanted to do. How could Danny not know that? Was he really that
clueless? It made her wonder if he really knew her at all. 
 
 "Hey,
Krista, could you come to my office for a minute?" asked Max, her boss. 
 
 Thankful
for the interruption of her thoughts, she stood and went into Max's office. She
took the seat across from him and folded her hands in her lap. Max was a good
guy, and as far as bosses went, he was one of the best. He was young too, and
sexy. If he wasn't her boss and she wasn't so hung up on Danny, she would
definitely try to date him. "What's up, Mr. Sutton?"
 
 He
smiled. "Please, call me Max," he said, leaning back in his chair,
looking comfortable and relaxed. "I'm sure you've heard that we're opening
a new office in New York."
 
 "Yes,
I've heard the rumours." It was the talk of the office, which was odd
because she worked as an event planner and as a company they'd handled some
really high profile events, but the opening of a new office was big news. It
didn't make sense to her. 
 
 "I'm
looking for someone to run that office, and I'd like to offer you the
job."
 
 "Really?"
The excitement in her voice was unmistakable. Being in charge of her own
office? That was a huge promotion. "Well, thank you so much. I don't know
what to say."
 
 Max
chuckled. "You're good at what you do Krista, and you're great with the
clients. Plus I've seen you interact with the staff. They respond to you. I'm
fully confident in your abilities."
 
 "Thanks,"
she said again, smiling broadly. 
 
 "So
are you interested?" Max leaned forward and crossed his arms on top of his
desk. "Of course, there will be a significant increase in your salary and
we'll pay all the expenses associated with relocating." 
 
 Her
excitement plummeted. She'd have to move to New York---and away from Danny.
She couldn't do that, could she? It hurt to admit it, but it might be the best
thing for her. She'd just been thinking about moving and getting a fresh start.
She nodded. "Yes, I'm definitely interested. I'd be happy to take the
job."
 
 "Great!"
He clapped his hands together and stood. "We've already got a lease on an
apartment. Ideally we'd like to have you out there this weekend so that we can
start first thing Monday."
 
 "We?"
Wow, this was all happening so fast. 
 
 "Yes,
I'll be flying to New York with you and staying for the first month or so to
help you settle and get the new office staffed."
 
 Her
head was spinning. If she took this promotion, then within the next two days
she'd have to say goodbye to Danny---for good---move clear across the
country, and adjust to the fact that she'd be spending a lot of time with Max.
That was fine with her. It was like ripping off a bandage: the faster the
better. She smiled. "When do we leave?"
 
 Max
laughed. "I love your enthusiasm." He walked her to the door and
opened it. "I'll have my secretary make all the arrangements and let you
know later today, but plan to be on a plane Sunday morning."
 
 "Thank
you Max," she said, shaking his hand and then leaving his office. During
the short walk back to her desk, she decided to spend tonight and all day tomorrow
packing. She'd say goodbye to Danny Saturday night, as late as possible, so
that she could be on her way and not have to prolong what she knew was going to
be the hardest thing she'd ever have to do. Sitting back at her desk, she
picked up the phone and called Danny. 
 
 "Good
to know you're still alive and talking to me," he said with a laugh. 
 
 Krista
smiled. That was how Danny always answered her calls. He'd been doing it for so
long she couldn't remember how or why it started. For a brief moment, she
questioned her decision to take the promotion. "Hi, Danny."
 
 "What's
up?"
 
 Her
heart raced. It was now or never. "Can we hang out tomorrow night? Just
the two of us," she clarified. 
 
 "I
have plans with Jessica. We're going away for the weekend."
 
 She
wondered if having a rusty piece of metal shoved through her heart would hurt
less. Whatever doubts she'd just had about taking the promotion vanished. She
was doing the right thing. 
 
 "I
can meet you for lunch today," he offered. 
 
 "No,
I can't." She put her elbow on the desk and dropped her head into her
hand. Lowering her voice, she said, "I've never asked you to choose
between me and a girlfriend but I am this time, Danny. I really need to talk to
you tomorrow night. Please."
 
 There
was a long moment of silence. "You're scaring me, Krista."
 
 He
had a reason to be scared. She was terrified. "My place, tomorrow at
seven, will you be there?" She held her breath, waiting for him to answer.

 
 "Is
this about Jessica again? Are you going to yell at me for taking her
back?"
 
 "This
has nothing to do with Jessica." Not directly, anyway, she thought
bitterly. But, if Jessica wasn't in the picture, Krista would've turned down
the promotion. There were no doubts about that. 
 
 Another
long silence ensued before he said, "How important is this?" 
 
 She
could hear the uncertainty in his voice, and she felt a little guilty asking
him to choose, especially knowing that she was moving and Jessica would be all
he had. Krista didn't want to come between them, but she really needed to say
goodbye to Danny. "Life changing," she said. 
 
 He
blew out a breath. "Okay, I'll be there."
 
 "Thank
you." 
 
*****
 
 Danny's
stomach had been in knots since he'd gotten that phone call from Krista
yesterday. What could she possibly have to tell him? She'd said it was life
changing, which just scared the shit out of him. What if she told him she was
pregnant? He hadn't been able to get that thought out of his mind. Sure, he'd
worn a condom, but they weren't fool proof. What the hell would he do if she
was? And what would he tell Jessica?
 
Jessica
was downright pissed when he'd told her that they'd have to postpone their trip
so he could go see Krista. It had erupted into a major fight and ended with him
promising that this would be the one and only time he ever chose Krista over
her. He hated to make that promise, but Jessica was important to him so he'd
made it. He just hoped Krista wouldn't ask him to choose ever again. 
 
He took
a deep breath and knocked on her door. She answered immediately. "Hi,
Danny, thanks for coming." She stepped aside so he could enter. 
 
Danny
immediately noticed the luggage next to the door. He also observed that all of
her pictures, knick knacks, candles, everything she owned were packed into
boxes. "Going somewhere?" he asked, finding her gaze and holding it.
 
"Yes."
She looked away and walked toward the kitchen. "Want something to drink? I
have a bottle of wine and some plastic cups," she said with a laugh.
 
"No,
I don't want anything to drink." He followed her into the kitchen and
stood in the entryway, arms crossed over his chest. "So where are you
going?"
 
"New
York." She poured herself a cup of wine and took a drink. 
 
"It
looks like you're moving." He already knew the answer. The look on her
face said it all. His heart shattered when she nodded her head to confirm his
statement. Suddenly he wished she had told him that she was pregnant. 
 
"I
got a promotion. I'm going to be in charge of the New York office." She
set the cup on the counter and gripped the edge of it. 
 
He noticed
her hands were shaking. "When do you have to leave?"
 
"Tomorrow."
 
"Tomorrow?"
he shouted, and then pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes, trying to
stave off the rush of tears he felt coming on. Tonight could not be the last
night he ever saw her. That just wasn't possible. He had to convince her to
stay. She was the only family he had, the only person in the world he could
always count on and now she was going to leave. Over his dead body. When he was
confident he wasn't going to cry and embarrass himself, he lowered his hands
and looked at her. "Why?"
 
"Why
not? It's a great opportunity. I've worked so hard for this. I deserve
it."
 
He
walked around to the other side of the counter where she stood and took her
hands into his. "You're right. You do deserve this promotion but it's New
York, Krista. It's thousands of miles away from here, away from me." His
voice was thick with desperation. "Is your job really more important to
you than me? Than our friendship?"
 
"That's
not fair," she said vehemently, yanking her hands from his. "Just
because I'm moving doesn't mean we won't still be friends. We can call and
email. And I'll come to visit."
 
"What
if that's not enough?" He dragged his hands up her arms, luxuriating in
the feel of her skin erupting in goose bumps, knowing it was his touch that
prompted that response.
 
"It
has to be," she said, looking down. "You've got Jessica now. My job
is all I've got." 
 
"You've
got me." Danny put his thumb under her chin and lifted her face, shocked
and saddened to see tears pooled in her eyes. 
 
"No,
I don't." she whispered with trembling lips. 
 
Several
thoughts hit him all at once like a freight train. This, right now, was the
last time he'd ever stand in this apartment with her. It was the last time he'd
touch her, look at her, see her smile, soothe her tears...kiss her lips. God how
he wanted to kiss her lips again. Without a second thought, he pulled her to
him and slanted his mouth over hers, parting her lips with his tongue, and
moaning at the feel of her returning his kiss. Her fingers curled around his
neck, stroking it softly, sending him into a full body shudder.
"Krista," he groaned, hugging her tight to him, lifting her, and then
setting her on the counter. 
 
"Danny,"
she whimpered as he stood between her parted legs and reclaimed her lips. 
 
No
woman had ever responded to him like she did. It was intoxicating and he
couldn't get enough. "You can't leave me," he said, kissing along her
jawline and down the length of her throat. 
 
Krista
put her head back, granting him greater access. Her fingers coursed through his
hair, her nails grazing his scalp. "I have to."
 
He put
his hands on the counter on either side of her legs and looked at her
pointedly. "No, you don't. I'm sure you can stay here and keep the job
you've got." 
 
She
clutched his shirt in her hands and nipped at his bottom lip. In that moment he
knew he wasn't leaving tonight. "You just don't understand," she
said, alternating between biting, kissing, and sucking on his lip. 
 
"So
help me to understand." He put his hands on her upper thighs and gave them
a firm squeeze, opening them further, and letting his thumbs graze over her
crotch. She moaned lightly and pushed her hips forward just enough to let him
know that she liked it, which had his cock thickening even more than it already
was. 
 
"It's..."
She began to unbutton his shirt and he didn't stop her. "I can't...I
mean..." Krista guided his shirt from his shoulders and he stopped touching
her long enough to take his arms out, and then his hands were back on her, his
fingers caressing her through her jeans shorts. 
 
"Whatever
it is, you can tell me." 
 
Krista
groaned. "It's hard to concentrate when you're doing that," she said,
her voice strained. 
 
Danny
stilled his hands. "Tell me, Krista." He brushed his lips over hers.
"What don't I understand?"
 
"I
can't forget about what happened between us, Danny. I don't want to."
 
Her
words buzzed around in his brain. "Then why did you agree to it?" His
heart thudded so hard in his chest, it was a small wonder he didn't break a rib.
It was on the tip of his tongue to tell her that he didn't want to forget it
either; that no matter how hard he'd tried, he hadn't been able to. That he
wanted another night with her. But he kept his mouth shut and waited for her
response. 
 
"I
was afraid if I didn't you'd get angry. That it would hurt our
friendship." Krista rested her hands on his shoulders and slowly moved
them up to his face, her thumbs caressing his cheeks. "But I realize now
that it doesn't matter because I can't just be your friend anymore."
 
"That's
why you're leaving? Because you don't want to be my friend?" He knew he
sounded despondent, but her words stung. 
 
Krista
dropped her forehead to his, closed her eyes, and slowly shook her head.
"It's not a matter of wanting to be your friend, Danny. I simply
can't." She opened her eyes and he was taken aback by how much truth and
hurt he saw in them. 
 
"Why
can't you? We've been friends forever, Krista. What's changed all of a
sudden?" He swallowed the lump in his throat. "You're not making any sense."
 
"Because
I'm in love with you. And it kills me to know that you're with her."
 
Danny
pulled back and looked at her. Krista loved him? When the hell did that happen?
Oh God! Now it all made sense--her reaction the morning after they'd had sex,
the way she'd been avoiding him, the refusal to hang out with him and Jessica.
And now this, her ridiculous idea to move to New York. He should leave right
now. He should just walk out her door and let her go because he knew he
couldn't give her what she wanted. Not that he didn't want to. Lord knows he'd
entertained the idea a long time ago, but she wasn't interested at the time.
Now, he was terrified about what would happen if things went south between
them. He'd not only lose his best friend but he'd lose the only family he had. 
 
To hell
with it he thought as he unbuttoned her shorts and slipped his hand inside of
them. He found her clit and applied pressure to it, circling it with two
fingers before working them inside of her slick pussy. So he was a selfish son
of a bitch. He wouldn't apologize for it. Christ, what was wrong with him? This
whole thing was so wrong for so many different reasons. At the very least he
should feel a little guilty about doing this, knowing he had a girlfriend,
knowing how Krista felt about him, knowing that this was just another
ill-conceived night of sex for him and it was so much more for her. But he
didn't feel guilty, not even a little, because his fear of losing Krista was
just too high. He was desperate to be as close to her as he could be.
 
"Oh
God," she moaned, clinging to him as he fingered her. 
 
Her
pussy was nice and tight around his fingers, and he remembered how tight it had
felt around his cock too, and he knew he had to feel that again, to feel
himself buried inside of her. Danny wrapped his arm around her back and pulled
her ass toward the edge of the counter so that he could get his finger deeper
in her pussy. He crushed his mouth over hers in a hard, frantic kiss that left
both of them breathless and craving more. Then he felt her inner walls clench
around him and he knew she was about to come. He silently vowed that it would
just be the first of many tonight. 
 
"Danny,"
she cried his name and arched her back, her head falling to her shoulders. 
 
"Yeah,
that's it baby," he muttered, scraping his teeth along her neck. He curled
his fingers and stroked her delicate inner walls, his thumb pressing on her
clit as she bucked against his hand. Danny held her to him, their bodies
pressed together so tightly it was difficult to move his hand but he didn't
want it any other way because he was terrified that if he let go of her, even
for a second, he'd lose her forever. 
 
Krista
screamed and then came her orgasm causing her body to tremble and writhe. Danny
watched her with fascination. The sight of her stole his breath. There was
nothing sexier than watching a woman orgasm---especially Krista. It was
something about the way her eyes fluttered and her mouth hung open. He couldn't
lose her. Once her tremors subsided, he eased his fingers from her and was
getting ready to bring them to his mouth, to lick her come from them. But
before he had the chance, she grabbed his hand and put his fingers in her
mouth, swirling her tongue around them. 
 
She
looked at him under dark, heavy lids and gave him a sultry smile.
"Mmm," she said. 
 
His
dick jerked and his nostrils flared with each breath he took. Holy fuck that
was hot. He pulled his fingers from her mouth and replaced them with his
tongue. Danny groaned with delight at the taste of her pussy on her lips and
tongue. "You can't leave," he said, not straying too far from her
mouth. 
 
"I
have to."
 
"Please,"
he begged. "I can't imagine my life without you in it."
 
"I'm
sorry." 
 
There
were tears in her eyes again. He wiped them away. "What do I have to do to
convince you to stay? Please, don't go to New York. I'll do anything."
Anything except the one thing he knew she wanted. 
 
"There's
nothing you can do, Danny. My mind is made up. I'm going."
 
He took
her face into his hands and said the one thing he shouldn't have. "Then
give me tonight, Krista. I want to be with you again, to touch you, and kiss
you, and to hear you cry my name as I make you come."
 
"Yes,"
she whispered, and then added, "but I should warn you, I don't own any
handcuffs."
 
Danny
laughed. "Oh, don't you worry. I'm sure I can find something to bind you
with," he said. 
 
Krista
hopped down off the counter and dropped to her knees. She deftly undid his belt
and his jeans, freeing his cock, which was so hard it hurt. Her hand wrapped
around his cock and she squeezed him firmly, sending a jolt of pleasure up and
down his back, landing in his balls like a ton of bricks. She stroked down his
shaft, pulling the skin taut; then up his shaft, circling the head of his cock
repeating the motion several times. He groaned and pushed his hips forward,
shoving his cock into her hand. And then he felt something hot and wet envelope
it. Her tongue traced the ridge of his cockhead and his ass clenched.
"Holy fuck that feels good," he muttered. Damn, this was better than
his hottest fantasy of her. 
 
Her
fingernails grazed his ball sack, her mouth firmly sucking his cock while she
stroked his shaft harder and faster. "Oh god," he moaned. The base of
his spine began to tingle, and his hips moved involuntarily to plunge his cock
deeper and deeper into her mouth. Oh, hell no. There was no fucking way he was
going to come yet, not before he had the chance to feel her hot pussy wrapped
around him. But oh how good it felt to have her sucking him. Just a few more
minutes, he thought, gathering her hair and holding it away from her face so he
could watch her. "Fuck Krista," he groaned deep and low. 
 
"Mmm,"
she said, swirling her tongue around the head before sucking him deep into her
mouth.
 
When he
felt the head of his cock scrape against the back of her throat, he nearly lost
it. Danny twisted her hair around his hand and held her still, pulling it from
her mouth and out of her reach. He needed a moment to calm himself, to regain a
little bit of composure and a whole lot of control. He grabbed the base of his
cock and rubbed the head of it across her mouth. "Open them hot little
lips for me again, baby." She did, and he fucked her mouth with deep,
controlled movements. When he withdrew his cock, her teeth gently scraped up
the length of his shaft. It was the first time anyone had ever done that, and
it was fucking fantastic. His eyes widened and he looked down at her. She
smiled up at him and his cock jerked at the sight, pre-cum oozing from the tip.
Her tongue darted out and licked the small bead and he snarled,
"Stop."
 
Krista
pouted. "But I was enjoying that."
 
Danny
reached down and lifted her to her feet, his mouth capturing hers as soon as he
was able to, pouring everything into that one kiss that he wasn't able to say
verbally. He'd been so clueless all those years, not noticing, or not wanting
to notice, just how amazing Krista was. And now he was down to his last few
hours with her, unable to do anything but memorize everything he could about
her. He reluctantly tore his mouth from hers, stripped her down to nothing, and
then lifted her back up on to the counter. "Get on your hands and
knees," he ordered. 
 
"What?
Here?"
 
He
smiled and toed off his shoes. "Yes, right here." Removing his belt,
he walked around to stand in front of her. Her eyes flashed with recognition as
he wrapped the belt around her wrists, tying it tight enough so he couldn't get
out of it, but not tight enough to hurt her. He looped the other end through
the towel bar that hung on the side of the counter and fastened it tightly so
that Krista was on her knees, ass in the air, and her forearms resting on the
counter. "You okay?"
 
"Yes,"
she nodded. 
 
It's a
good thing it's a big counter, he thought as he dug a condom from his wallet
and removed the rest of his clothes. He climbed up onto it behind her and
smoothed his hands over her backside, admiring the sight and the feel of her
smooth skin. "God, you've got a nice little ass," he said before
giving it a light smack. 
 
Krista
yelped and looked at him over her shoulder. "Spanking too?" she asked
with a cocked brow.
 
He
smiled. "You don't know half of what I can do." Danny spread her legs
until they were resting near the edge of the counter. Then he put his hand on
her back, between her shoulder blades, and gently pushed her down so that her
breasts were pressed to the counter top. He rolled the condom on and positioned
himself between her legs, his cock pressing eagerly against the clenched
opening of her pussy. This was his favorite part, sinking slowly into her
warmth, feeling her stretch for him, hearing her moan as she pushed back
against him, clearly wanting more. Danny gripped her hips and plunged all the
way into her, eliciting a scream from her that only ratcheted his need higher.
It had always been a turn on to make a woman scream for him but there was
something extremely satisfying about making Krista scream. He couldn't explain
it nor did he want to try. All he wanted to do was do it some more. 
 
Danny
reached around her body and found her clit. He rubbed it furiously, making her
moan and scream and writhe. "Such a tight little pussy wrapped around my
cock. So fucking HOT." Her body gave him all the signals that it was time
to come, but he knew she was holding back. That could only mean one thing: she
was enjoying the feel of him inside of her, fucking her. That only made him harder.
But he fought it because it was just too good to end so soon. 
 
"Your
cock is so hard," she panted. 
 
He
squeezed her clit between his fingers and she screamed again. It wasn't a
scream of pain, though. He thought he was going to die, the pleasure was so
intense. "You want to come, don't you?"
 
"Yes!"
 
Fuck!
If he thought hearing her scream was hot, hearing her beg to come was a hundred
times better. "I can feel it. Your pussy is getting tighter around my
cock. So fucking tight." His thrusts were jackhammer quick and just as
hard. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh, and the sound of Krista
pulling against her restraints reverberated around them, his balls smacking her
with each plunge of his hips. Danny slowed for half a second; worried that maybe
he was being too rough, too eager. He'd wanted to take his time to enjoy her,
savor her. The last thing he wanted was to rush or make Krista feel as though
she were just another woman he tied up and got off, because she wasn't. She
meant a lot to him. 
 
"Danny!"
she cried. 
 
"Son
of a bitch." The mere sound of her voice destroyed him. He resumed his
previous pace of hard and rough, keeping his fingers on her clit. "Christ,
I can't take it any longer. Come on my cock. Let me hear you scream my
name." 
 
She pushed
back against him, grinding her ass in a circular motion, and cried his name as
she came hot and heavy around his dick, her inner walls pulsating in time with
her erratic heartbeat. 
 
"Fuck
yeah," Danny groaned as his own orgasm tore through both of them. He
slumped over her, his fingers leaving her clit and going straight to her mouth.
She hungrily sucked them. "I didn't hurt you, did I?" he whispered
against her ear. 
 
"Are
you kidding? That was amazing." She laughed. 
 
"Good.
Next time I'm not going to be so easy on you." He eased out of her,
groaning at the lack of contact. 
 
"Next
time?"
 
He
climbed off the counter and began to untie her. "I asked for the whole
night Krista, not just a few hours," he reminded her. 
 
She
smiled. "Well can we at least eat first?"
 
Danny
laughed. "That's probably a good idea. You're going to need your
strength."
 
*****
 
Several
hours later, they collapsed into a sweaty, exhausted heap of well-sexed limbs
onto her bed. Danny had one arm around her and the other tucked behind his head.
Krista lay with her head on his chest and her leg draped over his. It felt so
right to be here with her like this. It was a little unsettling how comfortable
he felt. He dragged his fingers up and down her arm. "I'm worried about
you, Krista."
 
"Why?"
she asked, turning her head to look up at him. 
 
"Because
you're going to be in a strange city all by yourself," he said.
 
"I
won't be by myself. Max is going to be with me for the first month or so."
 
"That
does not make feel any better." Danny gritted his teeth. He'd met Max a
few times when Krista had asked Danny to go to work functions with her. Danny
didn't like Max, and the thought of Krista being in a city like New York, with
Max as her only friend, pissed him off. What if they hooked up? The image of Max's
hands all over Krista sent Danny into a jealous rage that threatened to implode
on him. So, he did the only thing he could think of, the one thing he'd never
done with any other woman: he made love to her. There was nothing kinky about
it. He didn't bind her or spank her or fuck her hard and fast. He went slow,
took his time, caressed her, kissed her, and looked into her eyes as he told
her repeatedly that he didn't want her to go and that his life would be hell
without her. Danny made love for the first time that night and he was thrilled
that it was with Krista. 
 
He laid
awake a long time afterward, just holding her, watching her sleep, listening to
her breathe, cursing the clock with each moment that ticked by. Of all the
people he'd lost in his life, he never imagined he'd lose her. A single tear
slipped down his cheek. 
 
*****
 
Krista
returned from the shower, fully dressed and ready to go, to find Danny still in
her bed. He was snoring softly, his arm draped over his eyes. Last night had
been bittersweet. She couldn't have imagined a better way to say goodbye to
him. But for all they'd done, he'd never told her that he loved her. She'd said
it and he'd barely acknowledged it. Well, as much as it hurt, at least she had
an answer now. Danny didn't love her like she loved him. 
 
"Goodbye,
Danny. I'll always love you," she whispered before leaving the room, and
him, forever. 
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Danny
rolled over and stretch, his body completely relaxed from spending all last
night having sex with Krista. He smiled and reached for her. The bed was empty.
He bolted upright and looked around, the memory of everything that happened
last night slowly seeped into his consciousness. She'd fucking left! He
couldn't believe it. "Fuck!" Danny threw the covers off and jumped
out of bed. "Son of a bitch!" Yanking his jeans on, and shoving his feet into his sneakers, he grabbed
his shirt and rushed out of her apartment. He had to get to the airport and
stop her from leaving. 
 
He'd
never driven so fast or so recklessly in his life. His heart kept pace with
this speedometer, and his breaths felt like they came at the same speed as the
traffic around him---slower than fuck! He'd lost count of how many times
he'd screamed profanities at other drivers, or how many times he'd flipped off
other cars. Didn't people realize what was at stake for him? The thought of
getting to her too late, of losing her, clutched at his insides, twisting them
into a painful knot. Danny pushed on the gas pedal harder. He couldn't lose
her. 
 
What
seemed like hours later---but was in reality only ten minutes---he
arrived at the airport. He studied the board that listed all the flights and
quickly found the one going to New York. Thank God it was at a terminal close
to him and not one that was clear across the airport. He ran at full force,
stopping only once he reached airport security. 
 
"Shit!"
He exhaled and dragged an unsteady hand through his hair. There was no way to
get through security without a ticket or a boarding pass. And he didn't have
time to stand in line and buy a bogus ticket. Frantically, he scanned the
crowd, hoping and praying that he might catch a glimpse of her. And then he did.
She was standing in line for security, talking to Max, a smile gracing her
beautiful features. Saying a silent thank you to the man up above, Danny cupped
his hands around his mouth and shouted, "Krista!"
 
He
watched her stop speaking and look around the airport. "Krista!" he
shouted again, waving his arms in the air, trying to catch her attention. Danny
tried to get closer, but was blocked by people who thought he was trying to cut
ahead in the line. When he knew he couldn't get any closer, he called her name
for a third time. That time, she saw him. Her eyes widened as if she were both
shocked and happy to see him. 
 
"Danny?"
Krista stepped out of the line and walked toward him. What are you doi--?"
 
He took
her face into his hands and silenced her with a kiss. Just like she'd done last
night, she leaned into him, embracing him, welcoming him, and returned his kiss
with so much passion it left him dizzy. But he didn't let her go. Instead, he
put his hands on her lower back and yanked her tight against his body. He
deepened the kiss, needing to feel that subtle change in her---the one
where she'd moan softly and give in to her body's desires and ignore her mind's
demands. Danny's cock thickened, and he'd give anything to be able to remove
her clothes, piece by piece, and kiss every inch of her creamy flesh. 
 
She
dragged her fingernails along the nape of his neck and he shuddered then
groaned. God, he loved it when she did that. Hell, he loved everything about
her. Danny abruptly ended the kiss and stared at Krista as if it was the first
time he'd ever seen her. And, in a way, it was. He was in love with her. The
revelation rocked him to his core. Why hadn't he realized this sooner? What the
fuck was he going to do about it now? 
 
"What're
you doing here, Danny?"
 
He
shook the confusion from his mind. "I woke up and you were gone." 
 
She
hung her head. "I just figured it would be easier that way. We'd said our
goodbyes last night."
 
Danny
put his finger under her chin and tilted her face up so that she had to look at
him. "I told you, I can't say goodbye to you, Krista. I won't."
 
Krista
sighed heavily. "Please don't make this any harder than it already
is."
 
"It
doesn't have to be this hard. You can stay. You don't have to do this,"
Danny pleaded, his voice taking on a level of desperation he'd never felt
before. 
 
She
broke free from his hold and took his hand, leading him away from the
inquisitive eyes of the people in the security line and toward an empty,
partially secluded corner of the lobby. "I explained this to you last
night, Danny. This is something I have to do."
 
"Why?"
He'd made sure to position himself so that Krista was trapped between him and
the wall. The last thing he wanted was for her to take off run. 
 
Crossing
her arms over her chest, she gave him a cold stare, a look that was filled with
so much pain, anger, love, and betrayal; it hurt him to hold her gaze for too
long. "Are you really going to make me say it again?"
 
Her
words from last night came back to him with so much force; he had to
momentarily close his eyes. It's not a
matter of wanting to be your friend, Danny. I simply can't. Because I'm in love
with you, and it kills me to know that you're with Jessica. Danny took a
deep breath. "No," he whispered. It wasn't fair to make her say that
again. But, damn it, it wasn't fair that she was leaving, either. The need to
just touch her and hold her was overwhelming. He reached out and took her hands
into his. "Please don't go."
 
Tears
welled up in her eyes, and when she shook her head, they spilled free. "I'm
sorry. This is something I have to do."
 
"I
don't understand how leaving your home, your friends, me, is something you have
to do. It doesn't make sense, Krista."
 
She
gently placed her palm on his cheek and smiled weakly. "It makes perfect
sense, Danny. I'm in love with a man who gave me two glorious nights that I'll
never forget; a man who is my best friend; a man I'd entrust with my life. But
he's also a man who doesn't love me back."
 
The way
her voice gave out as she said those last words had him fighting back tears of
his own. What could he say to that? You
could tell her you love her, you dipshit. He could. His heart pounded in
his chest at the thought of saying that to her, of confessing the long buried
truth he'd fought so hard to ignore all these years, a truth that had only just
surfaced a few moments ago. That gave him pause. Was it really the truth? Or
did he just want it to be the truth because he knew it was the one thing that
he could say to make her stay? 
 
"I've
accepted that you don't feel the same way about me, and that's okay. But
please, Danny, as my friend, I need you to respect my wishes." She dropped
her hand from his face and stepped around him. "I have to go."
 
Danny
grabbed her wrist and stopped her. Their gazes locked. "I can't live without
you, Krista."
 
"Then
give me a reason to stay, Danny."
 
He knew
what she wanted. But he couldn't bring himself to say it. Instead, he replied,
"You're all I've got."
 
"We
both know that's not true," she said softly.
 
 Jessica.
He hung his head in defeat. The only way he could get Krista to stay was to
tell her that he loved her. But, then, would that be the only reason she
stayed? He wanted her to stay because she
wanted to, not because he confessed his love for her. It dawned on him that he
was in a no win situation. Defeat landed in his heart and his gut like ten tons
of bricks. 
 
Krista
gave his lips a firm, lingering kiss. "I love you, Danny. I always will.
And if you care about me at all, even as just a friend, then please let me
go."
 
His
heart constricted at the thought of releasing his hold on her, of letting go
both literally and figuratively, because he knew once he did, she'd be gone
from his life for good. "Krista..." he whimpered. 
 
Her
fingers slipped from his grasp. "Goodbye, Danny."
 
He
watched helplessly, paralyzed and numb, as she walked away from him. Danny
slumped down in one of those hard plastic chairs, dropped his head into his
hands, and cried silently. Krista was leaving. She was actually leaving him.
Christ, how could he survive without her? He stood, determined to chase after
her and tell her that her loved her, but, instead, he turned on his heel and
left, a broken shell of the man he'd been last night.
 
*****
 
Krista
rested her head on the window and closed her eyes, trying to steady her shaking
hands, and calm her racing heart. When she'd first heard his voice, she'd
thought it was just a hallucination, wishful thinking. But then he'd really
been there. Danny had chased her down at the airport, kissed the breath from
her body, and then he'd asked her not to go. Again. He'd told her he couldn't
live without her. Again. But, he still hadn't said those three words she needed
to hear: I love you. Had he said that, she'd be with him right now, not sitting
on an airplane with her boss. She was emotionally, mentally, and physically
exhausted. It was a good thing she had a long flight ahead of her because she
needed the sleep. Before she knew it, she was sound asleep and immersed in a
dream like memory of last night. 
 
"I'm sorry I don't have anywhere comfortable to
sit," she said, looking around her scarcely furnished apartment. She'd
donated most of her furniture to Goodwill because the apartment in New York was
fully furnished, thanks to Max and the company. And what little she had decided
to keep had been loaded onto a U-Haul truck a few hours earlier. 
 
Danny shrugged and took another bite of his pizza.
"Didn't we do this when you moved in here, too?"
 
She laughed. "You know, I think you're right."
They both sat on the kitchen floor, their backs against the cabinets beneath
the counter they'd just had sex on, eating pizza and sharing a two liter bottle
of Pepsi. She didn't have any cups, so they took turns drinking straight from
the bottle. 
 
 "I
remember the day you moved in here. You refused to go to bed until your room,
the bathroom, and the kitchen was completely unpacked." Danny smiled then
laughed.
 
 Krista
watched with melancholy. She was really going to miss hearing his laugh and
seeing his smile. "Well, they are the three most important rooms in the
house."
 
 "If
you say so." He shook his head, but the smile never left his face. 
 
 "I'm
pretty sure that's the exact same thing you said to me that night, too." 
 
 Danny
shrugged. "What can I say? I'm a predictable kind of guy."
 
 She
simply nodded. They'd been friends for their entire lives, and predictable was
not a word she'd use to describe Danny---especially when it came to what he
was capable of doing in the bedroom. Her face warmed just thinking of it. 
 
 "What
are you going to do in New York?" he asked, tossing what was left of his
pizza crust into the box. 
 
 "Work
mostly," she said. "Max has already lined up several interviews and
we've booked two events for the end of summer. I'll be busy making new contacts
in the area and training the new staff."
 
 "And
what about Max? Won't he be doing any of the work?"
 
 Krista
eyed him suspiciously. Was Danny jealous of Max? That couldn't be possible.
Jealousy implied a certain level of love and possessiveness, and she knew damn
well those were two things Danny did not have toward her. "Of course he'll
be helping. Why else would he be going to New York for two months?"
 
 Danny
rolled his eyes. "You can't be that naïve, Krista, especially not around
men. It's going to get you into trouble, and I won't be there to save
you."
 
 She
flung her head back and laughed. "Me and Max? That's about as plausible as
me and..." Her voice trailed off and she turned her face away from Danny's,
unable to put herself out there like that to him again.
 
 She
felt him, his body close to hers, his hot breath on her neck, the smell of his
cologne, before she actually heard him. "As you and me?" he
whispered. "Is that what you were going to say?"
 
 "Yeah."
She licked her lips and swallowed the lump from her throat. 
 
 Danny
clutched her chin between his fingers and turned her face back to him. The
desire burning in his eyes stole her breath and sent her mind into a tailspin.
His actions said one thing and his words, or rather, his lack of words, said
something completely different. 
 
"A month ago had someone told me I'd end up in bed with
you, enjoying every moment of it, I would've had them committed," he said.
 
 "That's
not what I meant by you and me." Her reference hadn't been about sex, it
had been about a relationship, a real relationship where they went out on dates
and had the titles of boyfriend and girlfriend. 
 
 "I
know what you meant," he said as he molded his mouth to hers, his tongue
sliding between her lips, past her teeth, and over her tongue. 
 
 Her
eyes fluttered closed, and she was lost in his kiss. Danny had that effect on
her. The slightest touch from him could send her careening over the edge into pure
physical bliss and plummeting in to an abyss of utter recklessness. Just like
this moment. She knew what they were doing was wrong. She knew her heart would
never recover from tonight. She knew it was unfair to give in to him, just like
she knew that Danny had a girlfriend at home waiting for him. Yet here he was,
with Krista, kissing her, caressing her, touching her and most delicious of
all, fucking her. And the furthest thing from her mind was his girlfriend. It
was wrong, but tonight she was being selfish. She wanted Danny all to herself,
and damn it, that's exactly what she was going to have.
 
 Danny
speared his fingers into her hair, holding her head in place, dominating the
kiss. His other hand found her bare breast, kneading it, cupping it, rolling
and pinching her nipple with delicious intent. She moaned and arched into him,
completely oblivious to the fact that they were naked on the kitchen floor,
surrounded by half eaten pizza. Krista felt Danny's erection poking her leg.
She reached down and wrapped her hand around his shaft, slowly stroking the
length of it, squeezing ever so gently as she did. Danny moaned into her mouth
and nipped at her lips. God, she loved it when he did that. It sent her already
over active libido into a frenzy. 
 
 "I
need you, Krista," he said as he eased her down onto the kitchen floor and
bringing his body over hers. 
 
 "I
need you too," she murmured, spreading her legs to accommodate him. 
 
Danny put his weight into his arms and teased her aching
pussy lips with the head of his cock. "So wet," he groaned, teasing
her some more, "and I haven't even touched you yet."
 
"You don't have to," she panted, lifting her hips
in a desperate attempt to get him to fill her with his cock. "Just
thinking about you touching me makes me wet."
 
He stilled and gazed down at her with a look of fire in his
eyes. "Do you think about me when you masturbate?"
 
She couldn't deny the masturbation because she'd told him
once that she did it on a regular basis when she wasn't seeing anyone. And
there was no reason to deny the other part of it. "Yes," she said,
meeting his gaze straight on.
 
"What about when you're with other men? Do you think
about me then, too?" His lips found hers again, and he gave her a short,
heated kiss.
 
"Yes." His cockhead grazed along the length of her
lips again, and she sucked in a breath. Good God, why wouldn't he just fuck her
already? 
 
Then he slid into her with an agonizingly slow push. Krista
clung to him, her fingernails digging into the flesh of his shoulders. She knew
right away that he wasn't wearing a condom, and she knew she should stop him,
but the feel of Danny bare was a million times better than the feel of Danny
through a condom. Besides, she was taking birth control pills. And despite
Danny's numerous relationships and one night stands, she knew he was clean. It
was something he took very seriously. 
 
"Fuck, Krista," he groaned, putting all of his
weight into his arms and looking down at her, his hips moving his cock in and
out of her in a decadent rhythm that had her closing her eyes, arching her
back, and screaming for more. "Yeah, you like my cock, don't you?"
 
"Yes!" she screamed. "God, yes!" 
 
Danny withdrew until just the head of his cock remained
inside of her. She groaned in protest. "Tell me." He leaned down and
kissed her hard on the lips. "I want to hear you tell me how much you like
my cock, how much you want it."
 
Krista forced her eyes open and tried to glare at him, but
failed. All she managed to do was look at him with longing, with the irritating
knowledge that he was completely in control and there was nothing she could do
about it. Then he took both of her hands and pinned them above her head. His
gaze was hot and burning with intensity she didn't know he possessed. 
 
"You want this?" he asked, shoving his cock deep
into her with a forceful thrust. 
 
She screamed with pleasure. "Yeah, I want that,"
she panted. 
 
He stilled and then withdrew again. She let out a frustrated
sigh. If only she had her hands free, she could grab ahold of that fantastic
ass of his and make him fuck her like she wanted. "Then tell me," he
demanded in a sexy, commanding voice. 
 
"I want your cock, Danny. God, I want it. I need it.
Please," she begged. 
 
A victorious smile of satisfaction pulled at the corners of
his mouth. It was wrong just how damn sexy it was. She wanted to bask in that
smile for a while, but when Danny rammed his cock into her, she was lost. Her
body reacted instantly, her pussy tightening around him with each forward
thrust of his body. God how she wanted to be able to touch him, and feel his
smooth skin beneath her fingers, to be able to hear his moans of approval when
she touched him in a way he liked. 
 
Krista wiggled her hands, trying to free them from his grip.
When she couldn't, she said, "I want to touch you."
 
He shook his head, keeping his pace steady. "I can't
let you do that, sweetheart."
 
She pouted. "Why not?"
 
"Because the moment I feel these hands on me," he
laced their fingers together above her head, "I'm going to lose it, and I
can't let that happen. Not yet."
 
"Please?" Her voice was a mere whimper.
 
His answer was to take her nipple into his mouth. She moaned
at the feel of him sucking it, of his tongue swirling around it, and then his
teeth nipping at it, drawing it out before he moved on to the next one. Christ,
she wasn't going to last much longer. 
 
"Fuck, you feel so good, Krista." His thrusts
became harder and faster. "It should be a god damned sin."
 
The huskiness of his voice combined with his words was her
undoing. She didn't even try to fight it. Closing her eyes, she gave over to
the pleasure. "Danny," she cried his name as her hips rocked up to
meet his thrusts. "God, yeah, so good..." 
 
"Son of a bitch," he whispered on an inhaled
breath moments before he covered her lips with his, kissing her with a hungry
passion. "Christ, I can't hold...it's too good...too fucking good. Come for
me, baby. I need to feel your hot come on my cock."
 
She was already ahead of him, her orgasm tearing through her
body and erupting from her with a debilitating force. If she was able to move
after that, it would be a small miracle. Seconds later, the sound of his ragged
moans, the feel of him swelling inside of her tipped her over the edge into
another orgasm. This time, Danny was with her, coming hot and hard inside of
her, marking her, branding her soul in a way no other man ever would. 
 
*
 
"Hey,
Krista, wake up. Are you okay?" The sound of Max's deep voice awoke her. 
 
Krista
sat up and looked around. That's right. She was on a plane headed to New York.
With a yawn, she said, "Is something wrong?"
 
Max
shrugged. "I don't know. You tell me." He smiled. "You were
fidgeting and whimpering in your sleep."
 
She
felt her face flush with warmth. How embarrassing! "Did I say
anything?"
 
"You
just kept repeating Danny's name."
 
"I'm
sorry." She groaned and covered her face with her hands. That
dream---that memory---was so vivid she felt as if it had just happened.
Her body trembled and her body ached for Danny, for his touch and his kiss.
Maybe it wasn't too late. Maybe she could hop a plane back home and go to him,
tell him again how she felt, and beg him to be with her. No. She shook her
head. She'd told him how she felt and he didn't reciprocate those feelings.
Begging him to love her would just be pathetic. Things were what they were. It
was time for her to accept it and move on. 
 
"Do
you want something to drink? I can get the flight attendant," Max offered.

 
Krista
smiled weakly. "No, thank you. I'm okay."
 
They
sat in silence for several moments, and then Max said, "I can't believe he
let you get on this plane."
 
She
jerked her head to look at him, her mouth hung open and her eyes widened with
surprise. "What?" 
 
"I
saw how he kissed you. That wasn't a kiss goodbye between friends. It was so
much more, and I just can't believe he let you get on this plane without a
fight."
 
Her
heart raced. Part of her wanted to jump to Danny's defense, to explain the
complexity of their friendship, but she didn't because she wholeheartedly
wanted to believe Max, to believe that to the outside world it appeared as
though she and Danny were more than just friends. Not that it mattered though,
because she was headed to New York and Danny was headed home to Jessica. 
 
After a
moment, she said, "Thanks for saying that."
 
"Are
you sure you want to do this?" Max asked, twisting in his seat so that he
could see her better. 
 
"What
do you mean?" Her body buzzed with uncertainty. Was Max going to take the
promotion away from her? God, she hoped not. Right now, it was the only thing
keeping her sane. A new job, a new city, new friends---it's exactly what
she needed. Yes, she was terrified of the unknown, but it beat the thought of
going back home and watching Danny and Jessica together. 
 
"This
promotion, moving to New York," he said, gesturing with his hands.
"If you've changed your mind, I can find someone else and you can have
your old job back."
 
Krista
smiled with relief. "Thanks, Max, but I really need this job right now.
It'll be good for me."
 
"That
bad, huh?"
 
"You
have no idea," she said with a soft laugh and a shake of her head. 
 
"I
know I'm your boss, but I'd like you to think of me as your friend, Krista.
Neither of us know anyone in the city, so until we do, it's just going to be
you and me." He smiled and winked. 
 
Max
really was a sexy man. God, why couldn't she just forget all about Danny and be
attracted to Max, like all the other women who'd ever had the pleasure of
meeting him. She knew why. Max was no Danny and he never would be. Plus, for as
long as she could remember, Danny had been the only man in her heart. She loved
him unconditionally and that hurt worse than anything else in the world. 
 
"Thanks,"
she said for the third time in a short period of time. "But, if I've
understood you correctly, we'll be too busy for any sort of socializing."
 
"Yes,
that's true. However, I was thinking we should have a kick-off party once we've
got things up and running, as a way to introduce ourselves to all the important
people that you'll be doing business with."
 
Krista
nodded. "I know this fantastic woman who is wonderful at planning
parties." She laughed and Max joined her. It felt good to smile and laugh,
even if it was only for a few moments, because in those moments, she was free
from the pain of the gaping hole in her heart that was Danny. 
 
*****
 
Danny
had driven back to Krista's apartment a hell of a lot slower than he'd driven
to the airport earlier. In his rush to catch her, he'd left some of his cell
phone, watch, and his wallet at her place. However the thought of going back
there, knowing Krista would never be there again, was painful, like a rusty
razor blade in the heart. He finished gathering his things and then plopped
down on her bed. A sob escaped him as the memory of last night bombarded him.
He hung his head and gave over to it. 
 
"Again?" Krista giggled as Danny rolled on top of
her, parting her thighs with his, and settling between them. 
 
"Mmm hmm," he said, kissing her softly on the
lips. "I'm insatiable." What he really meant was that he just
couldn't get enough of her. It really had nothing at all to do with his libido,
and everything to do with her. 
 
"I guess so," she replied with a sultry smile that
tugged at his heartstrings. 
 
He swallowed hard and pushed into her, moaning and savoring
the feel of her hot, wet pussy stretching for him, enveloping him. He'd had his
fair share of women, but none of them felt as perfect as Krista did. From the
very first time he'd sunk into her warmth, it had felt like home. Their bodies
fit together perfectly, her pussy a glove on his cock. 
 
"Oh, God," she said the words on an exhaled moan.
"Yeah."
 
Beneath him, her hips lifted to meet his, her body pliant
against his as they moved in pure synchronicity. He looked down at her, amazed
at the rush of emotions that consumed him. As a man, he'd always appreciated
Krista's beauty, but it wasn't until right now that he realized just how
beautiful she really was. Her long, curly, auburn hair pooled around her heart
shaped face, her hazel eyes were cloudy with lust, and her lips. God, he loved
her lips. He loved how pink and plump they were, how soft they were every time
he kissed them, and how they always parted to welcome him. 
 
Danny smoothed the hair from her forehead and kissed her
softly, first on the lips and then down her neck. "I can't imagine my life
without you in it," he whispered. 
 
"Danny, please don't---"
 
"Shh." He silenced her with a kiss, his pace
steady and disastrous to his self-control. But he kept at it, determined to
make her understand how serious he was about not wanting her to leave.
"God, Krista, baby, please don't leave me." He knew he was being
selfish. He couldn't give her what she wanted, he couldn't be the man she
needed and deserved, but that didn't stop him from feeling the way he did.
Krista was all he had. How would he survive without her?
 
"I don't want to talk about it anymore," she
whispered, taking his face into her hands, and pulling him down to her for a
kiss. She closed her eyes and arched into him.
 
Despite the dread coiled in his gut, he buried it and simply
enjoyed being with her in a way that was so much more intense and intimate than
anything he'd ever experienced. His emotions were in disarray, but he was sure
of one thing: there was no one else he'd rather be with, making love to, than
Krista. 
 
"Okay," he whispered, bringing his hand down to
rest on her waist. For now, he'd concentrate on making love to her, on bringing
both of them pleasure beyond their expectations. "God, being inside of you
is like heaven."
 
"Danny, I'm gonna..." Her words trailed into a moan.

 
He felt her tighten painfully around him, but it didn't slow
him down. If anything, it only served to increase his desire for her. No matter
how fast or slow he moved within her, no matter how deeply he was buried in her
walls, no matter how many times he orgasmed with her, it wasn't enough. Would
it ever be enough? 
 
*
 
The
sound of his ringing cell phone shocked him from his memory. He didn't even
bother to see who was calling. He already knew. It was Jessica again. She'd
called several dozen times since last night. Danny heaved a sigh and stood.
Sooner or later he was going to have to face her. It might as well be now, he
thought as he left Krista's apartment for the very last time. He had no idea what
he was going to tell Jessica, but he knew it wasn't going to be the truth, at
least, not all of it. 
 
The
short drive back to his apartment was uneventful, except for the tears he
couldn't stop from falling. He hadn't cried like this since his parents died.
Wiping his face and collecting his thoughts, he opened the door to his
apartment. Jessica was on the couch waiting for him. He was simultaneously
happy and pissed off to see her. 
 
"Where
the hell have you been?" Jessica shouted before he even had the door
closed. 
 
He took
a calming breath. "With Krista," he said, walking toward Jessica. He
sat beside her. 
 
"You
spent the night with Krista?" Jessica was clearly pissed. Her green eyes
were wild and her hands were clenched into fists. 
 
"It's
not what you think, Jess." 
 
"Oh
really?" She stood and crossed her arms over her chest. "You blow off
our weekend vacation so that you can go talk to Krista about God knows what,
you promise you'll come over as soon as you're finished, and then I don't hear
a thing from you!"
 
He was
not in the mood to do this with her right now. That was one thing about Jessica
that he didn't care for; she tended to overreact and make a drama over things
that weren't a big deal. Of course, this time, she had a right to act this way,
but he'd never tell her that. 
 
"Did
you fuck her?" Jessica stood in front of him, a look of fear and anger in
her eyes.
 
"Don't
be ridiculous," he said, unable to meet her gaze any longer. Danny wasn't
normally a liar, but these past few days, it seemed like that's all he'd done.
He was lying to himself about his true feelings toward Krista. He'd lied to
Krista about his feelings. And now he'd just lied to Jessica. If he didn't get
his shit together soon, he was going to implode. 
 
"Then
what the hell have you been doing all night? And why haven't you answered any
of my calls or texts?" Jessica plopped down on the couch next to him. 
 
Danny
put his hand on her knee and looked at her pointedly. "I spent the night
trying to convince Krista not to leave. I shut my phone off. I'm sorry."
 
"What
do you mean? Krista's leaving? Why?"
 
He
nodded. "She was offered a promotion that required her to move to New
York. She left this morning. I just came from the airport." His words
caught in his throat and he had to fight back another round of tears. 
 
"So...she's
gone?" Jessica asked. 
 
"Yes."
Danny rubbed his hands over his face and blew out a breath. "I begged her
to stay." He dropped his hands from his face. 
 
"I'm
sorry." 
 
"What
am I going to do? She was my best friend, my only family, and now she's gone. I
have no one."
 
"You
have me." Jessica put her arm around his shoulders and kissed his head.
"Is there anything I can do?" She put her hand on his knee and
dragged it up toward his crotch. 
 
He
groaned. Not because he was aroused, but because his body wanted Krista, his
cock ached for her, his lips stung with the remnants of her kisses, and his
hands itched to touch her again. Jessica mistook his reaction and started to
massage him through his jeans. "Jess..."
 
"Shh,"
she said, turning his face toward her and capturing his lips in a kiss.
"Let me help you." She fumbled with the zipper on his jeans. "I
can help you forget."
 
Forget?
About Krista? That would never happen. In fact, after last night, he'd be lucky
if he could ever have sex with Jessica again without thinking about and wishing
it was Krista. He closed his eyes and kissed her back, imagining it was his
love, but that didn't work. Jessica was nothing like Krista. 
 
The
desire to push her away was overwhelming. He wanted to scream at her, to tell
her that he'd never, in a million years, ever forget Krista. He wanted to shake
her and tell her that he'd just lost his best friend, his family, and that no
amount of sex would make him feel better. And more than anything, he wanted to
tell her to go home. But if he did any of those things, it would piss her off
and she would leave him again. And like it or not, Jessica was all he had right
now. If he lost her, he really would be all alone, and he didn't handle being
alone very well. 
 
Then
again, what would stop Jessica from leaving him tomorrow? Or next week? Or in a
few months? What would he do then? It's not like he could call up Krista, meet
her out at their favorite bar, and drink away their sorrows. No. Danny knew he
had to do something drastic if he wanted to keep Jessica. He pulled away from
her kiss and looked at her. "Marry me," he said. 
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It had
been a full month since Krista had left Danny. New York was like a foreign
country to her. People were always in such a rush, and not many of them were
willing to take a moment and help out a lost stranger. The only friends she had
were Max and the few new employees they'd hired. All of them were working
around the clock to get the new office up and running that they'd become close
in a short period of time. Lora, the secretary, was nice, and Krista had spent
a lot of time talking to her. Not just about work, but about personal stuff,
too. Krista had learned that Lora was newly divorced and living on her own in
an apartment not far from where Krista and Max were staying. She'd also learned
they had a lot in common in the way of food, music, and movies. Lora had
divulged all the details about her ex-husband and the nasty divorce. In turn,
Krista had spilled the beans about Danny. It was nice to have someone to
confide in. 
 
She'd
talked to Max quite a bit, especially since they were temporarily sharing an
apartment, but it always felt awkward, as if Max was collecting information for
use at a later date. She couldn't explain it, but her intuition told her that
Max wanted more than friendship. If she weren't still head over heels in love
with Danny, she might consider starting a relationship with him. Right now
though, her heart was still raw and bleeding from how things ended with Danny. 
 
Truth
be told, she was downright miserable. She hated the city, and she missed Danny
more than she thought possible. They talked on the phone once a week, usually
on the weekend when Krista had drunk a few too many cocktails. It wasn't for a
lack of trying on Danny's part, though. He called every day, sometimes three or
four times. More often than not, she'd send his calls straight to voicemail.
Other times, when she was really homesick, she'd answer. But the moment she
heard his voice, all the pain would come rushing back at her, so she'd make an
excuse about being busy and needing to get back to work. 
 
And
then there were the emails. Every single morning when she would get to work
there would be an email from Danny waiting for her. Most of the time it would
be about things happening at home, his job, the gossip from their favorite bar.
Krista would respond in kind, talking solely about her new job and the city.
Their interactions were those of distant acquaintances and not best friends.
But, this is what she wanted. It was this distance that she so desperately
needed from him. Eventually, the pain and hurt would go away. It had to. 
 
Krista
sat at her desk and opened her email. Sure enough, there was one from Danny.
But, she didn't have the emotional stamina to open it right now, so she skipped
it and instead, opened one from Mary Beth, the secretary from her old office in
California. It was nice that Krista still got to interact with her old
co-workers. The email was short: Hey!
Isn't this your friend? Does this mean you'll be visiting soon? Krista
clicked on the attachment and a screen shot of a newspaper announcement popped
up on her screen. It was a wedding announcement. 
 
She
read through it quickly, and not believing her own eyes, she read it a second
then a third time. Her jaw hung open in shock, and she wasn't sure if her heart
was still beating or not. Danny was marrying Jessica. This weekend. In four
days. Her breakfast threatened to come back up. In all the times they'd spoken,
he never once mentioned anything about getting married. How could he not tell
her something so important? Hell, he hadn't even invited her to the wedding.
Not that she would've gone, but that wasn't the point. 
 
With a
trembling hand, she picked up the phone and dialed Lora's extension. When she
answered, Krista said, "I have an urgent call to make. I don't want any
interruptions, not even from Max."
 
"Yeah,
sure, okay. Is everything all right?" Lora asked. 
 
"No."
Krista hung up, and then she dug out her cell phone and dialed Danny's number.
He answered on the second ring. From the way he said hello, she knew he'd been
sleeping. "You're getting married?" She was met with silence.
"How could you not tell me?"
 
Danny
sighed then yawned. "You haven't exactly been available to talk lately and
when you are, you're drunk."
 
"So,
it's my fault you didn't tell me?" She paced around her office, trembling
as her anger steadily increased. "That's real fucking nice, Danny."
 
Another
long moment of silence ensued before he spoke again. "I didn't know how to
tell you."
 
Krista
stopped pacing and pinched the bridge of her nose in a pathetic attempt to stop
the rush of tears she felt coming on. "So you thought not telling me was
better?" Her voice was low and weak. She double-checked the lock on her
door, and then she slid down the length of it until she was slumped on the
floor, knees bent and head hung. This right now, hurt worse than the day she'd
said goodbye to him at the airport. At least then there was the slim
possibility that something might still happen between them. Now she knew it was
really over forever. 
 
"No,"
he said. "I wanted to tell you. I was going to tell you. Why do you think
I've been calling so much lately?"
 
She
cupped her hand over her mouth to stifle the sob that escaped. The only reason
he'd been calling was because he wanted to tell her about his impending
marriage, not because he missed her or wanted to talk to her. God, I'm such a fucking idiot!
"Well, congratulations. I wish both of you all the happiness in the
world." Then she abruptly hung up. 
 
Krista
hugged her knees to her chest, rested her head on them, and sobbed. Danny was
gone. She'd lost him. What was she going to do now? Her cell phone rang,
startling her. It was Danny. "What?" she snapped. 
 
"You
know I hate it when you hang up on me," he said, his voice deep and
cautionary. "Stop avoiding me, Krista. We need to talk about his."
 
"What's
there to talk about? I'm in love you with you, and you're in love with Jessica.
It all seems pretty straightforward to me."
 
"That's
not fair." 
 
Everything
about this was unfair. She knew that better than anyone. It still didn't change
things, though. "I don't know what you want me to say." Krista
sniffled and drew a shaky breath. Her head was pounding. 
 
"I'm
sorry," he whispered. 
 
The
last thing she wanted from him was pity. She stood and went to her desk. Taking
a seat, she said, "It's bad enough that you didn't have the balls to tell
me you were getting married, but then you don't even invite me? I thought we
were friends, Danny. You don't do shit like this to your friends!"
 
"Would
you have come if I had invited you?" he shot back. 
 
"That's
not the point."
 
"Yeah,
that's what I thought."
 
She
couldn't believe he was upset with her when he was clearly the one who'd messed
up. "God, you are so unbelievable," she let out a frustrated scream,
"y'know, just..."
 
"Just
what?" His voice was a pure male challenge. Danny was pushing her, and
they both knew it. "Huh, Krista? Whatever it is, just say it."
 
"Fuck
you, Danny!" She hung up again, and threw her cell phone across the room.
It landed on the floor with a thud. She hugged herself and cried some more. To
hell with this, she thought as she stood. Grabbing her purse and her cell
phone, she stormed out of her office. "I'll be back Monday morning.
Whatever comes up Max can deal with it." And then she left. It was her
plan to lock herself in her apartment and not come out until Monday morning,
until after Danny was legally married and on his way to his honeymoon. Only
then would she face the world again. 
 
"Hey!
Krista! What's going on?" Lora shouted after her. 
 
Krista
ignored her and continued walking toward the front door. She couldn't deal with
anyone or anything right now. As she reached the end of the block, her phone
rang again. It was Danny. Her finger hovered over the reject button, but, for
reasons she couldn't fathom, she answered. "Now what?"
 
"Stop
hanging up on me!" he shouted then said in a calmer tone, "God,
Krista, why are you avoiding talking to me."
 
She
looked both ways, and when she was confident she wouldn't be run down by an
angry driver, she crossed the road and turned left toward her apartment
building. "Because I don't know what to say to you, Danny. The guy I used
to know wouldn't have kept his wedding a secret from me. The guy I used to call
my best friend would've told me before he was going to propose, and I damn well
would've gotten an invitation from that guy."
 
Danny
sighed. "I know I fucked up. I'm sorry, but..."
 
"But
what?" Krista fumbled with getting her key into her door. She muttered a
curse under her breath, wanting nothing more than to get inside and shut the
world out. 
 
"I
knew if I told you it would hurt you, and I didn't want to do that."
 
Krista
rested her head on the door with a thud. Tears feel freely down her face.
"You still should've told me."
 
"I
know. I'm sorry."
 
She
went inside, dropped her purse on the table by the door, kicked off her shoes,
and went straight to her bedroom where she flopped down on the bed. 
 
"Krista..."
His voice had that same tone as the day at the airport. She closed her eyes and
could see his face, his beautiful blue eyes dulled with hurt, pleading with her
to stay. Her breath caught in her throat. 
 
"Please,
Danny, don't...I can't..." Her lips trembled, and she knew if she stayed on
the phone with him much longer she'd end up begging him not to marry Jessica. 
 
"I
miss you, Krista. I can't stand not having you here," he whispered in a
voice that she'd only ever heard him use when they were intimate. 
 
"Oh
God," she sobbed, shaking her head even though he couldn't see her. She
wondered where Jessica was. Obviously she wasn't around or else he wouldn't be
saying these things to Krista. She and Jessica had never really gotten along.
Maybe that's why Krista hadn't been invited to the wedding. It was more than
likely all Jessica's idea. That woman was such a bitch. 
 
"I
want to see you."
 
"I
don't think that's a good idea." There was no way she could handle seeing
him. Not now and not in the near future. Besides, when did he think he was
going to get a chance to see her? He was getting married in two days. 
 
There
was a knock on her bedroom door. "Krista? Hey, are you in there? Lora said
you rushed home. Is everything okay?" It was Max. He knocked again.
"C'mon, open up and talk to me."
 
Krista
took a deep breath and sat up, hastily wiping the tears from her face. 
 
"Is
that Max?" Danny asked. 
 
"Yeah,
I gotta go," she replied.
 
"Are
you and him...?"
 
"Are
him and I what? Dating? Fucking?" For a moment she considered lying to
him, telling him that she and Max were a couple. What good would that do,
though? "Does it matter?" She sighed. "Go be with Jessica."
 
"Krista!"
Max banged on the door again. 
 
"Coming,"
she called to Max. "Goodbye, Danny." She hung up and tossed her phone
on the nightstand before opening the door. The moment she saw Max's concerned
expression, she lost it. Her sobs shook her shoulders. 
 
Max
pulled her into his arms, hugging her and stroking her hair. "Shh,"
he soothed. "What's wrong?"
 
"Danny's
getting married this weekend and he didn't tell me." 
 
"Is
that why you're upset? Because he didn't tell you?" Krista shook her head,
but kept her face buried in his chest. "Or you're upset because he's
getting married?" 
 
"Yes,"
she mumbled, slowly wrapping her arms around Max's waist. It felt good to be
held by a man like this. It had been so long. Even before her night with Danny
it had been months since she'd been with someone. She missed it. She longed for
the comfort that only a man's arms could offer. And here was Max, holding her,
comforting her. 
 
"I'm
sorry," he said, tightening his grip on her and resting his chin on top of
her head. "I never understood how that man could spend so much time with
you and not fall in love with you."
 
Slowly,
Krista lifted her head and met his gaze, which was full of concern and
unapologetic lust. She swallowed the lump in her throat. Any hopes she'd had
about Danny falling in love with her were now gone. But Max was here with her,
clearly interested in her and what she had to offer. Without thinking, she rose
up on her tiptoes, and pressed her mouth to his. He parted his lips and kissed
her with a hungry, greedy, desperation. It was a searing hot kiss that ended
much too abruptly. 
 
Max
pulled away. "Are you sure you want to do this, Krista?"
 
His
eyes searched hers, and her mind raced with scenarios. Having sex with Max
right now would make her feel better. It would get her mind off Danny. But how
would she feel afterward? God, she was so hurt and confused. 
 
He
leaned down and nipped at her bottom lip. She closed her eyes and groaned.
"It's no secret that I want you." Max yanked her tight against his
body, his erection prominent and tempting. "Just say the word Krista and
I'm all yours." He kissed her neck, his teeth grazing across her skin and
up toward her ear. "I can make you feel so good."
 
Krista
shuddered. She had no doubts that Max could make her feel good but she knew he
wanted more than one afternoon of sex and she wasn't sure she could give him
what he wanted. She also knew how it felt to want something, someone, who
didn't want her back. And she wouldn't do that to anyone, especially not Max. 
 
Max
took her face into his hands and gave her another soft kiss. "It's
okay," he whispered. "I shouldn't have pushed, not now when you're
vulnerable. I'm sorry."
 
She
gave him a meek smile and nodded apologetically. "I'm sorry, too. I
shouldn't have kissed you like that."
 
He
smiled. "Please don't apologize for that. I enjoyed it."
 
"Me
too," she admitted, putting her hand on his cheek and brushing her thumb
over his lips. 
 
Their
gazes remained locked, his smoldering with unquenched desires, and hers
swirling with uncertainty. He slowly lowered his head, his lips getting
progressively closer to hers. One more kiss wouldn't hurt, she thought as his
mouth molded to hers. 
 
She
should've known better. 
 
*****
 
Krista
awoke, alone and sexually frustrated, which was absolutely fine with her.
Things with Max had escalated fast the other night and she had almost gone all
the way with him. Thankfully, her ringing cell phone had interrupted them. It
had been Danny calling, and simply seeing his picture on her screen had jolted
her back to her senses. Max had been really cool about it, which made things a
little easier. But her heart was still broken and her emotions were raw. Max
had begged her to get out of her room, to go have lunch with him and do some
shopping. Then he suggested that later they could go out with Lora and a few other
co-workers. Krista had refused every invitation. All she wanted to do was be
alone and wallow in her heartbreak. 
 
Today
was the day Danny was getting married. It had been the hardest thing in the
world to do, but she'd avoided him, deleted his number from her cell phone, and
then she'd even had his number blocked from calling her. A clean break was the
only way she was going to survive this and move on. Krista had also been
avoiding her email because she was sure he'd sent her several of them. 
 
A
banging on the front door momentarily disrupted her thoughts. It was probably
just Lora again. Krista ignored it, rolling over and pulling the covers over
her head. This wasn't the first time Lora had shown up in the past two days.
Lora would bang on the door, shout at Krista to get out of bed, and Krista
would ignore her until she eventually went away. Sometimes Max would do it too,
which was downright annoying considering he was staying here and had a key. 
 
"Go
away!" Krista shouted from beneath the blankets. 
 
"No!
Open this damn door."
 
Krista
bolted upright, her ears perked up. Her heart thundered so loud in her chest
and ears she couldn't hear anything but that. She could've sworn that was
Danny's voice she'd just heard. But that was ridiculous. Danny wasn't here. He
was probably watching Jessica walk down the aisle toward him right about now.
No, she was just hearing things. Wishful thinking was all. 
 
The
banging continued. Krista lay back down trying really hard to ignore it, but
whoever was out there wasn't giving up this time. She muttered a slew of cuss
words as she got out of bed and stomped toward the front door. Prepared to let
loose on the person on the other side, she yanked the door open, and then she
froze. As if hearing things wasn't bad enough, now she was hallucinating too.
She blinked several times, but the man didn't go away. Sure enough, he was
really there, standing in her doorway, looking sexy as hell in a pair of faded
blue jeans and a black t-shirt stretched across his massive chest. She cupped
her hand over her mouth. "Oh my God," she mumbled. 
 
He
stepped inside, yanked the door from her hand, and swung it closed. His blue
eyes were blazing with so much emotion, Krista stumbled backward a few steps.
"Danny? What're you doing here? I thought..." She attempted to shake
the confusion from her mind. It didn't work. "Aren't you supposed to be
getting married today?" God it hurt so much just to say that. None of this
made any sense. There was only one explanation. "I swear if I'm dreaming
again, I'm gonna..." she muttered under her breath. 
 
"Shut
up, Krista." He closed the gap between them with one long stride, took her
face into his hands, and crushed his mouth over hers. 
 
Krista
whimpered a little, but then she leaned into him, her mouth working frantically
against his, her fingers bunching in his hair and holding him to her. God, he
tasted better than she remembered, and she devoured his lips, nipping at them,
dueling with his tongue. Danny wrapped his arms around her and jerked her
against his body, lifting her as he did. Krista wound her legs around his waist
and clung to him as he spun and pinned her against the door. His erection poked
at her and she ground against him; her body wept for him. 
 
"Fuck,"
he groaned, releasing her lips just long enough for each of them to draw a deep
breath. Then his tongue was back in her mouth, exploring, tasting, and stealing
her ability to think or comprehend what was happening. 
 
Danny's
hands were on her ass, holding her up and squeezing; the warmth of his touch burned
her alive. Of course, the fact that she was wearing nothing but a pair of
panties and an oversized t-shirt might have something to do with that. None of
that really mattered to her, though, because Danny was here, in New York, in
her apartment, kissing the life out of her. 
 
"God,
I've missed you so damn much," he said in that voice, his bedroom voice, the one that she loved, the one that
could take her from simmering hot to raging inferno in a single moment. 
 
Her
head fell back against the door as Danny kissed his way across her jawline
toward her earlobe, which he caught between his teeth. Krista moaned when he
worked his tongue and lips down her neck. She still couldn't believe this was
actually happening. If this turned out to be just another wet dream, she was
going to be seriously pissed. "Danny," she whispered her voice weak
with need and uncertainty. 
 
"I'm
right here, baby." His lips hovered over hers. "Right here," he
said, claiming her lips as his own once again. 
 
"Please,"
she panted. "Just...stop."
 
He
pulled back just enough to be able to look into her eyes. "Really? You
want me to stop?"
 
No, but
she needed to try and make some sense of what was happening, because if she
didn't, her mind wouldn't shut up long enough for her to enjoy any of it. 
 
Apparently
she hesitated a moment too long. "That's what I thought," he said
with a grin, reaching between their bodies, slipping his hand down the front of
her panties, and sliding two fingers into her pussy. "So wet," he
crooned at her ear, nipping on the soft lobe. 
 
"Ahh!"
she cried, her hands clutching his shoulders. He'd plunged his fingers into her
all of three times and she was already getting dizzy, her body reacting to
everything that was Danny---his scent, his presence, his touch, his ragged
breathing. "God, yes!" The last time she'd had an orgasm was the last
night she'd spent with Danny, and holy shit she needed to come so bad. And she
was so close, too. She could feel the tension building to a peak that was going
to drain her, but that didn't stop her from giving in to it. 
 
Using
only his hips and his hand that was buried between her legs, he kept her pinned
to the door while he reached down with his free hand and undid his jeans.
"I need you, Krista. God, I need you so fucking bad."
 
He'd
said need, not want. Did that mean something? The sound of his zipper being
pulled down reverberated around her, jerking her from her thoughts and back to
the present moment. Yes! As good as he was with his fingers, what she really
wanted was his cock. Her sensibility was shouting at her to stop this right
now, to demand answers before anything else. But, damn she needed this. She
needed him. Just once, a quickie to take the edge off. Then they could talk.
Danny pulled his fingers from her, yanked her panties to the side so they were
out of his way, and he shoved his cock all the way into her with one easy push.

 
They
moaned simultaneously. Danny let out a guttural, "Fuck yeah," drawing
out each word. Then he stilled for a moment, adjusted his stance to gain better
footing, and then he moved within her.
 
No
sooner than he entered her, she came, bucking against him and screaming his
name amidst a flurry of "yeses" and "oh Gods." It wasn't
enough, though. She needed more. 
 
Danny
scraped his teeth down her neck, his hips pushing his cock into her with a
delicious, hard resistance. "Krista," he whispered, bringing his gaze
to hers. 
 
Her
eyelids lifted to meet his gaze, and she was shocked by the intensity burning
in his eyes. There was something different about the way he looked at her this
time. She didn't have time to dwell on it though, because she was racing toward
her second orgasm, and Danny was right there with her. But before he gave in to
his needs, he lifted her away from the door, and carried her to the couch. He sat,
bringing her down on his lap. She cried out in pleasure at the feel of being
completely impaled on his hard as steel cock. In the few times they'd been
together like this, not once had she rode him. And damn it if she wasn't going
to take full advantage of that right now. 
 
Krista
rotated her hips, grinding them back and forth, meeting a delicious hard
resistance each time she came down on him. Danny lifted her nightshirt and
pulled it off over her head, leaving her breasts bare and exposed. He took one
into his hand and the other into his mouth. She arched her back, let her head
fall to her shoulders, and moaned. Everything felt so wonderful. His hard,
throbbing cock buried inside of her aching pussy; his hot, wet tongue teasing
her nipples into painful peaks; his hands splayed on her back. 
 
Danny
brought one of his hands up her back and into her hair, grabbing a handful, and
tilting her head down and to the side; the perfect angle for him to kiss her.
His other arm wrapped around her waist, holding her down on his cock as he
thrust his hips up, fucking her with tight, deep movements. All she could do
was grasp the back of the couch and hold on. It shouldn't have surprised her.
Every single time they'd had sex, Danny had found a way to either tie her up or
put her in a position that restricted her ability to move. He definitely liked
to be in control that was for sure. 
 
"You're
mine, damn it," he growled into her mouth. "Mine."
 
Where
the hell had all of that possessiveness come from? 
 
"Say
it, Krista." He released her lips and captured her gaze. He'd stopped
moving inside of her, and he held onto her just tight enough that she couldn't
move either. 
 
She
didn't know what came over her, because Lord knows she'd waited so long for
Danny to give her some sort of sign that he was interested in more than just
friendship or sex. And now, here it was. He was claiming her and he wanted her
to acknowledge that. God, how she wanted to---it would be so easy to just
say, yes, I'm yours. But she would
not be a fool again. 
 
"Say
it!" he demanded.
 
"Why
should I? Last time I told you how I felt, I heard nothing but crickets in
response."
 
His
blue eyes flickered, and then flared with anger. Krista felt the change in him
immediately, and she climbed off his lap. He didn't try to stop her, which was
mildly upsetting, but the moment had been ruined. She snatched her shirt from
the floor and put it on. When she turned back around, Danny had stood and
composed himself. They stared at each other for several moments. She'd give
anything to know what he was thinking right now. 
 
Taking
a deep breath, she mentally prepared herself for everything that needed to be
said. "I told you I loved you, Danny, and your response was to leave me
and marry Jessica."
 
"Don't!"
he hollered, pointing his finger at her. "You're the one who left me,
Krista. I begged you to stay, but you left anyway."
 
She
crossed her arms over her chest and glared at him. "The only reason you
wanted me to stay was so you'd have your best friend around to stroke your ego
and make you feel better when things got rough."
 
"No.
I wanted you to stay because I loved you. I was just too much of a chicken shit
to say it. There," he said, throwing his hands in the air. "I said
it. Are you happy now?" He paused and lowered his voice. "I love you,
Krista. I always have."
 
Krista
staggered back a step or two, shocked by his admission. "Then why are you
marrying Jessica?" she whispered. 
 
He
dragged a hand through his hair, and she noticed he was shaking. "I'm
not."
 
"What?"
The word was barely audible. 
 
Danny
stepped toward her, his hands clasping her upper arms. "I'm not marrying
Jessica."
 
"But,
you were going to?" Her lips trembled and tears pooled in her eyes,
spilling free the next second.
 
He
nodded and hung his head. "Yes." He brought his gaze back to hers.
"When you left, I was devastated. I was so afraid of Jessica leaving me
again, too, and then truly being all alone. I panicked and proposed to her. It
was a mistake. I know that now."
 
"Does
she?"
 
Danny
dragged his hands up her arms and cupped her face, his thumbs brushing away her
tears. "Yes. I told her last night. I came clean about what happened
between you and me, and how I really felt about you."
 
She
couldn't stop the flow of tears. God, she'd waited and wished for so long to
hear Danny say these things to her. And now that he was, she was having trouble
comprehending all of it. 
 
"Why
are you crying?" he whispered as he wiped more of her tears away. 
 
"Because
I don't know what to say." She turned her face away from him, breaking his
hold on her, and took a step back. It was impossible to think when he was so
close. "Why now?"
 
"What?"
 
"You
knew how I felt about you before I left, before you proposed to Jessica. So,
what changed? Why are you telling me all of this now? Why not tell me that day
at the airport?"
 
He
swallowed. "I wanted to, believe me, I wanted to. But I was afraid if I
told you, you'd think the only reason I said it was to convince you to stay. I
just..." Danny shook his head and shrugged. "I don't know. I was scared
of what would happen to us if we took things further than friendship."
 
When he
reached out and pulled her into a hug, she didn't resist. When he gently lifted
her chin and slanted his mouth over hers, she eagerly accepted his soft kiss.
She weaved her fingers into his hair and moaned lightly into his mouth. His
kisses tended to have that effect on her. 
 
"I
knew that there would be no going back to being just friends if things didn't
work out between us, and that terrified me because my biggest fear is losing
you, Krista. And then I did. I lost you anyway."
 
"Oh,
Danny." She ran the pad of her thumb across his lips. He puckered and gave
her finger a kiss, his eyes closing momentarily as he did. 
 
"It
wasn't until I heard Max's voice the other night, though. That's when it really
hit me that I was going to lose you forever if I didn't do something. So I told
Jessica the truth and then I got on a plane to New York."
 
Wow.
Everything was happening so fast. She was still in a daze, part of her still
wondering if this were nothing more than a dream.
 
"The
thought of Max, or any other man, touching you drives me fucking insane. I see
red just thinking about it. We belong together, Krista. I know that now. And I
know that you know it, too. So, please, for the love of God, stop punishing me
and just tell me that you love me. Tell me that you want to be with me. Tell me
that you're mine."
 
Yes,
she would tell him all those things, but not just yet. After all the hell she'd
suffered through, she was going to torment him a little longer. Was that mean
and vindictive? Yeah, a little, but he kind of deserved it. Krista stepped out
of his embrace, and she saw his face pale. She crossed her arms over her chest
and fought to hide her smile. "I'm not leaving New York."
 
"I'm
not asking you to," he said quickly. 
 
"You
know how I feel about long distance relationships."
 
His
eyes narrowed into tiny slits. "Who said anything about long distance?
Trust me, baby, when you give me the word, there will be nothing long distance
about what's going to happen between us."
 
Her
heart raced at the determination and promise in his voice. "Well, in that
case," she stood in front of him and walked her fingers up his chest,
"I'm all yours, Danny."
 
"It's
about fucking time," he muttered right before crushing her mouth in a
possessive kiss that made her knees shake and her body tremble.
"Bedroom?"
 
"End
of the hall."
 
Danny
grabbed her hand and led her to her bedroom. He kicked the door shut and within
moments they were both naked. He scooped her up into his arms, carried her to
the bed, and laid her down. "I swear to fucking God, I'm going to die if I
don't get inside of you soon."
 
She
knew the feeling. When he leaned over her, she reached up and ran her fingers
down his chest, loving the feel of his hard abs and smooth stomach. "I was
going crazy without you," she said.
 
"So
was I," he said as he spread her thighs with his knees and settled between
them. His forearms rested on either side of her head, and he smoothed the hair
from her forehead, peppering her nose and forehead with kisses. "You have
no idea how much I've missed you."
 
"Oh,
I'm pretty sure I know." She smiled and traced his lips with her tongue
before dipping inside his mouth to taste him. 
 
As
their kiss gained momentum and rose in intensity, taking her need for him to a
whole new level, he entered her, his hard cock slipping into her wet channel
with such ease, as if their bodies were made specifically for each other.
Krista arched her neck and back, her eyes closing of their own volition as
Danny filled her, fucked her, made love to her, made her feel whole again. 
 
"God
damn, you feel so fucking incredible, so hot and wet," he said, increasing
the pace of his thrusts. 
 
"Yes,
Danny, oh, God, yeah."
 
"Shit,"
he groaned as if in some sort of pain. "I'm gonna come. It's just too
good."
 
The
feel of him swelling, growing larger with each forward thrust, had her
screaming his name over and over again, which only seemed to make him hornier. 
 
"Yeah,
that's it, baby. Come for me," he said in response to her walls tightening
around him, squeezing and milking every last ounce of the orgasm and strength
from his cock.
 
She
thought for sure that she was going to pass out from the sheer force of their
simultaneous orgasm, but thankfully, she didn't. She was aware of everything,
of Danny shuddering and burying his head in her shoulder, of his soft kisses on
her neck, of his warm body covering hers. It was everything she ever wanted.
"I love you," she whispered, stroking his sweat dampened hair. God it
felt good to be able to say that without fear. 
 
"I
love you, too, Krista. So much," he said, readjusting his weight back into
his arms and looking down at her. 
 
Her
heart swelled at the sound of those words coming from his lips. "I've
waited so long to hear you say that."
 
He laughed.
"What can I say, I'm a slow learner."
 
Krista
laughed, too, then became serious again. "So, you're really willing to
stay in New York to be with me?"
 
"Well,
that depends." He gave her a wicked grin that reeked of mischief. 
 
"On
what?" she asked with hesitation. 
 
"On
how you answer my next question."
 
"And
what question would that be, exactly?" 
 
"Will
you marry me, Krista?"
 
Okay,
that totally was not the question she'd been expecting. It was so much better!
"Are you serious? Or are you asking out of panic again?"
 
Danny
smiled. "Yes, I'm serious. And no, I'm not asking out of panic. I'm asking
because I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you, and I
want the world to know that you're mine."
 
Well,
there was only one thing left to say. "Yes, Danny. Yes, of course I'll
marry you." 
 
The
End
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An erotic
romance series between Bea, an IT exec who is drawn into the seductive world of
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Michael is Kelly's boss and he's used to being in charge, but can he take
charge of this feisty and wounded woman? Their relationship grows while their
sex life explodes and after a revelation, Kelly realizes that perhaps Michael,
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Jaycee Thornton knows what she wants and how to get it -- a star
career in politics! She certainly has no time for a man. But when the
competition at work starts to heat up, will she be able to keep her love life
and work life separate? There's everything to play for as Jaycee tries to draw
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Control
 
Nicole Jensen gets fired from her job, has a fender bender for which she
gets a ticket, and catches her fiancé in bed with another woman--all before
noon on a Friday afternoon. Unable to deal with any of it, she takes off to New
York City to stay with her best friend. But before she makes it there, she
stops at a local club, has a few too many drinks, and ends up in bed with Logan
Whitmore, a sexy Dom who is intent on making Nicole his submissive. 
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