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Tori jerked awake. She rubbed
her eyes and yawned. Why did it feel like her mouth had been lined with cotton?
And where the hell was she? Oh, that's right. She was camping with her friends
like she did every Fourth of July weekend. Like usual, she'd drunk way too much
and was having trouble remembering the details of the night or how she'd gotten
into her tent. Rolling onto her back she closed her eyes again. The night was
silent save for the crickets—and the sounds of her friends having sex.
Great! Now she'd never get back to sleep. All around her, she heard moaning,
whispers of pleasure, grunts, and groans. Her pussy tingled and her clit
throbbed. God, what she wouldn't give to have a nice, thick, hard cock right
now. That was the one thing she disliked about being single: the lack of sex. 


Tori
reached down between her legs and into the waistband of her shorts.
"Mmm," she moaned, biting on her bottom lip. Her fingers worked in a
slow, circular motion on her clit, sending delicious waves of pleasure up her
spine. She pushed up her shirt and pinched her nipples with her free hand as
she plunged her fingers into her pussy. A throaty moan escaped her lips.
Masturbation took the edge off, but it was by no means as satisfying as a man. 


Beside
her, something moved and she froze, her breathing ragged. Her first thought was
that an animal had snuck into her tent. Then a headful of black hair peeked out
from beneath a sleeping bag. Tori's eyes widened. Who the hell was that? A pair
of icy blue eyes focused on Tori and her breathing stopped completely: Carter
Clay. He was a friend of Josh's. She'd spent all night shamelessly flirting
with him. Why the fuck was he in her tent? 


His
gaze traveled to where her hand was tucked between her legs, and he grinned.
"Need an extra hand?"


She
groaned. "That is so lame." 


Carter
laughed. "It's a one-time offer, sweetheart. Take it or leave it."


Tori
watched as he rolled onto his side and settled on an elbow. He was wearing just
a pair of boxer shorts. Her gaze raked over his body. Damn, he was sexy. And
fuck, she was so horny. She could always pass it off tomorrow morning as a
drunken one-night stand. "Get your ass over here." 


She'd
barely gotten the words out of her mouth when Carter was leaning over her, his
lips and tongue working against hers. Tori removed her hand from between her
legs and grabbed the back of Carter's neck, holding him to her, and kissing him
with frenzied need. Christ, he was a fantastic kisser. She moaned into his
mouth and he deepened the kiss. Yeah, that's what she wanted. More! Carter's
large, manly hand cupped her breast, kneading it roughly, pinching her nipple,
tugging on it. Tori arched into him, loving the near-painful caress. He left
her mouth with a snarl and kissed his way down her neck until he found her
nipple. He drew it into his mouth and swirled his tongue around it. 


"Your
nipples are hard," he said, taking one of them into his mouth again and
looking up at her from under his dark lashes. The look was raw, rakish, and
deadly. He planted a final kiss on each one before dragging his mouth back up
to hers, plunging his tongue into her mouth with pure, male dominance. 


Tori
pushed him onto his back and straddled him. His erection was thick and
prominent between her thighs. She nipped erotically at his bottom lip and
ground her hips into him. "So what are you planning on doing here in my
tent Carter?" Not that she was complaining, but it would be nice to know. 


"Feels
like I'm getting ready to fuck you." He slid his hands up her shirt and
lifted it off over her head. 


"So
was that your plan when you snuck in here?"


"I'm
optimistic." Carter tucked one leg around hers and flipped them over so
that he was on top of her. "And for the record, I didn't sneak in here.
You invited me."


Aw,
hell. She didn't recall inviting him, but she didn't doubt that she'd done it.
"Did I invite you to get undressed, too?"


He
laughed. "Nope. I did that all on my own." Carter grabbed her hands
into one of his and pinned them above her head, then he lowered his mouth to
hers again. "Oh, and just so there's no confusion, I'm in charge."
His voice had turned deeper, darker, more sexually charged, if that was even
possible. 


She
wiggled against his hold, but he was firm. Being pinned down was not something
she was used to. In fact, she hated it. She hated anything that gave a man
control over her, including domination play. But, she was in desperate need of
a good fuck, and she was drunk so her inhibitions were almost non-existent. What
the hell? It could be fun, she thought. His free hand coursed down the length
of her body, leaving a trail of goose bumps in its wake, until he reached her
shorts. He slipped his hand down them and his fingers landed on her clit,
applying just the right amount of pressure to make her jerk her hips up toward
him. 


"Hmm…
you like that, don't you?" he crooned at her ear. "What about
this?" Carter's finger slid into her slick pussy with ease. "You like
that, too?"


"Yes!"
she cried, rotating her hips and moving in rhythm with his hand. Her toes
curled and her head spun as her orgasm coiled in her gut and built momentum.
Having a man's fingers inside of her was so much better than doing it herself. 


"That's
it, come for me, Victoria." Her name dripped from his lips like honey. It
made her tremble with desire. 


She
arched her back and neck, closed her eyes, and succumbed to her orgasm. Tori
writhed and bucked beneath Carter, her wrists sore from his hold on them, and
her throat dry from her gasps and moans. "Oh my God," she panted as
the tremors subsided. 


Carter
eased his fingers from her and brought them to his mouth, rubbing her juices
all over his lips before licking them. "Mmm, you taste good. I might just
have to lick your pussy."


"Only
if I can suck your cock first," she said with a hint of defiance. 


He
thrust his hips into hers, his erection pressing against her sensitive clit,
and she whimpered. "I told you, I'm in charge of this little show."
His grip on her wrists eased and he slowly released them. "Don't
move." There was no argument in his tone. 


Tori
laid perfectly still, save for her heaving chest, and watched as Carter kissed
down her body. He took his time, too, teasing her with his tongue and lips, and
oh, what a delicious tease he was. When he finally made it to her shorts, he
curled his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down over her hips. She
lifted her ass to accommodate him, and then she felt his thumbs press into the
flesh of her tender thighs as he parted her legs. Her breath hitched. Carter
really was going to do this, wasn't he? It was rare for her to let a man she
barely knew perform oral sex on her, especially when she knew this was nothing
more than a one-night stand. 


Kissing
the crevice of her thighs, he worked his way toward her sex. He assaulted her
senses with gentle kisses before sucking her clit into his mouth, flicking it
with his tongue. Her ass came up off the ground, pushing her pussy into his
face. “Carter,” she moaned his name. 


            His
tongue laved her clit again, slowly at first, easy gentle licks and then fast,
feverish flicks until she had her fingers twisted in his hair, holding him
tight against her pussy. She was fucking his face so hard and so fast,
desperate to find the orgasm that loomed just out of her grasp.  


            “I
told you not to move,” he growled as he gripped her hips and held her still.
"Put your hands back up over your head."  Without question, Tori did as he said.
Moments later, he eased a finger inside the silky saturated folds of her pussy.
He stroked the delicate flesh, his tongue teasing her clit. Sweet Lord, he had
a talented tongue. He continued to suckle her clit as he worked a second finger
inside of her, groaning in painful anticipation. The vibrations of his moan had
her creaming in his mouth. 


            "Carter,"
she cried. "God, yes, it's so good." She was surprised by the
whispery, needy, seductive tone of her own voice. 


Apparently
he liked it too, because he worked his fingers deeper into her, stroking,
rubbing, teasing her flesh into a frenzy of pleasure. His mouth and his tongue
worked relentlessly on her clit, coaxing the swollen nubbin into releasing her
pleasure. He looked up under his lashes again with the same dangerous, hungry
look he'd given her before. “Come for me, Tori. Let me taste you,” he whispered
before working another finger into her. 


She
flung her head back and arched her body. It was hard to resist the urge to grab
handfuls of his hair and tighten her thighs around his head so that he couldn't
pull away, but she didn't. Partly because she really didn't have the strength,
and partly because she was afraid of what he might do if she disobeyed him
again. Her eyes were closed, and her lips were parted in a sigh.  Her fingers clawed at the pillow under
her head as she tightened around his fingers. He slowly pulled his fingers from
the warmth of her pussy and plunged his tongue deep inside her, his thumb
working her clit. "Oh my fucking God, yes," she screamed. She
tightened, jerked, relaxed, tightened again, and then released with a flurry of
screams and moans. He fucked her with his tongue, sucking her come into his
mouth, swallowing and taking more.


"You
taste so fucking good," he said, licking his lips as he kneeled between
her spread legs.


Tori's
head lolled from side to side while she fought to catch her breath. "Wow
that was…" She exhaled loudly, her words cut short by the sight of Carter
yanking down his boxer shorts. His cock sprang free. It was long and thick and
pulsing. Oh, what she wouldn't give to be able to wrap her mouth around that
dick, to lick it, and suck it deep into the back of her throat, to bring him
the same amount of pleasure he'd just given to her. 


"Like
what you see?" Carter asked with an arrogant smile. 


She
didn't realize she'd been staring, but damn! He had a lot to stare at.
"Mmm hmm. You really weren't lying earlier. You do have a big dick." 


He
smiled with satisfaction. "On your hands and knees," he said. 


Tori
rolled onto her stomach, and then got up on her hands and knees. Behind her,
she heard Carter fumbling for something. She assumed for a condom. The sound of
foil tearing confirmed her guess. It seemed like it took forever for him to put
the damn thing on, but a few moments later, she felt him position himself
behind her. He smoothed his hands over her ass. 


"Such
a nice, tight little ass," he said before drawing his hand back and
smacking her hard across the ass cheek. 


She
screamed from the unexpectedness of it. "Ahh… what the fuck, Carter?"
She glared at him over her shoulder. 


He
grinned and shrugged. "Sorry, just couldn't help myself."


"Yeah,
well, that fucking hurt. Don't do it again."


"Are
you telling me what to do?"


The
hairs on the back of her neck stood on edge, and her arms erupted in goose
bumps. His voice was so cool and controlled yet laced with thick authority. She
swallowed the lump in my throat. "If I say yes, are you going to spank me
again?" 


"Repeatedly."


"Then
no." 


"Good."
His mouth curved up into a slow smile. "Now, turn around and put your head
down." Carter put his hand on her back, between her shoulder blades and
gently pushed until her forearms were on the ground and her head was resting on
them. Her ass was in the air for him to do with as he pleased. She was at his
mercy and she wasn't sure she liked it.


His
rough hands clutched her hips, and the head of his cock pressed against the
opening of her pussy. She held her breath as he slowly, inch by agonizing inch,
pushed his way into her. Tori gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut, his
girth stretching her beyond anything she'd ever felt before. Once he was fully
buried inside her, he stilled for a moment, and then he began to move. 


They
moaned simultaneously. "Fuck," he drew out the word on a throaty
exhale. "Holy fuck, your pussy feels good. So hot. And wet. Son of a
bitch, you're wet." His grip on her waist tightened as he thrust into her
harder, faster, and with more determination. 


With
every forward push of his cock, Tori would cry out. The penetration in this
position was so deep, it bordered on painful. But she liked it. Carter was
hitting all the right spots, and if he kept up at this pace, she was going to
come another twelve times before he was finished. "Oh God, Carter,"
she chanted. 


"Yeah,
feels so good. God, it's good." Carter grabbed a handful of her hair and
yanked her head up so that he could kiss her. It wasn't violent, but it was a
clear sign that he was in control. 


She
kissed him hard, pushing her ass back against him to meet his thrusts. He was
swelling inside of her; she could feel it. Her body responded to him, her pussy
walls tightening around his cock, holding him inside of her. Carter released
her lips and her hair so that he could reach around and flick her clit with his
fingers. It sent an intense jolt of pleasure straight to her core, and she knew
she wasn’t going to last much longer. Just as she was on the brink, he removed
his finger from her clit and put it in her asshole. 


That
was all it took. Tori screamed as her orgasm tore through her body, making her
knees shake and her arms tremble. She fell to her stomach, and Carter collapsed
on top of her a few seconds later. His breath was ragged and hot against her
ear. "I don't remember the last time I came that hard."


Tori
laughed. "That was amazing."


"Yes,
it was." He eased out of her, removed the condom, and tossed it out of the
tent before lying on his back next to her. 


She
rolled onto her back and her eyelids closed of their own volition. That was
exactly what she'd needed. She was satisfied, and now it was time to sleep
because, well, she was still drunk, and she needed to sleep it off. "Don't
get any ideas in the middle of the night," she mumbled. Carter laughed,
and Tori cracked a smile. She liked his laugh. It might not be so bad to spend
the rest of the weekend with him. 


"I'll
behave as long as you don't go touching yourself again."


Tori
swatted him, and he laughed again. "Just stay on your side of the tent,
got it?"


"Whatever
you say." He yawned. 



 

Carter
tucked his hands behind his head and just lay there, listening to Tori's steady
breathing. Christ, he was so fucked. He'd gone on this camping trip because he
had a job to do, and instead of doing that, he was doing her. Good Lord, what
the hell was he going to do now? There was no way he could go through with it.
Shit, he'd known he wasn't going to go through with it the moment he'd seen
her. He closed his eyes and let the memory roam freely through his mind. 


"That's her," Josh said, nodding
toward a group of women walking toward them. 


Carter studied the group. He already knew
Jeanine, Lisa, and Cora, which meant that the short brunette must be Victoria.
She was wearing a pair of short, tight shorts that showed off her well sculpted
legs, and a tank top that accented her large breasts. He immediately pegged her
as a runner, or maybe a swimmer; she had that type of body. Shoulder length,
semi-curly hair framed her oval face. She had full lips and dark brown eyes. He
couldn't tear his gaze from her. She was absolutely stunning, in a simple,
country girl sort of way. Then he heard her laugh, and his gut clenched. It was
melodic and teasing. 


"We were starting to think maybe you
girls got lost," Josh said. "Or eaten by a bear." He laughed. 


"What? There are bears around
here?" "Cora asked, looking around frantically. 


Lisa swatted Josh. "Knock it
off," she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek. "We were just
checking things out, seeing what there was to do around here."


"And?" Josh asked. 


"The beach is gorgeous," Victoria
said, her eyes sparkling in the fading sunlight. "I can't wait to go
tomorrow."


Carter swallowed the lump in his throat.
The way she spoke… it was as if her voice was for his personal enjoyment. 


"Yeah, and it looks like they have
boat rentals, too," Lisa said, grabbing a couple of beers from the cooler
and handing them out to her friends. 


He watched as Victoria twisted the top off,
tossed it in the campfire, and brought the bottle to her lips. His cock jerked
then thickened at the sight of her lips puckering around the opening as she
took a long pull of the frothy liquid. God, she was sexy. 


Victoria lowered the bottle and looked
Carter's way for the first time. "Who're you?" she asked. 


"Oh. Tori, this is Carter Clay, a
friend of mine," Josh said. "I invited him to tag along this
weekend."


Her gaze shifted from Carter to Josh then
back again. "This reeks of a setup, Josh," she said, not looking away
from Carter. 


Josh laughed and put his hands up in a show
of surrender. "Hey, all I did was invite him. Whatever happens is on you
two." 


Victoria sliced him a dirty look before
turning back to Carter. "Hi, Carter."


"Hey," he said as coolly as he
could. It wasn't normal for him to be so rattled by a woman. Then again, the
entire reason he was here wasn't normal, either. "Nice to meet you."


"Look, I'm sure you're a nice guy, but
before you go getting any ideas, there's nothing happening between us,
okay?" She smiled sweetly. 


Carter laughed. She was feisty. He liked
that. "Who said I was looking for anything to happen?" Truth was, he
hadn't been, but one look at her had him second guessing his motives for being
here. 


"You have a dick, don't you?"


"Oh, man, she got you," Josh
said, laughing and pointing at Carter. 


Lisa rolled her eyes. "Not every man
is like that fuck face ex-boyfriend of yours. Could you at least try to play
nice?"


Oh, God, he hoped Victoria wasn't a man
hater. That was the worst type of woman to deal with. "No, its okay,
Victoria's right," Carter said. "I do have a dick, a very large dick
that I thoroughly enjoy using." He watched as Victoria's cheeks flushed
pink. It was the sexiest thing he'd seen in a long time. "But, if she
doesn't want to play then I'm cool." Carter shrugged with indifference
despite his racing heart. 


"Good, because I have no intentions of
playing with you," Victoria said. "Oh, and call me Tori."


"Whatever you say, Tori," Carter
said with a wink. 


The night progressed rather uneventfully.
Everyone sat around the campfire, sharing stories of past camping trips, and
getting drunk. Josh and Lisa were sitting on the ground, huddled beneath a
blanket. From where Carter sat, and from the way Lisa was acting, he swore that
Josh was fingering her. Good for Josh if he was. But damn, the thought of it
made Carter hornier than hell. And sitting next to Victoria wasn't helping his
growing erection. He'd spent the evening giving her the cold shoulder. He was
polite to her, and spoke to her when necessary, but he didn't go out of his way
to socialize with her even though that's all he really wanted to do. But he
wasn't here to hook up with Victoria. He was here to do other
things—things he was starting to question. 


"We should turn on some music and
dance," Victoria said, standing up and shaking her hips. 


Carter mentally groaned. There was no
fucking way he could just sit here and watch her dance. It would be pure
torture. 


"It's late, and you're drunk,"
Lisa said. "Besides, I'm ready for bed." She gave a forced yawn. 


"You're such a party pooper."
Victoria stuck her tongue out at Lisa then turned her attention to Jeanine and
Cora. "C'mon you two."


"Uh-uh, no way," Cora said,
shaking her head. "You know I can't dance. Besides, I promised Luke
something a little extra special tonight."


"I totally didn't need to know
that." Victoria laughed. 


One by one, each of the three couples said
goodnight and went to their tents, leaving Carter alone with Victoria. He kept
his cool and remained quiet, staring at the dwindling fire. 


"I guess that just leaves you,"
she said, focusing her gaze on him. 


"Excuse me?"


"That just leaves you to dance with
me."


He studied her for a moment, knowing full
well that if he danced with her, if he so much as put his hand anywhere on her
body, even for a second, he'd have to have her. Hell, he'd been fighting his
urges all damn night. It was driving him crazy, which was the primary reason
he'd given her the cold shoulder. But now they were alone, and his thoughts ran
rampant with sexual fantasies of the things he wanted to do to her. 


"I think Lisa was right. You're drunk.
You should go sleep it off." 


"I'm not drunk. See?" She climbed
up onto the picnic table and began to shimmy and shake her hips. When she
attempted to take step forward, she lost her balance. 


Carter jumped up and caught her before she
hit the ground. "No, you're not drunk at all." He gently set her on
her feet and held onto her a touch longer than necessary. She didn't pull away
from him, and he wasn't quite sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing. 


"You're an ass." She giggled. 


He smiled and shook his head, like he
hadn't heard that a hundred times before. In fact, he considered it a bad day
if someone didn't call him an ass at least once. "C'mon, let's get you to
bed." 


Victoria pushed him away. "I can get
there on my own. I don't need your help."


"Okay." He took a step back and
crossed his arms over his chest. She took two steps then stumbled. Carter
reached out to steady her. "That's it," he said, tightening his grip
on her arm. "I'm helping you whether you like it or not."


She stuck her tongue out at him. He had
half a mind to snag it between his teeth and kiss the living shit out of her.
God, she was infuriatingly tempting. He took a deep breath and walked her the
few feet to her tent. She climbed inside with no problems, but then stopped.
"Where are you sleeping?" she asked. 


Aw, shit! "In my truck," he said.
That's what he'd told Josh, too, when Josh had asked, but in reality, Carter
had never intended to spend the whole night here. His plan had been to come
here, make contact, do the job he was paid to do, and then get the hell out of
here. 


"Why you wanna sleep in your truck?"


Victoria Rowen had to be the only drunk
woman he'd ever met to be so observant and curious. Why couldn't she just
giggle a lot and get horny like normal women did? "Because I don't have a
tent," he answered. 


She got on her hands and knees and crawled
toward the entrance where he was crouched. "You can sleep in mine if you
want."


He clenched his teeth, and his nostrils
flared. It was an invitation he knew he'd never refuse, but God damn it, she
wasn't making his job any easier. 


"But," she pointed a shaky finger
at him, "you gotta stay on your own side of the tent."


Yeah, right, like that's going to happen.
"Okay, whatever you say, sweetheart," he said, climbing into the tent
with her. 


Carter
half sighed half moaned at the memory of how hard it had been to lay next to
her and not touch her. And when he'd caught her masturbating… holy hell, his
dick had turned hard instantly. Thank fucking God she'd let him play, too. His
cock was getting hard just thinking about it now. His mind wandered into a
fantasy that had Victoria playing the lead. It was so vivid he swore he felt
her hands on his body, her nails grazing over his chest, and her fingers
wrapping around his cock. Suspended in that spot between sleep and
consciousness he allowed himself to enjoy it. 


            Her
hand squeezed him firmly. Down his shaft, pulling the skin taut then up his
shaft, circling the head of his cock, which was heightened with need thanks to
its memory of how fantastic her pussy had felt. She repeated the stroking
motion several times, causing him to groan and lifted his hips. And then he
felt something hot and wet envelope his cock. Her mouth? Hell yeah! This was
the most realistic fantasy he'd ever had. A tongue traced the ridge of his
cockhead, and his ass jerked up off the ground. "Holy fuck that feels
good," he muttered. 


            Fingernails
grazed his ball sack, her mouth firmly sucking his dick while she continued to
stroke his shaft. "Oh God," he moaned. The base of his spine began to
tingle, and his hips moved with determination to plunge his cock deeper and
deeper into her tight, hot mouth. When he felt the head of his dick scrape
against the back of her throat, he nearly lost it. Carter's eyes snapped open,
fully expecting to see his cock in his hand, jerking himself off. He did not
expect to see her kneeling between his legs. "Victoria?" he gasped.
"What the…?" His head fell back to the pillow, and he moaned. Christ,
she was a good cock sucker. "What're you…?" He was rendered
speechless by the onslaught of his orgasm. Carter came hot and hard, filling
her mouth with his warm release, which she swallowed, making him want to fuck
her even more than he already did. 


"You
wouldn't let me do that earlier," she said, looking up the length of his
body at him, a smile on her lips, which were red and puffy from sucking on his
cock. 


"So,
you wait until I'm asleep and take advantage of me?" He reached down and
grabbed her under her arms, pulling her up onto him so that she was straddling
his waist. Neither of them had bothered to put their clothes back on after
their romp earlier, and so he could feel her wet pussy lips resting against his
cock. 


            "If
that's what it takes." Victoria rotated her hips, slowly grinding her
pussy on him.   


            He
groaned at the feel of his cock getting hard again. "You realize I'm going
to have to fuck you now." 


            Victoria
leaned down and licked his lips before drawing the bottom one into her teeth
and tugging at it. "Correction," she said, reaching around and
grabbing the base of his cock, positioning it at her entrance. "I'm going to fuck you this time." 


            Carter
clutched her hips and stopped her from sliding down onto him. "Is that
right?" 


"Yup,
and it's a one-time offer. You can take it or leave it."


Apparently
she wasn't too drunk to remember exactly what had been said and done. "Oh,
I'm taking it, Victoria. I’m going to take it repeatedly," he said right
before thrusting his hips up and ramming his cock deep into her pussy. 


            "Ahh,
yes," she screamed as he impaled her, his balls pressed against her ass
cheeks. "Yeah, yeah, yeah," she chanted, her hips rocking on him. 


            He
tightened his hold on her waist and guided her up and down on his steel shaft.
"Fuck, Tori, you feel so good." He dug his heels into the pile of
sleeping bags and fucked her with jackhammer quick thrusts, making her scream
and bear down on him for more. Shit! Hearing her scream like that made him so
damn hard it was painful. Carter had always preferred women who were physically
and vocally enthusiastic in bed, but fuck him six ways to Sunday, Tori exceeded
all his expectations. Even her soft moans were lethal to his senses.  


            "Carter!"
she cried, her pussy tightening around him. 


            Palming
the back of her head, he brought her mouth to him and kissed her as hard as he
fucked her. Each flick of his tongue seemed to drive her mad because she was
meeting every single one of his upward thrusts with a downward push of her own.
Their bodies slammed into each other with such a frenzied force it was a wonder
they didn't hurt each other. 


            "Touch
yourself, Tori," he said, giving her a nudge to sit up. "Rub your
clit. I want to watch." His gaze was hungry as he watched her lower her
hand to her pussy and start to play with herself. He felt his dick swelling to
epic proportions. 


            "Oh
God, oh God, oh God," she moaned, her finger working as fast as her hips. 


            There
was nothing hotter than watching a woman masturbate, especially when he was
buried balls deep in her tight little pussy. "Yeah, that's it, baby, make
it feel good."


            She
removed her fingers from her clit and brought them to her mouth, her gaze
locking with his as she sucked the taste of her from her fingers. He swore he
was going to blow his wad right then, but he gritted his teeth and fought to
hold it back just a little while longer. 


            "Want
a taste?" she asked, reaching down and getting her fingers wet with her
juices only to bring them to his lips this time. 


            Greedily,
he sucked them into his mouth, his tongue swirling around her fingertips. Sweet
Lord, her pussy was divine. It was hands down the best one he'd ever tasted.
With her free hand, she grabbed her tit and pinched her nipple. At that point,
he was a goner. His balls tightened. "Fuck," he groaned, knowing he
couldn't come before Victoria. That just wasn't how he operated. Besides, the feel
of a woman coming is what usually set off his own release. "Come for me,
Tori, I want to feel you come on my cock." Sweat beaded on his brow.


            "Carter…"
Her voice gave out as her body tensed, and she showered him with her release. 


            Finally,
he thought. "Fuck yeah, ah, God, your pussy is just too fucking
good," he grunted, thrusting his cock up into her three more times before
spilling his seed amidst a flurry of moans and curses. Holy shit! His release
was so much more intense this time than the first. How was that possible? 


            Victoria
collapsed on top of him, her face buried in his neck, and his cock still buried
in her pussy. She laughed. "Oh. My. God, that was amazing."


            He
wanted to agree with her, but he was having trouble finding his voice in
between all his labored breathing. If he didn't know better, he'd swear he was
having an asthma attack or something. Carter prided himself on being in shape,
so the fact that he was literally panting and gasping for breath shocked him.
What the hell was this woman doing to him? "Yeah," he finally managed
to croak out. She kissed his sweaty neck, and he shivered. The feel of a
woman's lips on his neck always had that effect on him. He felt her smile
against his skin before kissing him again. "You're looking for trouble,
Tori," he whispered, tilting his head so that she could have better
access.


            "I
found trouble the moment I laid eyes on you," she teased. 


            If
she only knew how true that was. But he couldn't tell her. Not now. Not ever.
What they were doing, it might only ever be just this one night, but he didn't
want to tarnish the memory by being honest with her. And what if, by some
miracle, they decided to see each other after this weekend? She'd never forgive
him or trust him. That wasn't a chance he was willing to take. 


            Carter
stroked her hair, letting his hands roam down the length of her back and then
back up her arms. She trembled lightly. "Mmm, that feels good," she
said, lifting her head and slanting her lips over his, engaging him in a slow,
languid, passionate kiss. 


            The
way they held onto each other, the way she kissed him, moaning each time his
tongue sliced over hers, it felt a lot like cuddling, like something a couple
would do. And totally not something he should be doing with her, yet, he
couldn't bring himself to stop. But he had to. When she pulled her mouth from
his, he nudged her off him. "I'm sorry, I gotta go…" he rummaged
around until he found his boxers then pulled them on, "get some air."


            Victoria
sat with her legs extended in front of her and her body propped up on her
elbows. "What the fuck is your problem, Carter? I thought we were just
having some fun."


            "We
were. I mean, we are." He shook his head. "I'll be right back,
okay?" Not waiting for her to acknowledge his response, he grabbed his jeans,
and climbed out of the tent. He dug his cell phone from his jean pocket and
dialed as he walked briskly toward his truck. 


            "Is
it done?" the guy on the other end asked. 


            "No,
and it's not going to get done either," Carter snapped, dragging a hand
through his hair and blowing out a breath. His hands were shaking. 


            "What
the hell do you mean? Why not?" 


            Carter
swallowed the lump in his throat. "Because I can't," he finally said
after a moment. 


            "Oh,
I get it." The guy laughed. "That bitch has gotten to you, hasn't
she?" More laughter. "Either you do it, Carter, or I will."


            Carter
cringed at the sound of the line disconnecting. "Fuck!" He tossed his
cell phone onto the front seat of his truck. There was no way in hell Carter
was going to kill Victoria. And he sure as fuck wasn't going to let that
bastard of an ex-boyfriend do it either. Carter now had a new job: to protect
Victoria at all costs. 


*
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Book 1 – My
Stranger


It's
the annual Fourth of July camping trip for Victoria (Tori) Rowen and her
friends. It's a trip she looks forward to every year, but this year it's a
little different. She's the only single one there—until her friend Josh
sets her up with Carter Clay, a sexy, mysterious stranger. She's instantly
attracted to him, but tries her hardest to avoid him. She fails miserably and
ends up having sex with him, not once, but twice. Victoria decides it might not
be so bad to spend the weekend with him only to have him abruptly leave. She's
left wondering what the hell happened.


Book 2 – My Liason


Carter
is anxious to get Tori away from camp and her friends, so he wakes her up at
the crack of dawn and convinces her to take a hike with him. Things quickly
escalate between them and they spend more time having sex than they do walking
or talking, which appears to be fine by both of them. Later that afternoon,
when they are both exhausted, Tori opens up about her past, abusive
relationship with Mike. Carter is furious that Mike lied to him, and Carter
knows he must tell Tori the truth in order to protect her. She reacts exactly
as he expected: she runs for her life. Can he convince her to trust him, or is
it too late?


Book 3 – My Protectore


Tori
is angry and terrified of Carter. She realizes how careless she'd been and vows
to make better decisions. However, Carter is desperately trying to convince her
that he isn't going to harm her, and that he's the only person who can protect
her from Mike. Seeing his line of reasoning, she agrees to let him stay with
her and protect her until Mike is dealt with. But, she will not have sex with
him again. A week passes and she succumbs to her passion for him. When Carter
finally professes his love for her, they're interrupted by an unexpected visit
from Mike, who kidnaps Victoria.


Book 4 – My Rescue


Carter
races to find Tori before Mike can hurt her, or worse, kill her. Arriving just
in the nick of time, Carter finds Tori bleeding and passed out. He rushes her
to the hospital, but Mike manages to get away. Once Tori is released from the
hospital, Carter whisks her out of the country and as far away from Mike as
possible until Carter's men can find him and kill him. Once Carter gets the
call that things are taken care of, he wastes no time claiming Victoria as his
for eternity.
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