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Chapter One

Lucy Lawson laid her head back against the bath and let the hot water envelop her restless body. Tension thrummed through her muscles, making her twist this way then that in a useless attempt to get comfortable.

Several deep breaths did not help. Neither did a slow count to twenty. Frustration made her scrunch her nose and clench her jaw.

Once again she tried to ignore the obvious, tried to pretend her feelings hadn’t changed, but all the effort made no difference. For months she’d known everything had shifted for her—although she’d hidden that knowledge as carefully as she could.

Lucy flexed her shoulders, stretching them and pushing her chest upwards in the process. Instead of loosening the tension like she’d hoped, it only increased it. Her breasts jutted through the warmth of the water, making contact with the room-temperature air, and her nipples stiffened and beaded in response.

Blaming something as innocuous as air on her nipple stand was absurd. The temperature of the elements had nothing to do with it. No, Lucy’s breasts responded to the slightest stimulant in the most erotic way because she lived in an almost permanent state of sexual awareness—with no outlet for her frustration.

She ran a palm over one breast, attempting to soothe the ache, but the touch only tightened her nipple further, sending a jolt of desire straight through to her pussy.

Rolling her hips and clenching her thighs did not ease the tension. They sent swirls of warm water churning over her groin, caressing her lower lips and her clit, increasing her arousal.

Lucy sighed, or maybe moaned, and stopped fighting the ache. It would just continue to grow, continue to haunt her. When she headed out tonight, she did not need to be a livewire ready to spark at the slightest provocation.

She trailed the hand on her breast down over her belly and lower, bringing it to rest on her pubic bone. Her breath shortened and her eyes closed. Liquid heat filled her pussy, and she brushed her finger over her hairless mound, seeking her swollen clit.

Contact took her breath altogether, and she pressed down, allowing herself the pressure her body craved.

Relief swept through her. Relief and yearning.

Yes, she touched herself. Yes, it felt good, but no, it wasn’t what she wanted. Wasn’t who she wanted caressing her most intimate body parts. Her hand wasn’t the reason she spent sleepless nights tossing in bed, shoving thoughts she shouldn’t be thinking from her mind.

Her hand, helpful as it might be, wasn’t the cause of her endless frustration or arousal. And though it felt good now, rubbing over her clit, manipulating it in just the right way to make her stomach contract, it could not provide what she really longed for. Who she really longed for.

Sebastian Blackford.

Marketing executive at a Sydney-based TV ad agency, close friend and all-round cool guy.

His face filled her mind, his eyes so blue they left her dazzled. His nose, slightly crooked from the time he stopped a cricket ball with it, so familiar and so…sexy. And his lips. His full, red lips that curved into his gorgeous smile, one he flashed at her all the time.

It seemed ridiculous that after knowing that face for so long, it now filled her waking thoughts and drifted through her dreams.

It was his hair that had done it. His hair that had changed the whole situation. Once dark, lush and thick, with locks that fell down to his shoulders and over his forehead, now it was the polar opposite—startling in its absence. He’d shaved it off. Vowed never to be one of those men who pathetically held on to their balding tresses, and sheared off every last strand.

Rather than leaving his scalp looking stark and empty, it had given him an edge so sensual, Lucy had struggled to breathe the first time she’d seen the new Sebastian. Struggled to find her center and balance herself.

Usually Seb was her center, her balance. But at that moment, he’d pulled the rug from beneath her feet. He’d shaken her world.

Her hand brushed over her pussy, one finger caressing her nub, another stroking the seam of her lips, letting the hot cream spill out.

It was no coincidence her bikini line remained as hairless as Sebastian’s head. Just like it was no coincidence that every time she touched herself, it was Sebastian’s face that played in her mind. Seb’s smile, Seb’s shoulders and abs, Seb’s…

Just Seb.

Since the day he’d shaved his hair he’d become the focal point of every one of her fantasies and emotions. Fantasies she could not repress—no matter how hard she’d tried. So just for these few minutes, with only the heated water for company, her hand became his.

He neglected her clit in favor of slipping two fingers inside her, burying them deep, stroking her sensitive channel, loving her intimately.

His lips whispered sweet nothings, a silent caress of her imagination.

“Love you, Lucy-Loo.”

“Love you too, Seb.”

He fucked her with his fingers.

“Wanted you for so long, babe. Wanted you forever.”

“I’m yours. All yours.” Her voice came out thready, raspy.

“Prove it. Come for me.” His speed increased.

Lucy began to pant. A hand cupped her breast, and she arched her back, pushing her nipple into Seb’s roughened palm. Sensation blossomed between her legs, intense pleasure coupled with desperate longing.

“Let go, Loo. Give me everything you’ve got.”

She bit her lip, heard the roar of blood in her ears. Every muscle stiffened in anticipation.

“Be mine, only mine.” The fingers slid from her channel to press on her clit, rubbing in wanton circles.

Lucy’s desire crested and broke. She came on his fingers, pulses of pleasure throbbing through her pussy and radiating outwards. It was Sebastian’s name that echoed across the bathroom walls as she peaked, Sebastian’s face that filled her mind and love for Sebastian that flowed through her heart.

It was cold, hard fact that pulled her from her high, leaving her lying in a tub of lukewarm water, physically sated yet emotionally hollow.

Seb’s hand vanished, and she stared dully at her own.

Only one thought occurred to her as the last shudders of her orgasm ebbed away.

Her obsession with her friend had continued for too long for it to be a passing fad. The time had come to tell Seb how she felt.

 

 

“Okay, if you space out on me one more time, I’m going to start thinking it’s personal.”

Lucy blinked and brought her attention back to the man sitting opposite her. Not that she’d ever lost her focus. Nope, her attention had been on him the whole time. Maybe just not on what he’d been saying.

“Loo, that’s about the tenth time you’ve zoned out. You haven’t heard a word I’ve said in the last five minutes. You gonna tell me what’s going on?” He set his tea down on the table.

She shook her head as she looked at his cup. “You realize you are the only man in Sydney, maybe in the world, who drinks Earl Grey?” The cup seemed small and dainty beside his strong, tanned hand.

He shrugged. “I like it, as you well know. Now forget about the tea and tell me what’s bothering you.”

Her gaze drifted from his teacup to his chest, and she admired the way his T-shirt sat snugly across his shoulders. How was it possible she’d never appreciated the broadness of those shoulders? Had his hair been so long it had hidden their extraordinary proportions?

She sighed. “You wouldn’t believe me if I did tell you.”

Seb shot her a strange look. “When have I ever not believed something you’ve said?” He took a chip from their shared plate, dipped it into tomato sauce and popped it in his mouth. Then he repeated the process, only this time he popped the chip in Lucy’s mouth.

It was all she could do not to close her lips around his fingers and trap them there. But then trapping fingers, a chip and a dollop of tomato sauce in her mouth was hardly sexy, now was it?

She chewed thoughtfully and swallowed, desperate to open up with the truth and admit her feelings, yet paralyzed by the prospect. For the first time ever, she had trouble voicing her thoughts to Seb.

“You know, I’m a pretty good listener.”

She smiled, trying to keep the mood light while her insides were so heavy. “Then why do you always complain that I never stop talking?”

He grinned. “Maybe because you never stop talking.”

“I’m not talking now,” she pointed out.

“Which leads me to believe there is something very wrong, ergo my willingness to listen.” He dipped another chip and offered it to her.

She shook her head. Her stomach was queasy and trembling, and though she and Seb always shared a plate of chips after seeing a movie together, she suspected fried food would do no good whatsoever. “I’m full.”

“Full of shit, maybe. C’mon, Lucy-Loo. Out with it. What’s bothering you? You fidgeted the whole way through the movie and haven’t been able to hold a simple conversation since it ended.” He gestured to the people sitting around them, enjoying a meal or a drink in the trendy little café in Newtown. “Everyone else here is chatting away. The only one not talking is you.”

“Okay, so you talk to me. Tell me how your hot date went the other night.”

The strange look was back on his face. “I spent the last five minutes telling you about it.”

She stared at him, dismayed. “You did?”

Seb nodded. “I did.”

Lucy gave him an apologetic look, staring into his eyes, willing him to forgive her.

Seb said something, but Lucy missed it, mostly because staring into his blue eyes dazzled her senses and once again took her breath away. A feverish flush seeped into her skin, heating her flesh. Just like that, Lucy was lost in a haze of desire, lost in the realization that her body was responding to Seb’s proximity. Being this close to him made her heart pound and her pussy clench. She wanted him fiercely. In a way she’d never desired another man. In a way she’d never desired a friend. In a way she had no place desiring a friend.

She had to say something, had to tell him how she felt. She couldn’t exist like this anymore, couldn’t go on living this way with him. Forever friends, nothing more.

“Lucy!” His sharp exclamation snapped her back to attention.

“I love you, Seb.” It was out before she had a chance to think twice.

“I love you too, babe, but if you don’t tell me what’s going on, I’m taking you to the closest medical center to have you checked out.”

“No, I mean I love you. Like, really, love you.”

He grinned his beautiful grin. “So you tell me every time you get trashed on red wine. You love me and you think I’m the bestest friend in the whole widest world.” He tapped her half-empty wineglass. “Although you surprise me tonight. You haven’t even had one glass. Usually you have to have three or four before you start getting this sentimental.”

She bit her lower lip, sucking it into her mouth before releasing it. “I’m not drunk.”

His grin told her how much he believed her.

“I’m not,” she said again. “Truth is, I’m stone-cold sober. And the reason I haven’t been concentrating is because I’ve been trying to figure out a way to tell you how I feel.”

Seb’s smile began to fade, and his blue eyes widened as he stared at her.

“It’s changed, Seb. Everything’s changed. I’ve changed. My feelings for you have changed.” She took a deep, fortifying breath and the words tumbled out. “Y-you’re not just my friend anymore. You’re…more. I dunno what happened. And I dunno how I never felt this way before, but I…I…” She pressed her hand to her chest. “I have all these feelings for you, just sitting here, pressing on my heart, and I can’t ignore them. Can’t pretend they’re not there or they’re not real.”

Sebastian’s jaw dropped open.

Now that the words had started, she couldn’t hold them back. Didn’t want to. This was Seb she spoke to, and she could tell him anything. Had always been able to, and now was no different—even though everything was different.

“I dream about you at night. And at work, when I’m not sleeping. Dirty dreams. Filthy, really. Dreams a girl shouldn’t dream about her friend, but there you have it. And when I see you, I wish, just wish, the dreams were real. I wish you’d kiss me the way you do in my imagination. Wish you’d tear my clothes off and do filthy things to me. I wish, wish that you felt for me what I feel for you, and we weren’t sitting here at this very moment, drinking red wine and Earl Grey tea.”

Lucy paused to draw breath, her heart beating frantically, her cheeks burning.

Seb just gaped at her.

“I lay in the bath earlier, thinking about you. Fantasizing about you. I touched myself, wishing it was your hand. Couldn’t stop touching, until…until…” Lucy closed her eyes, mortified that she was voicing all of this, yet unable to stop. After months of keeping it to herself, the confession felt liberating. “I came thinking about you. And it wasn’t the first time. But the thing is, I don’t want to just fantasize anymore. Don’t want to just dream about you. I don’t just want to be your friend. Can’t be your friend, ’cause what I feel for you goes way beyond friendship. I’m like, wildly, crazily in love with you.”

“Lucy…” Seb’s voice sounded hoarse, scratchy. He looked dazed. “Geez, I don’t know what to say.” He drew a shaky hand over his shaved head.

Her breath caught in her diaphragm and she hiccupped. “Say you feel the same way. Or at the very least, tell me there’s a chance you could feel this way.”

“I love you too. You know I do.” Again he drew his hand over his head. “You’re my gal, my friend, my mate. ’Course I love you. Just…”

Lucy’s heart stopped beating. Or maybe her lungs stopped working. She couldn’t tell. “Just…?”

His blue gaze held hers. “Just…not like that.”

That was when she recognized it. The pity in those dazzling eyes. He no longer looked dazed. Now he just looked sympathetic.

“Not like that,” she repeated dumbly, letting his pity settle in her stomach, hating it.

“Now I know for sure you didn’t listen when I told you about my date the other night. Because if you had, you’d have heard me say it wasn’t just one date. It turned into two more, two nights in a row, because I realized how much I like Sarah. How I think there’s something between us.”

The sound she made was more a whimper than an acknowledgement of his words.

For a very long time she sat there in the café, oblivious to the people around them, just staring at Seb. And he stared back at her. Never once averting his gaze. He seemed incapable of looking away, seemed only to be able to look at her. He also seemed incapable of speaking. Once or twice he opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Not a word. Not a sound. Yet still he stared at her, just like she stared at him.

No, not just like she stared at him. Because as she stared, a sense of horror filtered through her veins, seeping into her nerves and finally usurping her conscious thought.

She’d just confessed her every feeling to him, and in response he’d confessed to…nothing. He felt nothing for her. Nothing more than a strong sense of friendship.

He was interested in someone else. Another woman.

Humiliation, akin to nothing she’d ever experienced, washed over her. She’d just blurted out her innermost feelings for her friend, and he did not return them. Not one of them.

Nausea almost knocked her sideways, Her stomach lurched, and the few chips she’d eaten burned like bile in her throat. She was going to throw up. Going to lose her food like she’d lost her dignity.

Only she wouldn’t do it here. Not in front of Seb.

She’d already embarrassed herself enough in front of him. Already destroyed whatever they had between them in one rash, selfish confession.

She’d told him she loved him for only one reason: because she couldn’t keep it to herself any longer. Didn’t want to. Something this huge couldn’t be kept to herself. Not when it included Seb. He had a right to know, didn’t he? He should know, shouldn’t he?

But as she stared into his eyes, she knew the answer. Knew it all the way through to her bones.

No, he shouldn’t know. No, she shouldn’t have shared it with him. Because he did not feel the same way. He never had. And now that her confession was out there, it would always be out there. Always sit between them like a hideous secret she should never have revealed.

Lucy bolted. Jumped up so fast her chair toppled over. She charged out of the café, taking a sharp left and racing toward the train station.

Pausing only to toss the contents of her heaving stomach into a garbage bin and then wipe her mouth, she flew into the station, yanked her monthly pass from her purse, and caught the first train that chugged into sight.


Chapter Two

Sebastian could not have been more gobsmacked had Lucy proven she was an alien from another galaxy. Nothing in his realm of experience had prepared him for her confession.

The probability of Loo falling for him? Like a million to one. A billion to one. Hell, less than that. Not one month ago she’d been in a serious relationship with another man. Seb had thought it the real deal, but Lucy had broken up with the guy, much to the surprise of everyone they knew.

Had she ended the relationship because of him? Impossible. He and Lucy were mates. Friends. That’s all. That’s all they’d ever been. All he’d ever considered her to be.

No, that’s all was a piss-poor understatement. She was a brilliant friend. His go-to girl. His confidante. The one he poured his heart out to. Discussed the issues that meant something to him. His BFF—as his eight-year-old niece liked to call her.

In love with him? Turned on by him?

No way. Not Lucy.

Seb had never thought about her in a sexual manner. A staggering accomplishment, since every woman he met he sized up sexually in the first thirty seconds of meeting her. But Lucy had always just been Lucy, just like his mate Justin had always just been Justin.

In fact, Lucy had been his friend Leo’s girlfriend when they’d first met. Probably the reason his and Lucy’s relationship had begun on a nonsexual level. A guy just didn’t hit on his mate’s girl—current or ex. Leo and Lucy hadn’t lasted much longer than a few months, but he and Lucy had. Six years longer. And each day they became closer.

Seb scratched his head, perplexed and stunned.

Why, if his relationship with Lucy was as platonic as his friendship with Justin, and if Seb was really into Sarah, was he sporting a fucking huge erection?

And why had he been sporting that erection ever since his cute librarian friend had looked at him with her big brown eyes and flushed cheeks and told him she’d been having filthy dreams about him? Masturbating in the bath.

And what the fuck was he doing, sitting in the restaurant when Loo had taken off? What kind of a jerk was he, letting her get away?

Jesus, they needed to talk, needed to straighten things out between them.

But until the blood drained from his cock, Seb couldn’t do a damn thing.

 

 

Ninety minutes later, after jogging the length of Newtown twice searching for her, he rang her doorbell.

She didn’t answer.

So he rang again and then a third time, sensing she wouldn’t come to the door anytime soon.

He spent a good five minutes ringing—to no avail. He considered using his key. Considered just opening up and heading on in, but decided against it. Lucy had fled, raced out of the restaurant in her desperation to get away from him.

He couldn’t, wouldn’t betray her trust by barging in on her uninvited now. He wouldn’t leave, but he wouldn’t let himself in. He’d be so persistent, she’d finally give up ignoring him and open her damn door just to get him to stop bugging her.

So he switched to knocking. He rapped on the wood until his knuckles grew raw. Then he banged on it with the palms of his hands.

Nothing.

Lucy’s unit remained dark and silent.

“Damn it, Lucy. Open up.”

He listened intently for any movement from within and heard none.

“We can’t leave things like this. Talk to me. Please.” He stared at the bag in his hand. “I have chocolate. Lots of it. Mint Aero and Chunky Kit-Kat. And yes, it’s a shameless bribe to get inside.”

He tried charming and coercing her for ages. No luck.

“Shit, Loo. I’m not leaving ’til you open the goddamned door. I’ll sit here all night if I have to.” He would too. Regardless of the deadline he’d intended to tackle after tonight’s movie, he wouldn’t leave without speaking to her.

When silence continued to echo from within, he grimaced. “Fine. I’m right outside when you’re ready.” Frustration got the better of him, and he slammed the bag against the door. Work on Peter’s Peanut Butter Bars would just have to wait. “Eating the fucking chocolate.”

He turned around, all set to slide down the door and sit on his ass until she finally opened up, but never got the opportunity.

Lucy stood in front of him, two shopping bags in each hand. Her brown eyes looked enormous in her pale face. Had there not been two bright spots of pink in the middle of her cheeks, he’d have worried she was sick.

“I’m not home,” she explained quietly.

“Shopping?” He glared at the bags, flexing his tender fingers he’d knocked almost down to the bone. “Really?”

She shrugged. “I needed some things.”

“At midnight?”

“My kitchen’s empty. What are you doing here, Sebastian?”

“What do you think I’m doing here? We need to talk.”

She shook her head. “No, we don’t. I want to sleep. I have to be at the library at eight tomorrow. So if you’ll just step out of my way, I’ll let myself in and go to bed.”

He ignored her, reaching out to take her shopping bags, not giving her a choice when she tried to clasp them tight. “You won’t be able to take your keys out if you’re holding all the groceries.”

She released the bags reluctantly, stepped around him and placed her key in the lock. “I need you not to be here now,” she whispered.

“We have to sort this out. You can’t throw something like that at me, and then split before I’ve had time to comprehend it all.”

“What I can’t do is look at you. I can’t face the humiliation.”

She pushed the door open and walked a few steps inside. He followed, not giving her a chance to object, going straight through to the kitchen to place all the parcels on the counter.

She stayed where she was, holding the door open, a clear indication she waited for him to leave.

Seb propped his hip against the frame of the kitchen doorway and looked at her expectantly. “Humiliation?”

She gave a big, dejected sigh before pushing the door shut. “Don’t act dumb, please. What just happened with us? That was the most excruciating experience of my life. And you standing there now, looking all what-the-fuck-is-she-talking-about, isn’t making this any easier.”

“Damn it, Loo, you changed the game tonight. You blew me the hell away. What am I supposed to do? Pretend you didn’t say anything? Pretend everything’s exactly the same as it was when we walked into the movie? I can’t do that, babe. You just switched all the rules, and I’m floundering here.”

Her shoulders dropped, as though all the air had seeped out of her, leaving her deflated. “I should have kept my big mouth shut. Should never have said anything.”

Seb scratched the back of his head, flummoxed. Should she have kept quiet? Would it have been better that way? “Why did you say something?”

“Because…” Her eyes shut, giving him the impression she couldn’t bear to face him while she spoke. “Because I couldn’t keep it in any longer. I had to tell you. Had to let you know how I felt. You know everything about me. It seemed insane you didn’t know my biggest secret. Especially when it was all about you.”

“Loo—”

She held up her hand, cutting him off, and shook her head. Her long brown curls tumbled over her shoulders. “That’s not the full truth.” The pink tinge in her cheeks turned scarlet, but she opened her eyes to look at him. “I told you because I wanted to hear that you felt the same way. I…I guess I hoped if I confessed how I really feel, you’d be hit with this epiphany, and you’d realize you were in love with me too, and we could love each other, and, you know…” She twirled her hands in the air. “Live happily ever after.”

Seb’s heart sank. There hadn’t been an epiphany. Hadn’t been any thunderbolts of realization. There’d just been stunned surprise.

And then the unexpected erection.

“But you’re not in love with me. You want her. Sarah.” She squeezed her eyes shut again and raised her head to the ceiling. “I, uh, I never took the time to think about what would happen if you didn’t feel the same way.” She halfheartedly reached out to him, but her arm flopped down, as though she didn’t have the strength or energy to hold it up. “And obviously, you, uh, don’t feel the same way.”

“I’m sorry.” His heart constricted, and regret, like physical pain, shot through his chest. “So sorry. I do love you, babe. Heaps.” He shrugged helplessly. “Just not like that.”

“Yeah.” She nodded as she looked at him, her eyes haunted. “I kinda got that at the café. Which is why I need you to leave now. Give me time to lick my wounds in private, okay?”

“Your wounds?”

“Yeah, Seb. My wounds. I have a couple that need healing. I’m embarrassed and my heart is broken.”

He stood up a little straighter. “Don’t you dare feel embarrassed. Not with me. Not because of what you said.”

Her cheeks turned even redder.

“Your loving me? Fuck, it’s the biggest compliment ever. It’s nothing for you to feel ashamed of.”

She snorted humorlessly. “A compliment? You think my loving you is a compliment?”

“The biggest one you could give me.”

Lucy threw her shoulders back and marched into the kitchen, shoving her way past him. She headed straight to the parcels and began to unpack them. “I’m glad you feel flattered. Now could you go home?”

She shoved bread in the bread bin and coffee in the cupboard above her kettle. When she opened the fridge to put the milk in it, Seb couldn’t help but notice the full bottle already sitting on the shelf.

“And if I do leave, when will I see you again?”

She shrugged, opened a bag and pulled out seven bars of chocolate, staring at them blankly.

“They’re from me. I thought you might need a fix.”

Lucy grimaced, but said nothing about the chocolate. She just shoved them into her grocery cupboard, behind several boxes of cereal, out of sight.

“If I leave, will you meet me for breakfast tomorrow before work?” Not that he had the time, but for her, he’d sort something out.

“I can’t.”

“Lunch?”

She shook her head. “Busy.”

“Fine, supper then. My place, I’ll cook.”

“I have plans.”

His gut twisted. “Shit, don’t do this.”

“Don’t do what?”

“Don’t push me away.”

“I’m not.” Lucy unpacked a bag of fruit and vegetables, placing bananas, apples and mandarins in a bowl and the veggies in the fridge drawer.

“Morning tea?” he pressed.

She shook her head. “Working.”

“Coffee tomorrow arvo?”

“Can’t.”

“Yeah, babe, you are pushing. Hard. You’re not giving me a minute to be with you.”

“What can I say? I’m working tomorrow. My shift at the library runs from eight to five. I don’t have time.” She yanked a jar of strawberry jam out of the bag.

Strawberry jam?

She hated the stuff. Hated jam, full stop.

“What if I had told you I feel the same way? That I love you too? That I wanted to spend tomorrow doing every dirty, filthy thing you dreamed of?”

She froze with her arm stretched up to place the jam on a top shelf.

“Would you still have been busy tomorrow?” Shit. His cock stirred, his mind filling with several thousand dirty things he could do to her.

What the fuck?

The jam slid from her grip and crashed to the floor, cracking in two, spilling its contents on the white tiles.

Lucy stared at it, her face ashen.

Seb grabbed a few sheets of paper towel, scooped up the oozing gunk and tossed it all in the bin. Then he wet a few more sheets to wipe up the remaining mess.

“You don’t love me,” she said shakily. “It’s a ludicrous question.”

“Not ludicrous at all.” He scrubbed the last bit of jam from the floor and stood. “I’m just making a point. If things had played out differently, you wouldn’t be refusing to see me. I’m getting a bad feeling, Loo.”

“You’re getting a bad feeling?” She gave a hollow laugh. “Try standing in my shoes for a while.”

“You’re distancing yourself from me.”

“What would you have me do? Pour out my innermost feelings to you? Tell you what’s going on in my screwed-up heart and head? I did that once already tonight. And look how well that worked out.”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I’d have you do. Talk to me. Really talk to me. Not cut me out like I’m someone you’d rather never see again.”

“I’m not cutting you out,” she snapped. “I told you I love you, and you told me you’re into another girl. I just can’t be with you now. It…it hurts too much. Okay?”

“Not as much as the thought of you cutting me out of your life hurts me.” He couldn’t deal with the Sarah issue now. Couldn’t even think about her. Not when Lucy was this upset.

His gut warned him that if he gave her some space, as she wanted, she’d exclude him from her life the way she did with anyone who hurt her.

Lucy had an amazing capacity to throw up walls. To pretend someone she’d cared deeply for no longer existed. Seb had witnessed it with at least two of her ex-boyfriends, and with a friend at her work who’d made a play for one of those exes.

She’d just closed the offenders out of her life and pretended they no longer existed.

Seb never wanted to be on the other side of Lucy’s impenetrable walls.

“Jesus. You’re worried about how I might behave tomorrow? How I might distance myself from you? I’m trying to focus on taking one breath after the next so I don’t roll up in a ball and die from your rejection. Trying my hardest just to deal with you standing here, so close I can touch you.” She took a shuddery breath. “So close it…it hurts not to touch you.”

She grabbed two handfuls of her lustrous curls and tugged on them, her white knuckles making her frustration that much more obvious. “It’s ripping my heart out. You’re ripping my heart out. Playing hell with my sense of self-preservation and self-worth. All I wanna do is throw myself into your arms and kiss you for the next year. Rip off your shirt and your pants, and fuck you like there’s no tomorrow, and all you wanna do is…is have a heart-to-heart. Work out the finer details of how we can still be friends.”

She grabbed the last remaining bag and marched out of the kitchen, yelling over her shoulder. “Don’t you get it?” Her voice grew even louder—and wobblier—as though she fought back either tears or fury. “I need you to get out of my place so I can breathe again, so I can find my balance. I don’t need you worrying about how I might act tomorrow.”

And with that she disappeared down the passage and into her bathroom.

He should go, should respect her wishes and leave her in peace. But Seb was too damned selfish to do that. Too damned concerned he’d lose her forever if he did, so he went after her, yelling, just like she had.

“No. It’s not okay. I know you too well. If I leave now, if I leave you to nurse your wounds alone, I’ll never hear from you again. You’ll just add my name to the list with Brian’s and Keith’s, and I’ll be another guy you don’t talk to. Another loose end you tie up by ignoring me.”

She’d cut Leo off too. But that hadn’t been too big of an issue between Seb and Lucy, since Leo had upped and moved to Melbourne a few weeks later.

He marched into the bathroom after her, found her slamming toiletries into the cabinet over the basin. Dove soap, Colgate toothpaste, Herbal Essences shampoo and conditioner. “I’m right, aren’t I? That’s how you intend on getting through this. By pretending I don’t exist.”

She didn’t turn around, didn’t modulate her tone. She just kept yelling. “I’ll deal with it however I need to. And right now that means you leaving me the hell alone.”

Seb was having none of it. He wasn’t going anywhere, and he wasn’t leaving her the hell alone. Instead he got in her face. Grabbed her by the shoulders and squeezed between her and the vanity, holding her still and forcing her to look at him.

She struggled to free herself, so he just held her tighter, pulling her closer, immobilizing her against his body.

“I won’t do that. And I won’t let you ignore me. I won’t let you pretend I don’t exist. I’m not one of them. Not an ex you can cut out and never think about again. No matter how unnecessarily embarrassed you might be now, you’re my friend, my mate, and I refuse to let your feelings for me come between us. Refuse to let you go because this is all making you feel a little awkward. We’re better than that. We’re stronger than that. Whatever’s going on, we can get through it together.”

“Get through it?” Rage blazed in her eyes. As did shame. “Get through it? Jesus, Seb. I masturbated in that very bath.” She jerked her head to the side, indicating the tub. “Fucked myself and fantasized it was you fucking me, and you want us to get through it? I don’t think so. I think I’m way past that point.”

Seb couldn’t help himself. He looked at the tub. And just like that, he was hard again. Painfully hard.

As fast as his head filled with images of a naked Lucy, lying in her bath, immersed in water with her hand buried between her legs, so blood filled his cock.

He saw her, her head thrown back, her neck arched, her breasts bobbing, nipples swollen and distended. And he wanted her. Wanted her with an intensity that blew his mind clean away.

A soft groan rasped from his throat as his body heated.

Lucy froze.

Just froze. She even stopped breathing for a few seconds.

Seb continued to hold her tight. Hold her close. His erection, full and throbbing, pressed against her belly.

“Seb?” His name was a question, whispered through trembling lips.

He had trouble breathing himself. Couldn’t get quite enough air into his lungs to fuel the rampant heat burning through his blood.

“Fuck.” The word felt like sandpaper against his throat. “Jesus, Loo. You masturbated there?” He didn’t take his gaze off the bath. Couldn’t. Couldn’t see anything but the naked, submerged Lucy, touching herself.

She didn’t answer. Didn’t say a word, but he heard her breath hitch.

Static electricity filled the bathroom, zapping Seb’s chest, making his skin stretch taut over his bones. Every sense seemed to flick to hyper-alert.

Lucy’s scent, her familiar, floral scent, tickled his nose, tantalizing in a way it never had before. Her shallow panting echoed through his ears, so soft he almost didn’t hear it, yet loud enough to alter his breathing, making him pant too.

The soft cotton of her shirt beneath his hands slid like silk against his palms, outlining the feminine arch of her shoulders, making him want to hold her even tighter, pull her even closer.

He closed his eyes, let her nearness overwhelm him.

“Tell me what you did, Lucy-Loo.” His voice was a hoarse murmur. “Tell me how you felt, when you touched yourself and thought of me.”

“D-don’t do this.” Lucy’s words whispered over his neck, a soft plea. “Don’t go there. Not if you don’t feel what I feel.”

“Too late for that, babe. I’m there. In the bath with you, and God help us both, I’ve never seen anything sexier in my whole life.”

“Seb…please.”

Please what? Please stop? Please don’t?

He opened his eyes, stared at the tub, transfixed, dropped his hands to her waist and held her against him, trapping his cock between them, ensuring she felt exactly what her confession had done to him.

“You’re touching yourself. Running your hand over your cunt. Your eyes are closed, and there’s a hiss of air escaping your mouth.”

“Seb!” She dropped her head to his chest, burning him through his T-shirt.

Was her face hot with embarrassment—or arousal?

“Your breasts… Christ, I’ve never seen them before, but they’re beautiful. Full. Your nipples are so hard, as though you’re waiting for something. Someone…to touch them? Kiss them?” He shook his head. “Suck on them. Me. I’d suck on them, pull each tip into my mouth individually and feast on the plump flesh.”

She whimpered, and the sensual sound sent a fresh flow of blood to his groin.

“Where’s your hand while you bathe, babe?”

His question was met only with Lucy’s shallow panting.

“Where are your fingers? On your clit? Playing with it?” Jesus, the thought turned him on so much he thought he might have a stroke. “Or are they exploring a little lower, slipping inside your pussy?”

Lucy muttered something nonsensical. Her voice was a low, sexy murmur, and she buried her head further into his chest, hiding her face from him.

“Tell me, Loo. Tell me where your fingers are, so I don’t have to guess. So I can see what you’re doing to yourself. What I’m doing to you.”

Lucy clutched at his shirt, her nails digging into his sides, and the sting only increased his awareness, only made the sudden lust sharper, the need for her more intense.

He wrapped one arm around her waist and the other around her shoulders, combing his fingers through her hair, pushing it aside. Then he dropped his head to her neck and nipped at her throat, ensuring the bite was forceful enough that she’d feel the sting—just like he felt the sting of her nails.

She yelped.

“What are you doing, Lucy? Fucking yourself, or rubbing your clit? Which one?”

She answered. He knew she did, but her voice was muffled against her chest, making her response inaudible.

“Louder.”

Silence.

He bit her neck again, harder this time, leaving a mark.

She yelped again, only this time the sound had meaning. “Both.”

Seb froze. “Both?”

She nodded against his chest. “Both. I’m taking turns, fingering my clit and fucking my pussy. And I’m touching my breast with my other hand, caressing my nipple, wishing my hands were yours.”

Seb had no idea what made him do it, what clicked in his mind and made him act, but impulse took over. One minute Lucy was wrapped in his arms, pressed against his body, the next he’d backed her against the wall and ripped her top in two. Grabbed the neckline with his hands and torn it clean in half, from the top to the bottom, so it hung open, leaving her white lace bra exposed to his hungry—no, his starving—gaze.

The image of her in the bathtub was fantasy overload, the sight before him visual overload. A surge of adrenaline coursed through his veins, and he grabbed a delicate lace cup in each hand and yanked down, ripping them both off their seams.

“Seb!” His name was a stunned gasp, and it only amplified the adrenalin rush.

Using the wall to support her back, he took hold of her under her arms and lifted her so she hung from his hands, her body flat against the wall. He lifted her until the beautiful breasts he’d pictured just minutes ago now sat at his mouth level, full and swollen as they’d been in his imagination, her nipples a dusky pink, framed by the tattered remains of her bra.

Seb dipped his head, opened his mouth and suckled on one nipple.

“Oh, God!” Lucy’s scream reverberated through the bathroom, and Seb sucked harder, felt the nipple bead on his tongue, felt Lucy arch her back, press her breast hard against his mouth and grab hold of his shoulders.

She dug her nails into him again, scratching his skin, sending sharp twinges of pain skittering down his back.

He bit her, hard enough that another feminine scream echoed across the walls, before he traced his tongue over the bite, easing the burn.

Lucy sobbed his name, and he pulled back to catch his breath.

Her nipple was red, wet and even more swollen than before. Her chest heaved and a vein pulsed in her neck.

She kicked against the wall, then against his thighs, then her legs were wrapping around his waist, and she was hanging on to him, clasping his lower body to hers, as tight as he’d clasped her to him before.

“Other one,” she begged. “Kiss the other breast.”

He did. He kissed it, nipped at it, suckled on it and when a soft keening sound filled the air, bit it.

Jesus, what was it with the biting? When the fuck did he ever bite a woman?

Never, that’s when.

But with Loo it was different. With Loo it was essential. He had to bite. Had to taste her, had to…mark her.

Mark her. Fuck yeah. That’s exactly what he had to do.

He released her nipple and nibbled his way up the swell of her full globe, opened his mouth again and feasted on the sensitive skin of her milky-white breast.

He sucked gently at first, scraping his teeth over one particular spot, drawing his tongue over it, once, twice, twenty times. But the sucking became fiercer, the urge to mark her more primal, and finally his teeth stilled, his tongue flattened, and he pulled at her with his mouth, the action rougher, insistent and continuous.

Lucy twisted her hips frantically, pushed against his groin, pressing her cunt to his erection, riding him where he stood. Her grip tightened, and Seb realized he wasn’t the only one leaving a mark. He’d have visible scratches on his shoulders tomorrow.

He sucked harder, and harder still, until Lucy swore at him—even as she rubbed her pussy against his cock.

Seb raised his head to survey his work.

A red mark glistened on the swell of her left breast. A round, angry love bite that would leave its imprint for at least a week.


Chapter Three

Lucy stared down at her chest, saw the shredded remains of her bra, the glistening mark Seb had left, and gasped.

He smiled. Not at her, but at his handiwork. A smile Lucy had never seen on his face before. Possessive, satisfied. Greedy.

What was he doing? Moments ago he’d apologized for not feeling the same way she did, and now…? “I thought you weren’t interested, Sebastian. Thought you were just my friend. What are you thinking?”

“I’m not thinking at all.” The lustful glaze to his eyes corroborated his statement. “Fact, the last rational thought I had was that you’d fucked yourself in that bath, imagining it was me making you come.”

He shifted away from the wall, loosening his hold on her, and Lucy instinctively dropped to her feet, supporting her own weight. Which apparently suited Seb just fine, because the second her feet touched the floor, his hands were on her button and zip, undoing her jeans and pushing them over her hips.

“Now I’m gonna make you come for real,” he told her. Or rather, he told her bellybutton, as he’d just sunk to his knees as he tugged on her pants.

She wore her skinny jeans. The ones that took her a good few minutes to put on, they were so tight. The ones she had to dance into, twisting her hips and legs one way then the other in order to get them on.

And there was Seb, getting them off. Pushing them down her legs with concentrated effort.

Lucy didn’t dance now. She simply stood, breathless as he worked them over her thighs and knees. How many times had she fantasized about him doing just this?

“Gonna make you come so hard, Lucy-Loo. Gonna be as dirty and as filthy as you need me to be. And then even dirtier than you dreamed.”

Her jeans hit her ankles, and he abandoned them, as if he’d lost interest in the menial task.

He had lost interest. His attention was now focused on her belly, on the spot where his lips had attached themselves to her skin.

Lucy locked her knees, praying to God they’d stop shaking. But how could they stop shaking when she herself was so shook up? Shaken to her very core.

Talk about behavior swings. Seb’s behavior had taken her from one extreme to another in minutes. From utter devastation and desolation to insatiable desire. From stone-cold humiliation to red-hot arousal.

From alone and lonely to admired and craved.

He sucked hard, leaving no doubt that he was giving her another love bite.

She should stop him, push his head away. She didn’t need bruised and broken skin reminding her of his scorching attack. But she didn’t have it in her to push his head away. Didn’t want to. His mouth felt so good there, his lips so soft, his tongue so hot.

Liquid heat pooled in her pussy, making her squirm.

As if he knew exactly the effect his suckling had on her, he released the sensitive skin of her belly and zoned in on her pussy, lowering his head, pressing his cheek to her mound and inhaling deeply.

A moan tore from her lips as he ran his finger over the crotch of her panties.

“So fucking wet,” he muttered, and dipped his finger into her panties, sliding it unerringly across her slit.

The liquid heat spilled out, wetting his hand.

Seb gave an appreciative moan. “For me, Loo? Is all this cream for me?”

“Uh-uh, Seb,” she bit out, perplexed by his seduction, angry at her lack of will to put an end to it and plain horny as hell. “It’s all for me, so I can masturbate with ease.”

No sooner were the words out her mouth then she regretted them. Not because she shouldn’t have said them, but because Seb looked up at her with a gaze so wicked, her stomach lurched.

He grinned. A grin that made her heart flutter wildly. There was nothing polite in that smile. Nothing genteel. It was a smile that highlighted every one of his dirty intentions.

And every one of those intentions made Lucy’s knees shake even harder.

Seb stood, stepped backward and turned to look in the cabinet that she hadn’t had a chance to close. He withdrew something, laughed a sinful laugh and was back on his knees before she’d had time to draw adequate breath.

Lucy felt him grip her panties, heard a snip and the material slackened around her hips. Another grip, another snip and the panties dropped.

Seb caught them before they hit the ground. He drew them over her leg and up her thigh and brought them to his nose, inhaling deeply.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You smell good. Like sex and woman.” He inhaled again and tossed whatever he held in his other hand over his shoulder. It landed with a clunk in the bath.

Her nail scissors.

Seb draped the cut panties over his shoulder and left them there. Then he took her hand in his, lifted it to his face and drew a finger between his lips, sucking it in.

The hot, moist cavern of his mouth felt shockingly sensual, and she complained when he released her finger. But he just smiled that sinful smile and held up her hand. “Show me. Let me see how all that cream makes it so easy to masturbate.”

Lucy’s eyes popped open and her jaw dropped. Hell, no. No way.

It was one thing confessing what she’d done. It was another doing it in front of him.

“Show me, Loo. Show me so I don’t have to be tormented by my imagination. Show me so I know exactly how dirty, how sexy you look when you fuck yourself while thinking of me.”

She swallowed, her throat bone dry. The plea should horrify her, should tie her up in knots. But it didn’t. It made her hotter. Or perhaps the look in his blue eyes made her hotter. The blue eyes that were a shade darker than they’d ever been, the dazzle banked by desire.

“Show me.” His tone was more demanding now. He moved her hand, pressed it against her pussy, pressed his own hand over hers, guided her finger down to her soaking slit. “I’ve never seen my friend come before. Fuck yourself while I watch.”

Cheeks burning, Lucy pushed her finger over her slick folds.

Jesus, she was wet. So wet her finger skimmed easily over her pussy, the touch so light she shivered.

“That’s it, babe. Now harder. Show me how you really fuck yourself. Don’t hold back.”

She pressed down harder, let her finger slip between her lips, and pushed inside her slippery channel.

Seb hissed in a breath. Her gaze found his face, but he didn’t notice. His gaze was on her hand and on her pussy. Fixated there. Movement caught her eye, and when she looked lower, it was to see Seb pressing against his groin, holding his erection through his cargos. His cheek twitched and his jaw clenched, yet still he watched, waiting for her to make the next move.

Lucy threw caution to the wind. It was difficult to hold on to caution with her finger in her pussy, Seb’s hand on his cock and her fantasy turning into reality in her bathroom.

She gave herself over to the moment and did what felt good, what felt right. What felt necessary. She fucked herself, losing herself to sensation.

She pumped her finger into her pussy, as deep as it would go, withdrew it, then pumped it in all over again. Good. So good. So essential. If she didn’t touch herself, she’d slowly implode from need.

The hunger in his eyes urged her along, and she let her forefinger stroke over her clit as her middle finger caressed her drenched folds. She drew her legs as wide apart as she could, restricted by the jeans around her ankles. Wide enough that Seb’s eyes darkened appreciatively.

Masturbating to the image of Seb’s face in her mind had been a turn-on. Masturbating while he watched was…sublime. Mind blowing. It took her from zero to a hundred in seconds. Had her cresting the edge of an orgasm almost immediately.

She caressed harder, rubbed faster, moaned.

And Seb stilled her movements. Withdrew her fingers and again pulled her hand to his mouth. Then he proceeded to lick every finger clean, his eyes closed as though he relished the taste of every drop. He hummed his appreciation.

The action halted her orgasm, but it only added to the sensuality of the moment, keeping Lucy on a razor’s edge. Her hunger grew, liquid seeped from her pussy and she had to clench her legs together in an effort to find relief.

Seb noticed and laughed—that low, sinful laugh—then brought her finger back to her pussy. She didn’t hesitate, just resumed fucking herself, needing the release.

And then Seb upped the stakes. He leaned forward and placed his mouth over her forefinger, exactly where she rubbed her clit. And as she rubbed he licked. Licked at her finger, licked at her swollen nub, licked at the moisture that leaked from her pussy, his tongue warm, wet and wonderful.

His appreciative hum increased in audibility as his finger pressed inside her, so now he fucked her not only with his mouth, but with his hand as well.

It was sensory overload. Too much to bear. Too much to comprehend.

Seb, her friend and her fantasy, had his mouth on her clit and his finger buried deep inside her. He fucked her while she fucked herself.

She wrapped her free hand around his shaved scalp and pressed his head closer to her shaved pussy. Shaved because it reminded her of Seb’s head. Shaved so when Seb gave her head in her fantasies, she could feel every scrape of the late afternoon shadow on his chin, every lick of his warm tongue.

Only this wasn’t a dream. This was real, and the knowledge, the pleasure and the reality knocked the world out from under her feet.

Lucy came with Seb’s fingers in her pussy and her finger and Seb’s tongue on her clit. The release was so explosive, the relief so intense and the bliss so exquisite, it brought tears to her eyes.

She cried his name, over and over, the only solid thought in her mind. Seb. Her friend.

 

 

Seb refused to release her delicious cunt. Refused to let one drop of her tasty cream be wasted. While his cock strained against his zip, throbbing painfully in his constrictive boxers, he licked her right through her orgasm. Licked her clit and her finger. Then he removed both of their hands and licked those fingers clean too. And when he’d completed the job, he licked all the way around her slick lips and inner thighs.

He licked until the sound of her soft sobs broke through his determination to taste her completely, to swallow her whole. To bring her to orgasm all over again. When a choked whimper and stifled sniffle reverberated through his ears, he froze.

Mid-lick, he pulled away from her pussy and looked upward, beyond the ripped shirt, beyond the shredded lace bra and up to her face. The stream of tears trickling down her cheeks hit him like a blow to the gut.

His Loo, still trembling from the violence of her orgasm, stood slumped against the wall, crying. Her free hand—the one that wasn’t linked through his—covered her eyes, and her head drooped forward, brown curls cascading over her shoulders.

Seb bolted to his feet. Disentangling his hand from hers, he cupped her chin and cheeks between his palms and urged her to face him.

She refused.

“Look at me.” He was pressed close to her lower body, his clothed erection now nestled against her bare belly, and the knowledge nearly sent him over the edge.

As it was, he burned for release, burned with the impulse to come. He needed only to free his junk, pump himself once or twice and he’d blow like a crazed man.

But he fought back that primal drive. His orgasm was irrelevant compared to the woman sobbing against him.

Seb placed a thumb under her chin and forced her face up. Brown irises shimmered behind her tears, and as another drop escaped, he brushed it away. Her sobs wrenched his gut.

“Tears?” The word was a question. Just one word, because Seb’s heart had stuck in his throat, making speech difficult. Watching her cry tore him clean apart.

Her response was just as verbose as his, only a lot shakier. “Why?”

“Why?”

“W-why did you do that?”

“That?” Jesus, his head wasn’t working properly. His brain was still absorbed by the taste of her pussy, the feel of her cunt, the throbbing in his cock.

“This,” she corrected, her voice thready, her chest heaving. “Me. Naked. My clothes ripped. My… You…” She shook her head and closed her eyes, squeezing out more tears.

“You, my what, Loo?”

“You made me come.” She gulped in air. “Tore my shirt, my bra. Got me naked, and made me come. W-why?”

Seb blinked, the fog finally beginning to clear from his head. Why indeed?

“Why?” she asked again.

“I couldn’t not.” That was the best answer he had. The most honest one. “I followed you in here because I was scared you’d refuse to see me again if I didn’t. I wanted to be here, to talk to you, be with you, get us back on track. But then you showed me the bath, and you said you’d fucked yourself in it, and suddenly it was the only thing I could think of, the only thing I could see. You, naked and masturbating. Fuck, I needed to see it again, for real. Wanted to see it so bad it wiped rational thought from my mind.”

He’d acted on instinct. Experienced an impulse and followed through on it, without stopping to consider what he was doing or why. He’d wanted and he’d taken. Had Lucy not begun to cry, he’d have continued taking, continued licking her until he’d wrenched another orgasm from her tasty cunt. Maybe another two. Or three. The way he’d felt as he’d knelt before her, lost in his feeding frenzy, he wasn’t sure two or three more would have been enough.

He wasn’t sure a hundred orgasms would have satisfied him. He’d have been content to keep going until the only thing stopping him was sheer exhaustion—on Lucy’s part.

“The thought of you touching yourself was the sexiest thing I’d ever imagined. Made me hard as a fucking pole. But watching you do it? Seeing you with your hand on your pussy? Geez, imagination has nothing on you. Nothing.”

She swallowed, the muscles in her neck working against his forearm. “H-how did it make you feel?”

He grinned then and rocked against her, rubbing his erection against her bare belly. “You can’t tell?”

A shudder passed through her, but she shook her head and pressed her hand to his chest, right above his heart. “No, I mean, how did it make you feel in here?”

At that question, he faltered.

How did it make him feel emotionally? Hell, he didn’t have a clue. Hadn’t stopped to think about it. He hadn’t stopped to think about anything apart from how much he wanted her and how determined he was to have her. Physically, he felt fan-fucking-tastic.

Emotionally?

“Sebastian?”

He shook his head. “What just happened, what’s still happening, isn’t about emotional and psychological responses. It’s about doing what feels right, and God help me, watching you come feels right. Nothing has ever felt more right. I’d like to watch you come again, right now, right here.”

She stared at him with stricken eyes. “I don’t want to come again. I don’t want you to watch me fall apart in your arms. I want you to feel something about us.”

“I do feel something, babe. I feel good. I feel satisfied, and the reason I feel that way is because you found satisfaction.”

She made a strangled sound. “So this is what satisfaction looks like to you?”

He stepped back a fraction, allowing some space between the two of them, and let his gaze run over her torn clothes and heaving body. “I think this is what heaven looks like.”

Her hand curved into a fist where it lay against his chest. “Can you please, just for one second, think with your head and not your dick?”

“I’m trying,” he said honestly. “Fuck knows, I’m trying, but when I look at you and I feel you, it’s hard to think at all.”

She pounded her fist against his chest. “For God’s sake. Is that all you have, that’s all you can say? That physically you feel great? Physically this is all great? There’s more to this. So much more. There are emotions involved. Thoughts involved. There are real people involved. You and me. And this real person, here—” she pointed to herself, “—feels something other than just physical satisfaction. I feel love, damn it. I love you. I’m in love with you. And you sharing my fantasies, making them real… It…it just makes me love you more. Makes me want you to love me. Makes me desperate for you to love me. To feel something for me. Something that goes beyond friendship or physical attraction. I want you. I love you. But I need you to feel something for me. I need you to be blinded by passion because of me, because of who I am, not because I made myself come to thoughts of you.”

Seb released her and backed away slowly until his ass hit the vanity. She didn’t need him dry-fucking her, simulating sex while she poured out her heart. She needed his head in the game, not just his dick.

“I do love you, Loo. You know that. I love the way you laugh at silly things and cry in sad movies. I love the way you never stop talking—even though I always complain you talk too much. I love the sound of your voice, love how happy it always makes me. I love how I can talk to you about anything, and just be quiet when I’m not up to conversation. I love that you and I made it, when you and Leo didn’t, and I love that we can be friends regardless of what’s going on with either of us sexually or romantically. I love that you can cry on my shoulder when your heart is broken, or blush when you describe how turned on you are by whichever guy you’re seeing at the time. And right now…”

He took a deep, shuddery breath. “Right now, I fucking love how you feel wrapped around my finger, love how you taste on my tongue. I love how you came so hard, so intensely, how you weren’t afraid to show me what—and who—turned you on. I love you because of who you are, because of what you are and because of how you are.”

Seb scrubbed his head and then pressed his palm to his throbbing dick. “I love you, love everything about you, and yeah, it’s fair to say that tonight I’m blinded by passion.” He squeezed his eyes shut, loath to say the next words but knowing he had to. “Does it mean I’m in love with you? Hell, babe, I can’t think past what’s going on right here and right now. Can’t sift through my feelings and determine what’s friendship, what’s physical and what’s…more.” He frowned, hating himself. “If there is more.”


Chapter Four

Lucy seemed to listen to his every word. She didn’t take her gaze off him as he spoke. She rubbed angrily at her tears until they stopped falling, blinking hard until her eyes dried. Her breath came in sharp, loud inhalations but began to even off the more he said. Her expression changed several times. She looked heartbroken, then desperate. A smile twitched at her lips, then vanished as quickly as it had arrived.

Now she just looked determined. “If there’s more?” she asked as she tackled her jeans, shimmying this way then that in an effort to free her feet of them. His gaze was drawn first to the sinuous twist of her hips and then to her jiggling breasts, then back to her twisting hips and her pink pussy winking at him from below her shaven mound.

Shaven, so smooth against his cheek. So silky to touch. So fucking sexy.

He began to sweat.

“So there could be more? There’s a chance?”

He held out his hands as if to halt her questions and her probing. “I don’t know. Honestly, I don’t. If you’re asking could there be more physically, er, fuck, yeah.” As if he even needed to state the obvious. “Emotionally? I can’t say. Don’t wanna say because I’m just not sure.”

“You thinking with your dick now, Seb?” One foot slid out of her jeans, and she kicked them across the bathroom. Her shirt followed as she flung it in the same direction. She left her bra where it was, making another trickle of sweat slither down Seb’s back.

Jesus, she was fucking gorgeous. Curves in all the right places. Legs that wouldn’t quit, and tits that filled his palms and fit against his tongue just right. The torn bra framing those magnificent tits made his mouth water.

This vision before him wasn’t his friend. She wasn’t the woman he knew so well. She was a seductress, a siren, a living wet dream. And she had his balls tied in knots.

“Sure not using my head now. Not with you standing naked.”

It was her turn to slide to her knees before him. “What’ll your dick think if I wrap my lips around it and suck it ’til you come? Think it’ll tell you we have a chance, you and me?”

Seb grabbed the vanity and held on for dear life. “All my dick’s saying is that if I don’t let you suck it, I will regret it for the rest of my living life.”

“Can’t have regrets, now can we, my friend? Can’t let you live with those.”

Her movements were seamless. She undid his button and slid his zip down in a heartbeat, then pushed his cargos and boxers down his hips before he’d loosened his hold on the vanity. Waste of time releasing it, because the second her mouth wrapped around the head of his dripping cock, he grabbed the damn basin with a viselike grip.

Her hair fell around her face, hiding it, tickling the tops of his thighs and his stomach.

Oh, fuck.

He’d never been harder in his life. Never been more aroused. The feel of those lips around his dick? All hot and wet, gliding up, gliding down, her tongue licking as she sucked?

Jesus, fuck. So good.

Heaven and hell. Heaven because that’s how her mouth felt. Hell, because the moment her tongue made contact he was ready to come.

Hell too, because this wasn’t just anybody giving him head, wasn’t a girlfriend or a lover or a quick lay going down on him. It was his friend.

Hell, because as much as he wanted to toss her to the floor and fuck her until they both came, screaming, he did not want to lead her on.

Which was a fine mess, seeing as he couldn’t control his wild thrusting now, couldn’t seem to stop fucking her mouth, driving into her warm depths as she blew him.

Talk about not leading her on. Her name echoed through the bathroom, a hoarse moan that reverberated through his ears and across his spine, settling in the small of his back, where tingles spread at an alarming rate.

She had a hand on his balls, massaging them as she sucked, and a finger rubbing him just behind his sac, making him see goddamned stars.

But perhaps the thing that turned him on the most, turned him inside fucking out, was her groan. He grabbed handfuls of her hair, bunching it up atop her head so he could see her mouth as she worked him, watch the pink lips sliding up and down, watch her cheeks purse and relax.

Sexy. So fucking sexy. But not half as arousing as the other sight that greeted him: her free hand disappearing between her legs. He couldn’t see exactly what she did to herself from this angle, but the muscles bunched in her slim, toned arm, and her wrist moved fast.

He knew, though. Knew what she was doing, because not five minutes earlier, he’d watched her doing it.

Come bubbled in his gland. His dick, fucking hard as it was, thickened further.

Another hoarse, feminine moan echoed through the room, this one sounding as frustrated as it did aroused.

Understanding hit him square in the gut.

Her hand was okay—but not enough. She couldn’t focus on herself while she blew him. It would be an impossible task since her mouth and hand showered so much lavish, wanton, erotic attention on him, it turned him upside down and inside out.

Figuring he’d probably regret it until the day he died, and knowing he risked turning his balls fifteen shades of blue, he stilled her head. Then grit his teeth together so he didn’t blow as he pulled out of her mouth. The pain and frustration of his repressed orgasm about killed him.

She wouldn’t let him go. Wouldn’t release his aching cock. She just closed her mouth tighter around him, sucked him harder, making each inch of freedom gained an exercise in torture and pleasure.

“Seb,” she complained mindlessly when finally his dick popped free.

“You wanted dirty, babe? You wanted filthy? Well, that’s what you’re gonna get. You wanna know what being with me is all about? What coming with me is all about? Well, brace yourself. ’Cause you’re about to find out.”

Her brown eyes turned liquid, and Seb almost thrust his cock back into her mouth. But with a howl of agony, he flipped the tables, moving behind Lucy and turning her towards the tub.

“Grab the side of the bath.”

“Seb—”

“Grab it. Now.”

She reached out, stretching over to do as he demanded. Her fingers were wet from her juices, and he had to grasp his cock and hold it tight at the base. Squeeze as hard as he could—anything to stop from coming.

“Now lean over, so you’re kneeling forward with your ass in the air.”

“What are you—?”

“Lean, Lucy. Do it, and don’t ask questions.”

She did it, and her round, lush ass made him squeeze even harder. Jesus, he’d strangle his cock if he squeezed any tighter. “Now shuffle your knees apart so I can see your pussy.”

A stifled gasp spilled from her mouth, and Lucy rested her head on the edge of the bath, atop her hands, as though embarrassed by his orders.

“Show me your pussy. Let me see all those lovely juices spilling from it, so I can kneel behind you and feast on your cunt.”

She showed him, and perspiration broke out on his forehead.

“You’re beautiful, Lucy-Loo. A goddess on your knees.” He knelt behind her, helping himself to two handfuls of her ass, kneading the toned flesh, pulling her cheeks apart so he could get a better view of her soaked cunt and her pink asshole. “Wanna know how I’m feeling now, goddess?”

Lucy moaned again and nodded.

“Like I’m king of the fucking world. Like every wet dream is crouched on the floor in front of me, waiting for my touch, my kiss. I feel like I’ve never been more turned on, more aroused by a woman. Never wanted a woman to respond to my touch more in my life. I feel like bringing you to orgasm so many times you forget we’re just friends and remember only what it’s like to have my mouth on your pussy and your ass.”

Lucy shook her head, “Ph-physical sensations. They don’t count. Wanna know what you feel in your heart.” Her bravado was sweet. Her challenge made him smile. Much as she tried to get him to focus on the emotional, her own physical response made a mockery of her words. Her ass was covered in goose bumps, and cream slid from her pussy lips.

“My heart?” He gave it some consideration. “Babe, it’s beating so hard and so fast it feels like it’s about to burst out of my chest.” No lie. It pounded so loud every other sound was blocked out. Every other sound bar the noises and words Lucy produced. Those he seemed to hear with no effort whatsoever.

“Feel the love, Seb. Feel it in your heart.”

“I feel the love, babe. I love the way your pussy weeps for me. Love the way your ass is clenching, as though you’re desperate for me to touch you.”

“You’re thinking with your dick again,” she complained.

“Then maybe it’s time you knew what I was thinking. Maybe it’s time you felt what I feel.” And with that, he leaned forward and buried his face in her pussy, licking at her dripping slit.

Lucy screamed. Loud. Seb suspected she would have continued screaming had she had breath in her lungs. But her cries soon turned hoarse and then silent even as she shoved her ass back, pressed her cunt to his mouth and invited him to feast to his heart’s content. And feast he did, licking at her like a dying man deprived of his last meal.

As he licked, he leaned forward and reached for her breasts, played with her beaded nipples, plumped the full globes, ran his finger over the spot he’d bitten earlier. Not that he could tell exactly where the spot was from this position, but the knowledge that it was there, dark and bruised from his mouth, only increased his appetite. He’d left his mark on Lucy.

Christ, why did that knowledge turn him on so much? Why did it make him want to mark her again? Why’d it cause precome to ooze from his cockhead, and his dick to slap against his stomach?

He slipped his tongue inside her pussy, licked her as deep inside as he could go, then let one hand find its way to her clit. The second he applied the slightest pressure, Lucy fell apart.

She came on his tongue.

Breathing became difficult, almost impossible, but he stayed where he was, his face planted on her pussy for as long as it took, his finger stroking her clit, his tongue inside her.

And when she came down from her high, when her pussy stopped convulsing, although her body still trembled wildly, he lifted his head and took a deep breath.

The need to mark her again had not subsided one bit.

Running his hand ever so tenderly from her clit over her drenched, slick folds and back again, soothing her pussy, he shifted slightly, placed his mouth on one rounded globe of her ass and bit her.

Lucy jerked, and he bit her again. Without giving the sting an opportunity to subside, he sucked a piece of her flesh into his mouth, and suckled hard. Harder. Harder still.

Though he continued to soothe her pussy with his hand, loving her wetness, his mouth soothed not at all. No, he sucked with the intent to burn, to bruise her lily-white skin.

To mark her.

He sucked for longer than he needed to, longer than he should have. But she tasted so damn good, and he needed this mark to last, to stay there for a long time. Besides, Lucy’s post-climactic trembling had subsided. Now, instead of her cunt convulsing under his gentle touch, she rubbed it against his hand, demanding action, demanding pressure and manipulation.

He slipped a finger inside her, fucked her slowly, with long, lazy thrusts in and out. She was so wet, he glided in unobstructed.

Christ, what would it be like if it was his dick in there, not his fingers? If her cunt felt as tight wrapped around his cock as it did clenched around his fingers, he’d last all of two seconds inside her.

As it was, he wasn’t sure he had two seconds in him. He still ached with the need to come. His balls were hard as knots at the base of his cock.

He fed his fill, satisfied himself that his mark would endure for a good while, then he raised his head, turned his face slightly, and this time buried it between her ass cheeks, running his tongue right over her puckered hole.

He was so hard he hurt. Blood pulsed in his cock, burning him from the inside out.

Lucy jerked. And squealed. “Seb. Jesus, what are you doing?”

He slipped another finger inside her cunt, wishing it was his cock, and raised his head just high enough to talk. “You wanted dirty? You wanted to come in the filthiest way? Brace yourself.”

He licked her again.

“Oh, God.”

Her moan touched something deep inside of him, something he didn’t spend time pondering. He just licked her again and again.

“Geez, I’ve never… No one’s ever… God, what are you doing?”

Answers? She wanted answers? She had questions? At a time like this? Ah, it was true. His Lucy-Loo never did stop talking. And yeah, it was also true he loved the sound of her voice. Loved how it always warmed him to his very soul. Funny thing about his Loo tonight. Everything she did or said warmed him. Heated him right on up. He’d hit boiling point a good twenty minutes ago. It wasn’t possible to get any hotter.

Okay, maybe it was.

Because a second later, when he felt Lucy’s hand on her clit, felt her rubbing it, with his fingers in her pussy and his tongue on her ass, the heat didn’t just sear him. It burned him clean away.

Seb played with one beaded nipple, lapped at her little pink hole, fucked her tight, wet cunt with his fingers and sweated bullets as she rubbed herself.

He’d told himself he could do this for the rest of the night. Believed he could keep her in a constant state of arousal with his tongue and hands, thought he could go on forever. But Seb was too fucking close himself.

The last remnant of self-control evaporated.

Lucy masturbating did him in. Finished him off.

The pain was constant, excruciating. He’d been close when she’d held him in her mouth. Almost lost it when she’d come on his tongue. But this? He was done for. Pushed clean over the edge.

He had no choice. Releasing her nipple, he grabbed his dick and pumped. His orgasm was too near, the ache too much to bear.

With his fingers in her cunt and his tongue on her asshole, sensation clamped down on him, unforgiving and unrepentant. He came. He fucking came, on his knees behind her.

Sharp pulses of pleasure wracked through him, and he blasted his stuff all over her foot.

Seb grunted, his breath hot against her ass, the release sublime. And ongoing.

Fuck, he couldn’t stop coming. Couldn’t stop pumping. The orgasm was endless, the relief magnificent.

“Wet.” Her raspy voice sent chills down his spine. “What—? D-did you…? Are you? Oh, God! You’re coming. Coming on my foot. Seb.” Her voice broke. “Fuck, Sebastian.”

And then she was coming too, her pussy muscles clasping his fingers, her asshole clenching beneath his tongue and her entire spine stiffening.

Her cries echoed through his ears, her orgasm spurring another spurt of come from his balls, before finally, finally, his climax tapered off. Before finally he could breathe again, think again.

Before finally the tingles at the base of his spine began to disperse.

He knelt with his face on her ass as Lucy’s own orgasm died away, and then utterly exhausted, he leaned to the side, collapsing on the cold floor, taking her with him.

He curled around her, his front to her back, tucking her against him. He pressed his legs to hers, and though his cock finally lost its erection, Seb could not help but focus on what he felt.

And what he felt was the silken, heated, naked flesh of his best friend.

 

 

Minutes later, or maybe it was hours, Lucy stirred. Cold seeped through her side, but the hard, muscled male pressed against her back kept her toasty warm. Utter and extreme exhaustion swept through her limbs. Her lower torso hummed with satisfaction.

She’d lost count of the number of orgasms he’d given her. Lost track of time, so totally involved had she been with what he did to her, what she tried to do to him.

Her heart rate only now began to gentle from a violent hammer to a steady sprint.

She’d almost kicked him out. Almost asked him to leave again.

She’d tried to get him to feel something for her. Tried to get him to face his emotions. But damn it, there hadn’t been any. Seb had been so lost in the physiological responses of their unexpected mutual lust, he hadn’t been able to see past it. And that alone had been enough for her to want him to go.

But the look in his eyes, the fire flaring in them, the color—no longer dazzling blue, more a desire-darkened navy—had stopped her.

If Seb could look at her like that, as though she were indeed a goddess, then there was a possibility he could feel something more than just lust. If she could push him to see what they could have together, could do together, maybe she could push him to feel something for her, something more than friendship.

One thing was certain. She and he had never spooned before. Not even clothed. Spooning like this, her body limp with satisfaction, his arm wrapped around her, and the evidence of his hunger for her drying into a sticky mess on her foot, this was something more than friendship. Way more.

Question now was, was it way more that could turn into love, or was it way more that could turn into horror when reality set in, and Seb realized what he’d done?

When he stopped thinking with his dick, would he be so appalled by what had gone down, would the friendship be over?

The only thing Lucy knew for certain was tonight had changed everything.

Her and Seb’s friendship could never be the same. It could never go back to what it was. Which left Lucy wondering if could it go forward? Could it change and adapt to her needs and his? More importantly, were their needs now the same?

Something bothered her. Something big. For everything Seb had done to her tonight—and he’d done a lot—the one thing he hadn’t done was kiss her. On the lips. He hadn’t fused his mouth to hers and lost himself to the shared intimacy of a kiss. While he had brought her untold pleasure, who knew how many times, she’d been strikingly aware of that…oversight.

He’d bruised her with his mouth and lips, sucked on her sensitive skin until angry red marks flared to life. He’d kissed her breasts and her pussy. And her ass. But he hadn’t kissed her lips.

She heaved a heavy breath and blinked away irrational tears. Really? After everything else he’d done, she was getting upset over a lousy kiss?

Seb stirred behind her. His arm tightened around her waist. “Loo.”

His breath hummed through her hair and over her shoulder.

“Mmm?”

“Nothing. Just…Loo.”

He shifted away from her and sat up, shuffling from side to side. The rasp of a zip closing filled the air. Then she was being lifted, carried from the bathroom to her bedroom, where he tossed her doona aside and laid her on the bed.

“Don’t move,” he whispered before vanishing into the bathroom again.

Water ran from the tap and a drawer was pulled out and closed. Lucy lay where she was, too sated to move, anticipating his return, looking forward to the minute she could curl into his warmth again, press herself to his broad chest and hard thighs.

Falling asleep in the safety of his arms held an appeal Lucy didn’t try to deny.

The bed dipped as he sat beside her, and a wet cloth touched her leg. Had Seb not taken the time to soak it in warm water, she would have jumped a mile from shock. But the heat from the cloth simply seeped into her muscles, relaxing her further.

She lay immobile as Seb wiped away every last trace of stickiness, his strokes tender and gentle. When he’d nodded his approval that her front was clean, he rolled her over and started on her back, wiping her butt cheeks and the crack between them, making her sigh. He spent an extra long while wiping her bruised, bitten skin. He even placed a soft kiss on it, making her sigh yet again.

A moment passed before he tackled the stickiness on her foot. A long, silent moment, where Lucy heard nothing but her breath and his. And then he ran his finger over calf. Traced a path downwards over her foot in a haphazard fashion, following the trail of come he’d left on her.

Seb swore under his breath, a muffled oath she barely heard. His lips touched the back of her knee—a sweet caress pressed against tender skin—and then he wiped down her foot before moving on to her leg.

Lucy stretched and preened beneath his touch, the soft strokes a light massage. She couldn’t keep her eyes open. Didn’t try. She simply gave herself over to the subtlety of his touch. When long moments later it ended, she didn’t have the energy to complain. She just sighed into her pillow.

Seb’s lips touched her forehead. “Sweet dreams, Lucy-Loo,” he whispered as she lost herself to that magical world halfway between sleep and consciousness.

 

 

Lucy awoke to her alarm blaring beside her and the sun glaring through her bedroom window.

As awareness descended, reminding her of every detail of the previous night, delicious contentment oozed through her limbs while crushing disappointment settled in the pit of her stomach.

No one was curled up around her, his front plastered to her back. No one held her close, his arm tucked around her waist, his hand on her belly.

No one shared her bed.

Lucy was all alone.


Chapter Five

Her feet pounded the footpath, one step in front of the other, her pace faster than usual.

Sweat trickled down her back, and her hair, tied in a ponytail, bobbed from one shoulder to the other. Her standard eight-kilometer run had turned into an unusual twelve kilometers, then a ridiculous fourteen—and she was still running.

Lucy had begun her run heading from Bondi to Coogee along the breathtaking coastal path and then she’d headed back, pushing her way through the seething masses flocked along the path from Tamarama.

She’d deliberately chosen to run this way, knowing the first and last part of the route would be jam-packed, owing to the annual two-week Sculpture By The Sea Exhibition. Lucy had figured making her way through all the people without tripping or knocking into anyone would be a brilliant way of getting her thoughts off Sebastian.

She’d also anticipated the hundreds of steps as she made her way from Clovelly through to Gordon Bay, believing the burn in her muscles would help wipe her mind clean.

She’d been kidding herself. Her mind was no less focused on Seb than it had been for the last two days. He’d left her flat on Sunday night, and she hadn’t heard from him since.

Not a word. Not a text, not a phone call, not an email. Which wasn’t unusual. They could often go several days without contact. But those several days were mostly from Wednesday through to Sunday evening. Sunday was movie night, and Tuesday late afternoon was their running time. They’d meet at a common point, plan out a circuit and run it together.

No, those plans didn’t always pan out. Sometimes one of them worked late. But they still got to hang out for a while anyway. Either Lucy would run to Seb’s place, or he’d run to hers.

Today, Seb hadn’t texted to say he’d meet her. He hadn’t phoned to tell her he was working late. There’d been no invitation to come on over to his place after her run.

There’d been nothing.

Sure, she could have taken the initiative. Could’ve picked up her phone or tapped out a message, but pride had stopped her.

She’d taken the initiative on Sunday night. It was his turn now.

Somehow she suspected she wouldn’t be hearing from him. Seb wouldn’t be taking the initiative. Not with running, and not with their relationship. He hadn’t bothered to hang around on Sunday night, he hadn’t made contact on Monday, and he’d been silent the whole day today.

He was done with her and her stupid, tactless love for him.

At least at work she’d been able to bury herself in her beloved books and at times lose her thoughts to the thousands of stories surrounding her, but now, nothing seemed to help.

Lucy pounded the ground harder, ran faster, hoped her heaving, gasping breath would drown out the sound of her heart breaking.

It didn’t. She heard the shattering as clearly as if someone had thrown a glass bottle at her feet.

Seb obviously did not return her feelings.

He’d been overcome with lust on Sunday and had given in to that. Perhaps it had been his way of giving himself the opportunity to see if he could fall in love with her. Perhaps.

Whatever, the lust had amounted to little more than a few intense orgasms.

He hadn’t kissed her, and he hadn’t come inside her.

Instead he’d pushed her mouth away. Turned the tables and made her come on his mouth. And him? He’d been content with his hand and her foot.

At the time she’d thought it the sexiest thing imaginable, Seb not able to contain his excitement. Now she saw it for what it really was. Lack of interest. If he’d really desired her, really wanted her as much as she’d wanted him, he’d have let her work him with her mouth. Or even made love to her, like a man makes love to a woman, with his cock in her pussy.

Seb had allowed her none of that.

He’d used his hand.

Which was, beyond a shadow of a doubt, the most demeaning insult ever.

Confessing her love to him had been humiliating, but giving herself to him heart, body and soul, and him returning that gift by using his hand was a million times worse.

There was only one course of action to take now. Only one thing that would allow Lucy a shred of dignity. She had to move on. Had to pick up the pieces and get on with her life. And the only way she knew to do that was to disassociate herself from Seb. Cut him off. Snip him from her life.

It was how she’d managed her despair when Brian had broken up with her and when Keith had cheated on her. She’d simply pretended they didn’t exist. And it had worked a treat. One moment she was busting up inside, the next she’d been fine.

She’d do that with Seb too. Pretend he didn’t exist.

It would require some rescheduling, require her to give active thought to making different plans on Sunday evenings from now on. Maybe she could hang with her girlfriends more. And she’d switch her Tuesday runs to Wednesday and maybe start running laps around Centennial Park to avoid the circuits she and Seb ran together.

She’d also have to toss out the chocolate he’d given her. Not that there was as much left as there had been on Sunday night, but that was another story. She wanted no part of him in her flat. She’d gather up all the gear he’d left at her place over the years, his jumpers, books, pens, sunglasses—and whatever else she found lying around—plop it in a box and post it to him.

Lucy gave a nod of determination.

Yep. Done. She’d cut him out. Her life would continue without him. Easy as that. Her heart may ache, and her eyes may well with tears, but she’d just ignore them, take a deep breath and move on.

Lucy slapped her hands together with a sense of accomplishment and took her last step running, finally feeling tired enough to stop. She’d reached her destination anyway. She was home. She could just go inside, have a long hot shower and begin the search for Seb’s gear.

By midnight Seb would be a ghost from the past.

But as she headed towards the door of her building, Lucy did a double take.

This wasn’t her building at all. Didn’t look anything like it.

No, the building before her looked suspiciously like Seb’s, and for the life of her, Lucy had no memory of consciously making her way there.

 

 

What the hell was she thinking?

Not two minutes ago she’d made the decision to cut him out of her life. Just chop him off with one good, clean slice. And her way of carrying through on that decision was to…ring his bell? Press her hand hard on the buzzer until she heard the drone on the other side of the door?

Oh, great plan, Luce. Really well thought out. That’ll show Sebastian. That’ll teach him.

She should leave. Should get the hell off his doormat and run home. Yet her legs refused to move and her heart didn’t seem to be much in the mood for spurring those stubborn legs on.

Stupid heart. Didn’t it remember how it had just shattered?

“Hey, you’re early.” Seb’s muffled voice coincided with his approaching footsteps. The handle turned, the door swung open, and there he was, dressed in jeans and nothing else. “I only expected you in—” His jaw dropped. “Lucy?”

“Apparently you weren’t expecting me at all.”

“I, er, no, I wasn’t expecting you.”

“Yeah, so I gathered. Which is funny really, because it’s Tuesday, and usually we run on Tuesday, and if you don’t run on Tuesday, then I generally swing by your place after I run and you generally expect me. So, yeah. It’s funny, you know?”

He stared at her, looking stunned. “It’s Tuesday?”

“No. It’s Wednesday and I’m just screwing with your head. Tuesday was yesterday, and we ran eight kilometers together, like we always do. Remember?”

Seb ran a hand over his whiskered jaw. The fact that it was whiskered at all was a surprise, since he usually kept his jaw shaved as smooth as his head. “Shit, I’m sorry. I must have lost track of time.”

A bead of sweat trickled down her face as she tried her hardest not to stare at his magnificent, shirtless chest. “Look, do you mind if I come in for a second? Splash some water on my face and get a drink?”

He jumped out of her way, extending his arm towards his living room. “Of course not. Why would I mind? Come inside. Go use the bathroom.”

Like she’d done fifty times before, Lucy headed straight for his bathroom and helped herself to a hand towel. She splashed water on her heated face and wiped the sweat from her brow and neck. Her tight running vest was damp and plastered to her chest, but there was nothing she could do about that. Didn’t matter though. Seb was used to her sweaty post-run look.

When she’d cooled down enough to face him again, she tossed the towel in the wash basket and headed back out.

Seb waited for her with a glass of icy cold water.

She downed it gratefully, stunned by her calm demeanor. Even her pounding heart had steadied. Was that because she’d gained control of her senses—or because, as usual, Seb had that steadying effect on her?

“Have a good run?” he asked when she lowered the glass.

“No. Actually I had a crap run. You wanna know why?” She set the glass on his dining room table.

“Too hot?” he guessed.

“No. I was too focused on you and your damned behavior the other night to think about my run. I forgot to stretch, and eight kilometers went by so damn quickly I didn’t get a good enough workout, so I had to do another eight.” Hmm, talking about stretching…

Lucy kicked her foot backward, grabbing it with her hand and pulled it as hard as she could towards her ass, stretching her quads.

Sebastian watched her carefully. “You ran sixteen kilometers without stretching?”

“Yeah. I did.” She switched legs. “My head was so full of thoughts about what went down on Sunday night and what you did to me and how I reacted, that my mind wasn’t really on the run, you know?”

“That’s stupid.” He shook his head with a frown. “You’ll injure yourself.”

“No, you know what’s stupid?” She dropped her foot. “You doing everything in your power to make me come, and then not giving me the same opportunity. You using your hands and your mouth all over my body, getting me off like a hundred times, and then not caring enough to wait for me to return the favor.”

His eyebrows shot up as his eyes widened.

“It’s just stupid that you had a naked woman in your arms, a woman who’d have done anything for you, anything to you, and the best you could offer was an indifferent orgasm after a couple swipes at your own dick.”

She leaned forward, sticking her butt out and keeping her back straight, until her hands touched the floor. Her hamstrings burned from the stretch. Lucy held the position to the count of ten, then stood straight again and carried on speaking as if nothing had broken her stride.

“Not only is it stupid, it’s demeaning. And humiliating. And it left me feeling as desired as a stale walnut.” She hated walnuts. Stale walnuts made her want to throw up.

“Christ, Lucy, believe me, it was never my intention to—”

She cut him off, not ready for him to have his say. Not yet. She had two days worth of pent-up frustration to blow off, and blow it off she would. Seb could just shut up and listen. “Know what else is demeaning and humiliating? When a man kisses your breasts. And your pussy. When he kisses every inch of your skin, even leaves his mark on your body—several times—but he doesn’t have the respect to kiss you on the lips. To touch his mouth to yours and make the whole encounter just the tiniest bit intimate. The tiniest bit personal.”

“Loo—”

“And you know what makes it even worse? Makes you feel even more stupid? When you love that man and he knows it. When you’ve poured out your heart and soul to that man, and instead of him returning those emotions, or standing by his assertions that he doesn’t feel the same, he rips the clothes from your body and puts his mouth and hands wherever he can, making you think he could love you, but then he rips your heart from your body when he leaves. Without kissing you. And without offering you the dignity of getting him off. And without bothering to contact you again after the fact.”

Her breath was coming in huge gasps, leaving her panting even more than she had during her run.

“But you wanna know what the stupidest, most humiliating part of all is? When that man is—”

This time Seb cut her off. Just sliced off her words in the most effective way possible. He grabbed her hand, hauled her into his arms and kissed her.

He molded his lips to hers, pushed his tongue into her mouth and kissed her until her toes curled and her body melted and she could do nothing more than kiss him back with every iota of passion and tenderness he kissed her with.

And he was tender.

God, was he tender. He stroked his tongue over hers, gently, softly, sweetly. Wrapped his arms around her, pulling her still damp body into the curve of his hard chest and kissed her and kissed her and kissed her.

He kissed her while his semi-erect cock stiffened and grew against her belly, and he kissed her as he hauled her up into his arms and shuffled over to the couch, seating himself on the cushion and her on his lap.

He kissed her as he pulled her against him, breasts to chest, and he kissed her as her anger and frustration fizzled and evaporated on a puff of air.

He kissed her as though she were the most cherished woman on earth, as though he was starved for her mouth and her tongue, and he kissed her as though she were a goddess, thrusting his tongue between her lips in a perfect simulation of sex.

And though it turned her on, got her hot and hormonal, made her pussy weep and her breasts tighten, she did nothing but kiss him back.

And though his erection ground against her ass, a hard, pulsing, immovable object, and hoarse moans tore from his throat, he did nothing but kiss her thoroughly. His whiskers scraped her cheek, abrading her skin, and Lucy loved it.

He kissed her so thoroughly, and for so long, Lucy saw stars. And heard bells ring.

They reverberated through her ears, the sweetest sound possible.

Only problem was, they didn’t stop.

One ring turned into two. The sweetness became annoying, intrusive.

Which was when she realized the ringing was not her imagination, nor was it brought about by Seb’s magic mouth.

No, the ringing was the doorbell, the same one she’d pressed earlier.

She broke the kiss with regret, drawing her mouth away from his. He chased her movement, caught her lips with his and kissed her again. She almost ceded to sensation.

But the bell rang a third time.

She forced her eyes open. “Seb, your bell. Someone’s at the door.”

“Hmm?” His eyes were closed, his face angled towards her, and his lips were cherry red and swollen from her kiss. He looked…edible. Delicious. Lost in the moment. Lucy would have liked to eat him whole. Or nibble on him from top to toe, one sweet inch at a time.

“Your doorbell is ringing,” she told him, the voice of reason in a moment that held no reason whatsoever.

“What’s a doorbell?” he asked, his face taking on a dreamy expression that did funny things to her heart.

She grinned in delight and shook his shoulder. “Snap out of it, dopey head. Someone’s at the door. You have a visitor.”

“Don’t want visitors. Only want you.”

“I’m flattered.” She wasn’t just flattered. She was blown clean away. “But whoever’s here isn’t leaving.”

As if to corroborate her words, the bell rang a fourth time. And just like that Seb snapped out of his reverie.

Gone was the dreamy expression, and gone was the erection against her bottom. He deflated like a pricked balloon even as his spine straightened.

Seb set her aside so she sat on the couch beside him. He dragged a hand over his head and jumped up. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

“Fuck what? Why?”

He scratched his head. “Shit, this isn’t what you think. Isn’t what it looks like, I swear.”

“What isn’t?” she asked, bewildered.

He held up his hands, flustered. “I’ll explain it all as soon as I can. I promise. Just let me get a shirt on and answer the door.”

He charged down the passage and disappeared into his room.

Not sure what to make of his behavior, Lucy shook her head, made her way to the door before the visitor rang again and opened it.

 

 

Fast as he could, Seb grabbed a shirt from his cupboard, tugged it over his shoulders and sprinted back down his passage.

Apparently he wasn’t fast enough.

Lucy stared at him from beside the open front door, a bland, expressionless smile on her face. “Ah, Seb. There you are. Good. Look who’s here. It’s Sarah. Looking stunning and all ready for your date tonight.”


Chapter Six

This time when Seb banged on her front door, he had no false expectations. If Lucy was home, she wasn’t going to answer.

Still, he gave her the opportunity, just in case. He banged, rang and banged again. When his efforts proved fruitless, he gave up trying, hauled his keys from his pocket and let himself in. Last time he’d chosen not to invade her privacy. This time he didn’t bother with civility.

He was well past the point of gracious courtesy.

There was not a chance in hell he would let Lucy ignore him. No way. No how. She’d left his place earlier with that perfectly bland expression on her face. The same expression she adopted when she spoke about Brian or Keith. The one that told him she didn’t care about him one way or the other.

If he had to tie the woman to her bed and make her listen to every last word he had to say, he would. There wasn’t a freaking chance she was throwing her cut-you-out-my-life bullshit at him and getting away with it.

She’d screwed with his head enough. Blown his world apart with her confessions and her body and her fucking feelings, and then put it back together all wrong, and he wouldn’t stand for her crap for one more second.

If she could mess with his head, he could mess with hers.

And mess with it he would.

He threw the door open and marched inside, slamming it closed behind him.

Much to his surprise, Lucy stood right there, holding a box.

“Ah, good. You’re here.” Her face was blank, her tone impassive. “That’ll save me a trip to the post office tomorrow.” She shoved the box at him, leaving him with no choice but to take it. “This is yours. It’s full of all the gear you’ve left here over time. A couple of T-shirts, one jumper, your sunnies, a book that I never thought you’d read but definitely isn’t mine, some pens from your office and a couple of other odds and ends. There’s your chocolate too. Thanks for it, but no thanks.” She wrinkled her nose. “Okay, maybe I’ll keep the chocolate after all.” She snatched back the bars. “The rest is yours. So, thanks for stopping by to collect it. And I’ll see you around. Or…not.”

He grimaced and planted his feet firmly on the floor. “I’m not going anywhere. Not leaving here until you and me have had a chance to talk, so forget about the box, forget about my gear, shut up for a minute and start listening to me.”

“I think we’ve said quite enough, don’t you?”

“No, babe, I don’t think I’ve said nearly enough. You’ve had your say, several times, now it’s my chance to have mine.”

“Look, it’s nice of you to drop in, really, but it’s time to leave. So thanks for coming and goodbye.” She waved at him.

Damn, he hated the dull lifelessness in her voice, the lack of interest in her face. “Pretending I don’t exist isn’t going to work. Not with me. Never with m-”

“Wait.” Lucy threw a cautionary finger up into the air, looking startled. “Hush. Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

“That noise.”

“What noise?” He’d heard nothing other than her lackluster dismissal.

“Shh. Listen.” She cocked her head to the side.

He listened intently and still heard nothing.

Lucy slapped her hand over her mouth. “Oh, God, I don’t believe it.” She raced to the door, yanked it open and stared out, gasping.

Alarmed, Seb followed her, stepping in front of her to protect her from whatever might be out there.

There was nothing.

Two hands landed on the small of his back and pushed, hard.

Caught off guard, he stumbled forward, dropping the box.

“Goodbye, Sebastian,” Lucy said. “Have a nice life.” She shut the door behind him, leaving him gaping at the mess, stunned that she’d pulled one over on him.

It took a minute, but finally he grinned, filled with a ridiculous sense of pride. Damn, she was good. Brilliant, really. He’d never have thought her capable of such treachery, and yet here he stood on the wrong side of her door, outfoxed by her brilliance. She’d asked him to leave, and when he hadn’t, she’d simply manipulated circumstances to get him out of her place.

He had to use that maneuver in one of his adverts.

Taking a minute to refill the box with his stuff, he set it against the wall, reached once again for his keys and unlocked her door.

Lucy sat on her couch in front of the TV, an unwrapped chocolate bar in hand and her mouth full. She took her time chewing and didn’t bother swiveling around to look at him. Her gaze remained on the telly.

“You’re back?” she asked dispassionately.

“I’m not leaving until we talk.”

“Whatever. Could you at least be quiet? I’m watching Survivor.”

“You hate Survivor. You hate all reality shows, remember? TV’s for escaping reality, not reinforcing it.”

“Shh.” She bit into the Aero and chewed silently as she watched a reward challenge.

With a disbelieving shake of his head, Seb walked over to the couch, picked up the remote control and turned off the TV.

Her gaze didn’t move an inch, even when he planted himself squarely in front of the telly.

“So here’s the deal, babe. You don’t get to cut me out of your life, and you don’t get to pretend I don’t exist. You don’t get to treat a friend like that, and you don’t get to ignore me when I try to talk to you. What you do get, is me. Lock, stock and barrel, whether you want me or not.”

Lucy hesitated mid-bite. Her hand trembled for just a second, but then she bit off the Aero, her gaze fixed firmly on his stomach, which blocked her view of the telly.

“See, here’s what happened after I left your place the other night. Here’s why I lost track of time and never realized it was Tuesday afternoon and time for our weekly run.”

Lucy chewed her chocolate and dropped her head back on the couch to stare up at the ceiling. She looked…thoroughly bored.

Goddamn it.

“I left you because I had to work, not because I wanted to. But you fell asleep and I was on deadline. Peter’s Peanut Butter Bars needed a mock-up ad, and since it’s my account, it was my responsibility.”

“You know what I think?” Lucy lifted her hand above her head and stared at the chocolate. “Aeros are getting smaller. There aren’t nearly as many minty bubbles in here as there should be.”

“It’s not gonna work, babe. You can pretend to ignore me, but I know you’re hearing every word.” He continued with his explanation. “So that’s where I was. Working on a commercial for peanut butter bars. But you know what? When I got home, I discovered I wasn’t interested in peanut butter, wasn’t interested in work. Wasn’t interested in anything besides…besides taking a fucking bath.”

Lucy turned the chocolate upside down and viewed it from another angle.

“Instead of working, I ran a bath. Filled that sucker with hot water, got inside and thought of you. Couldn’t stop thinking about you. I obsessed about you. About everything you’d said. Everything you’d done, everything we’d done together. I relived every minute of your confession, and every minute of watching you fucking yourself. And then I relived every minute of touching you, tasting you and sucking you. It made me so fucking horny, I masturbated in the bath, thinking of you. I touched myself thinking about you, wished it was your hand on my dick, not mine. I fucking came, in the bath, fantasizing about you.”

Ever so slowly, Lucy dropped her hands to her lap until the Aero lay there forgotten. Her gaze snapped from the ceiling to his face, and she gaped at him.

“Do you have any idea how many baths I’ve had since Sunday? How many times I’ve come thinking about you? I don’t even like bathing, for fuck’s sake. I’m a shower type of guy.” He scrubbed a hand over his chin, surprised to find a good few days’ worth of hair growth there. Jesus, he’d been so obsessed with the woman, he’d even forgotten to shave.

“I almost missed the deadline. Had to stay up the whole of Sunday and Monday night working on it.” Thankfully, Jason, his colleague, had phoned regularly to keep him conscious enough to finish the damn spec. “I’ve been so consumed by you, I even had the fucking peanut butter bar jumping into the tub at one point.” He’d had to toss the sketch of that one away. Peter’s would not be happy advertising an energy bar sporting a huge erection.

“I lost track of time. Lost track of work, lost track of everything besides you. You’ve been the only conscious thought on my mind. The only thing I’ve been able to concentrate on.”

She smiled an empty smile. “Gee, it’s nice to hear you’ve been thinking about me. It might also be nice if every once in a while you could think with something other than your dick.”

“Oh, no, babe. You don’t get to blame me for that. In six years of knowing you, I never once thought about you with my dick. Then you changed the rules. You told me you were in love with me. Until then, our relationship was purely…cerebral. Platonic. I never had to think about you with my dick, because I never had reason to. But when a beautiful woman, whom I love madly, tells me I’m her every sexual fantasy, my dick wakes up and joins the party. Like it or not.”

“As we’ve established, I liked it. And not. Alas, the not is winning at the moment, so what I’d like most is for you to leave.”

“And I’d like to shake some sense into you, but I won’t. So it seems neither of us is going to get what we want now. You might as well shut up and listen to me, because I am not finished talking.”

Lucy popped the last piece of Aero in her mouth and didn’t shut up. “She’s very pretty.”

“Who’s very pretty?” Jesus, the woman could talk circles around him.

“Your girlfriend. Sarah.”

Ah, right. “She is. She’s a stunner.”

“Which explains why you like her so much. Do you also think about her with your dick? Or is it more…cerebral than that?”

“I stopped thinking about her the minute I stepped into your bathroom on Sunday night.”

“Well, of course you did. And her presence at your flat tonight just confirms that.”

He stopped arguing for a second to look at her face. Even though her voice was calm, her expression no longer belied her feelings. She was livid. And hurt. And doing her absolute best to pretend everything was just fine.

His heart clenched at the jumble of emotions she couldn’t hide, only confirming what he’d slowly come to realize these last few days.

“Did you know your eyes flash when you’re jealous?”

She blinked twice, shuttering all that emotion. The next time she looked at him, it was through blank eyes. “Did you know it’s impolite to outstay your welcome?”

“I phoned Sarah earlier, after I met my deadline. Asked her to come around because I needed to see her.”

“Gee, Seb, is this how you try and save all your relationships when they’re falling apart? By rubbing the problem in the other person’s nose?” Her brown eyes flashed again.

“I had to see her before I saw you. Had to explain that in the three days we hadn’t seen each other, I’d fallen crazily in love with a friend I hadn’t considered falling in love with before. I thought it was only fair to tell her the truth, so that the next time I saw you there would be no one else complicating our relationship.”

“You…uh… Oh.”

“You rang my bell twenty minutes before Sarah was supposed to. I wasn’t expecting you.”

Lucy jumped from the couch and marched toward him. “I was mad at you.” She no longer tried to hide the hurt in her eyes. Every bit of her misery was right there, staring at him.

“I know, Loo.”

“You…” She jammed a finger into his chest. “You came on my foot. Then you left. Without even kissing me. And you never phoned. Or came to see me. Or ran with me. You never even texted.”

“I never phoned because I was really busy with work. And with thinking about you. And with putting my world back together. You blew it apart. Changed all the rules. And when I began picking up the pieces and fitting them back into place, they didn’t fit where they used to. I couldn’t jam the round pegs into the square holes. There were never square holes before Sunday night. I never had to fit round pegs into them.”

She wrinkled her nose. “Are you comparing me to a square hole?”

“I could never compare you to something so mundane. All I’m saying is that you changed the rules. You changed me, and I needed time to reconfigure my life. My emotions.”

Something in her expression softened. “You have emotions?”

“I have a ton of them. Sitting right here.” He patted his chest. “Pressing on my heart. And every one of them revolves around you. I love you, babe. I’m madly, wildly, totally into you.”

She pursed her lips. “Have you been drinking my wine?”

“No. Unless it’s escaped your attention I haven’t been here for the last couple of days.”

“You keep red wine at your place. For me.”

“I hate the stuff. I’ve been drinking Earl Grey.”

“So when you say you love me, you’re not drunk?”

He shook his head. “I’m stone-cold sober.”

“Do you love me, or are you in love with me?”

He smiled then. Couldn’t help it. “I love you, and I’m in love with you. Bowled over by both and still coming to terms with them myself, but yeah. There you have it. I love you, I’m in love with you, and I kinda wish we were both in the bath right now, so I could stop fucking fantasizing about you and start making this love real.”

She stiffened. “You didn’t kiss me. And you came on my foot. My foot. Do you have any idea how that makes me feel?”

“Ah, but when I did kiss you tonight, I never wanted to stop. Never wanted to let your mouth go again. And as for coming on your leg?” Seb had the grace to blush. “I haven’t lost control like that since I was sixteen. Since the first time I had sex.” He held his hands out, helpless. “I lost control with you. You turned me inside out. I’m twenty-nine, and I responded to you like the clueless teenager I used to be. I couldn’t hold back. Watching you come, watching you respond to my touch, my tongue? Fuck.” He grabbed his dick, which had stiffened painfully at the memory. “I could come now just thinking about it, just remembering how fucking hot you got me.”

The color in Lucy’s cheeks deepened and her chest heaved unevenly. “Do you really love me?”

“Yeah, Lucy-Loo. I really, really love you. Like, heaps.”

“I love you too.”

“That’s good.” He smiled. “That’s real good. Now do you think you could maybe stop talking and stop asking questions so we could make up for all those missed hours of kissing on Sunday night?”

“I think I could try. But I must warn you, I—”

Seb didn’t give her the chance. He just wrapped his arms around her, pulled her into him and kissed her.

And for once, Lucy shut up.
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Bandicoot Cove: The Wedding, Book 1

Bianca Rogers is one signature away from finalizing her divorce. And she will finalize it just as soon as she gets home. But for this weekend, she’s putting her troubles aside and enjoying the gorgeous, sunlit luxury of Bandicoot Cove, the resort where her brother is getting married. The last thing she expects is to be knocked off her feet—literally—by gorgeous Brody Evans.

The fireworks are instantaneous. Brody is just her type: sexy, warm, friendly, and in the same boat as her: in the process of getting a divorce.

Spending time together is a mutual no-brainer. Attraction quickly grows to full-blown lust. But flying sparks come with increasingly personal conversations, and soon neither of them can ignore their past mistakes or the circumstances that have led them to the island.

Now it’s time to determine whether old hurts and sudden doubts will prevent love from leading them to a whole new happily ever after.

Warning: If you don’t believe in second chances, never thought it was possible to fall in love again and aren’t interested in scrumptious, hot love scenes, then this story probably isn’t for you. You’d be missing out—big time—but yeah…it’s probably not for you.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Afternoon Rhapsody:

“I have a beachside bungalow, not far from where we met this morning,” Brody told her as he quickened his pace.

She needed no encouragement to match his steps, although she had to take two for every one of his. “Me too.” Excitement fizzed inside her. “Whichever one we get to first, we go into.”

“Deal.”

Dripping wet, they scooted through the gardens, their steps increasing in speed from a brisk walk to a gentle trot to an all-out run. Bianca was about to shift into sprint mode when Brody took a sudden left and nipped behind an oasis of trees. He took her with him.

“What the…? What are you doing?”

He pressed his finger to her lips. “Shh.”

That was when she heard it. Footsteps and animated chatter. She couldn’t identify the voices, there were too many of them, but the words wedding, groom and bachelor party drifted her way, and she was suddenly jolly appreciative of Brody’s quick thinking.

Just like she wasn’t ready to face her parents, Danny or Great Aunt Alberta, so she wasn’t ready for anyone she knew to see her with Brody. Wasn’t ready for the speculative glances or raised eyebrows. Wasn’t ready for Rick’s name to come up while she was with him.

“Good thinking,” she whispered.

“Selfish thinking,” he whispered back, and kissed her again.

And just like that, Bianca forgot all about the people walking by. Hidden from view, she forgot all about everything except the man who crushed her to him. The man whose back was bent so he could reach her mouth with his. The man whose erection seemed to have grown in the time it took them to cross the hundred meters from the pool to here.

And she knew it had grown because she could feel it. Her hand was on the front of his boardies, cupping him. She had no memory of placing her hand there, just a vague recollection of needing to touch him so badly, she thought for sure she’d die if she didn’t.

Brody growled into her mouth but did not release her lips. Which suited her just fine, because she wouldn’t have let him go had he tried. Not when his tongue did deliciously naughty things to the inside of her mouth. Not when his lips pressed so enticingly against hers. Not when she inhaled the air he breathed.

Brody’s soft growl changed to a ragged groan when the barrier of his wet boardies proved too annoying, and she slipped her hand beneath the sodden material, taking his hot, pulsing cock in her palm.

Then it wasn’t just Brody groaning. Bianca let out a soft moan, the feel of his hard flesh enough to set fire to her loins.

Satin-covered steel.

She wrapped her hand around him, stroking up and down. Not easy. Not within the confines of his shorts, but God help her, she wasn’t letting go. Not for anything. Not when her actions made him shiver as they kissed.

Not when liquid heat filled her pussy, her stomach clenched with desire and her heart pounded fiercely beneath her breast. Not when the throbbing vein lining his dick made her aware of how alive she felt with him. How her own blood roared in her ears.

Pearls of moisture beaded on the tip of his erection. She stopped breathing. Ran her thumb over the wetness. Moaned.

He tore his lips from hers. “Bee…”

Her name was both a salutation and a plea. His eyes blazed with passion.

Their bungalows suddenly seemed very far away. Unreachable.

Didn’t matter. They could make it. If they walked really fast. Okay, sprinted, they could do it. Get there before the passion overwhelmed them.

“Room,” she gasped. “We can make it if we hurry.”

Brody stared at her with wide eyes.

“Not too far,” she muttered, her heart slamming into her ribs. “Not far at all.”

“Y-you’re serious?”

“Dead serious.”

Disbelief filled his gaze.

“We can run,” she assured him.

His only response was a hoarse laugh. Hoarse and sexy.

Bee would have replied but she couldn’t. Her mouth was otherwise occupied. As she’d presented Brody with her best verbal argument, she’d slid to her knees and yanked at the tie on his waistband, torn at the Velcro and finally gotten his boardies undone. Tempting and hard in her hand, his erection now pulsed before her eyes, its tip sodden.

Bee couldn’t wait. No longer wanted to. She didn’t care where they stood. Trees surrounded them, their thick, lush foliage hiding them from view. She’d been a teenager the last time she’d done anything this bold, this daring. Last time she’d been giddy on fresh air and the great outdoors and a man she desired.

She felt like that teenager all over again. Reckless. Hot. Free. Ravenous.

She licked the moisture off the head of his cock.

“Ah, fuck, Bee.” Brody tried to stop her. Grabbed at her arms, attempted to lift her back up, but she nuzzled her mouth against his belly, licking at the sensitive skin there before once again tasting the precome he produced for her.

Instead of lifting her, Brody ran his hands over her shoulders, caressing, massaging. Logically he might have known they shouldn’t do this here. Physically he was in the exact same boat as her—powerless to fight the lust that had sparked between them this morning, flared during lunch and exploded in the pool.

Salt, chlorine and musk flavored her lips. The spongy tip of his cock pressed on her tongue, and Bianca could not restrain herself. She opened her mouth and devoured him. Sucked him deep inside, luxuriating in the sensation of his hard length pulsing between her cheeks.

Her release was slow. A sensual exploration of satiny skin as she pulled off him.

“Bee…honey…” Brody’s voice was a low rasp. The vibrations of his words rippled down her spine, making her shiver.

She sucked him back in and then lost track of her actions. She simply enjoyed him, feasting on his succulent flesh, relishing the gasps and muttered curses that filtered through the air above her. She palmed his testicles and stroked the soft skin just behind as her mouth made love to him.

Brody began to sway his hips, fucking her lips. No, not fucking. His actions were too gentle for that, too controlled, but Bee followed his lead, hollowing her cheeks, relaxing her tongue, and allowed him to direct his penis in and out of her mouth.

She wrapped an arm around his thighs, let her hand slide over his firm arse cheeks and continued to tease his scrotum.

Brody’s fingers tunneled into her hair, tightening and relaxing reflexively, as though he was unaware he moved them in time with his thrusts into her mouth.

Wet heat flooded her pussy. Her breasts ached. Her clit tingled. But most of all, her heart filled. Warmth settled deep inside it, along with a sense of contentment. Of rightness.


A new lover, an old flame, sultry moonlit nights. Why let inhibitions stand in the way?

 

Moonlight Mirage

© 2012 Sami Lee

 

Bandicoot Cove: The Wedding, Book 3

Two years ago, Hayley Bryant left Australia on a round-the-world odyssey that changed her life, and her attitude. After that, coming face to face with the man whose rejection sent her packing shouldn’t affect her at all, right?

Except there’s one thing that hasn’t changed—her former boss Mitchell Wood makes her burn as hot as ever. The difference is, Hayley’s now a grown woman who knows how to get what she wants, and she wants Mitch. Trouble is, she hasn’t come to her friend’s wedding alone. Her very sexy friend with benefits, Ty Butler, might pose a problem.

Business was always Mitch’s first love…at least until he hired his little sister’s friend as an intern. Pushing her away was the right thing to do, but now his sister’s wedding has Hayley re-entering his life—and the empty place in his heart. Soon he’s acting less like the consummate workaholic and more like a man crazy in love. But Hayley’s “plus one” is an unexpected obstacle.

Fortunately, Mitch has never been one to shy away from a little competition…

Warning: Bilby Island’s sensual spell strikes again. Book contains hot lovin’ made in beautiful tropical surrounds, some exhibitionism, voyeurism and bondage. Best read with a margarita in hand and the fan switched to high.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Moonlight Mirage:

“Are you calm?”

In a strange way, he was. Even with the force of his sexual needs coursing through him, the sense of urgency had faded to the background. Not fighting the inevitable was freeing. He wanted Hayley more than he’d ever wanted another woman, and admitting the truth of it was more calming than he ever would have expected. “Yes.”

“Are you here, in this moment with me?”

His answer was the absolute truth. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

At last, Hayley took her hands away from his face. “Open your eyes.”

The brightness caused Mitch to flinch as he raised his eyelids. The muted colors of predawn had disappeared. What replaced them were brilliant rays of light in every conceivable hue from bright fuchsia to flaming orange to deepest magenta.

Mitch regularly rose at dawn. He’d seen sunrises before. But this explosion of color was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. Was it because of the location or the woman standing beside him?

Or was it simply that he had never really looked before?

“Isn’t it beautiful?”

Mitch stared at the view before him, not turning his head to look at Hayley. He was afraid to. If the sky took his breath completely away, he was pretty sure his lungs would collapse if he saw Hayley bathed in all that glorious light. Unable to speak, he merely nodded.

“This is what I wanted you to see,” she said. “The start of a brand-new day when everything is untouched until this amazing kaleidoscope of color washes over it, like painting on a blank canvas. When you truly experience the sunrise, you have to believe anything is possible.”

Was she right? Could anything happen? Could Hayley forgive him for being a blind asshole, for not knowing what he was rejecting when he pushed her away? Could a woman like Hayley Bryant ever really want a boring, stuffed-shirt workaholic like Mitch Wood?

“Mitch?”

Mitch took a deep breath, filling his lungs in case it was the last time he’d be able to do it for a while, and turned to look at her. His chest seized, his heart stopped. The slightest of breezes lifted the curled strands of her hair, causing them to float around her face. The golden tresses were shot through with intense orange, making it look like a halo had formed around her. But she was more beautiful than any angel heaven could produce. She was a woman, and she was real, and she stood right before him with the look of wonder and awe on her face reflecting everything that was going on inside him.

For a long time she held his gaze, saying nothing as the sky changed colors around them. Then her gaze lowered, trailing over his face until finally landing on his lips. It was all the invitation Mitch required. Without a word, he stepped toward her and brought his hands up to cup her face. Then he dipped his head.

He wouldn’t have thought it possible for someone to taste like the sunrise, but Hayley did. She was beautiful and golden, and she enveloped him in glorious warmth. He let their lips meld in their own way, not trying to drive the kiss, using no technique whatsoever. The kiss turned brighter and hotter and more vivid until Mitch felt infused with the heat and life that was Hayley.

Utterly lost, Mitch wasn’t even aware of taking her down to the sand. One minute he stood with his arms wrapped tight around her, the next they were horizontal. Writhing beneath him, Hayley drove her fingers through his hair, holding him to her. His fingers found their way beneath the hem of her top, trailing over the smooth flatness of her stomach. It wasn’t enough, so he shoved the garment upward, exposing Hayley’s breast to the gentle morning breeze. He cupped the soft mound and squeezed.

Into his mouth, Hayley gasped. Beneath him, her body arched, her back coming off the sand as she sought a more complete touch. Mitch granted her wish, using his thumb to graze her pebbled peak. It blossomed under his ministrations, growing ripe and plump and all too tempting. Breaking free of Hayley’s ravishing mouth, Mitch trailed his lips downward, over her collarbone and shoulder. He kissed around the puckered flesh, narrowly avoiding the sensitive point that silently begged for his attention.

Hayley’s grip on his head started to pinch as she tightened her hold. “Mitch, please.”

Lust surged through his veins. Goddamn, that was what he wanted to hear. Hayley desperate for his touch, begging him for it. “Ask again.”

“Oh, God. Just put me out of my misery.”

“Ask, damn it.”

She gasped at his rough delivery, but when Mitch stared into her eyes he saw no discomfort or revulsion. All he saw was molten heat. Watching him, Hayley very deliberately circled her lips with her tongue. Mitch almost burst the seams of his shorts. Then she rasped, “Please,” and all Mitch could hear was that throaty request and the roaring of his blood in his ears.

Not breaking eye contact, Mitch lowered his head and enclosed her nipple with his mouth, taking it in one long, slow suck. Crying out, Hayley curved her spine, thrusting her eager flesh deeper into him. Mitch rolled the distended peak against his tongue until Hayley said his name over and over again, punctuating it with breathy little pleas that drove him insane.

When he lifted his head, Hayley’s hoarse protest delighted him. Mitch gazed down at her and was awed by the sight she presented. Her golden hair was tousled, the strands splayed across the sand like sunrays. Her green eyes glittered as bright as gems as they stared back at him. Her magnificent breasts trembled with the force of her ragged breaths, and her skin was flushed pink with arousal.

She was exquisite. The very thought that another man had seen her like this sliced him open, ruining the perfect beauty of the moment. Unprepared for the pain of it, Mitch defended himself in the only way he knew how—attack, contain, control.

“How can you let him touch you when you respond this way to me?” he growled. “You’re mine, Hayley. Promise me he’ll never lay a hand on you again, and I’ll make you scream for me. Right here. Right now.”
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