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Anna


 


“Has he tried to contact you?”


I could barely hear Leah through the booming of the bass. We were perched
on stools at the oh-so-cool bar in TriBeCa and we had to lean in to each other
to be heard. I’m not sure if hearing her would have helped me make sense of
what she was saying—we were three cocktails in. But I got that she was talking
about Ben—she hadn’t really talked about much else. 


Leah was my best friend in the whole world. We had met at law school, and
until recently, we’d shared a flat. She was supremely protective of me, and I of
her. Talking about men and drinking cocktails is what we did, and we did it so
well. The subject of our conversation tonight was Ben—my most recent ex.


“He wouldn’t dare. Probably knows I’d rip his balls off.” I shrugged and
sipped on my Manhattan. I had to drink Manhattans while I was in Manhattan,
didn’t I?


“I just can’t believe it,” Leah said for the 57th time that evening. 


I shrugged again and looked over Leah’s shoulder and saw a face in the
shadows looking at me. He raised his glass and nodded in my direction. Did I
know him? He looked familiar. My eyes darted back to Leah.


“And you didn’t have any hints?” she asked.


“I mean, he was different from other guys I had dated. But no, he never
dropped it into the conversation that he was mixed up in crazy shit and owed
money to the wrong kind of people.”


Ben the biker had turned into the boyfriend from hell—or Ben the Bastard
as Leah now referred to him. He had always been so sweet to me. I thought he
was going to be different. I thought I’d finally made a good choice after
having precisely no luck with men for years. But I’d been delivered a reality
check—Ben the Bastard was a bastard. The crazies he’d owed money broke into our
flat and scrawled a crazy-assed threat across the bathroom mirror in Leah’s
room. They hadn’t taken anything, which confused us. About a week later, Ben
confessed and I went to the police.


The police had called earlier today and confirmed that Ben had confessed
to them, as well. It had been a threat to scare him into paying back what he
owed.


“So you’re going to sell your apartment?” 


“Well, I still call it a flat, but yes, I’m going to sell it,” I smirked.
Leah started calling her mobile a cell as soon as we landed at JFK. I couldn’t
pass up an opportunity to tease her sudden Americanization. 


I’d decided on the plane that I was definitely going to sell my flat. I’d
not felt right about the place since the break in. Daniel, Leah’s boyfriend and
all around perfect man, had arranged for an alarm to be installed. But Leah had
moved in with him, and I hated being on my own. Even though I knew the police
were handling it, I still didn't want to be in the flat. I didn't tell Leah
that because she would have moved me in with her and Daniel, and as much as I
loved them, I didn't want to be living with them and interrupting their sexy
time. Especially when I wasn't having any of my own.


Leah, as she couldn’t stop telling me, couldn’t believe it. But I stopped
hearing from him around the time of the break-in, and so I had a niggling at
the back of my brain. I’d never had much luck with the men in my life. They
started off really great, but then around the three-month mark something always
went wrong. I went off them, or they became clingy, or they had crazies
breaking into my flat. Same old, same old. 


When Leah invited me to keep her company on a week’s trip she and Daniel
were making to New York, I jumped at the chance. It was an opportunity to get
away from London and my flat and any complications of the male variety. Daniel
would be working a lot, apparently, so we’d have plenty of girl time. And girl
time was just what I needed. After Leah’s last break up, we’d flown to Mexico
for a holiday. Flying west seemed to get her over her heartbreak. Let’s hope it
did the same for me.


The bartender slid some more drinks in front of us—a Manhattan in front
of me and a replica of the disgustingly sweet concoction that Leah had ordered
earlier. I looked at Leah and she shrugged and picked up her drink. I gently
pushed her wrist, persuading her to put it back on the bar.


“We didn’t order these,” I said to the bartender.


He pointed at the man I half-recognized. “They’re courtesy of the
gentleman at the end of the bar.” 


Sirens blared in my head. Oh no. This wasn’t happening. I didn’t want
male attention. I didn’t want any complications. The familiar stranger caught
my eye and raised his drink again. Ungratefully, I rolled my eyes and sat back
in my chair. Leah looked at me pleadingly.


“Fuck it,” I said and grabbed the fresh cocktail. I might as well drink
it. It didn’t mean I had to talk to him.


“So, Daniel has this friend,” Leah said. 


“Not interested.” 


“He’s a really nice guy.”


I shook my head.


“But you always told me the way to get over a man is to get under
another.”


“I would never say something like that.” 


“You did and you know it.” 


I grinned. I so would. “I’m not dating.”


“What? Ever?”


“Look, I just found out that my last boyfriend was mixed up in a whole
lot of crazy. I’m not on the market. I need to give myself a timeout. I have
shockingly bad taste in men.”


“You totally do not.”


“What about the guy that picked up the waitress while I popped to the
loo.”


“Well, he was a douche. But you still need a bit of fun in your life.”


“She’s right,” a voice said from behind me. I turned to find the familiar
stranger looking down at me


Leah popped off her stool, grinning. “I have to go to the restroom.”


“Restroom? Not loo?” I teased, and rolled my eyes. She was about as
subtle as a brick.


The stranger lowered himself into Leah’s seat. I could feel him looking
at me while I stared into my drink.


“I have rules,” I blurted.


He didn’t respond so I looked up to see if he was paying attention. He
was looking straight at me with bright blue eyes. I stared back at my drink,
unnerved. Ok, objectively he was handsome, the tall and dark variety, but no
doubt a total shit because he was here talking to me and I was a shit magnet.


“Rules about fun?”


I nodded. “Rules if you want to get laid tonight.”


“I’m listening,” he said, without missing a beat.


Did I have rules? Well, now I had to think of some. “I don’t want to know
your real name. Make something up.” 


He shook his head. “No. No, that’s not going to work for me. You’re not
going to be screaming another man’s name tonight. My name is Ethan.” 


Our eyes locked and my breath caught in my throat.


“Look, I’m sick of being lied to. If I don’t expect anything from you I
can’t possibly be disappointed.” 


“I promise you won’t be disappointed.” 


 I took a beat and said, “I don’t want to know anything about you. And I
won’t tell you my real name.”


“You British girls seem to have a certain charm about you.”


“If you don’t like it, feel free to leave me alone.” I really wasn’t in
the mood to mess about.


“I’m not going anywhere. I’d like to see how this plays out.” He grinned
at me and I felt the corners of my mouth twitch. I wanted to hate him. “So you
know I’m Ethan. And I work in construction?” He asked instead of told me.


It was very clear from his Cayman Islands tan and the Rolex on his left wrist
that he didn’t work in construction, but he’d lied at my request, so I had no
room to complain. I felt a shiver down my spine. This might be fun.


“I’m Florence.” 


He shook his head. “No. You’re not Florence.” 


“I know, but I’m not going to tell you my real name. I told you, there
are rules.”


“That’s fine, but your made-up name isn’t going to be Florence. It’s
about as sexy as an old shoe and you’re a sexy girl. You need a sexy name.”


I raised my eyebrows at him. “Ok,” I said cautiously. “Kate?”


He shook he head again.


“Whatever. Choose something.” 


I could see him thinking. I was interested to see what he’d come up with.
How did he see me? “Anna,” he said finally.


What?? Did he know me? No. We lived 3,000 miles from each other. Did
I look like an Anna? It must be just some kind of weird coincidence. What did
it matter if he used my real name, anyway? I’d never see him again after
tonight.


Leah came back from the restroom at that moment, interrupting any debate
I might have with Ethan over his invented name for me.


Ethan reached out to shake Leah’s hand. “I’m Ethan. We were just leaving,
but we’ll see you home.”


I giggled. He was pretty sure of himself, that was for certain. “I did
not—” 


“My boyfriend’s driver is outside. I can see myself home.” She grinned
like an idiot.


“Ok, then we’ll walk you out,” Ethan said, as if we were a couple or
something. 


Daniel’s driver was chatting to a man who turned out to be Ethan’s driver
when we got outside. I said goodbye to Leah, promising to call her in an hour
to let her know where I was and that I was ok. Ethan opened the door to his car
and gestured for me to get inside.


“Do you know Daniel?” I asked.


“Daniel who?”


“Daniel Armitage.”


“I know of him, but I’ve never met him. Why do you ask?”


“Your driver seems to know his driver.” 


“Leah’s boyfriend is Daniel Armitage?” 


I nodded and he nodded in response.


“Where are we going?” I asked, slightly panicked. Why hadn’t I asked
before? I’d just got into a car with a stranger without asking any questions.
What was I doing? I pulled out my phone to text Leah.


“Columbus Circle. Mandarin Oriental,” he said to the driver.


I told her where we were going and that I’d text her later to let her
know I was ok. I swallowed and leaned forward to unwind the window to let the
warm air of the New York summer spill in. OK, well if we were going to a hotel.
He meant business. And when I say business, I mean sex. I’d never
been into one-night stands. I didn’t like the idea of a stranger seeing me
naked. But this stranger was particularly attractive and I was here in New York
City to blow off some steam and have some fun, right? It was the city that
didn’t sleep, and when in Rome …


My right leg started bouncing. A nervous habit. I only noticed as I caught
Ethan noticing. He dragged his eyes from my leg up to my eyes and smiled.


“There’s no need to be nervous. We won’t do anything you don’t beg me to
do to you,” he whispered in my ear.


Wow. My stomach tilted and I shifted in my seat, and went back to
staring out the window.
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Ethan already seemed to have the key to a … our … the room. We made our
way up in the elevator without speaking. Without touching. I was more nervous
than I wanted to be. I could do sex with no strings attached. What was the big
deal? 


When we reached the door, it swung open to reveal a huge living room
overlooking Central Park. It was the most romantic thing I’d ever seen. The
ceiling was decorated in what looked like gold leaf. The floors were dark and
gleamed against the lights of the city. It looked like a place where a Roman god
would live. 


“Fuck,” I said, failing to keep what was in my head in my head.


“It’s a great view, isn’t it?” 


I nodded and walked toward the window, placing my hands on the glass as I
stared out. I wanted to know who this guy was. He certainly wasn’t in
construction. Maybe he was a gangster. I reminded myself that it didn’t matter.
I wasn’t here for romance or to get to know him. I was here for fun. Distraction
without complications.


“Can I get you a drink to go with that view?”


“Whiskey, please,” I replied without turning around. I heard him clink
about behind me as I tried to make out various landmarks. “I think I can see
the Dakota Building,” I said, as if I were sightseeing, forgetting I was
talking to a stranger I was about to have sex with.


“It’s unusual for women to drink whiskey,” Ethan said.


“I guess you’d know.” Again, I didn’t mean for the comment to slip out of
my head. Or maybe I did. Maybe I wanted to see what response it would solicit.
But there was no response.


“Show me what you’re looking at,” he said, standing behind me, close. I
could feel his body heat rolling off him. He handed me my whiskey and dropped his
arm around my waist to pull me against him. I stiffened slightly and then
relaxed. This was nice. The drink, the view, the Roman god. He smelled of
something. Something intoxicating. I couldn’t think what it was. Money. Sex.
Power.


My finger stabbed the glass. “There. Is that the Dakota Building?” I
pointed at the green-roofed building on the west of the park.


“I don’t think so. I think the Dakota is on the East side.”


“Oh.” I tipped my head back slightly and it fell on his chest. He was
tall. Very tall.


He pushed his cheek against mine and lowered his mouth to my neck, his
breath tickling my skin. I wanted him. I really wanted him.


“I have more rules.”


He kissed my neck. “Tell me.”


“You have to wear a condom.”


“Right this moment?” he teased.


“No, later when … if.”


“What else?” He kissed my neck again.


“We’re not exchanging numbers or email or saying we’re going to see each
other again.”


He moved to the other side of my neck and kissed me again. I could feel
myself soften slightly with each touch of his lips.


“Ok,” he replied. “Is that it?”


“For now,” I said. My brain was fuzzy and I couldn’t think of anything
else.


“Good.” He pulled away from me and I turned to see him sit down on the
sofa opposite the window. “Undress for me.”


I paused, just for a second or two, but there was no saying no to him—and
I didn’t want to say no. I fumbled with the top button of my shirt and then
steadied my hand and undid the rest of the buttons. I peeled off the tight-fitting
blue silk shirt and let it fall to the ground. I looked at him and he was
looking me directly in the eyes as he took a sip of his drink. I felt my
underwear dampen. 


He was just gorgeous, the kind of man you’d find on a billboard in Times
Square, but not on a sofa opposite me, waiting for me to get naked. I found the
zipper of my skirt and I turned around so my back was facing him as I pulled it
down. Bending at my waist, pushing my butt toward him, I stepped out of it. I
gave him a quick look over my shoulder. His eyes had darkened and he licked his
lips. He actually licked his lips, like he was getting ready to devour me. I
turned to face him in my underwear and heels.


“I’ll take care of the rest. Come here,” he growled. I felt heat rush to
my sex. I walked across to him and stood between his knees. “Where do I start
with you? You’re so beautiful. Like a perfectly wrapped present that gets more
exciting as the layers come off.”


I had to stop myself from enjoying his words. I wasn’t here to be
romanced. I was here to have fun. 


He sat forward suddenly and delved into my underwear, his thumb finding
my nub instantly. “You’re already wet for me,” he said as his fingers slid
along my folds, coating his fingers with me as his thumb circled my clitoris.
My legs softened and my hands fell on his shoulders to steady myself.


He looked up at me. “You like that?” 


I gasped and nodded, unable to speak. 


“I knew you would. I knew when I saw you across the bar, rolling your
eyes at me. I knew this is what you wanted, what you needed.” His fingers
quickened and I twisted my hips in some kind of futile resistance. “Stay still
while I make you come.”


I tipped my head back as his fingers and thumb continued their work. My
whole body felt hot, on fire. The heat was emanating from between my legs and
spreading throughout my body. I could feel my nipples straining at the lace of
my bra, begging for attention. My shoulders rounded forward.


“Take it off,” he said. “Your bra. Now. Take it off.”


I felt myself shudder at his words. Unsteady and half-crazed, I unsnapped
the clasp of my bra and stripped it off.


“Oh, yes. You are perfect. Perfect tits. Perfect pussy.”


“Oh god,” I said. “Oh god. Oh god.” I was gasping for breath.


He reached behind me and pushed me harder on to his hand and he plunged
his fingers into me. “I’m your god tonight, beautiful. Now come for me.”


And I couldn’t help myself: My eyes closed and a blinding white light filled
my head as my climax crashed over me.


I felt myself weaken, and then Ethan’s arms around me. Had I fallen? I
felt softness all around me. Ethan was leaning over me—we were in bed.


“Hey,” he said.


“Hey,” I said, barely conscious. What the hell just happened? I’d always
associated good sex with intimacy and maybe love, but this man did mind-blowing
things to my body and I’d just met him.


“You look spectacular when you come.” He bent his head and took a nipple
between his teeth. I was writhing off the mattress as he alternated grazing and
sucking one breast and then the other. My hands pushed into his hair and he
pulled me up so I was facing him. For a second he looked at me before inching
forward and taking my bottom lip between his teeth. I wanted him again,
desperately. I wanted to see him above me, pushing into me, filling me. I
grabbed at his back and pulled his shirt from his trousers and scratched down
his back. He groaned and plunged his tongue into my mouth, urgent, hungry. I
reached down for his fly, impatient for more of him. He kneeled up, bringing my
mouth with him as his stripped his shirt off. I pushed him away and turned over
and onto all fours.


“Hurry. I want you inside me,” I said.


“Fuck, beautiful.” 


I heard him rustling behind me, first with his clothes and then a condom
wrapper. I turned and looked over my shoulder and he was staring at my ass.


He kneeled behind me and I felt his hands on my hips. My skin fizzed at
his touch and I pushed back, wanting to feel more him. 


“Back into position,” he growled. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you’re
not going to remember your own name.” And he pushed into me so forcefully that
my elbows gave way and I had to steady myself. I was full of him—so full it
bordered on uncomfortable. I wasn’t sure if it was because he was big or was
because he was deep. Really deep. He withdrew slowly—I was aware of every part
of him. His hand found my shoulder, giving me support and him resistance, and
he plunged in again, hard and deep.


“Jesus,” I cried out as I felt him at the end of me.


“Yes, baby. That’s it. We’re going to be doing this all night.” 


He found his rhythm and I could do nothing but comply. Right then, I
would do whatever the hell he asked me to do. And he was the sort of man who
would ask for everything. 


“All night. We’re going to fuck until you’re sore and still begging me
for more. Do you hear me?”


“More. Harder,” I choked. 


He grunted and increased his rhythm, pushing farther and farther into me.
The rumbling of my orgasm started somewhere far off. 


“I can feel you. You feel so good. And you’re close. Aren’t you?” he
asked.


“Yes, so close.” 


And then he pulled out and I felt his fingers fall from my body. Panicked,
I looked over my shoulder.


“I have to see your face. On your back.”


I scrambled to my back, desperate to feel him again, and he pulled me
down the bed closer to him and pushed into me again. Oh yes, that was it …
right there.


He didn’t take his eyes off of me as my orgasm built again. He put one of
my legs over his shoulder and the change in position sent me hurtling toward
that light again. I arched off the bed as my orgasm gripped me. Ethan’s rhythm
didn’t alter, not for a second, and each stroke pulled out another level of
pleasure until I was sure that I would pass out. When it finally subsided
enough for me to open my eyes, he was above me still, pushing into me, looking
at me. 


A second after our eyes met, I felt him tense and watched his eyes cloud
as his climax washed over him. 


He rolled off me, disposed of his condom, and his hands felt for my body
and pulled at me, bringing me closer to him. I got up and went to the bathroom.
I was here to have fun, not to cuddle.


I sat on the edge of the bath, still weak from my orgasm, still not quite
understanding how sex could be that amazing with a man I just met. I groaned
and pushed my hands through my hair. I had to get out of there, before things
got awkward. I grabbed a robe from the back of the bathroom door and drew it around
me.


As I peeked out the door, Ethan lay sprawled on the bed looking at the
ceiling, as if defeated. I smiled and headed to the living room.


“Anna?” I heard him call from the bedroom. I ignored him as I picked up
my clothes from the various points around the room at which they were
discarded.


“What are you doing?” he asked, his voice closer now. I looked up and
found him looking at me from the doorway.


“Umm. I’m finding my clothes. I need to get going—”


Ethan strode across the room, grabbed me by the bottom, lifted me over his
shoulder, marched back to the bedroom, and threw me on the bed.


“You’re not going anywhere. I told you we’re going to fuck all night, and
I’m not nearly halfway finished.”
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Ethan


It was hot. Even this early, it was too fucking hot. I was
sweating already and I hadn’t even reached the Turtle Pond. I had been close to
waking her up and burying myself in her again this morning, she looked so
fucking sexy as she slept. But I didn’t do morning sex. So I left her there,
looking sexy as hell, and now I was running off my hard-on. 


Wrong choice, bud, my dick whispered to me. No morning
sex was a rule of mine. I liked that she had rules, too. I grinned as I
remembered her trying to think them up on the spot. Mine were set in stone and
no morning sex was at the top of the list—Number One. Number Two was no
sleepovers. Everything looked different in the morning. More real. And I didn’t
do real. Not with women. It was only ever sex. Great sex. Lots of sex. Lots of
women. But nothing more. More than that was too complicated, and rule Number Three
was I didn’t do complicated.


I wasn’t sure who fell asleep first but I hadn’t gotten
around to leaving the hotel. I’d booked the suite earlier in the day. I didn’t
bring women back to my place—rule Number Four—and I was tired of schlepping
over to bridge-and-tunnel land. Did no one live in Manhattan anymore? The
Mandarin Oriental always impressed, and besides I loved the view from the
Oriental Suite. 


My cell rang and I took it, pleased to have a distraction.
“Scott,” I answered. 


“Hey. How’d you do last night?” It was Andrew. We’d known
each other since college and we had a healthy competition between us in
everything we did.


“Good. I’m out on my run.”


“Man, I’m sorry you didn’t score.” He was baiting me and I
wasn’t biting. “Maybe you’re just too old for the young, hot girls these days.
You should think about settling down before the quality of women who will fuck
you dives too low.”


“You have me bent over double from laughing, you prick.” 


He knew she was hot. He knew I would have fucked her, just as
I told him I would when I first caught sight of her across the bar last night.
When I went over to her, Andrew had left to go home to Amanda. His wife. Of
five years, although they’d been together since college. Ten years fucking the same
woman. Or not fucking her, as Andrew so often complained. Jesus. I knew I
couldn’t do it. I didn’t even pretend it was a possibility. I had rules and I
didn’t keep them to myself. I was clear with the women I fucked. I didn’t
pretend it was anything other than sex. There were no broken promises, no
ambiguity. They never wondered if I would call—I never took their number. 


There were a few women that had my number and I saw
semi-regularly. And when I say saw, I mean fucked. Joan, who
called me whenever she was between boyfriends. I was happy to help her out. Phoebe
who lived in Boston but came to New York once a month and was a fantastic lay.
And Fiona, who hadn’t called in a while, maybe she got married or something.
But I never called them. Not ever. That was rule Number Five.


“Mandy wants to know if you’re still coming up to the
Hamptons this weekend. I think she has a friend she wants to introduce you to.”


“Fuck, Andrew. I’m not fucking one of Mandy’s friends again.”
Mandy had introduced me to Susie last December. I’d been clear—very clear—with
her that I didn’t date. She seemed to be cool with that and she had great legs,
so I’d taken her back to her hotel. The sex had been very average and then she
tried to give me her number, which I politely refused, and she had gone bunny
boiler crazy. Mandy was pissy with me. Andrew had tried to talk me into going
to dinner with her. It was a fucking disaster.


“If I come to the Hamptons this weekend, I won’t be fucking
any of Mandy’s friends under any circumstances. Can you tell her that? Can you
make it clear that it’s not a case of not having found the right woman? It’s
that there are too many right women for me to limit myself to one. Tell her,
bud, or it’s going to get ugly.”


“You’re a dick.”


I grinned. “Likewise.”


“Later.” 


I hung up. 


“Anna” had been anything but average last night. She had been
exceptional. Feisty, demanding, hungry, responsive. My dick twitched at the
images invading my head. I picked up the pace to try to shake it off. When
women understood that it was only ever going to be one night, it was better.
They let go. Unusually, last night, it had been Anna who had made it clear that
there was going to be no follow-up. That had never happened to me before. I
found myself grinning. Her accent was cute. Her ass was better. Perfect—round,
smooth, firm. I felt stirrings again. She was on vacation, right? Only
stateside for one week. Enforced no strings. I’d already broken the no
sleepover rule. I might as well use it to my advantage. I stopped dead. She
would be naked right now. It was still early. I looked at my watch. I’d only
been out fifteen minutes. I’d been planning on running for an hour, giving her
time to get out before I got back. If I ran back now, she’d still be there and
I could wake her with my tongue between her legs. 


Fuck. 


Morning sex didn’t count as real if you knew they’d be 3,000
miles away within a week. I started the run back to the hotel. 


 







 


Anna


I awoke sore. I could feel the half-formed bruises on my
neck, on my thighs, on my breasts. I smiled at the cause and then froze. Shit,
I hadn’t meant to fall asleep. I had been about to get dressed and head back to
Daniel’s place when Ethan had carried me back to bed, and true to his word, he
had fucked me all night. Oh god. I’d never had so much sex in one night, never
had such amazing sex, and never begged for it, as he told me I would, over and
over. I squirmed, feeling myself dampen at the memory. Was he still here? I
couldn’t bring myself to look. I couldn’t hear him breathing, but the bed was
as big as a small country, so that was no wonder. Did he live here? In a hotel?
I had so many unanswered questions. But, I told myself, I came here for fun,
not answers. 


I rolled to my side and swung my legs off the bed. The bed
was empty. I held my breath, trying not to make a sound, so I could hear if
there was any noise on the other side of the door. 


Nothing.


I grabbed the robe that had been discarded beside the bed and
pulled it around me, wincing as the movement brought my attention to my sore
back. I headed to the bathroom and lowered the robe, angling my back at the
mirror, to see if I could see the cause of the pain. My back was grazed. Oh
yes, that was from the part of last night where I was up against the wall, my
legs wrapped around Ethan’s waist as he pounded into me, pushing me farther and
farther up the wall. Friction burns. I blushed and tried to suppress a grin. 


Tentatively, I opened the door to the bedroom into the living
room. Not a sound. He was gone, but his suit was still strewn across the living
room. I felt disappointed, and then embarrassed at my disappointment. It was
just sex. I gathered my clothes, took them back to the bedroom, and dressed
quickly. Should I leave a note? What was one-night stand etiquette? No, it was
just sex—no note required. 


I called Leah and she answered on the first ring. “Don’t even
speak to me. I know I’m a slut.” I said before she’d even said hello.


She screeched. “Don’t you dare say that. You’re just having
yourself some fun. I want to hear all about it but we’ve got to have some
culture with our booze. Get yourself back here to change. I want to go to that
place you said was around the corner.” 


“You want to go to The Frick?”


“Yes, that’s the one.”


“We’re going to talk about fucking in The Frick? That doesn’t
seem very appropriate.” We laughed.


“You can tell me all about it and then you can tell me again
over lunch and cocktails. Let’s go somewhere fancy. Get the concierge to book
something on the way out.”


 


I slipped out the suite, down the elevators, and without a
single shred of embarrassment, despite my evening attire, spoke to the
concierge who booked lunch for two at what I supposed was a very expensive restaurant.
I headed out into the humidity of a New York morning in July. It was only just
7 a.m. but it was already stiflingly hot. Once I orientated myself, I realized
I was about ten blocks from Daniel’s apartment, but I couldn’t walk, not in
these heels. Ten blocks was a long walk of shame. Except I wasn’t ashamed. I
felt great, like I’d scrubbed a layer of something unpleasant from me, and I
was now fresh and ready for my next chapter. 


***


“So, I bet he was amazing. He looked like he would be amazing,”
Leah rambled as we strolled through Central Park, coffees in hand, taking in
the morning parkgoers, killing time while we waited for the Frick to open.


I grinned. He was amazing. The sex. The sex had been amazing.



“I have no complaints.” 


“So, you see, you should take your own advice—it works!” she bumped
my shoulder with hers. “Are you going to see him again?”


“I told you, Leah, it was just sex. No kissing on the mouth.”


“Eww, you didn’t kiss him on the mouth but you let his penis
inside you?”


“No, I mean figuratively.” He’d been an excellent kisser. An
excellent everything. “You know, no emotional involvement.”


“Oh, like from Pretty Woman,” she said. I nodded.
“What is it with you and that film?” 


I shrugged. 


“So, what if he calls and asks you out again?”


“We’ve not been out to go out again, and anyway, he
doesn’t have my number.” Should I have left him my number or a note or
something? No, it was just sex.


Leah raised her eyebrows at me. I didn’t know if it was
disbelief of disapproval. Both, probably.


“It should be open now. Let’s go.” I wanted the subject
changed. I was in New York! I wanted to enjoy it. I picked up the pace as we
headed to The Frick. The streets seemed relatively peaceful. The commuters were
all behind their desks, leaving the streets to people who had to endure the
July heat—tourists like Leah and me, couriers, students, nannies pushing strollers,
schoolchildren on trips away from home. 


“So you’re going to marry Daniel?” I asked. She’d accepted
his proposal weeks ago but I’d heard no mention of it since.


Leah didn’t respond straight away. “Yes, but there’s no rush.”


“I thought when you know, you know. You know?”


We laughed. “I know,” Leah answered. “I can’t imagine being
with anybody else. He makes me happy and I want to make him happy, forever. It
doesn’t matter if we’re married or not.”


“That’s nice,” I said. I meant it.


“It will happen for you.”


I smiled at her and shrugged my shoulders. “It’s all about
fun for me now. I’ve tried to find ‘it’ or ‘the one’ and it hasn’t happened, so
I officially give up. I want fun. Nothing complicated.”


The air conditioning in the museum was a godsend. “Shall we
just stay here all day? We can be cool and cultured at the same time.”


“No doubt our very expensive restaurant will have A/C and we
can get a cab. It’s too hot to walk.” Leah always looked perfectly beautiful,
but even her glossy straight hair had the start of a frizz around it. I’d long
since given up with mine. The humidity took the hint of a natural curl and
turned me into Diana Ross.


“Ok, as long as I can day drink, I’ll let you take me to
lunch.”


“I’m honored.”


“You should be.”
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Ethan


I scanned the restaurant but I couldn’t see her. Maybe my intel was
wrong.


I’d felt cheated when I got back to the hotel. I was hoping to put my
hard-on to good use and clear my head. But she’d cleared out. No number. No
goodbye. You’d think she would have hung around to see if I was coming back.
We’d had fucking phenomenal sex. I’d made her come five or six times. 


I didn’t like it when things didn’t go my way, so I’d made a few discrete
enquiries with the lobby staff, who I had hoped might have put her in a cab,
but better than that, the concierge had booked lunch for her for later today. Anna
was meant to be in this restaurant this lunchtime. 


“So what’s the big news?” Andrew asked.


“What?” 


“Why have you dragged me out to lunch?”


“Dragged you? You’re my bud.”


“I saw you last night, dude. I’m sick of you.”


“Fuck you.”


“Did you get laid?” 


I raised my eyebrows. 


“Dude. Come on. Did you?” 


I grinned at him.


“Fuck you,” he said.


“That’s what I thought.”


I heard her laugh and looked up from my menu. Yes, it was her at the door.
She was with her friend from the night before, the one that was seeing
Armitage. She didn’t see me as she made her way behind the waitress to a table
across the room from us. She looked different from last night. Somehow better
than I remembered. Even though it had just been a few hours since I last saw
her, the sight of her warmed something in me. I quickly looked back at my menu
before I could see where she was seated. What the fuck was I doing? I was
fucking stalking this girl. Suddenly I realized what a pathetic prick I was.
“Let’s order,” I huffed and immediately caught the eye of a waitress who scurried
over.


“So, you still haven’t told me what we’re doing here,” Andrew said.


“Shut up and order,” I barked. “I’ll have the rib eye, rare, with
spinach. And a beer.” The waitress gave me the look. The look that said she’d
go down on me right there if I asked her to. It calmed me. I grinned at her and
she blushed. Not my type. 


I slung my arm on the back of the booth and relaxed. On a quick scan of
the restaurant I couldn’t see her. Maybe we could have lunch and I could get
out without running into her. What was I thinking coming here?


“I spoke to Mandy about setting you up. I guess this is why we’re here.” 


“Was she ok about it?” I liked Mandy; we’d been friends a long time. I
didn’t want to piss her off, but I really didn’t want to be fucking her friends
again.


“She told me your penis would shrivel up and fall off, but you’re off the
hook. No more set-ups. For now, anyway. But you’re coming to dinner on Friday
right? Come over in the afternoon and we can play tennis.”


Andrew and Mandy’s place in East Hampton had a tennis court. I was using
my sister’s place. She had moved to London with her husband last summer and
didn’t make it back very often since they had their daughter Izzy, so I took
full advantage. It had a good-sized pool and some great running routes nearby.
I was looking forward to emptying my mind of the day to day this weekend. Work
was a bitch at the moment and I needed to clear my head.


“Dude, is that that girl from last night?” Andrew indicated behind me.


I really hadn’t thought this through. Was I going to go over and speak to
her? Ask her out? Fuck.


I shrugged but didn’t look.


“Seriously, I think it is. Take a look,” he pushed.


I glanced over my shoulder and my eyes locked with hers. I couldn’t help
but grin. She looked shocked and blushed but didn’t look away. I knew how far
that blush dipped beneath her shirt.


“Excuse me a minute,” I said.


“Careful. You might have to marry her if you speak to her after you’ve
fucked her.”


There was something in her eyes that hadn’t been there the night before.
She looked … relaxed.


“Nice to see you again, girls,” I said as I arrived at the table. Except
I was looking only at Anna, who was smiling at me. That was a good sign.


“Wow, this is a small town,” Leah said. “Some things are just meant to
happen, I guess.” 


I pulled my eyes away from Anna and looked at Leah, who was looking very
happy. That was another good sign. Anna couldn’t be pissed that I hadn’t been
there when she woke up, given Leah’s welcome.


“Nice to see you again. Are you two enjoying your day?” My eyes went back
to Anna. She looked great. None of the makeup from last night, and it suited
her.


“Join us,” Leah said. I caught Anna shoot her a warning look.


“I’m sure Ethan has better things to do than join us for lunch,” Anna clipped.


“I don’t, actually.” I gestured at Andrew to come over. “We’re joining
this table,” I said to a passing waiter. I moved to Anna’s side of the booth
and she scurried along the bench. I rested a hand on her thigh and she stopped
moving away from me. She might not want me here. She might have wanted me to disappear
after last night, but now I was here and I could change her mind.


Andrew came over, clearly a little confused. I hope he played along and
didn’t say anything that made me want to punch him. Unlikely.


“So, do you two work together?” Leah asked. 


Anna’s leg began bobbing up and down. She was nervous. Cute.


I moved my hand, stroking her and pushing her skirt slightly farther up
her thighs. She tensed and I grinned as she gave me an imploring look.


Andrew was chatting away to Leah, telling her about his job. 


“You’d left when I came back from my run,” I said so only she could hear.
“I was hoping to give you a morning workout.” 


She blushed again but didn’t reply.


“I’d like to see you again.” The words came out before I realized what I was
saying. Why else was I here? I wanted a bit more of her. Just another night and
I’d quench this thirst I had for her.


“Ethan.” 


“Dinner tonight?” I asked, ignoring the warning in her voice.


“That wasn’t the deal.”


“I don’t remember making a deal,” I said as my fingers dipped under the
hem of her skirt.


“I have rules,” she whispered.


“Give me your phone.”


Her hand covered the phone on the table and my hand moved up her thigh.


“Ethan,” she whispered.


I grazed the seam of her underwear. “Give me your phone and I’ll stop.” 


She looked me directly in the eye and dropped the phone into her purse.


Fuck. She wanted this. I slid my fingers under her underwear and found
her beautifully wet for me. My heart raced as I dragged my fingers along her
sex. She moved forward and put her elbows on the table, joining the
conversation between Andrew and Leah. My fingers found her clit and I started
circling. She agreed with Leah on something she was saying about their morning.
I couldn’t hear. I wasn’t listening. She was a great actress. It was like she
wasn’t fazed by the fact I had my fingers all over her. I found myself watching
the three of them as if I weren’t there. All I could concentrate on was the
sweet pussy coating my fingers, like honey dripping from her. I could feel
myself hardening. Could I maneuver us to the restrooms? I wanted to be inside
her.


The waiters appeared with our food. Without looking at me, Anna reached
into her bag and handed me her phone. I wasn’t sure if I was pleased or
disappointed. I withdrew my hand from her underwear and wiped my fingers on my
napkin. 


I typed my number into her phone and then pressed Call. I felt the
familiar vibration against my chest. I saved my number on her phone and tried
to think about something—anything—that would stand my dick down. Andrew was
talking about proposing to Mandy. That would do it. Thanks, dude.


“So you’re living the fairytale?” Leah asked.


“No,” Anna said. “You’re living the fairytale. Daniel was the last
handsome Prince out there. The rest of them…” she shook her head as she trailed
off. Someone had clearly done a number on her. Idiot.


“So what are you up to this afternoon?” I asked. I didn’t like to see
that sadness in her.


“Well, Anna needs to rest. She didn’t get much sleep last night.” Leah
winked at me and Anna rolled her eyes. I laughed. She’d rolled her eyes at me
last night. I didn’t often have that effect on women.


“We’re just going to go back to the apartment and lay like broccoli, be
still like vegetables, and watch movies,” Anna said.


“Well, I have a lot of construction to do so we better make a move.”


“Construction?” Andrew asked.


“Come on. Let’s leave these ladies to their afternoon of Pretty Woman.
Nice to see you again, Leah.” I turned to Anna. “And you.” I cupped her jaw.
“I’ll call you about dinner.” And I kissed her square on the lips, for just a
second longer than was appropriate.


“Dude,” Andrew said to me as we walked out the restaurant.


“Don’t say a fucking word,” I warned.


 







 


Anna


“He likes you, Anna,” Leah said. “Anna?”


“I heard you. I don’t want to talk about it. There’s nothing to say.”


“But don’t you think it’s amazing how you bumped into each other, like,
just hours after you left him? It’s like fate bringing you together or
something.”


It was weird how we bumped into each other. And there was none of
that post-casual sex awkwardness. I supposed he had had lots of practice.


“Leah, I’m going to have to kill you or throw up on you unless you stop
talking.”


Ethan and Andrew had just left.


“Excuse me.” I gestured to the waitress. “Please can we have the check?” 


“The check has been paid, ma’am. Mr. Scott said you can order anything
you like. Can I bring you something else?”


Mr. Scott. Mr. Scott.


“Ma’am?”


“Oh. Nothing. Thanks.”


Leah was grinning at me like the cat that got the cream.


“Right, let’s go and get in bed and watch movies,” I said, ignoring her
grin.


“And he knew you were quoting Pretty Woman when you were on
about the broccoli thing.”


“Shut up, Leah.” I’d caught that, too. It was cute.


“He’s, like, your perfect match.”


“Shut up, Leah.”


“He’s very sexy.”


He was. I pushed my lips together to stop myself from smiling. “If I hear
another word out of you about it I’m going to change my flights and go home.” I
shifted out the booth and then we were in the oppressive heat. 


“Let’s get a cab back to Daniel’s,” I said, holding out my arm.


“Ok, just one more thing, and then I’ll shut up.” I didn’t say anything.
“I saw you give him your phone. Did he give you his number?”


I shrugged as I moved toward the cab that had pulled in.


“Is that a yes?”


“I’ve not looked. I guess he did.”


“And did he ask you out again?”


Had he? I couldn’t remember. He’d said something. His touch had been
distracting. I could still feel him between my legs.


I shrugged again. “I can’t remember.”


“You can’t remember if someone who looks like that asked you out?” Leah
scoffed. “He’s almost as handsome as Daniel.”


“He’s way hotter.” I grinned.


“I knew you liked him!” 


“I didn’t say I didn’t know he was hot. Jesus. I slept with him. I’m
clearly attracted to him. I’m just not interested in having more than one night.
With anyone.”


“Who said anything about a relationship?” Leah asked. “Just enjoy a fling
and see where it goes.”


“It’s not going anywhere. It’s not like I’m going to bump into him
again.”


“He’s going to call you.”


“Whatever.” 


***


This was what vacations were all about. Wrapped up in the world’s softest
duvet, in PJs, eating chocolate and watching movies. Leah and I were arguing over
which movie to play next. Obviously, we’d started with Pretty Woman.
Although Leah protested about watching it for the millionth time with me, I knew
she secretly loved it.


“There’s no way I’m watching The Vow. It’s a bullshit film,” I said.


“You know it’s not bullshit. It’s one of your favorite films ever. But we
don’t have to watch it if it’s going to make your mood plummet farther downhill.
What about Sweet Home Alabama?” 


“If it hasn’t got Ryan Gosling in it, I’m not interested.”


“You don’t think Josh Lucas is hot?”


“I’m not saying he’s not hot. I just think Ryan is hotter.”


“Ryan has a funny eye.” 


“How can you say that? He does not!”


I heard my phone ring from somewhere in the bed and I dived below the
duvet to retrieve it. Fuck, where was it? The name “Sex God” flashed up on the
screen and I grinned. I should ignore it. But as I didn’t actually know who it
was, although of course I did, I pressed Accept.


“Are you stalking me?” I answered.


“No, I’m calling you. Calling someone after a night of incredible sex is
not normally considered stalking, as far as I’m aware. But I like the way you
see the words ‘Sex God’ and you assume it’s me calling.”


He thought the sex was incredible, too? I’d supposed it was par
for course for Roman gods like him. I squeezed my thighs together.


“Oh.” It was all I could think to say.


“So, I’ll pick you up at 7 p.m.” 


Leah was grinning at me so I sidled into the bathroom, shut the door, and
perched on the bath, chewing my finger. 


“Anna?”


“Uh huh.”


“7 p.m.”


“I …”


“Tell me your address so I can pick you up.”


“I can’t leave Leah. I’m staying with Leah and Daniel. It’s rude.”


Leah popped her head around the door. “You can totally leave me and
Daniel.”


“Leah, get out. And stop listening at the door! Unbelievable.”


Ethan was laughing. “So, 7 p.m.?” 


“You’re persistent.” 


“Apparently I am when it comes to you.”


God, he knew just the right thing to say. “820 Fifth Avenue. The
Penthouse,” I said.


“I’ll see you at 7 p.m.”


And he hung up.
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It was fifteen minutes to 7 p.m. and I was pacing up and down. I
shouldn’t be doing this. Last night was meant to be a one-off. 


“I shouldn’t be doing this,” I said to Leah, who was fiddling about in
the kitchen, trying to make us cocktails.


“Got it. It tastes almost like a proper one.”


She came out the kitchen and handed me what I think was meant to be a
mojito.


“Drink it,” she ordered. 


I took the drink and sniffed it.


“It’s not going to poison you.”


I needed a bit of liquid courage, so I took a sip. My eyebrows shot up. “It’s
good,” I said.


Leah nodded. “I told you. Listen: Just have a good time tonight. I don’t
know why you are so nervous. He’s hot, but so are you.”


“And that, Leah Thompson, is why I love you.”


She beamed. “Right back at you.”


I didn’t know why I was nervous. It wasn’t because I was about to have
dinner with a Roman god. Well, that wasn’t the whole reason. I guess I was just
so sick of trying to find the right guy and going through this process of
getting dressed up, flirting, touching, kissing. Sharing things and then being
hit with the inevitable realization that he wasn’t the right guy. It had just
been another waste of time. It was exhausting. I was sick of it.


Ethan definitely wasn’t the right guy. Way too smooth. Way too charming. Way
too 3,000 miles away. Way too …


The intercom buzzed and Leah answered.


“You look beautiful,” he said when I opened the door. He kissed me on the
cheek. What else could I do but let him? He was way too hot.


I’d dressed conservatively on purpose. I didn’t want him to think I was a
sure thing. Even though I was totally a sure thing, I didn’t have to dress like
it. I’d worn palazzo pants and a long-sleeved, silk, cream shirt. The concession
to sexiness was that shirt buttoned low so I couldn’t wear a bra with it. 


“Thanks. Let’s go.”


“Do you want to come in for a cocktail?” Leah shouted from behind me.


I shook my head. “No,” I shouted back.


“I wasn’t asking you,” she replied.


“Let’s go,” I said to Ethan, and he backed out the door as I grabbed my
clutch from the console table and I pulled the door behind us.


“Cocktail making isn’t a core skill for Leah,” I explained.


Ethan nodded. 


I felt his hand on my back as we waited for the elevator. 


“You look beautiful. Did you enjoy your afternoon?” he asked.


I nodded.


“Pretty Woman?”


I nodded again. 


“You? Did you have a good afternoon … constructing?”


Ethan laughed throatily. “I was a little distracted after seeing you at
lunchtime, but yes, it wasn’t bad.”


Way. Too. Smooth.


“Thanks for lunch,” I said quickly realizing I’d not thanked him sooner.


“It was my pleasure.”


“Thanks for dinner.”


He laughed again. “Don’t thank me yet. You might hate it.”


Ethan’s driver met us on the curb, and like the night before, I slipped
in and rolled down the window.


“You don’t like the air conditioning?”


“I like the cool. The breeze. Do you mind?” I asked.


He shook his head and looked at me as if he wanted to say something else.
I had to look away. His eyes, I’d forgotten how blue they were.


After a few moments he spoke, “It seems that you’re a little distracted.
Was I wrong to be so insistent about dinner?” 


I shook my head. “No, sorry.” I turned to look at him again. “You know.
It’s just.” I shrugged.


He drew his eyebrows together. “No, I don’t know. Tell me.”


“It’s just that there are rules, and yet here we are. And I want to be
here, but I don’t want to be here. Do you know what I mean?”


“Not really.” 


“I’m just sick of this cycle of disappointment I seem to be in. Hence the
rules.”


He turned my hand so my palm faced up, and then linked his fingers
through mine.







 


Ethan


It’s not that I’d never held a woman’s hand before, it was just that I’d
never felt the urge to hold a woman’s hand before. I wanted to touch
her, to soothe her, to take away the cloud that seemed to surround her. I just didn’t
know how.


“What cycle of disappointment? I’ve never had a problem getting it up, if
that’s what you’re worried about.”


Her head snapped around and she looked at me and laughed—a genuine, full,
unaffected laugh. “I believe that. Maybe you’re the fun I need,” she said
almost to herself.


“Maybe I am.”


“I’m sorry. I’ll be better company when we get to the restaurant, I
promise.”


“I don’t want you to be anything but yourself. You don’t have to put on
any act with me.” 


She stroked her thumb across my skin and I squeezed her hand.


We arrived at the restaurant sooner than I would have liked. I enjoyed
having her next to me in the car with no one around us. I was close to
suggesting we just go back to the hotel right now. But that would sound like I
wanted to get into her underwear, which of course I did, but it wasn’t just
that. I didn’t want to share her.


I knew instantly I’d chosen the wrong restaurant. We walked in and heads
turned toward us, straining to see who had just arrived. It didn’t suit her.
She wasn’t going to be impressed with seeing some powerful hedge fund guy or some
Hollywood actor. I’d gotten this totally wrong. Fuck.


We were showed to our table toward the back of the restaurant. I was
jumpy. I was very close to fucking this whole evening up.


“You ok?” she asked as we sat.


“Yeah, I guess.” 


“Sorry for going all Sylvia Plath in the car.” 


I laughed. “You don’t have to apologize. I just want you to be yourself.
I’m just a bit concerned this restaurant isn’t the right place for you.”


“Really?” she looked around. “It seems nice. You don’t like it?”


“It’s fine. I just don’t think it’s the type of place that I should have
brought you. I should have picked a better restaurant.”


“It looks plenty fancy enough.”


“That’s the point. It’s too much I think. You suit something …”


“You don’t think I’m worth taking somewhere fancy?” She was smiling but
it concealed an edge to her question. 


“I think you’re worth taking to the fanciest place in New York City. But
I’m not sure you’d like it as much as you’d like something a bit more relaxed.
Less pretentious.”


She raised her eyebrows at me. “I can do fancy,” she said simply.


A very nervous waiter came over and went through the menu with us. I
watched her as she smiled and nodded at him, trying to put him at ease. It was a
kind thing to do, and when he left he looked like he was a little bit in love
with her.


“What are you going to order?” I asked.


She was looking over my shoulder, not at the menu. She shrugged. “I’ll
have whatever you have.”


“You will?”


She nodded. “I hate menus. I hate the deciding, so I prefer not to look.”


“So now I have to order something I think you’ll like. Like a test.”


“God no, that’s awful—what kind of women do you normally date? Just order
what you want. It’ll be fine.”


“But if you don’t like it?”


“Then I won’t eat it, but I’m sure it’ll be fine. It’s not a test,
honestly.”


I ordered. Sea bass. I wouldn’t normally order fish, but women liked fish,
didn’t they? 


“I don’t date,” I said when the smitten waiter had taken our order. Or my
order for both of us.


“What?” 


“You asked me a question about the kind of women I normally date.” 


“Oh, yes. You don’t date?”


I shook my head.


“Oh, right. I can see there’s something of a monk about you.”


I laughed. “I didn’t say I was a monk. I said I didn’t date.”


“I’m not following you. You don’t like to call it dating?”


“Call what dating?”


“Dinner, drinks, back to your hotel. Do you live there?”


“No, I don’t live there. I just … book that suite sometimes.”


“Somewhere to stay with your non-dates?”


“I don’t stay there.” Why was I telling her this stuff?


“You’re talking in riddles.”


I took a deep breath. “I don’t do the dinner, drinks, dating thing
usually … or ever. I book the suite, I fuck in the suite, but I don’t stay
over.”


She looked at me but didn’t say anything.


I waited and she still didn’t say anything. Fucking hell. I knew I was
going to fuck this up. This restaurant. Telling her about my relationships, or
lack of them. What was I thinking? I should never have run into her at lunch.
This was a disaster.


“You haven’t said anything,” I reminded her.


“I don’t know what to say.” She gulped down half her glass of wine. “You
don’t need to woo me. I fucked you last night. I’ll fuck you again tonight. You
didn’t need to bring me to dinner. You don’t need to tell me that I’m different—that
you don’t normally sleep over, but you made an exception for me; that you don’t
normally take women to dinner, but you made an exception for me. I told you
last night. I don’t want the bullshit. I can take it if it’s only sex. That’s
all I want. I just want the truth.”


She took her napkin off her lap and pushed it onto the table and stood
up.


“Let’s go,” she said. “Let’s get to the bit where we’re fucking. That’s
what we’re here for. The rest of this is just bullshit.”


I reached across to her and circled my hand just above the wrist. “Sit
down. Please.” She looked beautiful. Unguarded. 


It hadn’t occurred to me that she’d think it was a line. But I guess she
didn’t know that I didn’t do that. I didn’t need to do that. She didn’t know
that I had a no-bullshit policy. Why would she? She’d been fucked over by a
series of douchebags full of lines like that. Why would I be any different?


She hesitated, but she sat down, her eyes fixed on the wine glass in
front of her. I grabbed the bottle from the bucket beside the table and shooed
away the waiter who came to assist. I topped up her glass.


“Thank you,” she said.


“I’m going to promise you something.” 


She shifted in her seat, uncomfortable. 


“I know you don’t want me to, but I’m going to do it, anyway. I’m going
to promise you that I’m not going to bullshit you. You can choose to believe me
or not. I’m not going to tell you that I’m going to tell you everything, but
everything I do say to you will be true. I like you. You’re funny and sexy and
amazing in bed. You’re here for a week. Then you’re gone. You’ve said you need
a little fun in your life and I’m happy to oblige. Why don’t we just hang out
for the week? We can have some fun and then say goodbye. No bullshit. No
promises. Just great sex and a few laughs.”


She looked at me for the first time since she sat down. I could tell she
was trying to think of a funny response. I grinned at her and she took a sip of
wine rather than grin back, although I could see the twitch at the corner of
her mouth. Wow, she was stubborn.


“Is that such a bad offer?”


“No bullshit,” she repeated.


“I promise. But that doesn’t mean I’m not going to pay you a compliment.”


“You can only do that if it’s not bullshit. Not because you think it’s
what I want to hear, or what you think you need to say to get me into bed.”


“Agreed.” I nodded. “You look beautiful tonight.”


“Fuck off,” she grinned.


“You do. Suck it up, buttercup.”
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Anna


Once we’d established our no-bullshit rule, I allowed myself to relax.
We’d laid it out there. I was here for a week. And I wanted some fun and some
good sex. No complications, no promises, no bullshit. He was easy company. And
easy on the eye, that was for sure. Was it possible to be as handsome as he was
without being a total douche? Well, he put on a good act, because he seemed
funny and charming and nice to the obviously very nervous waiter, despite the
fact he wouldn’t let him pour our wine. I was determined to just let myself
enjoy the here and now.


Dating back in London was never about the here and now. I was always
skipping ahead, fast forwarding the relationship in my head. Would my friends
like him? Would my parents like him? Could I live with his quirks? Would he be
a good father? It didn’t have to be like that with Ethan. It was only ever
going to be for a week, so I was forced to live in the moment.


“Shall we go and find a cocktail bar and an after dinner drink?” he
asked.


I shook my head. 


“No?”


I shook my head again. “I want to see you naked again.”


“Well that’s a coincidence. Because I want to see you naked again, too.”


He grinned and asked for the check.


Unlike the night before, our car journey this evening was full of
chatter. He seemed to know every building in New York City and pointed his
favorites out as we drove along. A couple times he pulled me toward him so I
could see better. 


It seemed we were headed back to Daniel’s apartment. “Where are we
going?”


“The hotel. Is that ok?”


I nodded. Had I hoped we would go back to his place? Maybe a little. But
it didn’t matter where we were going, because wherever it was I was going to
have the best—or the second best, after last night—sex of my life. He stroked
my cheek with his thumb and leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. It
seemed, romantic almost. He pulled away and put his hand around my shoulders
and pulled me closer.


When we got out the car, he held his hand for me and I took it and we
crossed the lobby as if we were a couple. As we got in the elevator, despite
being surrounded by other guests, my skin started to fizz. I knew what was
going to happen when we got up to his suite. The delay of only minutes felt too
much. I looked up at him, to try and see what he was thinking. He looked back
at me with darkened eyes and shook his head and looked away. 


“Don’t,” he said quietly and the fizz of my skin grew. His hand on my
hand was not enough. I needed to feel him.


As the last guests got off the elevator, the door hadn’t quite shut when
Ethan released my hand. For a brief moment I was confused, until he pushed me
against the wall of the elevator and kissed me hard. His tongue pushed straight
into my mouth, and his hands thrust into my hair, as if he couldn’t stop
himself. I reached around his neck, drawing him closer. He smelled so good. It
had been less than 24 hours since my body had been taken by him, but I felt
like it had been months. I felt a longing from somewhere, like it was never
going to be enough with him. 


He pulled at my clothes, releasing my shirt from my pants, and his hands
spread up and across my naked back.


He reached for my leg, drawing it around his waist and he pushed me
harder against the wall. I curled the other one around so he was holding me up.
I felt his erection against me, but there were too many layers between us. 


His mouth was still on mine, his tongue desperate and thrusting, when he
released me from the wall and carried me from the elevator. Then I felt another
wall behind me, and he pressed his hardness against me, making sure I knew he
was ready for me.


I needed his shirt off. I clawed at his collar, fumbling for the buttons,
his mouth having found my neck, nipping and sucking. Not gentle, but desperate
like he had to taste me.


I started to make my way down his shirt, undoing the buttons, when he
pulled away.


“We need to get in the room,” he whispered. “Or I’m going to fuck you
right here.”


I realized we were in the hallway, just outside the elevators. I’d
assumed we’d made it into the suite. I giggled and buried my head in his neck
as he pulled me off the wall and moved toward the door. I should have got down
from him. He should have released me, but I needed his body against mine. I
pulled him tighter to me as he opened the door. He strode down the hallway of
the suite and I pulled back slightly to look at him as he walked. He looked
purposeful and determined and I let out the tiniest sigh. He was so handsome.


“Fuck,” he said. “When you look at me like that, it does something to me.
It flicks a switch in me.”


I felt my back against the mattress as he leaned over me and I relaxed my
hold on him.


“Seriously. Naked. Right now,” he said as he went for the zipper to my
trousers, tugging at it. I pushed his fingers away and took over and he reached
for the buttons on my blouse. “Look at your gorgeous tits,” he said as he
spread my blouse open. “I need you right now,” he said as he fumbled for his
own zipper.


“So take me. I’m yours to have. You have my body for a week.”


I shrugged off my blouse and kicked off my pants as he finished
undressing and found a condom. He crawled up my body, pressing his flesh
against mine. 


“You’re mine to have,” he repeated to me as he thrust into me. My legs
parted farther and my knees drew up either side of him at the feel of him, as
if trying to make more room for him. He watched me and my reaction. For a
second, I couldn’t make a sound; I was so caught up in the sheer feel of him
inside me. And then from the back of my throat I heard myself groan.


“Oh, that’s it baby. Take it all,” he said as he thrust into me again.
Long, hard, pounding strokes.


“Ethan. Ethan. Ethan,” I screamed.


I felt myself clench around him and I dug my fingernails into shoulders.
Oh god, he needed to slow down. I wasn’t ready for this. I wasn’t ready to feel
this so quickly. My hands grabbed at his arms and then started to push at his
chest. 


“Ethan. Slow down. I can’t.” But he kept me there, pushing into me,
deeper and deeper and deeper. “I’m going to...” I couldn’t get my words out
before I felt myself falling, and there I was floating, feeling nothing and
everything as my orgasm washed over me. 


I opened my eyes. Ethan had stilled and was watching me. “You look so
incredible when you come. You feel so incredible when you come.”


“For you.”


“For me,” he repeated and started his rhythm again, and I saw the moment
his orgasm started and spread through his body. God, he was sexy. He was my Sex
God.


He rolled off me and went into the bathroom, and I climbed under the
sheets and lay back on the bed.


“I thought it might have been a fluke,” he said when he came back into
the bedroom.


I sat up on my elbows and looked at him.


“Last night. Me coming like a teenager. I thought it must have been
fluke. But it’s you, Miss Anna.” He crawled over me and kissed me on the nose
and lay down on the other side of me. “Come here,” he said, inviting me to
scoot into the crook of his arm.







 


Ethan


Her skin was amazing. It glided over mine like warm silk. I liked stroking
it and I liked it touching me. Her leg was hooked over mine and her hand rested
on my chest. I’d just come like a teenager. Jesus, what was with that? It was
the look on her face that pushed me over the edge a few minutes ago. It was the
way she tried to resist her climax for a few seconds before giving into it and
opening herself up entirely to me. It was like I could see everything about her
when she came. All there, laid bare. Fuck, I could feel myself hardening again.
I reached across to cup her ass.


“What are you thinking about?” she asked.


“You.” 


“You liar.”


“I told you, no bullshit.” My hand dipped and her leg inched up. I sat up
and pushed her gently onto her back, leaned over to her and took one of her
nipples. It pebbled in my mouth and she moaned. So reactive. I felt her hands
in my hair, urging me on. I wanted to taste her. All of her. I moved lower,
trailing kisses down to her stomach, across to her hipbone, and she shuddered.
She was ready again. She wanted it as much as I wanted it, and that realization
was the biggest fucking turn on. I delved my tongue into her folds and I held
her knees out, giving me the best fucking view. She looked so incredible lying
there, disheveled, only just recovered from having my dick bring her to her
first orgasm, but still ready for my tongue to take her to her next. She wanted
it. She wanted me. I heard myself groan and she arched off the bed. I thrust
two fingers into her and circled.


“Hold still, Miss Anna. I’m going to make you come so hard, you’re going
to forget yourself.”


She answered with a moan. It was the only answer I needed. My tongue
found her nub and pressed flat and hard before circling. She thrust her hips
off the mattress, pushing herself into my mouth. I pushed her back down and my
tongue replaced my fingers and I tasted deep inside her. She tasted just like
honey. I couldn’t get enough.


I could tell she was close when she twisted to try and escape me. I
reached up and found her hands, then took her wrists and held them under her
ass. That was the perfect angle for me—it held her still. I kept sucking and
tasting and licking until I felt her tiny shudders. I could tell she was almost
there.


“Ethan,” she cried. I wasn’t sure if it was a cry of pleasure or pain.
Either way, I was in control of it. I could bring her over the edge or leave
her right there. Fuck, my dick was throbbing. The power I felt. I increased the
pressure of my tongue and there it was. She was over. She held her breath as
she came, for so long, as if she forgot everything else. I released her hands
and they went straight to my hair as I sucked the last remaining waves of her
orgasm from her. Jesus, my cock ached for her.


I lay beside her, propped up on one elbow, and watched her as she came around.
Her eyes eventually opened and she looked at me.


She absentmindedly stroked my chest. “You have magic in your touch.” She
said it in a way that let me believe I was the only one who could do that do
her. That only I could make her body respond that way. Fuck, I wanted her
again, badly. Before I had the chance to grab her and push my cock into her,
she rolled out of bed and went into the bathroom.


I lay flat on my back, staring at the ceiling. If I died now, after
tasting her and fucking her, I’d feel like I’d achieved something in my life.
Fuck my job—making her come like that was the biggest fucking thrill.


As she came from the bathroom, she looked at me and then down to my hard-on,
which I quickly covered with a sheet. I was constantly ready to go around her;
it was verging on embarrassing.


I moved up the bed, rested against the headboard, and held my arm out for
her to lie next to me. But instead, she took my hand in hers to steady herself
as she climbed astride me, her eyes never leaving mine. She leaned forward,
pushing her pussy back along the length of my cock, and pulled my bottom lip
between her teeth.


I sat up, grabbed her face in my hands, and kissed her hard on the lips,
pushing my tongue through to meet hers. She responded, her mouth open and ready—just
like her. She trailed her fingers up my sides so lightly, with such a contrast
to the heat and passion I felt from her, the way she moved above me, that it
was as if those fingers told me something more, something deeper about her. 


Jesus. How did she do that, open herself up to me like that? Without even
realizing. But I knew. And I knew then that I had to be careful with her. She
was feisty and passionate, but also gentle, sweet, and breakable.


I moved my hands to her magnificent tits. They were just fucking perfect.
Natural, firm, not too big, and it felt like they were made for me. I felt
harder than ever. I looked across to the bedside table. She followed my eyes
and reached over for a condom, which she handed to me. After fumbling around
like a 15-year-old, I placed my hands back on her hips and pulled her onto me.
I loved having her above me like that, pushing down at her own pace. Her eyes
left mine and to watch me move in and out of her. I tilted her chin so she looked
at me again.


“You like to watch that?” I asked.


She nodded.


“Tell me,” I said.


She hesitated. For a moment I thought I’d pushed her too far.


“I like to see your dick fucking me.”


“Jesus,” I groaned. My cock was throbbing and I was aware of every inch
of her clamped around me. My hands dug into her hips as I tried to get deeper,
quicker. She responded and moved with me to speed up her rhythm and pressed her
nails into my shoulders as her head fell back. God, she was so sexy. I was
going to make her come again. I wasn’t sure if it was the feeling of fucking
her or watching her getting fucked, but I wasn’t going to last long. Not
breaking our perfect movements, I reached down and my thumb found her clitoris.
Instinctively, she backed away and I tried to hold her in place.


“No,” she gasped.


“Yes, baby. Let me make you come.”


“I can’t, not again.”


“You can and you will.” And I flipped her to her back and drove into her.


“Ethan. Please. Harder.”


That was it. I was done for. I pushed my thumb back to her clitoris and
roughly rounded the bag of nerves as I kept up my rhythm. Her hips tilted up to
meet my hand and my dick, driving me harder into her, just as she wanted. I
felt my orgasm begin to rumble at the base of my spine. I kept my eyes open,
wanting to see it on her face as well. Just a split second later, there it was,
her eyes shut lazily, I felt her breathing stop, and I relaxed and allowed my
climax to take me over.


I collapsed on top of her, totally spent and totally needing more from
her. 


I could fuck her forever. What? 


I pulled out and went into the bathroom to dispose of the condom. I
needed to clear my head. Shake it off. I splashed some water on my face and
looked in the mirror. 


I don’t do complicated, I reminded myself.


When I opened the door to the bedroom, she was sat on the edge of the bed
and was pulling her shirt on.


“Are you leaving?” I asked. How long had I been in the bathroom?


“I was cold, but yeah, maybe I should go.” I was a dick. She wasn’t
leaving, and now it looked as if I was thinking she should. She hadn’t said it
as a question, but her eyes were asking. I didn’t answer. I wasn’t sure what my
answer would be.


She looked away and stood up, her eyes going to the floor, looking for
her things. I walked up to her and drew her to my chest. Her hands hung limply
by her side. She was upset—upset with me—and I hated myself for it.


“Stay,” I said into her neck.


“I should go.” 


“I want to wake up with you tomorrow.” No bullshit. It was what I wanted.


“Just a week,” she said. I wasn’t sure if she was talking to me or
herself as she unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders.


I didn’t push her to explain. “Let’s get you into bed if you’re cold.” I
walked her backward into the bed and guided her under the covers. “You need
body heat to warm you, beautiful,” I said as I pulled her back to my front and
fit her perfectly into my body. “Sleep.”
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Anna


There was a distinct giddiness about my mood as I let myself back into
Daniel’s flat the following morning. I had woken up to Ethan trailing kisses
along my body. He told me he was hungry and that he wanted to taste my honey.
Who was I to argue? I loved the way he was so keen to make me come. 


There was something about him that was almost addictive. I couldn’t get
enough of his body, his touch. If someone said that I could trade any hope of a
normal existence and spend the rest of my life in that bed with him, I think
I’d sign on the dotted line. Even now, twenty minutes since I last saw him, I
wanted him again. And who was he? He was a stranger to me, and I to him. But I
think part of him knew me better than anyone else. The way he looked at me,
through me, and right into the center of me. Somehow, that ability to see me in
a way others didn’t meant he could do things with my body that no one could. No
one had.


Leah was right. It was impossible to think about anything else, and Ben in
particular, while I was with Ethan. Maybe I could fly to New York every time I
got heartbroken. Ethan was almost worth getting heartbroken for.


***


“Are you mad?” I asked Leah as we sat down at a table at a coffee shop on
Prince Street.


“What about?”


“Me spending time with Ethan.”


“Yes, I’m super-mad that you are happy and having fun and being
distracted from Ben the Bastard while I get to have super-hot and very loud sex
with my super-hot and very loud boyfriend.”


“Well, when you put it like that.”


“Are you seeing him again tonight?”


“Err.” How had we left it? He had dropped me at Daniel’s on his way to
work, but he’d left some of his stuff in the suite; he was in a fresh suit this
morning, not wearing the same clothes from last night like I was. But he’d just
kissed me and told me he’d see me later. “We didn’t make any plans,” I said,
trying to sound breezy but I felt a pit in my stomach. I hoped that wasn’t it.
I hoped I would see him again. I reached into my bag and to find my phone.
Nothing.


“Daniel has this reception thing at the hotel tonight and I said I would
go with him. You should come.”


“Sounds fun.” I was trying to seem enthusiastic.


“But if Ethan calls, then go do your thing.”


I smiled tightly. I shouldn’t want to see him this badly. “You are the
most awesome friend in the world.”


“Uh uh.” Leah shook her head. “No, that title belongs to you.”


My phone rattled against the table.


SG: What are you wearing?


A warm spread across my chest at his text and I laughed.


“Ethan?” Leah asked and I nodded as I typed a response. 


Me: My oldest jeans, and a T-shirt with a hole under the arm. Super sexy.


SG: You’d make a garbage bag look super sexy.


Me: Shut up.


SG: No bullshit.


SG: I can leave work by 6 p.m. tonight. Meet me at the hotel?


I laughed. He was all for getting down to business. No dinner and drinks
tonight. Well, it was fun, not romance that I signed up for.


Me: Only if you promise to be naked when I arrive.


SG: You drive a hard bargain. See you then.


I looked up to find Leah looking at me and my wide grin. She wiggled her
eyebrows. “We need to go underwear shopping.”


“We do?”


“We need to get something to seduce our sexy men with.”


“Well, A, he’s not my man, and B, I think he’s a sure thing. But ok,
let’s go.”


Leah took me to an amazing lingerie boutique. She’d been there before
when shopping alone in New York, thinking of ways to distract Daniel. She
warned me it could be expensive, but assured me it was worth every penny. When
we walked in and were handed a glass of champagne, I knew there was some
serious money going to be spent. 


Going through the racks I realized I hated shops like this. There was not
a single item in the boutique that I didn’t want to try on. As I started to
select items, an assistant took them to a changing room. Dangerous. I couldn’t
remember how many I’d selected.


“Hey,” Leah loud-whispered at me. “Come look.” She held up a bra that I
could sue the owner of the boutique for misrepresentation over. It was no more
than a few strips of material, none of which would cover an actual breast.


“Kinky,” I said.


“I have this one. It always goes down well … or ensures Daniel does.”


“Leah Thompson. I’m shocked. I thought you were going to be a virgin
until your wedding night.”


We both giggled.


My eyes darted to the rack next to her. This was clearly the kinky
section. I picked up even more things to try on and finally made it to the
changing rooms.


I could imagine Ethan ripping off everything I tried on. That was a good
thing, but an expensive thing. The beautifully soft lighting that made me feel
like Heidi Klum didn’t help. I tried a very simple black bra and panties, which
were entirely sheer. I loved them and decided I had to have them. I was sure
Ethan would love them, too. I grabbed my bag to find my phone so I could text
him and tell him what I was doing, and then the champagne suggested that
showing him might be even more fun. I arranged myself so I was leaning on my
side in front of the mirror, one hand reaching up against the wall. I then
snapped a photo. Was I really going to do this? I typed out a message.


Me: I’m doing a little retail therapy. What are you up to?


I hadn’t even changed into the next set when my phone buzzed.


SG: Charge it to my card and don’t take it off. Wear them tonight. I’m in
an all-day meeting and now I’m hard and want to be inside you.


Shivers rippled across my body and my nipples tightened under the sheer
fabric. I wanted him inside me, too.


I chose three sets. One had a bra and bustier, so maybe that might count
as four. Oh, and then there was the corselette and the teddy. Shit. I wasn’t going
to let him pay and I wasn’t sure my credit card could handle it, but it would
be worth it to see his face when I wore them. Would I get to wear them all
by the end of the week?







 


Ethan


The meeting I was in was a total waste of time. Clients moaned about
lawyers’ fees but loved wasting our time. I considered announcing that I would
double our rates if this meeting went for more than another 30 minutes. I
wanted to get out of here. It was coming up to 5 p.m. and I had much better
things to be doing with my time than listening to this old guy complain that he
was going to make $5 million less than he was expecting on the deal we were all
killing ourselves to make happen. I headed to the counter with the coffee and
poured myself a cup. I glanced around to make sure nobody was nearby and found
Anna’s text. She looked incredible. Her eyes were naughty, but her pose a
little coy. She managed to do sexy and sweet at the same time. How was that
even possible? I couldn’t wait to see her in that underwear and then peel it
off her.


Finally our meeting wrapped up and I headed back to my office.


“I have 19 messages from Mr. Dillon and then about 200 from BoNY,” Susie
said as I walked past her into my office.


“Fuck, what does Dillon want?”


“Something about an article in the FT. I had a look but couldn’t find
anything.”


“Shit. I’ll call him from the car.”


“Where are you going?”


“I’m leaving for the day. Unless there’s a fucking apocalypse, I’m not answering
my phone.”


“Is everything ok?” Susie asked. She looked concerned, like I was unwell
or something.


“Fine. I’m just taking the night off.”


“Is your sister ok?”


Susie had worked for me for nearly ten years. And over the course of that
decade, the only time I dropped things at work was for my sister. And then
there was tonight, with Anna.


“Yeah, she’s fine. I just have a friend in town who I really want to
catch up with. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


I headed out the door and down the elevators to flag a cab. No need for
my driver tonight. We weren’t going out. I could feel the blood in my veins and
I could hear my heartbeat. Just the thought of her on her way to meet me had my
body reacting. I checked my watch. I wanted to make sure I arrived before she
did. I had a promise to keep.


***


I’d left a key at reception for her so she didn’t have to knock.


I still had my watch on and it was telling me it was 6:10. Where was she?
I heard a rustling in the lock and grinned and shifted on my seat. Was she
going to think I was a total dick? I was sitting at the dining room table,
naked apart from my tie, my legs on the chair beside me, one knee bent.


She saw me as soon as she walked into the room and just stood still. The
sight of her almost made me forget my line.


“How was your day, dear?” I asked, looking at her and adjusting my tie.


She looked beautiful in some kind of long t-shirt that was too short for
other men to see her in. She didn’t take her eyes off me. Shit, was she going
to respond? Her face broke out into a wide grin. 


“I like your tie.” She walked toward me, dropping her bag on the floor.


“I wore it for you,” I said as she sat on my lap.


“You are my favorite person in the whole world right now. For this week.”


I swallowed. Fuck. I felt winded and full of … something—light, warmth. I
wasn’t sure. I grabbed her ass and brought her closer to me and she buried her
face in my neck.


“You’re my favorite person in the whole world right now too.” 


“How do you know Pretty Woman so well?” she asked, pulling away
from my neck so she could look at me.


“I have an older sister. I know every fucking line from that movie.”


“Sounds like I’d like your sister.” She blushed and put her head back in
my neck. I stroked her back.


“Yes, I think you would. She’d like you, too. She lives in London,
actually.”


“She does? Have you visited?”


“Yes, last year when their daughter was born.”


“Oh,” she said quietly. I wanted to see inside her head, see the question
she didn’t ask me. She could ask me anything. I wanted her to ask me
everything.


“I have a present for you.” Her mood shifted from quiet to excited and I
found myself grinning at her as she leapt off my lap. She turned so her back
was facing me and reached for the hem of her t-shirt and stripped it off in one
swift movement.


Fuck me. I was faced with her perfect ass wrapped in a black silk bow. I
was speechless. Maybe it was my lack of reaction that caused her to spin around
to see if I was watching. I watched the bow disappear as she revealed what
looked like a normal pair of panties. My eyes met another black silk bow
wrapping up her perfect tits. 


Fuck. 


Best. Gift. Ever.


“Your gift to me is your body?”


She nodded and blushed again as I stood in front of her.


“And I can do what I like with it?”


She nodded.


“You are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. All my Christmases just came
at once.”


“Ethan,” she scolded.


“No fucking bullshit.” I bent down and threw her over my shoulder and
carried her into the bedroom. “Let’s get you unwrapped.”


I put her down on the bed and watched her watching me. Something shifted.
I wanted her, but it wasn’t just lust I felt. I reached to her chest and pulled
the ends of the bow to reveal my gift, keeping my eyes on her. As I felt the
material loosen, my eyes went to her chest just as her beautiful skin was
revealed. Her nipples were puckered and waiting, as if they were being offered
up to me. I couldn’t resist.


“Jesus, beautiful. You look amazing.” I dipped my head and grazed her
nipple between my teeth. “You taste amazing.” She arched her back and I slipped
what was left of her bra off her shoulders, running my hands down her back. “You
feel amazing.”
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Anna


I lay half-exhausted on my stomach. Ethan was in the bathroom, disposing
of the second condom of the evening. Jesus. I’d never wanted a man physically
in the way I wanted him. Of course I’d desired men before, but not like this. I
wanted to give him everything.


“You are wearing a very sexy look, Miss Anna,” he said as he came from the
bathroom. I opened my eyes.


“I’m sure I look thoroughly disheveled.”


“You do. You wear it well. I like that I caused it.”


I grinned.


“Let’s get you some dinner.”


“I’m not hungry.” 


“You have to eat. Do you want to stay in and order room service?”


“You want to go out?” I turned and sat up on my elbows.


“You wanna go out?” he asked.


“I asked you first.”


He sighed.


“I don’t mind. You choose,” I said.


“I don’t want to share you with anyone tonight.”


My stomach flipped over once, then twice, and I grinned. “Well, my body
is yours, so I guess we’re staying in.”


After finally negotiating with Ethan that I was allowed to wear a robe
while we ate, room service knocked at the door and I quickly went to the
bathroom to try and stem the tide of mascara that was trying to escape from my
eyelashes down my face. He was right, I did look disheveled. I took a hairbrush
from my bag and tried to improve the situation.


“Anna,” he called.


I splashed some water on my face and then wandered into the living space.
Wow. He’d turned the lights down and there were just a few candles flickering
on the dining table. The lights of the city illuminated our feast. There was
music playing. I bet he’d wooed a few women in this suite like this. I sighed,
but couldn’t help but grin at him as I took my place kitty corner to him so we
were both facing the view of the park.


Ethan had ordered for us both, so it was a surprise when he unveiled
risotto and poured some crisp cool white wine into our glasses. He sat back and
looked at me and patted my legs, and then lifted them up so they were resting
on his lap, being soothed by his hands. 


“A girl could get used to this.” Shit, I hadn’t meant to say that aloud. 


He grinned at me.


“Sorry. I just meant that I feel very spoiled, and it’s lovely. Thank
you.”


He nodded. “You deserve it. You did bring me a great gift this evening.”


“You seemed to have fun with it,” I replied, trying to be nonchalant.


“I did. You as well, I hope.”


“Always. You …” I shook my head.


“What?” he asked.


“It’s just you seem to know exactly what my body needs and wants. No one
has, ever… Not like you.” I wished I could have sewn up my mouth right then. Shut
up, Anna.


He smiled at me and then focused on his plate, stroking my legs in his
lap as he ate his risotto. I stirred mine.


“I’m supposed to go to the Hamptons this weekend with Andrew and Mandy.”


And there it was: his excuse to get out of Dodge. I’d said too much. Fuck,
Anna. No complications, remember?


“Cool.” I continued to stare at my food.


“Will you come with me?” he asked, and my stomach twisted and spun.


I looked at him sideways to see if maybe I’d heard him wrong.


“We could get out of the city and spend the weekend together before you
go back to London.”


I wanted to say yes. I really wanted to say yes, but I could feel
myself opening up to him. I could feel my guard coming down, and he was peering
across the threshold, about to step inside. In normal circumstances between two
normal people, that might have been a good thing, but we were supposed to be
just having fun. I was getting over someone else. He wasn’t meant to be the guy
that got to know me, that took me away for weekends, that gave me more orgasms
in the past three days than I’d ever had in my life. He was meant to be
uncomplicated fun. This felt like it was verging on complicated.


“Jesus, I can see the cogs in your brain working at a million miles an
hour. What are you thinking? No bullshit.”


“I’m thinking I don’t know you.”


“I’ll tell you anything you want to know, but you’ll have to tell me some
stuff first.” 


I pursed my lips at him. “Go on,” I said.


“First, you tell me your name.” 


I nodded. “And?”


“And then second, you come to the Hamptons this weekend.”


“Anything else?”


“You tell me about what or who you’re escaping.”


“What do you mean?” 


“The guy. The guy before New York.”


I started to remove my legs from his lap, but he dropped his fork to his
plate and held them where they were.


“I’m not sure I want to know you that badly,” I said under my breath.


“The construction thing is bullshit, I have an older sister, I work too
hard, I’ve slept with too many women and mushrooms are my favorite food.”


 


“So now, you have to tell me,” he said.


“My name?” I asked staring at my plate. I took a deep breath. “Anna. No
bullshit.”


“But I chose your name.” He sounded confused. I stayed silent, playing
with my risotto. “I chose your real name?” I could tell he was looking
at me, but I couldn’t bring myself to look up.


“Like you knew me before you met me,” I said so quietly I almost couldn’t
hear myself.


“I think I did,” he said.


 







 


Ethan


I was thrown off balance by Anna’s revelation. It felt like it meant
something—something big—and that made me feel fucking uncomfortable. It was new
territory for me. I didn’t do meaning or anything big. I stared at my plate.
Fuck.


“Tell me about the guy.” I wanted to know, and I needed the distraction
from my own thoughts.


“Tell you what?”


“What happened that made you need to get away. To have these rules.” 


“You know what we need?” She jumped up from the table and dived into her
bag. She retrieved an iPod.


She wasn’t going to be pushed.


“An '80s dance-off.”


I couldn’t help but grin at her. “I would say that that’s exactly what we
don’t need.”


She bent over the iPod station until music blared. She spun around, her
eyes bright in expectation. “Come on, dance with me.” Her hands flew up in the
air and she started to jump up and down. “I love this one.” 


It was Duran Duran, I was pretty sure. I did not love it, but I
enjoyed watching her love it, even though she was dancing like a complete lunatic.


I stood and folded my arms as I watched her, determined that I wouldn’t
join in. She came over and grabbed at my robe. I laughed at her as she dragged
me a few feet toward the music. “I’m not dancing to this shit.” 


“Dancing is the best distraction there is,” she said as she spun around
and continued to jump and move in front of me. After a few minutes the music
faded and the beginning of another song, a better song, drifted between us. It
was Chaka Khan’s classic, Ain’t Nobody. Her laughter faded and she
turned and started to walk toward the music. “What about some Blondie?”


My arms unfolded and stopped her and I turned her around and pulled her toward
me.


“Dance with me,” I said pulling her arms up around my neck, then sliding
mine around her waist and moving to the music. The beat was sensual and yearning.
I’d forgotten how much I liked this song and I liked dancing to it with her.
I’d not danced with a woman since high school. I didn’t often listen to music
anymore, but listening to this I wondered why. The music matched my mood
completely and the voice was telling me everything I wished Anna would say to
me. Jesus. I was fucked.


Her head rested on my chest and I pressed my lips to her hair. We stayed
like that until the song drifted out and something I didn’t recognize replaced
it. 


“Ethan,” she whispered against my chest and I squeezed her tighter to me.
“Take me to bed.”


***


“So this weekend, we’ll leave Friday lunchtime,” I said as I emerged from
the bathroom after disposing of another condom.


“I haven’t said I’ll come with you.”


“But you said your body was mine.”


“I lied.”


“You did not.” I dived back into bed and dragged her back toward me,
wrapping my arms around her waist.


“I tell you I’m a liar and you don’t believe me?”


“Nope.”


“You’re crazy.”


“I’m not. I just know you.” She couldn’t hide anything from me. I knew
that now. “Do you want to pick you up from Armitage’s apartment?”


“I have to speak to Leah. I came to New York to spend time with her, and
anyway, I’m not so sure that it’s a good idea if I come with you.”


I didn’t say anything. I wanted her to want to come with me. I didn’t
want to have to convince her. She wriggled around in my arms to face me.


“Do you know what I mean?” she asked.


I laughed. “No. Why don’t you just cut the bullshit and say what you
mean.” 


She kicked me and I wrapped my legs around hers so she couldn’t do it
again.


“I just mean that, you know, this … the hot sex we’re having … Our week
of fun, I’m not sure how it translates to a weekend away in the Hamptons and
meeting your friends and not having hot sex because we’re down the hall from these
people I’ve never met.”


I pushed her back around so her back was against me again. “Oh, now we’re
getting to it. I’m not worth the effort if you’re not going to get your rocks
off,” I said. She giggled and I maneuvered my hardening dick against the crease
in her perfect ass. 


“Like you could handle it. You’re ready to go again, Sex God.”


“I’m always ready around you. And anyway, it’s not a problem because we’re
staying at my sister’s, and Andrew and Mandy will be at their place. We can
still fuck like rabbits.”


She pushed back on my dick, increasing the friction. I reached down to
her pussy. Her breathing quickened as my fingers found her clit.


“And don’t you think it sounds a bit— Oh god, yes.”


“Sounds a bit what, beautiful?” I stilled my hand and she quickly
placed her hand over mine and started moving my fingers. 


“Don’t stop,” she breathed. Fuck, this woman was insatiable. “Sounds a
bit … oh God … against the rules.” 


“Game’s changed, baby.” I hooked her leg up and back over mine and
grabbed a condom, tearing it open with my fingers and mouth, trying not to
waste another second, and I sank into her. It felt like home. It felt like the
first time. I was going to come in about ten seconds if I didn’t concentrate. I
slowed my pace and nibbled along her shoulder, my fingers circling and pushing.
The sounds she made told me she was close. I realized I knew this about her and
it made me want her more.


“Look at me. I want to see your face,” I said.


She turned her shoulders and her eyes met mine. They were full of lust
and confusion and questions. 


“Feel this?” I asked as I drove into her. She nodded. “No one else can
make you feel like this, can they, Anna?” Her hand came to my shoulder and she
shook her head. “Tell me.”


“No one makes me feel like you do.” And as she said it she clenched
around me and her breath held. She was there and I couldn’t hold back for a
second longer. I increased my pace, pushing myself closer to her, closer to my
climax, and then exploded into her.
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Anna


“What are your plans for the day?” Ethan asked me as he came out of the
bathroom after his shower.


“Sleep.” I was exhausted. The frequent interruptions to my sleep were
welcome, but I could quite happily spend the day in bed snoozing.


“You’re not staying in bed if I’m not there with you.”


“Are you always this cheerful in the mornings? It’s annoying,” I huffed
and turned over away from him.


“You’re cute when you’re sleepy and grumpy.”


“Go to work.”


I felt the mattress dip on my side of the bed and his hand stroked my
ass. “I might have to work late tonight.” My stomach twisted. “Did you hear
me?”


I sat up and nodded, pulling my knees to my chest. He looked at me. “Do
you have plans? Tonight? I mean later?” 


I shrugged. I’d kinda assumed that I’d see him tonight. He’d become a
habit in just a few days.


“You could stay here tonight, and then we could go up to the Hamptons
first thing Friday.”


“You don’t have to work Friday?”


“I can do some calls from the car on the way up there. I should be able
to manage a day off.”


“Ok,” I said. I was half-delighted, half-terrified. I wanted to spend the
day with him Friday. I wanted to spend as much time with him as possible before
I left, and I was terrified about that. I didn’t want to want that. I’d
promised myself I wouldn’t want a man again. 3,000 miles apart after Monday
should do it. I took a deep breath. “I’m in.”


“I knew I’d wear you down,” he said grinning at me.


“I just feel sorry for you, that’s all.”


He pulled my legs away from my chest and climbed over me, pinning my arms
above my head. “What did you say?”


“I feel sorry for you.” He dipped his head to my neck and started to suck
as I started to giggle. “I know you must have been having a drought before I
came along. How long had it been? Five, six years?”


“Since a woman took pity on me and let me fuck her?” he asked and I
laughed and tried to break my wrists free of his hands as his mouth tracked
lower and started to suck again. “Since a woman let me give her three, four,
five orgasms a night?” 


“Since a woman came back for seconds.” 


He let go of my wrists and moved off me. 


“Hey, are you going to finish what you started?” I asked, propping myself
up on my elbows.


“I have to get to work. Stop distracting me,” he said as pulled a tie on.
He smiled, but I could detect that his mood had shifted. 


“Sorry,” I said, trying to meet his eyes. 


He nodded. I was joking. He must know I was joking.


I crawled out of bed and put on a robe as Ethan gathered his wallet and
keys. I followed him to the door of the suite.


“Go do something cultural,” he said as he opened the door. Then he
turned, kissed me on the forehead, and left.


Fear unfurled in my stomach. I wasn’t quite sure of the cause. Fear of
not seeing him again, fear that I’d hurt his feelings, fear of going with him
to the Hamptons, fear of complications, fear of going back to London.


I stood under the shower trying to decide whether to text him when my
phone started to ring. I leapt out of the shower. It must be Ethan letting me
know about plans tonight. I hoped it would Ethan letting me know about plans
tonight. 


It was Leah. I pressed Accept and hooked the phone under my chin while I
grabbed a towel to wrap around me.


“Hey, I have a fun-packed day planned. I got those tickets for Book of
Mormon and I thought we could go do the Empire State this morning. How long are
you going to be?” 


“Oh, great. You got those tickets. That’s awesome.”


“Don’t worry. It’s the matinee. It won’t interrupt your holiday romance.”


“There’s no romance, Leah. And anyway, it wouldn’t interrupt anything. I
don’t think we’re seeing each other tonight.” I wasn’t sure if we were seeing
each other tonight. How did we leave it? Fuck. This wasn’t supposed to be
complicated.


“Oh. Are you ok?”


“Of course. We’re not attached at the hip. It was just a fling. Nothing
complicated.”


“Was?”


“I don’t know. I’ll be ready in 15 minutes. Shall I meet you somewhere?”


We agreed to meet in line at the Empire State Building. I pulled on my
jeans and a t-shirt and combed my wet hair. There was no point in blow drying
it in this humidity. I’d leave it to frizz. I’d brought a few more things with
me last night, thinking I may be staying tonight as well but I was careful to
collect everything. I didn’t know if I’d be back. Before I left I took out my
phone and snapped a couple of photos of the view. God it was amazing. Worth
every penny this ginormous suite must have cost. When I grew up and won the
lottery, I was going to live here.


Leah waved at me from the entrance to the ticket hall.


“There isn’t much of a queue.”


“Who’d have thought it? It’s 8-frigging-15 a.m. on a random Thursday in
July. Of course there isn’t much of a queue.” I hadn’t realized how early it
was until I was in the cab on the way to meet Leah.


“Alright, grumpy knickers. I’m just trying to make sure we squeeze
everything in. I want to make sure it’s not just the New York men you get to
experience.”


I rolled my eyes at Leah and then leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.
“Sorry.”


Without the queues we got to the top quickly and without the pushing and
shoving that the crowds would inevitably bring later. The view of the park was
almost surreal. Unlike from the hotel, where the view was lower, you could see
the whole thing—as if a slice of somewhere else had been picked up and planted
in amongst the buildings and bustle of the city. 


“So you’re not seeing him tonight?” Leah interrupted my thoughts that for
just the twenty seconds before hadn’t been full of Ethan.


“I’m not sure. We were and he invited me to the Hamptons, and then it got
weird, and now I’m not sure.”


“Wait, he invited you to the Hamptons?”


“Oh, yes. Sorry. I was going to speak to you to see if you would mind if
I went. I guess it doesn’t matter now.”


“Of course I don’t mind. You should go. I’m sure it’s fine. He didn’t
uninvite you, did he?”


I shook my head. No, not yet. That would come later … I was sure of it.


 







 


Ethan


I’d officially grown a vagina. 


Make that two vaginas. I was becoming a vagina farmer. What the fuck was
the matter with me? It stung when she said that women didn’t want to sleep with
me more than once. I mean, I knew it wasn’t true, but the fact that she might
think that. A vagina farmer. Fuck.


She was the greatest lay I’d ever had and I had to wear her down to spend
the weekend with me. That stung, too. That was it. I needed to kick some ass
and take some names. I wanted to get this work done so I could fuck her out of
my system. Just after I had another look at that sexy-as-hell text she’d sent
me of her in her underwear. 


I worked like a maniac all day. I was sure that my associate was on the
verge of quitting two or three times. I could see the panic in his eyes as I
piled more and more work onto him, but I was too busy to think about it. He
said that he wanted more responsibility, so he shouldn’t fucking whine when I
gave it to him. I was going to have to look over various documents over the
weekend, but I was going to be able to get out of the office. My biggest client
was on vacation, which couldn’t have come at a better time. I looked at my
watch. Jesus. How was it 6 p.m. already? Would she be at the hotel by now or
was she spending the evening with Armitage’s girlfriend? Had she said? I
checked my cell for messages but there was nothing.


Me: Hey sexy. What are you wearing?


Nothing. For thirty minutes.


Anna: Hey.


Hey?


Me: Are you at the hotel?


Anna: No.


Me: When will you be there? Make sure you bring your case so we can get
straight off in the morning.


Anna: Later. Okay.


Me: Let me know when you’re at the hotel. I should be back by midnight.


Three hours later and I’d just come off the least useful conference call
in my career. At least it hadn’t generated more work. The ball was in the court
of the Chinese. We had the weekend off.


Back at my desk, I checked my phone.


Anna: At the hotel bar.


The text was sent over an hour ago. The hotel bar, for Christ’s sake? It
was close to 9:30. No doubt a million sleazy guys had hit on her. 


Me: On your own?


Anna: You haven’t died then. 


Me: On your own?


Anna: I’m making new friends.


New friends? New friends with dicks? My fists clenched. Jesus. I was
going to end up in prison by the end of the weekend if I wasn’t careful. I put
some papers together quickly and left the office earlier than I should have.


***


I saw her as soon as I entered the bar. She was sitting at the bar, her
head tipped back, and she was laughing at something the bartender had said to
her. He looked like he’d just hit a home run. I knew how that felt—it lit me up
when I made her laugh. I didn’t like that he got to feel that, too. I’d never
felt jealousy over a woman before now.


I came up behind her and rubbed her back. She was mid-laugh and she
jumped when I touched her. I hated that.


“Hey!” she said a little too loudly and both her hands flew into the air.
“He’s here,” she said to the bartender. 


The bartender nodded at Anna and turned to me. “Can I get you a drink,
sir?”


Anna interrupted my response “You’re here! I’d thought you were gone and
now you’re here! My New York lover.” 


“I think she’s had enough for both of us,” I said.


“No! Have a drink. I have lots of new friends to show you. Which one do I
like best?” She looked imploringly at the bartender.


“You like them all, ma’am.”


“I do. I like all these cocktails. They are my friends. My New York
friends.” She pointed at a list of at least twenty drinks.


“Tell me you’ve not served her all these?” 


He shook his head. “Just the first five or so. She was working her way
down the list.”


“Come on, beautiful. Let’s get you to bed.” 


I signed the tab and helped her off the stool.


“My case, my case, my case,” she said as she spun around and went to grab
a small silver suitcase, which I took for her. I put my free arm around her
waist and guided her back to the elevator bank. 


“Why didn’t you leave it in the room?” I asked.


“No key, no key, no key.” She was pretty unsteady on her feet, but her
mouth was working just fine, if a little slurry.


“Did you lose your key?” I asked.


“No, of course I didn’t lose it. I left it in the room because of your
weirdness this morning.” She prodded her finger into my cheek. “And then I
wouldn’t have to bring it back and run into you when you dumped me, which would
definitely happen because I have the worst luck with men, and that would
be weirder and awkward so I left it, and then you texted me and then it was
weird and now I’m here. I’m so tired.” She slumped against the elevator door.


That was a lot of information to process in one go. “We’re going to get
you to bed, beautiful,” I said and pulled her against me. I kissed the top of
her head. “I’m sorry for being weird this morning.”


“That’s ok.” She looked up at me and grinned. “I think you’re awesome so
I’ll forgive you.”


Something inside me warmed and I could feel myself harden. Jesus, how was
some drunk crazy girl getting me hard?


I stroked her face. “I think you’re awesome, too.” She grinned, closed
her eyes, and put her head on my chest.





[bookmark: _Toc400185704]Chapter Ten


 


She had barely said two words to me this morning. Rory was driving us to
the Hamptons, which meant I could work, but I couldn’t concentrate with her
next to me. Not to mention the hard-on that I’d had for 12 hours.


“How are you feeling?” I asked her again.


She grunted and curled her legs under her. She was wearing her sunglasses
so I couldn’t see her expression.


“A little delicate?” I suggested.


She nodded. “With a good dose of humiliation thrown in.”


“There’s nothing for you to feel humiliated about. You’re a cute drunk. I’ve
seen a lot worse.”


“Oh god. Don’t, Ethan. God knows what I said to you last night. I’m so
embarrassed.” She turned to face the window. I unbuckled her seatbelt and
pulled her over onto my lap. Her body was limp and unresponsive.


“Listen to me,” I said as she put her head in her hands. I wasn’t sure if
she was crying. “Listen to me,” I repeated, pulling her hands away. “You have
nothing to be embarrassed about. You didn’t say anything. You introduced me to
the cocktail list in the bar, and then when I got you upstairs you passed out
in your clothes. It was a pretty uneventful evening.”


“We didn’t have sex?”


“I’m not going to have sex with you passed out. I might have a permanent hard-on
with you around, but Jesus, I can control myself.”


“God. We’re meant to be having a sex-filled fling. I’m not holding up my
end of the bargain very well.” Her hands went back to her face. I pulled them
away.


“Beautiful, we’re having plenty of sex, and we’re going to have
plenty of sex this weekend, believe me.”


“And I didn’t say anything to embarrass myself?” she asked.


“Like what?” What was she so worried about?


She shrugged.


“No. You told me you thought I was awesome.” 


She groaned. 


“Why’s that embarrassing? I am awesome,” I said and I grinned at her.


She laughed, which made me smile.


“I told you I thought you were awesome, too,” I said.


“You did?” 


I nodded.


“Ok. I’m starting to feel a little more human.”


“Can you lose the shades? I miss your eyes.” 


She shook her head. “I need carbs and three gallons of water before the
shades come off.”







 


Anna


After stopping for a breakfast burrito, we arrived at Ethan’s sister’s
house around 11 a.m. The house was spectacular. With a pool and view of the
ocean and a million rooms.


“No one has pools in the UK, really,” I mused staring into the water.


“Well, let’s make the most of it, then,” Ethan said as he slapped my ass.
“I want to see you in your skimpiest bikini.”


“I don’t do skimpy. Have you seen my ass?”


“Yes, and it’s perfect. Totally nude is fine, too. Let’s change.”


The pool was a fantastic antidote to the humidity. I swam lazily in no
particular direction, wondering what was keeping Ethan. He’d changed into his
trunks, so I expected him to be in the pool already.


After a few minutes he emerged from the patio doors looking spectacular. I’d
seen him plenty naked, but in the sun, wearing his shades, the sheen of his
skin gave his body’s contours even more definition. As if they needed it. He
was my Sex God, for one week only.


“Get in this pool, you handsome fellow,” I bellowed at him just as I
noticed he hung up his phone.


He paced toward me and then stopped suddenly and looked at his phone,
held it to his ear and started heading toward me again. I headed to the edge of
the pool to meet him.


“What time?” I heard him say as he approached the pool. “Yeah, that’s
fine. I think. Hang on.” Then he dropped the phone to his waist, sat on the
edge of the pool and said, “Is 7 p.m. ok? It’s only ten minutes from here.”


I nodded. Did he mean we were going over to his friends’ house? I guess.
My stomach churned slightly and I felt uneasy.


“Yes, 7 is fine. Yes, she’s here. In the pool, and she’s much better-looking
than you, so fuck off. I’ll see you tonight.”


He hung up and threw his phone on to one of the loungers and slid into
the pool. It was as if the water heated ten degrees. He lifted his sunglasses
onto his head and reached over to take mine from my eyes. “I haven’t seen your
eyes all day,” he said.


“You don’t want to see them; they’re red and small and tired.” 


He wrapped his hands around my waist and pulled me toward him. I wrapped
my legs around his waist. “You’d better kiss me, then, so I’ll be too
distracted to notice.” 


I took his bottom lip between my teeth. I felt him harden beneath me, and
I sighed contentedly, knowing how things were going to play out. My nipples
puckered and I tightened my legs around him. The water sloshed between us and
made his skin silky to the touch as I brought my hands up his chest and his
tongue delved between my lips. I moaned and he pulled my hips closer to him. My
body had been starved of him for too long. 


“Ethan,” I said. “I need to feel you.” 


He growled, turned us around in the water, and then lifted me to onto the
edge of the pool, leaping out beside me. He held out my hand and helped me up.
“Come on. We’re going inside to finish this. I don’t want the neighbors to hear
you scream.”


***


“Can I use another guest room to get showered and changed?” I asked. It
was nearly 6 and we were still lying in bed, my back to his front, after
spending the afternoon having amazingly hot sex. I barely had the energy to
speak. How I was going to make it through an evening of polite chat with
strangers, I had no idea.


“I guess. Why don’t you want to use this bathroom? I’ve seen you naked before,
you know.” 


“Yes, and that’s the problem. I’d like to make myself presentable. And if
I stay within five yards of you, I’ll be introduced to your friends looking
like I’ve just been fucked and smelling of sex.”


“Sounds perfect. I love it when you smell like me. When I know your skin
has my sweat and come all over it.” He ground his hips into my ass and I felt
the stirring of his cock. Holy hell. Again?


“Yeah, that’s kinda the point.”


“So you don’t trust me to control myself around you?”


“Nope.”


“Makes sense,” he said as I felt his teeth on my neck. 


The entire day could have been measured by how far away either of us was
from our last or next orgasm. Activity other than sex had been attempted—lunch,
swimming, reading—we’d tried all three with varying amounts of success. But at
some point Ethan would look at me or touch me in a certain way, and something
would switch in us both and he would be inside me in seconds—his fingers, his tongue,
his cock. It was like an unquenchable thirst that we shared.


I slapped at his hands around my waist and tried to break free.


“I need to get in the shower.”


“Sounds good. I haven’t fucked you in the shower yet.”


“Yet again, you’ve just very elegantly proven my point, Mr. Scott. I need
to have a shower, alone. You can control yourself for a few hours.”


“How many hours exactly?” he asked, propping his head on his hand as I
slid out of bed.


“Until we get back from your friends’ house.”


“Really? I think we should cancel.” I could hear the grin in his voice.


I flicked my head around to look at him. “Don’t be ridiculous. We’re not
animals. We can keep our hands off each other for a few hours.”


“I’m not so sure.”


***


My leg started jumping as the car pulled out. Ethan slid his hand to my
knee. “Hey, don’t be nervous.”


“I’m not,” I lied. And I stilled my leg.


He took my hand in his and squeezed.


“I should be the one who’s nervous,” he said.


“Do you think I’m going to embarrass you?”


“Well, obviously that’s a concern.” He grinned at me. “Andrew’s going to
have fun with this. He won’t be able to resist.”


“With what? Us?”


He nodded. Fear washed over me. What did he mean? Before I got a chance
to ask we’d arrived. 


Ethan took my hand as we walked up to the house. Just as he reached for
the knocker, the door flew open.


“Hey, guys,” Andrew welcomed us. Mandy stood beside him. She had red
curly hair and a big smile. Her hands were clasped together as if she was about
to applaud and her eyes sparkled with what looked like excitement. 


“I’m so happy you’re here.” She grabbed me and hugged me. “And you’re so
pretty. I just knew you would be,” she said as she ushered me down their
hallway. I turned to try and catch Ethan’s eye, but he wasn’t looking at me. “What
do you want to drink? Tell me you drink and you’re not one of those health
nuts? Andrew, can you get us some drinks? Cocktails?” Ethan was looking back at
me and he grinned. 


“Maybe not cocktails. Anna had a little cocktail incident last night,”
Ethan said.


“Oh, how sweet. He’s protecting you. You drink, thank god. Wine?”


I’d barely had an opportunity to say anything, so I just nodded. 


“And you’re from England? You know that Ethan’s sister is in England.
I’ve always wanted to go. Andrew keeps saying he’ll take me but, hey, sometime
never.”


“Jesus, woman, take a breath already,” Andrew interrupted.


Mandy laughed. “Sorry, I’m over-excited. I usually have to put up with
these two talking about sports and business when Ethan comes over, so it’s so
nice to have a girl to play with!”


“She’s not for you to play with, Mandy,” Ethan said and put his arm
around my shoulders. “That’s my job.” And he kissed me on my head.


“Oh, my god. You’re so cute together! I wondered if this would ever
happen and now it has and I’m so excited.”


“Excuse my wife, Anna,” said Andrew. “She’s not used to company.” Mandy
slapped Andrew on the arm and tutted. It was cute.


“I’m just not used to Ethan introducing me to a girl,” she said to him as
if I wasn’t there.


“Woman,” Ethan said.


Mandy squealed. What the hell was going on?


“Let’s get you a drink so you’re forced not to speak while you sip,” Andrew
said.


When the drinks were poured, we made our way onto the patio, where the
table was set for dinner. 


“This is a beautiful house, Mandy,” I said. Ethan and Andrew were
chatting about some game, leaving Mandy and I to talk. I wasn’t sure which
sport; I switched off as soon as I heard the words league and ball.


“Thank you. It was my parent’s house. I inherited it. I’ve always loved
it. I love the city but this feels like home.” Mandy had calmed down. Maybe it
was the wine. “Do you live in the city?” she asked.


I nodded. “Yes, and I love it.”


“You’d never want to come to New York to live?” 


“Oh,” I was shocked by her question. “I’ve never thought about it.”


“Would you consider it?” She nodded sideways to Ethan.


“I’m just here for a week. We’re just having some fun. It’s nothing
serious.”


She pursed her lips. “I’ve never met one of his women.” I felt a churning
in my stomach. “I know he has his share. But he doesn’t spend time with them.
He just sleeps with them. Like a sport or something. You seem to be something different
for him.”


I shook my head. “I’m here for a week, and then he knows I’m 3,000 miles
away. And I just broke up with someone. It’s just circumstances that are
different.”


“I’m not so sure,” she said.


Ethan reached behind him to grab my hand, but continued his conversation
with Andrew. I met Mandy’s eyes as they lifted from our joint hands and she
raised her eyebrows. 
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Ethan


Back at the house, we moved around each other in the bathroom, getting
ready for bed. It felt domestic, like we were a couple. Anna had been quiet in
the car, and I was lost in my own head. But it was an easy silence that
descended between us. I realized I really enjoyed the evening. I enjoyed
sleeping with Anna, but I enjoyed hanging out with her, too. She was funny and
confident and busted my balls. 


I got into bed and watched her as she brushed her hair and found my eyes before
joining me in bed. I pulled her perfect ass toward me and wrapped my arms around
her waist.


“Hi,” she said as she tipped her head back to my chest.


“Hi,” I replied. “How was your evening?” 


“Good. I like your friends. How about you?”


“Good. I like my friends, too. And I like that they like you.”


“Yeah, that was a bit weird at the beginning with Mandy.” 


“It was? Which bit?” Was tonight too complicated for her?


“Just her making such a fuss over meeting me.”


“Oh, I didn’t catch that. But I told you they’d have some fun with it. I
thought I would get more of a hard time from Andrew, to be honest.”


“A hard time for bringing me? Because we’re so casual?”


I sucked in some air. Was I going to say this? I didn’t do bullshit. “Because
I’ve never introduced them to a woman before.”


“Never?”


“No.”


“Because you normally keep your girlfriends chained up in your basement?”
She was funny.


“I live in an apartment.” She kicked me. “Because I don’t have
girlfriends. There are women I have sex with, but I don’t hang out with them. I
told you, I don’t date.” God, she was going to run screaming for the fucking
hills, and I wouldn’t blame her. I’d never questioned my relationships with
women before, but I didn’t want her thinking I was a complete dick.


“Oh,” she replied. I needed to distract her.


“Are you sleepy?” I asked.


“Not so sleepy that I don’t want you.” 


That was the right fucking answer.







 


Anna


The next day we barely made it out of bed. Ethan kept suggesting we go
down to the beach, which was only at the end of the gardens, just beyond the
pool, and on several occasions I’d agreed, but we never made it. We were in our
own private world in the house and somehow it kept pulling us back, like if we
stepped outside it something would be lost.


We were sitting on one of the loungers, me between his legs, leaning back
against him. We were talking about his sister when his phone rattled against
the side table. He picked it up and checked his message. 


“Urgh.” I felt his discomfort vibrate in his chest.


“What’s up?”


“It’s from Mandy. She wants us to go to a party tonight.”


“That’s nice of her to invite us. You don’t want to go?” 


“I think she just wants to hang out with you again. I hate parties in the
Hamptons.”


“So we won’t go. But I think we should go out somewhere. To dinner or
something. We’ve been in this house all day.”


His phone buzzed again and he handed it to me. My heart skipped. It
seemed a strangely intimate thing to do.


“What?”


“Read it.”


I clicked on the phone so the message came into view.


Andrew: Dude. Get your ass to this party or Mandy’s going to have my
balls.


I giggled. “Those guys are really cute together.”


Ethan’s arms tightened around me. “They really are, but don’t tell them I
said so. They’ll think I’m going soft.”


“Mr. Scott, in my humble opinion, being soft is not something you need to
worry about.”


“Never around you, baby.” He buried his head in my neck.


“We should go, though,” I said. “I’d hate for Andrew to lose his balls. And
I like Mandy and Andrew. It’ll be nice.”


“Really? Fuck. You won’t like those parties.”


I felt myself stiffen. What did he mean by that?


“You don’t think the British fit into Hamptons society?”


“You’ll see.”


***


“I’m not going to be able to concentrate with you in that dress. All I
can think about is that I could have it off in about two seconds.”


I was wearing a red jersey sleeveless dress. Ethan’s eyes had barely left
me since we’d got into the car. It was a good thing Rory was driving or we
would have been in an accident already. “Well, then, you’re not going to like
it when I tell you that I’m not wearing underwear underneath, are you?”


His eyes flashed with lust and then anger and he shook his head. “One
hour is all we’re spending at this god-awful party.”


“Ethan. How do you know that it’s going to be awful? We’re not even there
yet.”


“I’ve been to this party a thousand times.”


“You’re so dramatic. If you’ve been to parties like this a lot, then you
must like them.”


He just growled at me and I reached across and stroked his chin. He
caught my wrist in his hand and brought my hand to his lips. “An hour, beautiful.”


Rory had strict instructions to be waiting for us in an hour when he
dropped us. As soon as I climbed out of the car, Ethan was beside me, his arm
around my waist, guiding me toward the sound of music and chatter beyond the
line of trees right in front of us. 


“Whose house is this?” I asked.


“Some dick banker that Andrew is friends with.”


“Why are all bankers dicks?” I asked. “Do you think banking turns them
into dicks or that they only employ dicks to begin with?”


“An interesting philosophical question, Miss Anna. Why don’t we go back
to the house and debate it. In bed. Naked. Me between your legs?”


I looked up at him and grinned. “Later. We have plenty of time.”


But we didn’t have plenty of time. We had exactly two nights before I
flew back to London. My skin prickled at the thought. It wasn’t enough time. I
wanted another week with him. Or maybe just a few more days. 


Before panic could overwhelm me, we were confronted by a mass of people.
It felt like they were all looking at us. Ethan squeezed me closer to him as we
made our way through the crowd toward the bar that had been set up at the other
end of the pool. Ethan briefly shook hands with a couple of over-tanned, middle-aged
men, but kept us moving. 







 


Ethan


Jesus, I really didn’t want to be here. I wasn’t sure why I hadn’t
insisted that we stay at home. Having her in that skimpy red dress, pressed up
against me, knowing she wasn’t wearing underwear—it was almost painful. Even
though I’d spent more time inside her today than not, I still wanted her. I
wanted her to myself, without all these people getting in our way. 


She didn’t fit in in this environment. She didn’t have to try so hard. I
was so sick of this scene. I didn’t understand why Andrew and Mandy were still
doing it. Andrew was almost as well connected as I was, so it couldn’t be for
business, and Mandy certainly didn’t fit in with these women—her face still
looked normal and not like a frozen Pillsbury Doughboy.


Andrew and Mandy were heading toward us.


“Hey guys, you made it,” Mandy said, hugging first Anna and then me.


“Yeah, we did it for a good cause—Andrew’s balls,” I said. Anna elbowed
me in the ribs.


“Fuck you, dude,” Andrew said.


“I was excited to come. Thanks for inviting us,” Anna said.


Mandy clasped her hands together like an over-excited seal. “I’m so
pleased you’re an ‘us’ and you’re here!” 


I rolled my eyes at her excitement. I hoped she wasn’t making Anna
uncomfortable. She didn’t want pressure to be an ‘us,’ I knew that for sure.


“To be honest, I’m not sure why we come to these parties. Although I like
to see the women’s faces. It’s so bizarre,” Mandy said.


“I’ll go and get us some drinks,” I offered. “Andrew?”


“Yeah, a beer, thanks.”


“No, you dick, you’re coming with me.”


“Fuck you.”


“Stop being children and go and get your ladies some drinks,” Mandy
instructed.


“She’s great, man,” Andrew said as we headed toward the bar.


I grinned and nodded. 


“You like her.”


I nodded. “Yeah, of course.”


“So when does she go back to London?” I didn’t want to think about it.
I’d promised her uncomplicated, and I didn’t go back on my promises.


“Monday.” I felt my jaw tense. “Can we get a beer, a whiskey, a Manhattan,
and a glass of champagne?” I said to the bartender.


“She is your perfect woman if she drinks whiskey.” 


I grinned and raised my eyebrows.


I felt a hand on my shoulder. When I turned, I was faced with Julie … or
Julia, or something. 


“Hey, handsome,” she drawled. I cringed—I didn’t remember fucking her, but
I knew we’d fucked. And I cringed that she had her hand on my shoulder when the
only person I wanted touching me was Anna. I moved to the right to encourage
her to remove her arm, but she just moved with me. Fuck. I hoped Anna wasn’t
watching this. Would she care? I wasn’t sure, but I cared.


“Hey. This is my friend Andrew,” I said. I couldn’t introduce them
properly when I couldn’t remember her fucking name.


“Hey, Andrew,” she said dismissively and turned back to me. “So, you
should give me a call sometime. We could hang out again.”


Fucking hell. I put every effort into never having to have these
conversations. I was always clear that they would have no call from me. Ever.


“I don’t think so. I’m with someone.” I wasn’t sure if I said it to
soften what I was saying or because I wanted it to be true.


“I won’t tell if you don’t.”


Jesus, that made my stomach churn. As if I’d ever fuck her again.


“I’m not interested,” I said. It was rude, but I didn’t care. And it got
the result I wanted: She removed her hand from my shoulder, called me an asshole,
and walked away. Thank fuck for that. I turned to see if Anna had caught any of
that, but she was talking to Mandy and that bitch Clarissa. Fuck, why had I
agreed to come to this shitty party?


“I hate these parties, man.”


“Me, too,” he said. “I think it’s going to be fun until I actually get
here.”


“Is this bartender on a go-slow?” I wanted to save Anna from Clarissa. 


Just as we picked up the drinks, we were ambushed by the Zetter twins and
some girl I’d never seen before. I worked with their father, so couldn’t brush
them off as easily as I had Julie. Julia. Whatever her name was. But eventually
we broke free and headed back to Anna and Mandy.
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Anna


“Do you have parties like this in London?” Mandy asked.


I shrugged. I didn’t know what that meant. “We have parties. But indoors,
mainly.” She laughed. I looked over to the bar. A tall, very tanned woman
wearing a very short skirt had her arm draped over Ethan’s shoulder. Had he
slept with her? Was she his type?


“Hey, Clarissa,” Mandy said, as an equally tanned woman came to join us.


“Hi.” She smiled. It wasn’t a warm smile. There was something off about
it. She kissed Mandy on the cheek and then held out her hand to me and actually
looked me up and down. Wow.


“Clarissa, this is Ethan’s girlfriend, Anna.” I took her hand and shook
it.


“Ethan’s girlfriend?” she asked. 


I should have set her straight. I should say that we were just friends,
or lovers, or … how would I describe us? ‘Oh, I’m just having hot sex with him
for a week to get over my ex’? I was pretty sure that wouldn’t be appropriate.
And besides, I liked to see Clarissa squirm, which was apparently what she was
doing. 


“Nice to meet you,” I said.


“Yes, we had dinner together last night. They are so cute together,”
Mandy said.


“Well, nice to meet you, too,” Clarissa said. It felt like she had to
force the words out. “I was just on my way to the ladies room, so excuse me.”
And she turned and walked away.


“She is such a grade-A bitch,” Mandy confided. “She’s been trying to land
Ethan for years. She’s pissed as hell to meet you.”


“But I’m not his girlfriend, Mandy. You got that, right?”


She shrugged. “Well, you’re both putting on a pretty good act, and it’s
as close as he’s ever come.” 


There was no point in arguing with her. I glanced over at the bar and
Ethan was draped in a different woman now, and there were two others that were
also hovering around him. I felt a pang of jealousy. Would one of them be next
in line, after me?


“He’s attracting his fair share of admirers over there.” I nudged Mandy
as I looked over at him. He caught my eye and I quickly looked back at Mandy.


“He always does. Look at the man, for Christ’s sake. He’s hot and rich
and charming, and most importantly, unattainable. He’s not short of women who
want him. I’m sure every woman he fucks just wants to be the one who tamed him.”


“Don’t you think it’s a bit cruel of him to have a series of one-night
stands with women who want something more?”


“I’ve had this discussion with him a million times. He says to me—and I
believe him—that he makes it clear from the outset that he’s only in it for one
night. He has these rules to keep things from getting ‘complicated,’ as he puts
it.”


“Rules?” I prompted. I thought I was the one with the rules.


“Yeah, like, he never stays the night with them. He never takes them back
to his apartment, never takes their number. A couple he sees more than once,
but only if he thinks they can handle his rules, and even then, never more than
once a month. So the waters don’t get muddied, or so he says. There are others.
I can’t remember them all.”


“So he’s like an ethical man-whore?”


Mandy laughed. “I suppose. I keep thinking he’ll grow out of it. He’s
been like this since I met him in college. But he never has, until you.”


“Mandy, the rules may have been flexed a bit, but only because I live
3,000 miles away. There’s not going to be a happy ending here.”


She shrugged. “Maybe.”


Before I could convince her, Ethan and Andrew came back with our drinks.


“You’ve been making new friends,” I said softly to him.


He shook his head and bent his head to kiss my neck. “You’re the only new
friend I want to make this evening,” he whispered into my ear.


My skin tightened with goose bumps and my hands snaked around his neck. 


“Get a room, guys,” Andrew admonished, and grinning, we turned back to
them as Ethan slid his hand over my pantyless ass. Why had I suggested we come
to this party? I was an idiot.


Eventually, I started to enjoy myself. Mandy was sweet, kind, and funny,
and I loved seeing how she interacted with Andrew. I found out they’d met at
college and had been together ever since. Ethan seemed to be the third wheel in
their relationship, which I thought was super cute. How this god of a man could
be a third wheel, I had no idea. 


I was coming back from the ladies room and heading back to Ethan when I
checked my watch. We’d been here for an hour and a half, and I was done. Ethan
was right: I didn’t fit in here. It felt weird. I liked Mandy and Andrew, but I
wanted it to be just the two of us again.


As I approached our group, I noticed Clarissa was at Ethan’s side. Jesus,
I hated that woman and I’d spent all of five minutes in her company.


I slid the other side of Ethan to Clarissa and I warmed as his arm came around
my shoulders.


“You ok?” he asked, just so I could hear.


“Our time’s up. I want you take me home and get me naked,” I said. 


“You don’t have to ask me twice,” he said as he threw back the rest of
his whiskey and found a passing waiter to give his glass to.


“Excuse me, guys. My girl wants to take me home and ravage me, so we’re
leaving.” And apparently that was his goodbye. He took my hand and started to
pull me to the entrance. I grinned at Mandy and Andrew and waved goodbye.


***


The next morning I woke to an empty bed. This is how it will be when I
get back to London. Tonight would be my last night in New York. My heart
was heavy as I dragged myself up. I turned the shower on and steam bellowed
from the stall. 


I stood under the water for what seemed like hours, wondering if Ethan
would appear and jolt me out of this cloud I was in. It was so hot it almost
burned, but it felt good. Eventually, I got out, pulled on my jeans and a
t-shirt, and started to pack my stuff while my hair dried in the air.


“Hey.” Ethan appeared at the doorway in shorts and a bare chest, sweaty
and god-like, as usual.


“Hey,” I said. 


“You were sound asleep and I didn’t want to wake you. I went for a run.”


“I never mind you waking me.” I meant it to sound flirtatious, but it
came out sounding melancholy.


“Are you packing?” 


“No, I’m churning butter,” I snapped. I was in a horrible mood.


He ignored my bitchiness. “What do you want to do today?” he asked,
passing beside me and into the bathroom. “Anna?”


“I don’t know. I guess we have to head back to the city. You have to work
tomorrow and I need to pack properly.”


I didn’t know if he heard me, but he didn’t respond. I heard him step
into the shower. I finished my packing and took my case downstairs and placed
it by the door.


Only a few minutes later, he came into the kitchen looking so handsome I
thought my heart would stop. His hair was wet and his white shirt made his skin
shimmer slightly. I sighed.


“So, first things first,” he said, wrapping his arms around me as I sat
at the breakfast bar, and then placing my arms around his waist when I didn’t
respond. He took my face in his hands and brushed his lips against mine. Then
he placed small, feather-light kisses at the corner of my mouth before running
his tongue along the seam of my lips. I heard myself sigh and he took it as a
sign to continue and pushed through my lips, his tongue meeting mine. I
squirmed in my seat. My reaction was to want to be closer to him. My knees
parted and he took half a step forward, opening them still wider. His tongue
grew more insistent and passionate. His hands dropped to my back, pressing me
against him. I reached around for the button to his jeans, but he pulled away
and our kiss finished, two hours too early.


I was left a little shaken. That wasn’t his normal reaction to me.






 


Ethan


“So has that kiss knocked you out of your bad mood?” I asked. The two
words she’d spoken to me this morning had been a little bitchy. It was a side
to her I hadn’t seen. It was funny, but I guessed she wouldn’t want me to tell
her that.


“Maybe,” she said, but her smile told me that it had.


“So, we could head back to the city after lunch if you like.” I moved
around the counter to pour myself some coffee.


“Ok. Could we go to the beach this morning? It’s just we’ve not seen it
since we’ve been here, and it’d be nice. You know. Before we go.”


“Sure. Anything you want, beautiful.”


“I should probably call Leah and tell her I’ll be back this afternoon.”


“But you won’t be back with Leah this afternoon,” I said. Tonight would
be her last night. Was she thinking she wouldn’t spend it with me? There was no
fucking way I was letting that happen.


“Huh?”


“Tonight, when we get back to the city. You’ll spend it with me.”


“Ethan, I’ve spent every night with you. Leah will think I’m the worst
friend in the world.”


“So another one won’t matter. Give me your phone.”


“Why?”


“I’m going to call Leah and tell her you’re staying with me tonight.”


She grinned at me. “I’ll tell her. You’re such a bully.”


“You eat it up,” I winked at her. “And go and change into a bikini while
you’re at it.” The sight of her in a bikini gave my hard-on a hard-on. How
could wearing clothes actually be more of a turn on than not wearing clothes? 


I was finishing my oatmeal and coffee when she came back into the kitchen
wearing some cut off shorts and a vest top. Fucking perfect. 


“Come on, we’re off to frighten the wildlife on the beach,” I said,
pulling her from the door.


We set our towels on the sand and I watched as she stripped off her
T-shirt and shorts. Why did she want to go to the beach again? We could have so
much more fun back at the house.


“Stop staring, you perv.” 


“I’m just trying to capture mental images for my spank bank.”


“God, you’re a pig today.”


I grabbed her and pulled her down into my lap. “I told you, I’m your
god.” My hand delved beneath her bikini bottoms and I hardened as I felt how
wet she was.


“You are always so wet, beautiful.”


“Ethan, we’re on the beach.”


“And I’m going to make you come on the beach,” I said. I felt her relent
and relax against my fingers. She knew there was no point in fighting me. I
held her orgasm in my hands and the power I felt over her body made me harder
than a baseball bat. My fingers slid deep inside her and my thumb circled that bundle
of nerves that I’d come to know so well. Her breath quickened and her hand
pushed against her chest, but my free arm was encircling her. She wasn’t going
anywhere.


“Don’t fight it, baby. You know what I do to you. Give in to me.”


Her head tipped back and she whimpered my name, over and over. Jesus,
that was hot. How could she ever think that I could ever have her call me
another name? And then her breathing stopped and I watched as her orgasm
crashed over her.


I stroked her gently and pulled my hand away and cradled her tighter
against me. 


“God, Ethan. You know me so well. I mean, you know my body so well.”


“Don’t forget it, baby.” I said it before I realized what I’d said. But
it was true: I didn’t want her to forget what I could do to her. I wanted every
man that came after me to fall short by a hundred miles. So short that she’d
give up trying to find anyone and she’d come back to me. Andrew was right. I
really liked this girl. If she lived in New York, I could imagine dating this
girl. Like, spending all my time with her, just like this week had been, but
every day. The thought was shocking, but in the best of ways. And then reality
broke through. She didn’t live in New York. She lived 3,000 fucking miles away
on another continent. I squeezed her again in my arms.


“You’re so good. Like, the best ever,” she said sleepily.


“I bet you say that to all your lovers.”


“Anything to keep all my men happy.” She opened her eyes and grinned at
me.


“Right, that’s it.” And I picked her up in my arms and strode in the sea to
the tops of my thighs and dumped her into the cold water.


She emerged her hair draped over her face. “Fuck! That’s arctic, you
pig.”


I laughed at her and she splashed me and then leapt on me, wrapping her
legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. I walked deeper into the
ocean so the water was at waist height and I pushed her hair from her face. 


“I meant it. You gave me more orgasms during our first night together
than any man has ever given me.” 


I felt like someone’s fist had tightened around my heart. “You don’t need
to try to make me feel better.” 


“I mean it. You know my body better than anyone.” And she hugged me tight
and I squeezed her back.


We spent the rest of the morning walking along the shore, collecting
shells that she said that she wanted to take back to London. There wasn’t a
soul on the beach. Or maybe there was and we just didn’t see them. 
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Anna


“Have you forgotten anything?” Ethan bellowed from upstairs. He’d asked
me about three times already. I didn’t forget things. That was not the type of
thing I did. I was perched on my suitcase at the front door waiting for him.


“I’m all set, as you say in this country.” 


“You don’t say that in England?” 


I shook my head. “Nope.”


“Who knew?” 


“Everyone in England?”


“You’re hilarious. Have you thought about taking your act on tour?”


He made me laugh aloud. Only a very few people could make me laugh like
that. “You’ve guessed my secret. I’m a closet stand-up comedian.”


“Come on, crazy. Let’s get you back to the city.”


I opened the front door and went to grab my suitcase, but Ethan beat me
to it. He took his bag and my case out to the car.


As Rory pulled out and I clicked on my seatbelt, I turned to him. “Thank
you for a lovely weekend.”


He looked at me, as if he was trying to uncover more meaning behind what
I was saying. “Thank you. You’re great to hang out with.” He pulled my legs to
his lap and stroked up and down as he watched me, watching him.


“Are we going to go out tonight?” I asked him.


He shook his head. I grinned. I guessed he’d want to make the most of the
time we had left by keeping me naked.


“Are you going to be busy this week at work?” I asked. We never talked
about his work. I liked that about him. So many of the people I hung out with
in London spent their free time talking about their jobs. I didn’t really ever
notice it until I spent time with Ethan. We had everything else to talk about. 


“I’ll make sure I’m busy. I’ll need a distraction with you gone.”


I knew how he felt. I was pleased that I was leaving the city, where
reminders of him would be all around me. It would make it easier.


I squeezed his hand.


***


“Hey, sleepyhead.” I felt Ethan brushing my cheek and my eyes opened. How
long had I slept? I had my head on his lap. I didn’t remember dozing off.


“Hey, are we back?”


“Almost,” he said. I looked out the window but didn’t recognize where we
were. We turned and went into an underground parking lot. Rory pulled up and I
heard the trunk pop. “We’re home. Come on.”


I clamored out of the car, still a bit dazed from my nap. Why hadn’t he
dropped us at the entrance? I said goodbye to Rory and caught up with Ethan,
who was holding the door open for me. Through the door was a small elevator
lobby.


“I’m sleepy,” I said.


“You can sleep when we get upstairs, beautiful.”


“No, I need to wake up. I want to enjoy our last night together.”


We stepped into the elevator when it arrived. It didn’t feel as if we’d
gone many floors up when the doors opened and Ethan gestured for me to step
out. This didn’t feel like the hotel.


“Where are we?”


“Home,” he said setting our bags down in the entrance lobby.


“Home?” 


He nodded. “Come on, I’ll show you around.”


“Your home?”


“Come on.” He took my hand in his as he opened the door into a huge white
living space with dark wood floors. Two walls were just complete glass and you
could hardly tell what belonged inside and what belonged outside.


“This is where you live?” I asked. Mandy had told me that he didn’t bring
women back to his place. Maybe he’d rented it.


“Yes, crazyhead. I don’t live in the hotel.”


“Oh,” I said.


“Are you disappointed? The view isn’t as good.”


 “No, I just…” I wandered over to the window. How could he think I would
be disappointed? “I didn’t know, you know. And are you kidding me? It looks
like we’re floating on the water. Is that the Hudson?”


I looked back to him and he was grinning. “Yeah, it’s great isn’t it?”


“You’re just trying to impress me, hoping I will give up my virtue. It’s
very manipulative, Mr. Scott.”


As I stood looking out he came to stand behind me and wrapped his arms around
my waist. I rested my arms on his. “I would never make you do anything you
didn’t want to do. I told you that the first night we met,” he said softly.


I leaned my head back to rest on his chest. “You did, and you’ve kept
your word. I’ve had an incredible week with you, Mr. Scott. I’ll remember it
forever.”


He squeezed me tighter. “Follow me. I want to see you come in my bed.”


Immediately I felt heat between my legs at his words and I grabbed his
hand as he led me through a door at the far end of the room. We went down a
long, windowless corridor and then into a dark room. It was a complete contrast
to the airiness of the living space. He switched the lights on low and closed
the door behind me. I watched him as I shifted from one foot to the other, his blue
eyes burning with desire just as they always did before he had me. He stepped
forward as I stepped back. And then my ass hit the wall and he kept coming toward
me. He placed his hands either side of my head and then bent toward my lips.


“Kiss me,” he said.


I trailed my fingers up his chest. And then up his neck, I brushed my
thumbs across his lips. His eyes closed and I knew I had to remember his face
just like that. My hands reached around his neck and I pulled him toward me. I
took his bottom lip between his teeth, like I knew he liked, and then sucked and
bit. I pushed my tongue against his and he reached around me and cupped my ass.
I loved his obsession with it and I grinned against his lips. Kissing him was
not like kissing anyone I’d kissed before. I realized that, from now on, there
would be a Before Ethan and an After Ethan divide in my life. Before Ethan,
kissing was always a prelude to the real stuff, but I could kiss Ethan forever.
I was sure that he could make me come just by kissing me, with no other part of
his body touching me. I sighed. And he pulled me away from the wall and walked
me over to the bed. I held my hands up above my head and, breaking our kiss for
just a second, he stripped my shirt from me in one quick movement.


***


“Give me your phone,” I said to Ethan. He had ordered Chinese and we were
sitting on his sofa picking at the 187 dishes he’d had delivered. I was wearing
a Columbia University T-shirt I’d found on a chair. He was in his boxers. It
might have been the best evening this week, and that was saying something.


Ethan got up, walked to the console table on the other side of the room where
his phone was, and came back and handed it to me.


I tapped and scrolled, trying to find my name in his contacts. “I can’t
find me,” I said, looking up at him. He took the phone from my hands pressed
some buttons and then handed it back. I was under Beautiful Anna. Oh, sweet
mother of god, why couldn’t I find a man like this in London?


I brought up the menu and hit delete and then tried to find our text
messages.


“What are you doing?” he asked me gently.


“Deleting me from your phone,” I replied, while scrolling through his
messages. He didn’t respond.


“This is going to be harder than it should be for me, and I need to make
sure there’s no ambiguity left behind. No promises to break, no room for disappointment.”
I knew that if I left him a way to contact me, I would spend my days back in
London wishing and hoping. When I wasn’t looking, Ethan had gone from
Uncomplicated Fun to something else. I didn’t want to think what. I deleted our
message thread. Done. We were done after tonight. My stomach churned and I felt
something in the back of my throat.


He reached for me and dragged me on to his lap, my phone still in my
hands as he pushed my hair off my shoulder and kissed my neck. He wasn’t making
this easier. 


“Sometimes I forget that I didn’t know you my whole life,” I said.


“Anna,” he replied and kissed my neck again. “My beautiful Anna, I’d
never break a promise to you.”


I turned and held his face in my hands. “I know you think you wouldn’t, but
it’s inevitable. And I can’t do it again,” I said, dropping my hands to my lap.
“I can’t hope or wish for anything but a perfect evening this evening, which is
what this is. Thank you, Ethan. You put my heart back together and made me
believe there could be something better out there.”


He didn’t say anything. Part of me was relieved—but there was something,
a voice right at the back of my head, that was urging him to ask me to stay, to
tell me we could be together, we could make it work between us, that it wasn’t
just a fling for him, that he felt something. Something more, something
different. I wanted him to tell me that he felt for me what I felt for him. But
I got silence.


No promises, no ambiguity, no bullshit.


 







 


Ethan


I didn’t know what to say. She sounded so sad. I wanted her. I wanted her
to live in the city and for us to hang out and date and all that stuff. But she
was right. She lived 3,000 miles away and we’d known each other a week. She’d
seen parts of me I’d never shown anyone, but we’d still known each other for a
week. And I’d never had a relationship with a woman that lasted more than four
hours. A week was a lifetime in my world, but in reality it was still a week. Fuck.
It was an impossible situation and she was making the right decision. The
sensible decision. 


If we stayed in touch, how would that play out? My job wouldn’t allow me
to fly out to London regularly, and even if it did we’d probably only see each
other once a month or something. I’d seen plenty of relationships poisoned by
distance. I didn’t want to poison what we had. I didn’t want her to end up
hating me. This week we’d escaped reality. There’d been no expectation, no
everyday shit to muddy the waters. But still, there was something between us.
Did she feel it? 


She picked up her phone and started prodding at it. Presumably deleting
me. Maybe it was because she felt something that I’d just been deleted.


I needed to let her walk away. 


No promises, no ambiguity, no bullshit.


***


My hands tightened in hers as I pushed into her. I watched her below me.
Her mouth opened a fraction wider as I pushed right up to the hilt. Jesus, she
felt amazing. Her eyes never left mine as I began my rhythm above her. God, I
would miss this. I would miss watching her reaction to me. I captured her
nipple in between my teeth. She arched into me. I bit down and she screamed. 


“You’re so fucking perfect,” I whispered as I switched to her other
breast. “So fucking incredible.” I felt her pussy tighten and I groaned. Jesus,
I was going to come in about twenty seconds if she kept that up.


“Ethan,” she moaned.


“Tell me, baby.” I loved it when she told me what she wanted, what she
liked.


“Don’t ever stop.”


I knew I could fuck this woman, and only this woman, for the rest of my
life. My thrusts came harder and deeper. I could tell she was close.


“You don’t want me to ever stop fucking you?” 


“No, not ever. I need you inside me all the time,” she whimpered. 


God, she could be my undoing. I watched her as her breath hitched and she
fought against my hands that pinned her to my bed. Beautiful. And mine, for
tonight.


I saw her orgasm pass over her as her face tensed and then relaxed. 


“Oh god. Oh god. Oh god,” she cried out. 


She made me feel like a god. She squeezed her thighs against me, and
before I had a chance to stop it I was emptying myself in her. Her pleasure had
become my trigger. 


I slumped forward, putting all my weight on her, stretching our arms out,
my body touching as much of her body as possible.


“You are the sexiest man I’ve ever met,” she said, her voice returning to
normal after her breathless panting of mid-orgasm words. I wasn’t sure which I
preferred.


“Right back at you, beautiful.”


I pushed myself up on my elbows so I could look at her. She looked at her
best like this. Post orgasm. Like she belonged to me.


“God, you’re so beautiful,” I said and I moved out of her and disposed of
the condom. 


I pulled her perfect ass toward me and wrapped my arms around her waist.
I loved how she fit so exactly.


“I need you to do something for me tomorrow,” she said.


“Anything.”


“Even if you think it’s weird?”


“Even if I think it’s weird,” I reassured her.


“When we say goodbye tomorrow, I need you to act like we’re going to see
each other again that evening. Like it’s just like the last seven mornings.”


I felt like someone punched me in the gut. And a piece of me broke.


 







 


Anna


Daniel was staying in New York, so it was just Leah and me flying back
together. We were flying first class, thanks to Daniel. All that meant to me
was unlimited booze—and I needed to get smashed. I needed to erase Ethan Scott
from every corner of my mind. 


“Can I get you something from the bar, miss?” the flight attendant asked.


“Sure. Can I get a whiskey, please?” Oh god, whiskey reminded me of him.
“Actually, make that champagne, please.” She nodded. “Actually, can you make
that two?” I got a tight smile but at least she didn’t dare say anything.


“Are you ok?” Leah asked.


“Of course I’m ok,” I snapped. “Sorry. I just need a drink. I’m a nervous
flyer.”


“Yeah, right. It’s ok to be upset.”


“No, Leah, it’s not. It’s not ok at all. I knew the guy for a week. I’m
being ridiculous and I just need a drink.”


“When it works it works. I knew with Daniel on the first date. I tried to
fight it. I was engaged to another man, for crying out loud, but I knew.”


“Even if I did know, it doesn’t even matter. We live on different
continents. And anyway, it’s done. We haven’t got each other’s numbers.”


“What do you mean? You texted each other, of course you have each other’s
numbers.”


“I deleted them. On both our phones. It was a fling, Leah. I can’t have
myself think it was anything else. It’s better this way.”


She squeezed my knee. “Well, at least you know there are good guys out
there. We can find you someone else when you get back. Daniel has a cute
friend, Adam, who’s available.”


Leah was just trying to be nice, but there was nothing I would like less
than to think about dating someone else. I was going to let myself wallow for a
little bit. I’d drink a bit too much, eat a bit too much, and work long hours.
Then when I felt at an all-time low, I’d pick myself up and start again.


No promises, no ambiguity, no bullshit.


 


 


 


 


Anna and
Ethan’s story continues in Autumn in London. See next page for a sneek
preview.
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Ethan


I
didn’t like flying, especially long haul. But today it didn’t bother me. I had
too much to distract me from the fact that we were 30,000 feet up in a metal
tube and the pilot was probably asleep, drunk, or fucking the cabin crew. I had
too much to think about. Tomorrow was a big day. I had to prepare. 


I
hadn’t read the communications pack that had been sent to my apartment
yesterday. We were having interviews with press all day Monday, the day after I
arrived, and before that a meeting with the staff to announce the merger. 


And
then there was Anna to think about. I should never have brought her back to my
apartment on that last night. Since then, I’d seen her in every room. She
looked so fucking amazing coming in my bed. It’s all I can see when I try to
sleep in there. I’d actually started sleeping in the guest room because those
images of her won’t leave me. 


When
the tin tube in which I was so precariously sitting hit the tarmac at London
Heathrow in about six hours, we would be in the same city. Breathing the same
air. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. 


I knew
I wanted to fuck her again, but I knew that my dick didn’t always have my best
interests at heart. My brain knew I didn’t need the distraction. And she might
be distracted with someone else. It had been months, and she had an appetite as
voracious as my own. 


The
thought churned my stomach. I hoped it was her vibrator keeping her hunger at
bay, not some prick who didn’t know how to make her come.


“Would
you like another whiskey, sir?” The blond flight attendant leaned over to me,
giving me a view of her less-than-perfect tits.


I
wondered how many passengers she’d fucked. Was it just a perk of the job? She
wasn’t my type. 


“No.
Thank you,” I said.


She
lowered her voice, “Well, if there’s anything you want. Anything. You just let
me know.”


There
was nothing subtle about her. Not her overly made-up face, not her fake tits,
and not her come-on.


“No.
Thank you,” I said again. I didn’t want her hovering around me for the rest of the
flight. She should go find some aging millionaire with hair loss and a gut who
would be more appreciative of her lack of subtlety.


I’d
been sent over to London by the New York office. I wasn’t allowed to say “Head
Office,” according to our communications manager. Fucking politics. New York will
be Head Office. This isn’t a merger, it was a takeover. I would be overseeing
the “merger” of our firm with the London law firm Allen & Smith. We’d been
in talks for months about a transatlantic merger, but when Allen & Smith
posted less than stellar profits three months ago, we knew the time was right.
They were vulnerable and we were ready. Without us, Allen & Smith would
have probably gone into liquidation. Apparently, because my sister was in
London, someone assumed that I was supposed to understand the British culture, so
I was assigned to come over to head up integration. I wasn’t sure if integration
was strictly the correct word. I was here to make sure London was doing
what New York told them to do.


I’d
decide what to do about Anna when I reached London. 
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Hopeful


Guys like Joel
Wentworth weren't supposed to fall in love with girls like me. He could have
had his pick of the girls on campus, but somehow the laws of nature were defied
and we fell crazy in love. 


After
graduation, Joel left for New York. And, despite him wanting me to go with him,
I'd refused, unwilling to disappoint my parents and risk the judgment of my
friends. I hadn’t seen him again. Never even spoke to him.


I've spent the
last eight years working hard to put my career front and center in my life, dodging
any personal complications. I have a strict no-dating policy. I've managed to
piece together a reality that works for me. 


Until now.


Now, Joel's
coming back to London.


And I need to
get over him before he gets over here.


 


Hopeful is a stand-alone novel.


 


Praise
for Hopeful


“This book
contains hot sex, angst and you are so desperate to know what happens
next.” Kindle Friends Forever


“Louise
skillfully combines humour and heartbreak with copious amounts anticipation to
make this book one of the great finds of 2014.  I loved every word,
every feeling and every tear. ” Agents of Romance


“It gave me
the good ache! This is a true love story and I couldn't put it down! I
highly recommend!” Gwen the Book Diva


“I really loved
this story and this couple.” Slick Reads – Guilty Pleasures Book Reviews


“If done
right, all you need are amazing characters...check...enthralling storyline to
keep you wanting more...check...and sizzling hot chemistry...double check! This
book hooked me right from beginning to end and I sunk right into the
turbulent depths of their journey.” Page Turning Book-Junkies


“Deserves more
than five stars!” 


“It was
amazing.” Summer’s Book Blog


“The
chemistry and intensity going on in this book felt so strong and you could
really feel it and it was definitely hot!!!” Hooked on Books


“Hopeful was
simply amazing and soul consuming.” Just One More Page


“This is a
story that pulls at your heart all the way through. I was so taken by this book
I couldn’t put it down.” Eye Candy Bookstore


“Louise Bay
did an amazing job making us laugh, cry and fall in love with JOEL WENTWORTH!” Rude
Girl Book Blog


“Louise Bay
creates such an engaging world that you can't help but find yourself
mesmerized.” Cocktails and Books


“This
intriguing book is written and played out beautifully! I've had tears and
I've had tingles - I've laughed too. A romance can't give us much more than
that.” Cariad - Sizzling Pages
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Also on iBooks
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target="itunes_store">Hopeful - Louise Bay</a>







 


Faithful


Leah
Thompson’s life in London is everything she's supposed to want: a successful
career, the best girlfriends a bottle of sauvignon blanc can buy, and a wealthy
boyfriend who has just proposed. But something doesn't feel right. Is it simply
a case of ‘be careful what you wish for’?


Uncertain
about her future, Leah looks to her past, where she finds her high school
crush, Daniel Armitage, online. Daniel is one of London's most eligible
bachelors. He knows what and who he wants, and he wants Leah. Leah resists
Daniel’s advances as she concentrates on being the perfect fiancé. 


She soon finds
that she should have trusted her instincts when she realises she's been
betrayed by the men and women in her life.


Leah's heart
has been crushed. Will ever be able to trust again? And will Daniel be there
when she is?


 


Faithful is a stand-alone novel.


 


Praise
for Faithful


“I felt the
emotions coming from the page over and over. I laughed at various points (Her
friend is fab) and trust me we have some serious hot naughty bits to
keep us warm.” Fun, Fab and Tantalising Reads


“The heat
level on this book is off the charts.” Kelly’s Kindle Confessions


“An
emotional roller coaster ride from start to finish, this book has a realism to
it that made it easy to get into and impossible to put down.” Slick
Reads for Guilty Pleasures Book Reviews


“I truly
enjoyed this book. What I enjoyed most is the fact that this book could truly
happen.” Books and Beyond Fifty Shades


Wowza...this
book was jam packed with a hot, steamy, unadulterated sexual feast. I was
frantically fanning myself throughout the majority of this book. I was completely
hooked from the beginning. Page Turning Book Junkies


“Such a wonderful
story of finding that one true love.” Book Happiness


 


Buylinks
for Faithful


US: www.amzn.com/dp/B00JK10BBS


UK: www.amzn.co.uk/dp/B00JK10BBS


Canada: www.amazon.ca/dp/B00JK10BBS


Australia: www.amazon.com.au/dp/B00JK10BBS


Coming soon on iTunes, Kobo, Nook and Barnes and Noble.
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