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			Chapter One


			Another damned wedding. They gave Grant Howard the creeps. The first—a few months ago—hadn’t been too bad. It had been his baby sister’s, and he’d pound the guy Beth had married into pudding if he ever hurt her. Because their dear old dad had run off and left them decades ago, Grant had been the one to give her away. Not too difficult, but still, he’d needed a few stiff drinks.


			But this one… What the hell? One of his best buds—a friend who’d taken The Player’s Pact to always remain single—had bitten the dust. Done the one thing the three of them had promised not to do: get married. 


			They were supposed to be enjoying themselves with women who had no expectations other than a good time. Women like the gorgeous brunette who stood by his side as the elevator took them up to his hotel room. Sandy. She had the kind of curves that had immediately caught his attention, even from across the ballroom.


			He took her hand and brought it to his lips. “Your plane doesn’t leave too early tomorrow, does it?”


			Sandy gave him a smile so full of promise, his cock twitched. “Afternoon.”


			“I’ll buy you brunch tomorrow. The hotel kitchen is one of the best in the country.” Yeah, he’d feed her in the morning. Right after he’d had her for breakfast. She was going to need sustenance by the time they’d finished with each other.


			She snuggled up to him, running her arms inside his suit jacket and around his ribs. “I’ve watched you play so many times. Did you know your uniform shows off your ass?”


			He had to laugh. “A benefit of playing in the NFL I wasn’t aware of.”


			“I can’t believe I’m actually with you.”


			“You’re with me, all right.” She’d admired his play on the football field. Now, she’d get a chance to see his moves in the bedroom.


			The elevator stopped, and the doors opened. He and Sandy put a respectable amount of distance between them…for now.


			The scent hit Grant first—a perfume he’d never be able to forget, although he hadn’t been near it for long enough that he should have forgotten. He turned to see who was getting on…and shock hit him like a punch to the gut. Katy.


			Katy recoiled at the sight of him, too. She was obviously as surprised…and horrified…as he was. Oh, no. This was not happening. Worse, she wasn’t alone. She was holding hands with some guy…as if she was on her way to do exactly what he and Sandy were planning. To hell with that.


			He stared at the elevator controls in front of him. And he did his best to keep breathing. This was Katy—his first love and the woman he’d never truly gotten over. They’d been so together for so long…and then he’d gone and ruined everything with his big mouth. She deserved to enjoy herself as much as he did. Seeing her with this dude might be torture, but it wouldn’t last long. He could do it…for her.


			But then, the guy put his hand at the small of her back and let it roam lower to her butt. Grab-ass with Katy in a public elevator? Who did the bastard think he was?


			“Take your hands off her,” Grant said.


			The guy looked at Grant. “What’s it to you?”


			“She’s my wife.”


			“Wife?” Sandy said. She and the guy with Katy exchanged horrified glances.


			Katy was his ex-wife, actually. But she still shouldn’t have some asshole pawing her in an elevator.


			Katy took a step forward and got in his face, though she had to rise up on her toes to do it. “We’re divorced Grant. Have you forgotten?”


			Yeah, they were divorced, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have feelings for her—didn’t miss waking up in their bedroom with her. Even after not seeing Katy for months, he found himself staring into the glow of her deep, dark eyes. He could remember what they looked like when she laughed and when she cried. Feelings, for heaven’s sake. Exactly what he was supposed to avoid.


			He and Sandy would only share the kind of feelings that turned off the higher centers of their brains and would make them cry out the Lord’s name. Or they would…if his little outburst hadn’t ruined things.


			Both Sandy and Katy’s date were avoiding eye contact right now. Katy hadn’t backed off an inch.


			“How could you?” she said. “I’m only doing what you do all the time.”


			“Yeah, but…” He gestured. “Him?”


			Her date glared at him for a second and then gave Sandy a glance. Obviously, he thought Grant had lost it. And maybe he had, but no one wrote how-to books about what you did when you caught your ex on her way to having a quickie.


			Sandy put her hand on his arm. “This isn’t the right time.”


			“It’s fine.” He held his hands up in a placating gesture. “We’ll all calm down.”


			The words were out of his mouth before he could pull them back. No man in his right mind ever told an angry woman to calm down. It was like throwing gasoline on a fire.


			Katy got even closer, if that was possible. “I swear to God, if you say one more word…”


			“Well, hey,” her “date” said as he blindly pushed a button for the next floor. “I think I have…that is…I left…”


			“Stephen, don’t,” Katy said.


			Too late. The elevator doors opened, and both Stephen and Sandy got out.


			For a second, Stephen held the doors open and stared at Grant. “Say, aren’t you…?”


			Great, the creep had recognized him. Grant didn’t have to recognize him back. Instead, he gave the guy what Katy used to call “the Hazel-Eyed Stare of Death” until the guy released the door.


			Sandy waved at Grant. “Catch you later.”


			But she wouldn’t. The doors closed on that opportunity for a really good night. Even if he did find her again, she probably thought he was a raving lunatic. Oh hell, maybe he was.


			“I hope you’re satisfied,” Katy said.


			“He wasn’t good enough for you.” Lame, lame, lame, but no doubt true. Not many men were good enough for Katy, including him.


			“And she, no doubt, was good enough for you?” Katy said. “Maybe a centerfold model getting her PhD in particle physics while running a daycare for underprivileged children on the side?”


			“You don’t have to get sarcastic about it.”


			“For once, you’re right. I don’t have to do anything other than get off this elevator and away from you.”


			“Listen, Katy—”


			“Don’t,” she said. “You’ve ‘Listen Katy-ed’ me for the last time.”


			The doors opened. She spun around and walked off, leaving him alone. Completely alone…on what had promised to be an evening of beautiful, mindless sex. Damn it all.


			… 


			Katy should have managed to calm down half an hour ago. She should have gotten into her bathing suit and taken several laps in Savvy’s Olympic-sized pool. Or she could have joined the revelers at the outdoor nightclub. She could have even had a few drinks and enjoyed her thirtieth birthday in a more reserved way than she’d originally planned. Or hell, she might have found Stephen there and worked things out. They could have had a few laughs about her neurotic ex-husband. That, at least, she might enjoy.


			She’d planned this trip to the newest hotspot—a luxury resort on a barrier island off the South Carolina shore—for months. A thirtieth birthday present to herself. Sure, Grant came from this area, but he played football in New Jersey and lived in Manhattan. He wasn’t supposed to show up in her hotel…or in the same elevator with her and her date. After all their time apart, he hadn’t lost his talent for driving her absolutely effing crazy.


			She had to talk to someone, but she sure as heck wasn’t going to call her parents and tell them Grant had ruined her plan to have mindless sex to celebrate her birthday. If she was lucky, Xandra might be available. After all, her friend and neighbor upstairs had helped her plan this trip. Xandra might have some idea how Katy could salvage at least a little fun.


			She punched Xandra’s number in her cell and listened to it ring. Xandra finally picked up. “Katy, what are you doing calling me? You’re supposed to be enjoying yourself with a hot date.”


			“It all fell apart. Grant showed up.”


			“Grant? Your ex?”


			“That’s the only Grant I know.” She and Xandra had specifically chosen this exotic location off the South Carolina coast to get out of Manhattan, where she might run into Grant. That had backfired, big time.


			“What was he doing in South Carolina?” Xandra asked.


			“I don’t know,” she said. “Correct that. I know what he was hoping to do—get laid. I just don’t know why he was doing it here.”


			“So, let me get this straight,” Xandra said. “You found your date.”


			“A sweet, smart guy named Stephen. He lives in Texas. I’d never see him again.”


			“And Grant had a date, too?”


			“All four of us ended up in an elevator together,” Katy said. “Then Grant got possessive. It was a real mess.”


			Xandra whistled. “That’s some weird karma.”


			“No kidding.” Somewhere, the fates were having a laugh at her expense.


			“Hmm.” Xandra fell silent, which usually meant she was hatching some plan or other. She had a wicked mind, and sometimes, Xandra came up with some reckless ideas. Then again, some of her other plans were perfect—as this one would have been, if not for Grant.


			“There is one way you can fix this mess,” Xandra said after a bit. “It’s going to sound strange, but hear me out. You and Grant both lost your dates, right?”


			“In a really embarrassing moment.”


			“Don’t be embarrassed. Just go with the flow,” Xandra said. “Fate obviously wants you to be together. So, go for it.”


			Katy stared at the sliding door of her room for a minute and the terrace on the other side. Out there, the world made sense. In here, not so much. What was Xandra talking about? “As in Grant and me? The two of us? Together?”


			“It’s the logical solution.”


			“It’d be the logical solution, if we were friends with benefits. But we were married. We can’t just fall into bed with each other.”


			“Why not?” Xandra said.


			“Because…well…because once you’re divorced, that’s it.”


			“You hear all the time about people who get divorced then hook up for old time’s sake,” Xandra said. “Didn’t you guys ever do that?”


			After the awful argument that had ended their marriage, she and Grant had mostly seen each other in their lawyers’ offices and then in court. He hadn’t once come back to the condo they’d shared. “No. That never happened.”


			“So, you got cheated,” Xandra said. “Why not make up for lost time? You know you want to.”


			Did she ever. It had been so long since she’d felt a man’s body moving against hers, hearing the pleasure noises he made. She’d finally gotten to know one guy well enough to let him into her bed—Kent, a guy from her gym. It had been pleasant enough but nothing more. Finally, by unspoken agreement, they’d drifted apart. There’d been nobody since then.


			And vibrators could only help so much. These days, she couldn’t concentrate on her caseload because she was so worked up. Pleadings and briefs hardly made a dent in her concentration. She was getting desperate, and so she’d gone to Xandra for help. And that was how she’d found herself almost experiencing a naughty—and much needed—night of sex with a stranger. At least, until Grant had shut it down


			Unfortunately, though her date had disappeared, the sexual craving eating her alive hadn’t.


			But sex with Grant? God, what a history they had. She’d been with a few people before she’d met Grant, but they’d been men—boys, really—who didn’t know much about a woman’s body. Grant had taught her about all her pleasure points—and his. He’d delivered her first orgasm and had followed it up with dozens more. He’d always been thoughtful and generous in bed.


			She had to admit the truth: she hadn’t had any really good sex since he’d left. He, on the other hand, had become a notorious player. She’d followed his exploits in the tabloids, and honestly, his actions since the divorce were what had convinced her to give sex for fun a try herself this one time. 


			But sex with Grant? Maybe, if they could scratch each other’s itches just for tonight, it could work out. At least, she knew she liked him, or she had at one time. “What if he doesn’t want to?”


			“Kateeeeee. He’s a guy. You two were good in bed, right?”


			They’d been so good that she’d never managed to put those heated memories in the past, where they belonged. She’d literally wake up at night, hot and bothered, after dreaming about being with him again. Could she have that reality back for one night?


			“Give it a try,” Xandra said. “If things don’t work out, well, you got divorced for a reason, right?”


			Sex wasn’t the reason they’d divorced. No, it was more like a collection of arguments about where their marriage was going, culminating in words neither of them should ever have said to the other. But time had passed. Maybe they’d gotten past that enough for them to enjoy each other for one night. “Okay. I’ll do it.”


			“Call me and tell me how it goes,” Xandra said.


			“Will do. Love ya.”


			“Love ya back.” Xandra ended the call, and Katy sat staring at her phone for a while. Was she really going to find Grant and ask him for a night of sex? It sounded outrageous, but as Xandra had said, it did have its own logic. Stephen might have satisfied her, but she doubted he’d take care of her the way Grant always had. Nobody ever could. 


			She went to the desk in her hotel room, not bothering to sit down, and lifted the telephone to call the front desk. She could do this.


			“How may I help you?” came the swift answer in an efficient male voice.


			“I need to know Mr. Grant Howard’s room number.”


			There was a slight pause at the other end. “I’m sorry, I’m not allowed to give out that information.”


			Of course, he wasn’t. Otherwise, a small army of interested women could descend on Grant’s room. “Fine. Can you just put me through so I can leave a message?”


			“That’s not allowed, either.”


			She held the receiver in a death grip. It was standard hotel protocol for celebrities. If she’d wanted her aunt Fanny, they’d probably put her right through, but not to a famous quarterback. She’d been the recipient of the same treatment when she’d been married to him. She could ask for this employee’s supervisor to press her case, but that wouldn’t get her the information she wanted.


			“Thank you,” she said then hung up. She obviously needed a Plan B. It was a long shot, but she pulled out her cell phone again. It still had Grant’s number in it, so she called him. Unfortunately, the call went through to a recording. He must have turned his phone off, as he usually did when he wanted privacy. Probably privacy for a little fun with the woman in the elevator. Oh, brother.


			So, how was she going to find him? He’d been headed up to his room with his lover du jour. He was probably still there. And then she remembered…the elevator control had been lit for the twelfth floor. It would take some work, but she’d find him.


			She left her room and went to the elevator. It came quickly, and she punched in twelve. When the doors opened again, she got out and gazed around at his floor. Where to start? A little mental geography told her one side of the hotel faced the pool and the other the ocean. If given a choice, he would have taken the second option, so she headed in that direction.


			She couldn’t believe what she was doing—throwing off her normal reserve and prowling hotel corridors in hopes of finding her ex-husband for some hot and heavy sex. This was so completely out of her comfort zone. But if she didn’t follow through, she’d have to figure out some other way to let off some steam so she could concentrate on her work. Because nothing kept her from doing her job.


			No, she’d decided on this, and she’d do it. She didn’t run away from challenges, even though this particular one came straight out of left field.


			Now halfway down the hallway, she stared at doors that all looked like each other. If she was going to do this, she might as well start. She lifted her hand and knocked on the closest one. When there was no answer, she knocked again. “Grant, are you in there?”


			Damn it all. Still nothing, so she pounded harder. Finally, she gave up and tried the next door. “Grant, come out here.”


			The sound of soft footfalls came through from the other side. If she’d found him, great. Otherwise, she’d apologize and move on. Eventually, the door opened, and a man stood on the other side. He was wearing slacks, but his feet were bare and his shirt hung open.


			“Can I help you?” he asked.


			“Sorry. You’re not who I’m looking for.”


			He stared at her as if she had a few screws loose. Not a bad assessment. Inside, the bathroom door opened, and a woman appeared. Wearing a negligee. Crap.


			The woman jumped back out of Katy’s sight. “Honey, what’s going on?”


			“I don’t know,” he answered as he stared at Katy, obviously waiting for her to say something.


			Katy held up her hands and backed away. “Sorry. An accident. My fault. Please excuse me.”


			He didn’t say anything more but simply closed the door.


			“Shoot,” she said softly. Was she ever going to find him? Or would she end up humiliating herself in front of the entire floor?


			Dear Lord in heaven, what was she doing? She never behaved like this. She’d always look the other way if someone made a scene in public, and she sure as hell never created one herself. She was so close to making partner at the prestigious Brandenburg Law firm, and she didn’t dare do anything to jeopardize it.


			Including having anonymous sex with someone she’d never see again. But it had been so long since she’d had any physical pleasure at all, and it’s not like anyone here would know her. That was why she’d thrown caution and her better judgment to the winds and treated herself to this vacation. Hunting down an eligible lover and flirting had almost killed her. But she’d managed to locate her Prince-Charming-for-the-Evening, and now, she’d lost him. Surely, Grant would want to make up for that. If only she could find him.


			She went down a few doors so she wouldn’t disturb the couple she’d just…well…disturbed and banged on room 1226. No one answered, so she knocked some more. “Grant, are you in there? If you are, come out. I need to talk to you.”


			After knocking again, she waited, doing her best to listen through the door for any sound of someone approaching. When she heard nothing, she tried the next room.


			“Grant.” She knocked and knocked. “I know you’re here somewhere, and I’m going to find you.”


			Finally, a door at the end of the hallway opened, and a familiar sandy-haired head peaked out


			“Katy, what the hell are you doing?”


			She’d found him! Striding toward him, she brushed past him into his room.


			Of course, the “room” turned out to be a suite at the corner of the resort that looked out over sand dunes on one side and the ocean on the other. But she hadn’t come here to admire the view.


			The view on the inside held her attention despite her attempt to ignore it. Grant had changed into faded jeans that hung low on his hips and wore a tattered T-shirt that clung to the muscles of his chest and abdomen. His feet were bare. Ready-for-sex clothes if she’d ever seen them.


			He put his hands on his hips. “Do you want to tell me what that was all about?”


			“Do you know what day this is?”


			He screwed up his face as if he’d never heard such a crazy question. “Saturday?”


			Could he get any denser? “The date, Grant.”


			“Let’s see…um…June first. No, the second.” Then his features softened into a hang-dog “I screwed up” expression. “Your birthday.”


			“Yeah, my birthday.” She advanced on him. “Stephen, or ‘not good enough for me,’ as you called him, was my present to myself for turning thirty.”


			“Ah, crap,” he said softly. “I’m sorry.”


			He was sorry, all right. Those were the two words he used for fixing anything. Only they had stopped working a long time ago.


			“I’m not like you. I don’t jump into bed casually,” she said.


			He didn’t look her in the eye but sat silently on the couch and bent with his fingers interlaced between his knees. 


			“I had to get up my courage to do it this time because I needed…” She let her voice trail off before she confessed to a weakness she didn’t often admit, even to herself. She needed. God, how she needed.


			“I’m sorry,” he repeated.


			She didn’t answer. He could be clueless sometimes, but he wasn’t a mean man. He didn’t enjoy hurting people. The silence went on for a long time, her stomach churning while Grant still avoided eye contact.


			“What can I do to make it up to you?” he said finally.


			“Do you really want to?”


			He did look up at her then. He had the most beautiful hazel eyes. That and his blond hair made him look innocent sometimes. This time, he appeared sincere…vulnerable almost.


			“I’ve screwed up, but I’ve never wanted to hurt you,” he said.


			That much she could believe. She only had to find some courage to ask him for what she really wanted. She’d kick herself for years, maybe the rest of her life, if she didn’t try. “It seems as if both of us lost our dates.”


			“I apologized for that.”


			“I didn’t mention it because I’m angry. I said it because…well…maybe we can fix that for each other.”


			“You mean…” His eyes narrowed as he studied her. “Like you and me…um…together?”


			“Exactly like that.” He had to understand. If he was a good guy, he’d take over the discussion from here and spare her the embarrassment. At least, he hadn’t told her she was crazy…yet.


			He rose and approached her slowly. “You want to have sex with me.”


			Now, she avoided eye contact. “I do.”


			“Katy.” He always said her name like an endearment. She hadn’t heard that for so damned long.


			“You’re a player now, and I wouldn’t expect you to change that.” She lifted her head and looked into his face. “But I don’t see why I can’t enjoy you for one night instead of some other woman having all the fun.”


			“Makes sense. You always were the logical one.” He pulled her into his arms, and she found herself snuggled up to his chest. So familiar, like home. She shouldn’t let herself enjoy it so much. This was for one night, but if she went ahead with this, she could touch the soft, soft cotton of his T-shirt and feel the firm muscle beneath.


			They’d kiss again. They’d touch each other everywhere. She could strip every bit of clothing off him and let him do the same to her. She could have him inside her and his hands going everywhere. What sane woman wouldn’t want that? Yes, she’d made the right decision.


			… 


			If Grant hadn’t been holding Katy, a strong breeze would have knocked him over. She wanted to have sex with him. It was like the old days, when they’d been unable to keep their hands off each other. If he had any sense, he’d let her down gently and explain he’d finally come to terms with the fact that they were over. She’d kicked him out of their condo for good and didn’t want him back. Indulging now might bring the feelings back, and then he’d have to get over her again.


			But hell, this was Katy. He couldn’t reject her. He’d hurt her enough already. Besides, he really did want her. No matter what had driven them apart, no matter that it felt like eons since they’d had sex, his body wanted her. And now she was standing in his hotel suite, in his arms…waiting. And he’d damned well better do something.


			He eased her away and gazed down at her. “Happy birthday, Katy.”


			“Thank you.”


			“Thirty, huh?” he said. “You look great.”


			“Thirty isn’t old.”


			“Some women get hung up on it.”


			She just shrugged. She had a way of pretending things didn’t matter when they did. It had gotten him into a lot of trouble over the years. Obviously, this birthday was significant or she wouldn’t have tracked down a stranger for sex. That definitely wasn’t her style.


			He took her hands in his and drank in the sight of her. “Really, really good.”


			“Could we get on with this?” she said.


			“You in a rush or something?”


			She shrugged again. This time, she bit her lip, uncertain. Not too many people got to encounter Katy McCord in any state other than poised. Her vulnerability—when he’d seen it—had always gone right to the primitive protector in him. That connection was still strong.


			He lifted her chin and kissed her briefly. “Let’s see if I remember how to do this.”


			She still wore what she’d had on in the elevator—the outfit she’d used to lure in the other guy, most likely. A deceptively simple dress in some silky black fabric that draped her curves instead of clinging to them. The sort of thing that would unzip easily and fall to the floor with no effort at all. Understated and sexy as all hell. She’d added shoes with impossible heels that made her legs look yards long. He’d leave those on her for a while so he could watch her move in them.


			He went around her and unfastened the zipper of her dress. As he’d pictured, it slithered off her body and made a puddle of fabric on the floor.


			Now he had a view he’d desperately missed. While some guys loved breasts, he preferred a woman’s rear end. Asses always turned him on, especially nice, rounded ones. The kind women went to the gym to make smaller. Some wise god had decreed that no matter how much time Katy spent on the stair machine, she still couldn’t lose the curves. 


			But first, he’d take a simple taste of her. After brushing her hair to the side, he pressed his lips to the spot where her neck met her shoulder. Months of experimenting had taught him that the innocent inch of flesh held one of her hot buttons. Sure enough, she let out a sigh.


			Her perfume went right to a pleasure center in his brain. It had identified her in the elevator before he’d even seen her. A combination of the soap she used and her own sugar and spice, the scent had always meant “home” to him. It became more intense when she became aroused—something that would happen in the next few minutes, unless he’d lost his touch.


			She’d worn one of those strapless bras, which could be eased down over her ribs to expose her breasts. Once he had them free, he pulled her back against him and cupped them, rubbing the nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.


			“I don’t believe I’m doing this,” she said.


			He nibbled at her neck, taking a path up to her ear. “It’s your birthday. Relax.”


			Now her ass was pressed against his crotch, right where it belonged. He’d been halfway to erect when he’d put his arms around her. Now he stiffened to full length. The fabric of his jeans and her panties separated his hardness from the cheeks of her rear, but his imagination was in overdrive, thinking up pictures of him sliding his shaft along her crack. He’d be dark and ready to climax in contrast to her pale skin.


			But whoa, he was getting ahead of himself. He had a lot more to do to please her before he satisfied himself.


			As one of his hands continued massaging her breast, he sent the other exploring over her midsection, past her belly, to her panties. When she didn’t do anything to stop him, he slid his fingers inside. Already moist. The woman’s passion humbled him. He’d hardly touched her, and she was wet for him.


			“Grant?” she said.


			He tugged on her earlobe with his teeth. “Yeah, Katy?”


			“Are you going to…?”


			“Happy birthday.” He parted the lips of her sex and found her most sensitive organ stiff and eager for some fun. When he rubbed it, she shuddered. The motion did all kinds of good things for his erection.


			“Grant.” Now it was more like a cry.


			He slipped his arm around her ribs and held her fast against him. “I won’t let you fall.”


			“Oh.”


			That sounded like permission, so he went to work. He fingered her bud the way that he knew most turned her on. A circular motion and then lingering at the tip.


			Resting her head back against his shoulder, she relaxed into the caress, allowing him to keep her upright. She’d been so inexperienced when they’d first touched each other, she’d hardly understood her own response. She’d let him act as teacher, and he’d never, ever let her down sexually after that. Tonight would be no exception.


			By now, she was making the kinds of sounds that signaled sweet, female arousal—the high plateau of maximum pleasure before she shot to the stars. Her breathing was rapid, with little whimpers here and there. But he could do even more. He slid his finger inside her while keeping his thumb where she most wanted it. More moisture accumulated on his hand as her muscles clamped down in the same way they did when he was inside her, driving her to orgasm. She was hot, really, really hot, and he’d finish her soon.


			Of course, doing this for her got him all worked up, too. His erection was about ready to bust out of the zipper of his jeans. He’d have to stifle his eagerness if he wanted to draw this out. He’d lost the best sex of his life with the divorce, but now he could have a taste of it again. He might never get another chance with this woman, and no way in hell was he going to rush things.


			She’d stopped whimpering and was now giving him soft “ohgods.” And her inner muscles kept squeezing his finger. She couldn’t wait any longer.


			He moved his finger again, hard and fast. Her hips jerked as she climaxed, and she gave him a shout of victory. He continued stroking her to draw out her release. It was a helluva long time before she sagged against him with a moan.


			Pride swelled in his chest, much like it had the first time he’d brought her to orgasm—in a dark corner of the university library. Then, he’d kissed her to cover her shout. Now, he scooped her up in his arms and carried her into the bedroom of his suite. He laid her on the comforter and let her enjoy some afterglow while he opened the sliding door of his balcony to let in warm breezes and the sounds of the ocean. When he turned back, she’d opened her eyes but otherwise hadn’t moved.


			“Good one?” he asked.


			“Yeah.” She sounded a bit surprised. She shouldn’t be. He always gave his lovers his best, and his wife deserved better than that. Apparently, so did his ex-wife.


			“I’m sorry I ruined your birthday party.”


			“I’d say you’re making up for it nicely.” She sat up and removed her bra.


			“Hey, let me do that.” He went to her and bent over to grab her panties. The crotch was soaked, and he brought them to his nose and inhaled the perfume that would never leave him alone.


			“Pervert,” she said.


			“Just what you ordered, ma’am.” For a moment, he stared at her shoes. He could maybe talk her into leaving them on, but images of the tips digging into his ass at an awkward moment squashed that idea. He slid them off and held one up. “These are dangerous for your ankles, you know.”


			“Some things are worth the risk.”


			Like having sex with an ex-wife. He shouldn’t fool himself. This wasn’t a normal recreational roll in the hay. If nothing else, saying goodbye in the morning was going to prove awkward as hell. That was…if she spent the night.


			Great. Something else to worry about. Did he invite her to stay, or did he get up when they’d finished, put on his robe, and pour them a goodbye drink? Someone definitely needed to write that etiquette book.


			He tossed the shoes aside and rose to strip. For a minute, though, as he moved his hands to the hem of his T-shirt, he had to stop. Katy was in his bed again, and he could stare at her in all her naked glory. Why did women fear the number thirty so much? She looked exactly as she had when he’d first seen her in a bathing suit. She might have put on a few pounds, but they only made her more beautiful. She had small breasts, but hey…more than a handful was wasted. They worked well enough to turn her on. Her hips were full as a woman’s should be. No tiny asses for him. Which reminded him…


			“Roll over,” he said.


			“Why?” The light in her eyes said she was playing with him.


			“You know.” He made a twirling motion with his finger.


			With a wicked smile, she did as he’d asked. And holy crap, what a view she gave him. A slender waist above two plush cushions of the sweetest flesh the creator had ever made. He could only stare at her while his erection almost danced in his jeans.


			He tore off his T-shirt and sent it flying. Then he unzipped his fly and pushed his jeans down. Because he never bothered with shorts under casual clothes, his sex fell free. He almost made a dive for the bed, but something held his ankles. He hadn’t taken off his damned shoes, and his jeans were tangled around his feet.


			“Damn it.” He sat on the bed to get himself free of the denim leg-irons, and Katy rolled over, laughing.


			She had good reason to laugh. He never made boneheaded mistakes like that. Mr. Smooth—as slick in the bedroom as he was on the field. Well, now that her butt was hidden from view, he might manage to gain some control over himself.


			With both of them finally naked, he opened the drawer in the nightstand and pulled out the box of condoms.


			“Um, Grant…” she said.


			This was her usual way to start a conversation, as in, “We have to talk.” The words every man in the world most dreaded.


			“I’m still on the pill,” she said.


			Of course, she was. Children weren’t on her radar for years because of her career. Hadn’t he heard that often enough?


			“Yeah, but…” Great, now he couldn’t finish his sentence. Disease hadn’t been an issue when they’d been married, but this was now.


			“Before this vacation…” She blushed. “I got tested. I don’t have anything.”


			“Of course, you don’t.” The mere idea she’d get some ghastly disease was ridiculous. As for him, well, he was careful. “I get tested regularly. And I always use protection.”


			“The protector and provider,” she said. “You’d never do something irresponsible.”


			Protect and provide. Those were the most important things in his book. His attitude used to tick her off, as if he thought she couldn’t take care of herself. He never questioned that she could. But why should she, if she had him to do it for her? But he wasn’t going to open that can of worms again.


			“So, anyway, I don’t think we need those,” she said.


			Holy crap. What did he say to that? Sex with nothing separating them. No, sex with Katy with nothing separating them. It would be like the old days, when everything was shiny and new, back when he could hope against hope that maybe the pill wouldn’t work and she’d have his baby.


			“Alrighty, then,” he said. This might be her birthday, but he was about to eat her up like a huge serving of cake with ice cream. He started with her mouth. Leaning over her with his weight resting on his forearms, he kissed her as if she were a sweet treat and he hadn’t eaten for days. His lips devoured hers, sampling the upper one and taking the full lower one between his teeth for a gentle nibble.


			She seemed 100 percent with the program as she sighed into his mouth and wrapped her arms around his neck to hold on. The very first time she’d kissed him, she’d knocked his socks off. Just a few minutes holding her in his arms and tasting her honey was enough to get him stiff and throbbing. He’d known from the start she’d be dynamite in bed, and then she’d gone and proved it. From quickies in college to their honeymoon and throughout their marriage, they’d always come together like two flames burning brightly. Tonight was no different.


			Now her soft body pressed against his everywhere. He moved lower. She had half a dozen sensitive spots along her throat. One was right behind her ear, so he nibbled at that first, and she rewarded him with a little moan.


			“Enjoying your birthday?” he whispered into her lobe. His breath there always turned her on, too. Everything turned this woman on.


			“Oh…wow,” she answered.


			The perfect answer. She might have thought she’d have a good time with the guy from the elevator. And who knew? The man might even have figured out how to make her climax. Maybe. But Grant could make her Climax with a capital C. No one else could do that for her, and he’d prove it.


			Next, he covered her neck with kisses. The very base where it met her shoulder was another pleasure point, and by the time he got there, she was already moving beneath him. That, of course, pressed her breasts against his chest, which would turn her on even more.


			Time to work those babies. He slid along her body until his face lay between her breasts. As he massaged one, he took the other nipple into his mouth and gave it a gentle tug. Arching her back, she sucked in a breath. In a little while, he’d have her hot and ready for the main course. But if he teased her past that point, she’d explode when she finally did climax, and man, that sure felt good. So he gave the other breast the full treatment.


			He’d already made her wet. That was a good thing, because he had a raging erection. She’d need to be slick to take him easily. Allowing him to make her ready was one of the greatest gifts she’d ever given him. Even tonight…especially tonight, when she honored him one last time, he wasn’t taking anything for granted. By the time he satisfied himself, she would have had a birthday she’d never forget.


			Now for the real feast. Slowly this time, he made his way down her body, letting her wonder, maybe fantasize about what he’d do next. He planted kisses all over her abdomen as he slid along.


			“Oh God,” she whispered. She’d end up talking a lot to the Almighty in the next few minutes.


			Finally, at his destination, he parted her thighs and draped her legs over his shoulders. Now her sex lay only inches from his nose, and her perfume went right to his gut and below. Katy bathed a lot, so she always smelled of soap, and now she’d added the scent of highly aroused woman. It was the same intoxicating aroma her panties had given off. He’d taste her now, and his sex would drive him nuts needing to get inside her. But it would have to wait.


			When he parted her lips with his tongue, he landed immediately on her hot button. Likely still sensitive from her earlier orgasm, it had stiffened enough for him to roll it just the way she liked.


			She let out a loud, “Oh!” and her hips jerked upward, but he held on. She tasted like caramel, and no matter how much of her he took, he couldn’t get enough. The hotter she got, the more his erection throbbed and demanded satisfaction. But he could hold off because he had to.


			No one made love like they did, and he ought to know. He’d searched for the perfect partner ever since they’d separated. And he’d found some great ones. But his memory hadn’t betrayed him by enhancing the details of their past sex life. Katy was different. Too bad this was the only part of their marriage that had worked.


			After a couple of minutes of the most intense cunnilingus he knew how to give, her “ohs!” were becoming louder and more frequent. He’d wait for the signal “Don’t stop!” to finish her second orgasm. The delay might kill him, but he would have made his point. He knew her body—and her response—better than any other man alive.


			“Now,” she said. “Inside me.”


			He hesitated, his tongue still lingering on her sensitive flesh. If he entered her now, there was no way in hell he could turn back. He’d make sure she came again, but that would be the end of his control.


			She reached down and tugged at his head. “Please, Grant. I need you.”


			The magic words. He could never deny her if she needed him. So, he rose over her, taking his position with the tip of his sex at the entrance to heaven.


			By snaking a hand between their bodies, she gripped his shaft and brought it to her. She really wanted him, and who was he to deny her?


			He entered her slowly so he could savor every inch of penetration. And he’d been right about the heaven part. She was hot and wet and tight around him. He clenched his teeth to distract himself from the urge to shove into her until he lost control.


			She wasn’t going to help him maintain any sanity. Already, her hips were moving, rising up and then back down. Doing the thrusting for him. She had to be close to the breaking point if she was doing that, so if he found just a little more endurance, they could climax together.


			Finally, he let himself move, slowly at first, but then the need to thrust went on automatic. He let her have all of him. Every inch, every need, every minute he’d had to do without her.


			She was with him the whole way. Her breathing grew ragged, interrupted by cries, and her nails scraped at his back. She’d lose it in a minute, and he only had to hang on for the explosion.


			“Ohgodohgod,” she cried. “Don’t stop!”


			Victory. She’d arrived. He plunged into her over and over, and she climaxed, her muscles clamping down on him and then spasming. That let his beast loose, and he shouted as his own orgasm rushed through him. The semen shot from him in waves as the two of them clung together through the storm.


			When it ended, he managed to roll off her before he collapsed. She snuggled up to him, and he threw an arm over her, bringing her closer.


			As the post-orgasm peace settled over them and the sounds of breakers in the distance returned, she took a deep breath and snuggled her head under his chin. Only then did the thought occur to him that maybe having sex with the only woman he’d ever loved—the only one who’d managed to break his heart—wasn’t the world’s greatest idea.
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