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There’s a new game in town, and Gina is writing all the rules. Or so she thinks. She’s taking some drastic personal measures to turn up the heat during Canada’s icy cold hockey season. She’s set on sampling life’s finer pleasures. But where’s a girl to start? With a list, of course. Creating a spreadsheet with her sexual wish list is just the beginning. Now she needs to cast the starring role. What Gina doesn’t count on is accidently emailing her secret list to Connor, the captain of the Vancouver Reign Warriors hockey team.

Imagine her shock at Connor’s determination to make every item on her list a reality.

Not happening, Gina promises herself. But Connor has different ideas.
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Author’s Note

 

As a proud Canadian, I grew up watching hockey—it was a huge part of my childhood TV entertainment. Now I share the experience with my children. As dedicated hockey parents, my husband and I spend three quarters of the year lugging hockey bags and our children around from rink to rink. And we wouldn’t change it for the world! So when I began working on New Game in Town,
it only seemed natural that my hero was a professional hockey player.

I came up with the fictitious name of the Vancouver Reign Warriors for my hockey team. Yes, the pun is intended! For those of you familiar with the city of Vancouver, you’ll know that we get a lot, and I mean a lot, of rain during the winter.

Please know that all my characters are created from my imagination and any resemblance to real people is purely coincidental.

 









Prologue

 

Wiping the tears from her already puffy red eyes, Gina smoothed a trembling hand over her crumpled blouse, pushing the ends back into the waistband of her wrinkled, ill-fitting slacks. Rushing out of the elevator, she searched for the executive boardroom she had been hastily summoned to. Having only worked for the Vancouver Reign Warriors hockey team for two weeks, Gina was still learning her way around. Stumbling to her destination, she slowly opened the door to find the room completely dark except for the projector illuminating a screen on one of the walls. The meeting was already in progress, but her entrance had the moderator and everyone else seated at the large boardroom table turning in her direction, clearly interrupted by her tardiness.

Mumbling “Sorry” Gina closed the door carefully behind her. She needed a couple of seconds for her eyes to adjust to the lack of light, but the room was eerily quiet. Clearly they were waiting for her to take a seat before they continued. Shuffling along the oblong table, she was horrified to see that every seat she came along was occupied.

What a way to make an entrance! Either the moderator took pity on her or he just wanted to continue with the meeting, for he pointed to the end of the table, saying, “There’s an empty chair over there.” He turned to someone behind her, asking, “Brian, would you get the lights for me?”

A timid “Thanks” was all she managed to squeak out as she made her way to the vacant seat. The sudden glaring lights momentarily blinded her, making her stumble as she pulled out her chair. One minute she was taking her seat and the next her chair had been tipped over, leaving her stunned and lying on her back.

All she had heard was a booming roar from high above her, “My foot!”

Even in her daze, she recognized the face of the giant looming over her, his features contorted in pain.

Without realizing it, she had positioned a leg of her chair on Connor Waters’ foot. The same foot that had been broken in the middle of the season. The foot that had benched the captain for six weeks. The foot that was in the final stages of healing. In less than a minute of being in the same room as him, she had managed to injure one of the team’s star players!

Gina was unable to utter a coherent word as anonymous hands reached out to help her up. Her face burned with shame, an emotion she was unfortunately becoming all too familiar with.

It was then that Connor turned to her with agony etched into his face. “Shit—I didn’t mean to knock you over.” Even with his strong jaw clenched in pain, his eyes held concern. “You okay?”

At that exact moment, she felt every eye in the room turn to her. Many of the people gathered were still trying to figure out what had just happened, while others stared at her in accusation.

“Damn, someone get the doc in here now,” the team manager bellowed. “Connor, sit down until the doc checks out that foot!” Then she heard him mutter, “Who in the hell is she?”

After that, the room erupted in further chaos. People were all talking at once, crowding around Connor, asking if he was okay.

Not a single person paid her any attention. Unable to speak a word, Gina tried to get a look at Connor to see if he was all right. But the entourage only grew around him as medical staff and trainers rushed in to examine one of their key veteran players.

Oh. My. God! Gina fought to squeeze air into her tightening lungs.

Just this morning, she had woken up from a fitful sleep after spending most of the night crying into her pillow, bemoaning her broken engagement. Or as her beautifully coifed mother had pointed out only weeks before, her second broken engagement.

Burning her mouth on her morning coffee, Gina had cursed out loud, “Could my life get any worse?”

Why had she tempted the fickle God of Fate with that question?

Turning now, Gina numbly stumbled out of the boardroom to hide in her little cubical two floors down. No one noticed her departure.

And that about sums up my life.

Hours later, an email from her boss popped up on her screen, telling her that she had bruised Connor’s foot, but that he would be on the ice as scheduled. Relief poured through her. The great game of hockey would go on and she wouldn’t be crucified by the fans for injuring their star player.

Now if only the rest of her life would fix itself.









Chapter One

Five Months Later

 

Walking into the meeting room, Gina became aware of conversations beginning to stop as people took notice of her entrance. The old Gina would have lowered her gaze to inspect herself for her latest fashion disaster. Today there was no need for her to glance down to understand why the boardroom grew noticeably quiet at her entrance.

Remarkable what a killer new wardrobe, a little artfully applied makeup and a sexy new haircut to tame her auburn curls could do for a woman, thought Gina, her gloss-covered lips curving into a smile rivaling that of Mona Lisa’s.

There was no question that she now dressed to draw attention to herself. The exquisite black jacket and matching pencil skirt fitted her like a glove, and the glimmer of her red silk camisole drew attention to a hint of cleavage. Gina luxuriated in the feel of the fine silk stockings covering her legs as she entered the boardroom with a practiced glide. As far as business suits went, hers met all professional requirements of decency. But what gave her the added sexual allure was the transformation that had taken place on the inside, one painstaking step at a time.

She felt sexy thanks to her life makeover, going beyond the superficial outer layers. The last few months had been like a rebirth for Gina. A metamorphosis of the proverbial ugly duckling into the graceful swan.

Her practiced stride faltered for just a moment as her gaze caught the eyes of the one man who threatened her hard-won poise. A familiar feeling of anxiety radiated from her gut, making her heart beat a little faster.

Connor held her gaze, raising an eyebrow in—what? Interest? Recognition? Mockery?

He couldn’t have recognized her from their brief, yet disastrous, meeting last season, she reassured herself.

Gina hadn’t seen Connor since last spring’s Stanley Cup semifinals. As the captain of his hockey team, he had led his teammates with determination and unbound skill. Unfortunately, they hadn’t made it to the final match-up for the coveted Cup, but the team had represented their city, fans and the sport of hockey well.

Many Vancouver women had been rumored to have jokingly said that the fact that Connor didn’t make it to the finals only gave him more time to come out and play. Clearly they hadn’t been referring to hockey!

At well over six feet, with well-honed muscles and chiseled features arranged with precise symmetry, he was a heartthrob for most women with a pulse. And he knew it.

The closer her Jimmy Choos got to the head of the large conference table where her laptop lay at the ready, the more she became aware of Connor’s openly inquisitive look cataloguing every infinitesimal detail of her appearance.

Lowering her eyelids sedately, Gina gave herself a moment to regain her equilibrium by taking a small, steady breath. She reminded herself that there was no way that he would know who she was, they hadn’t exactly been formally introduced to each other.

Not glancing in Connor’s direction again, she continued to her chair at the table, while greeting her colleagues along the way.

Two large hands landed on opposite sides of her chair’s headrest, ready to pull it out for her. She was getting used to this type of chivalry, thanks to her new look.

Ever since her extreme makeover culminated in the new Gina, she’d learned how to take it in stride when random men stopped to open doors, pull out chairs or hold the elevator for her, all the while throwing openly admiring glances her way. The privileges that beautiful, sexy women had been enjoying for eons were finally hers to savor.

What she hadn’t expected was the heavy weight of a well-placed hand on the small of her back. Or her body’s instant reaction to the innocent touch. The fine hairs on her nape stood at attention, her heartbeat kicking up a notch.

“I’ll take care of it, Matt.” The quiet command was directed at the man the other hand belonged to. “Please, allow me,” came the pronouncement from over her shoulder.

Dread filled her. Connor. She would know that voice anywhere. Memories from the last time they ran into each other in a similar boardroom made her want to curl into a ball, but she controlled the impulse and ordered herself to keep on course. Gina had known that she would be seeing Connor at today’s meeting. But she had planned on avoiding any direct communication with him. She had been apprehensive when she had accepted her new promotion, knowing that she would be running into Connor, and in some cases, might even be working with him.

Instead of turning to acknowledge him directly, Gina murmured a casually polite, yet dismissive, “Thank you” over her shoulder.

Gina’s breath caught in her tight chest as his strong hand slipped to the curve of her hip, guiding her back a few inches so that he could finish pulling her chair farther back from the table. She was hard-pressed not to notice the solid muscles of his chest pressing against her back. She swore she felt him inhale deeply before he moved away.

Guiding her into her seat, he leaned down and drawled close to her ear, “After all, I’m going to need both of my feet to play this season.”

Damn! Mortifying heat crept up her neck as her eyes widened in shock. He did remember her! It was hard for her own mother to recognize her now, yet this man who she had barely spoken two words to last year was able to place her.

Gina felt dread infuse her as memories of what was jokingly referred to as the “unfortunate incident” made her morning coffee churn in her gut.

“Mr. Waters.” Gina greeted him now, forcing herself to turn in her chair and meet his twinkling blue gaze over her shoulder. She could see him registering all the differences in her appearance, trying to reconcile the woman he just helped seat to the one who had nearly reinjured him last season.

 

Well hell! Connor couldn’t help but be slightly taken aback at the cool greeting. And by his body’s instant reaction to the woman staring up at him as if he was of no consequence. Not wanting to toot his own horn, but he didn’t exactly lack female adoration or attention.

He hadn’t recognized Gina right away. She definitely looked different from the last time they had seen each other. It had been her eyes that had tugged at his memory. Even while in pain when she had accidently bruised his injured foot, he still remembered staring into her panicked gaze. He had felt like shit for knocking her over and had wanted to sooth away the frightened look from her tear-filled eyes, but he had been instantly surrounded by management, coaches and medical personnel, all concerned with his injured foot.

Damn, the woman was fine. Who knew what had lain under the drab clothes he vaguely recalled her being in last season.

Interesting woman…

“Let’s get started, people,” a voice called out, shaking Connor out of his personal musings.

 

Gina welcomed the interruption and turned her back on Connor in a clear dismissal.

It was time to get down and dirty and get to work. And for Gina, in more ways than one.









Chapter Two

 

The day had run late, thanks to Gina’s previous meeting running behind schedule, leaving her feeling tired and hungry from the long day. To top it off, she still had a few hours of work ahead of her this evening and all she wanted to do was crawl into her soft thousand-count cotton bed sheets in sheer exhaustion. It had been a grueling few weeks with the hockey season starting and her going gangbusters on implementing a new marketing campaign. With the players’ busy schedules, it had been a challenge to get things organized around their game and travel itineraries.

An hour, she promised herself, walking through the now quiet and dimly lit office, then a hot bath and bed.

Everyone had gone home for the evening, leaving the echo of her heels tattooing a hollow beat along the empty office hallway. Gina removed her suit jacket and kicked off her three-inch heels as she let herself into her office. Hanging her jacket on the hook beside her door, she untucked her blouse from her skirt and began edging a few buttons loose to breathe. She rotated her neck to work out the kinks and let out a deep moan as her tight neck muscles protested in pain.

“Don’t stop on my account,” rumbled a lazy voice from behind her.

“Ahhh!” A shriek of terror escaped her dry lips, the unexpected voice paralyzing her fingers on her blouse.

Gina turned to find Connor Waters leaning back comfortably in her chair. With his feet propped on her desk, it was evident that he had made himself at home in her office.

“What do you want?” she asked nervously. Her shock made her terse.

“From you?” Connor’s mouth twitched, his eyes slowly travelling down her length, taking in the rapid rise and fall of her breasts. “The possibilities are endless, Gina.”

She was hard-pressed to ignore the sexual edge that coated Connor’s voice. Gina had to take a mental breath to calm her shaking nerves. If she was honest with herself, her still-racing heartbeat had little to do with the initial fear of finding him in her office.

“Did we have an appointment?” she asked him, knowing full well they didn’t. Talking to him in her bare feet seemed too intimate, too personal. She leaned down and swiftly slipped back into her stilettos.

Shit. Connor Waters is sitting in my office.

Deliberately, she walked over to stand in front of her desk, raising a perfectly arched eyebrow as he reclined farther back in her chair, staring up at her without apology.

 

Connor didn’t even try to hide his interest in the hint of hot pink that peeked from the gap of Gina’s partially unbuttoned blouse. He realized that if he had kept his mouth shut for another moment, Gina probably would have let loose another button or two, giving him a better look at the lace that covered her breasts. He berated himself for jumping the gun. With regret, he watched Gina redo the undone buttons of her blouse, hiding the tantalizing glimpse of her flesh covered by the delicate lace.

He could see the little pulse still hammering on her exposed neck, proof that she wasn’t as relaxed as she tried to portray.

Hmmm…interesting.

“No, no appointment,” he answered lazily. “I was going to the club after tonight’s game when I received a rather interesting email attachment from you.”

Connor pulled out his cell phone and began scrolling through it. “Hmm, here we are. Sent today at quarter after six p.m. from Gina. Subject heading…” he deliberately paused, raising a mocking eyebrow as he met her confused gaze head-on, “Possibilities?”

He felt a momentary pang of regret at teasing her when he saw the color leach from her face, her body a statue of shock. But a bigger part of him couldn’t help but torment her a little. Connor liked to think that very little could shock him at this stage of his life. He had been sorely mistaken. Gina’s email attachment had captured his attention in more ways than one. His stiff cock could attest to that.

After rereading her email multiple times, Connor had decided that there was certainly more to Gina than met the eye. And he was determined to explore the many intricate layers that made up this woman, unwrapping them from her delectable body one by one.

 

No, she couldn’t have!

Momentarily squeezing her eyes shut, Gina mentally went back to the email she had sent Connor from her cell phone earlier that evening. Rushing into her last meeting, she had wanted his final thoughts on possible players for the ad campaign she was finalizing. Gina had narrowed down the list of available players and now needed Connor to help make a final decision. She had attached the list to the email—the wrong list! Mortified, her head dropped down to her chest in misery. “Possibilities” was her personal list of….

“Imagine my surprise when I opened your attachment.” Connor’s mocking whisper flirted with the sensitive nerve endings on the side of her neck. He had quietly moved to stand behind her, his thumb deliberately moving aside her hair, exposing her delicate skin to his calculated touch.

He didn’t allow her to pull away when she took a step forward, instead, she felt his firm hands settle on her hips, securely anchoring her in front of his hard body.

“Gina, Gina, Gina.” She felt Connor’s shoulders dwarf her from behind, the sexy timbre of his voice enveloping her as he continued, “You had some interesting choices on your list, many of the guys on it would be great spokesmen for the new ads. But what really caught my eye,” he paused, closing the gap between his lips and the delicate shell of her ear, his teeth lightly nipping at the sensitive flesh, “were your comments next to each name.”

A soft sob of angst escaped from her dry throat while her body shuddered at his touch. Knowing she should assert herself and insist he let her go, Gina fought a losing battle—a battle with herself. Her head told her one thing, but her body another. Gina let her body win as she leaned back into Connor’s strong embrace, reveling in the desire his touch induced.

She felt his every breath whisper against her neck and along the shell of her ear as he moved his lips lightly along her sensitive flesh. Goose bumps raced down her spine, making her breath catch in her throat. His fingers pulled her silk blouse out of her skirt, and stroked the soft flesh of her hips, gradually making their way up to the underside of her aching breasts. Gina held her breath, waiting for his hands to cup her sensitized breasts, disappointed when he only ran his thumbs along the seam of her bra. Gina needed him to touch her pebbled nipples, to rub them between his fingers. She felt her sex ripple in response to that thought. She couldn’t remember the last time she had reacted so strongly to a man’s touch, if ever.

“Where do I start? ‘Sean, strong thighs to hold me in place. Paul, rumored to last all night. Matt, known for his size.’”

The feel of his teeth raking over her ear and his solid form pressed against her back were enough to make Gina swivel her hips in hunger, rubbing her backside against him as he recited the comments she had placed next to each potential lover on her list. Humiliation at having her private thoughts repeated out loud, and by Connor of all people, battled with the need his voice and touch created within her. Need seemed to be winning, a soft whimper escaping her lips, her head falling back, further exposing her trembling body to his masterful touch.

“Naughty Gina. How would the guys feel if they found out how you—what’s the phrase you women use—ah, yeah, ‘objectified them’, stripped them down to strictly their body parts? Not very PC of you.” He chuckled. “Then there was your interesting ‘To Do List’ that caught my attention. Number one was interesting, number three was downright kinky and number five… Well let’s just say that I have a feeling that there is definitely more to you than meets the eye.”

His assertive fingers continued to stroke back and forth from the bottom of her breasts, over her quivering belly, to the edge of the waistband of her skirt, while his lips nuzzled along the sensitive skin of her neck. She felt the palm of his hand increase the pressure on her middle, pulling her still tighter against him, the feel of his fully aroused rod rubbing against her ass eliciting another groan of pure desire from her parted lips.

“Please…” Gina wasn’t entirely sure what she was begging him for.

“If I didn’t know any better, I would guess that you put together a spreadsheet of your sexual wish list and the potential men that would help you reach your, ah, goals.”

Connor’s emphasis on his last word wasn’t lost on either of them. His lips dropped to her shoulder, taking a gentle love bite of the soft flesh of her shoulder as he slid his hands up to finally pull her bra down and cup her breasts. His fingers finally closing over her protruding nipples, giving them a delicate squeeze that had her knees threaten to buckle from under her.

“Aw God, stop,” she pleaded, trying to hold on to her pride but failing miserably.

Ignoring her weak protest, he interrupted, his harsh growl attesting to his own lust, “Did you really use a spreadsheet to decide on which man to take as a lover?” Laughter combined with a little awe. “Talk about using your Smartphone—wisely.”

Gina tensed at just how accurate his words were. Fear and mortification snaked through her already overly sensitized body. Some of her newfound confidence began to slip when past insecurities came trickling back, leaving her feeling foolish.

Why would any of these gorgeous men, who had their pick of women, be interested in someone like her? After all, her dismal track record with men spoke for itself. And God, to have this man read about her sexual fantasy wish list was just too much to handle!

She had to stop this before she made a total fool of herself. The absurdity of allowing this man to touch her so intimately when they hadn’t exchanged more than a dozen words wasn’t lost on her. But the man made her hum like a well-played guitar, and the way she was reacting to him wasn’t lost on either of them. With a determined step forward, Gina shook her head no and shrugged off his hands, putting a few needed inches between them. Pulling away from his erotic touch, she quickly adjusted her bra and smoothed her blouse back into her skirt. Schooling her features into what she hoped was a casual look of disdain, she prepared herself to see the smug look on his face. But before she turned and looked at Connor, she caught a look at her reflection in the framed mirror hanging behind her desk. What she saw there still managed to give her pause. Even today, she was a little surprised at the sexy woman staring back at her. On the outside, she was completely transformed into a new woman from the one she had been before her makeover.

Catching a glance of her new look in the glass was an effective reminder about the mantra that she repeated to herself daily. I am beautiful, I am desirable, I am worthy.

With little choice but to brazen out the situation, Gina ignored Connor and moved to sit behind her desk. The large physical barrier gave her little protection from his perceptive gaze or his mockingly raised eyebrow. Not as brave as she had hoped to be, she glanced down unseeingly at a file on her desk and, with as much dignity she could muster, she muttered, “I apologize for sending you the wrong attachment. I’ll be sure to send you the correct information.”

“You didn’t answer my question, Gina. Was that a list of potential lovers?”

The sudden steel in his voice had Gina glancing up sharply. It didn’t take a genius to see that he disapproved.

Why should he care?

“It’s really none of your concern, Connor. What I do in my personal life is just that—personal.” Gina knew she had to end this conversation now. Just being in the same room with Connor was enough to shake her equilibrium.

This man always had the power to make her hot. From the moment Gina had first seen him walking the arena hallways last year, laughing and joking with the different women he escorted on a nightly basis, she had felt true envy. What would it be like to have his arm around her shoulders as he stared into her eyes with desire? Back then, she had fantasized that she was the woman going home with him for the night. She had even woken up from a very erotic dream one night, crying out his name in need. The private memory had her blushing even more.

No, she couldn’t let him get under her skin. At least not any further than he already was. Even with her newfound confidence, Gina wasn’t courageous enough to explore the deep emotions he unknowingly elicited from within her. Self-preservation refused to allow her to explore why this man affected her control so deeply.

When making her list of potential lovers and the sexual fantasies she intended to play out with them, she had initially added Connor to the list, only to delete him seconds later. Connor was a veteran playboy. There was a certain air about him that she found too daunting. She was too new to this game of casual sex. Little bites was how she planned to tackle her mission for a new lover who would fulfill the desires she had only dreamed about until now.

She needed someone easy to be with—someone who didn’t intimidate her or make her feel things that only frightened her. Nor was she going to get involved with someone she worked directly with. One of the reasons Gina had wanted Connor to pick the new spokesperson was that of the remaining two candidates, she was going to choose the man she intended to seduce.

As if reading her mind, he remarked, “Why bring anyone else into this? The season is just starting and the rookies have a lot to focus on right now. Maybe you need to broaden your list of contenders.”

His message was clear. He was volunteering for the position. And from the long hard bulge still evident against his pants, he was more than happy to volunteer to help her cross off a few items on her list.

Wicked longing had Gina squeezing her legs together in a failed attempt to relieve the growing pressure. Even with the desk between them, both of them were aware of the sheer sensual energy surrounding them. This conversation had entered dangerous ground from the get-go.

Knowing she was not going to gain any semblance of control over the volatile situation, Gina got up to leave.

“It’s been a long day, Connor, both of us are tired. Why don’t we touch base tomorrow to choose the new spokesperson?” Not giving him a chance to answer, she avoided his hard stare and strode to the door. With a casualness that she didn’t feel, she slipped into her suit jacket and reached for the door handle.

Two hands reached around her and, palms down, kept the door securely closed. His arms keeping her trapped between the closed door and his still-hard body, he continued, “Baby, that little sex wish list of yours is downright intriguing. If I’m reading you right, you want me as much as I want you,” he announced, his voice growing even more rough with desire. “The question is, are you woman enough to take what you want? Can you handle what we would enjoy in bed together?”

His words alone should not be able to weaken her resolve, but they created a yearning so profound that her body instantly creamed with need. Her wet panties chaffed at her pussy, making her want to turn around in his arms and take him up on his offer. It was hard not to feel his arms contract against her sides as he nudged closer against her. With his hard cock pressing along the seam of her ass, there was little doubt that he was as aroused as she was.

She could be that woman who went home with him tonight! He could fulfill some of the erotic items on her wish list. Longing ran through every fiber of her being. She knew if she gave Connor even the slightest encouragement, they would end up in bed together.

And then what, she asked herself.

What is going to happen tomorrow or the day after when he looks at you and remembers the woman you used to be?

How long would she be able to hold his attention then?

Gina remained absolutely still with her back to Connor, not wanting him to see the desire that she knew would be clearly reflected in her eyes. She knew she would inevitably crash and burn if she gave him even the remotest encouragement by giving in to her attraction to this man. A woman like her, regardless of her new look, just could not hold the attention of a man like Connor Waters for long. He was accustomed to the rink bunnies who made it a life sport to attract the attention of the players and Gina knew she couldn’t compete with them to hold on to Connor’s attention for more than a night. And for what Gina wanted, one night would not be enough. No, she couldn’t chance getting involved with Connor and risk losing what precious ground she had gained in carving out a new life for herself.

“It’s not going to happen, Connor. We work together and the last thing either of us needs is to complicate things any further between us,” she announced. She could handle him as long as she kept things professional between them, Gina assured herself.

“Why don’t you go find someone else to harass.” Her last words snapped out more forcefully than she intended. Just mentioning Connor with another woman had her blood heating up in an entirely different way.

“I didn’t take you for a coward,” Connor accused in a sardonic tone. Not giving her a chance to answer, he pulled her back to open her office door and then he walked past her, leaving her standing by herself in the empty office.

If you only knew.

 

His unrelieved hard-on made it a challenge to walk out of Gina’s office without wincing. He accepted Gina’s rejection, albeit with some surprise. This was one for the record books. Connor knew he wasn’t being conceited when he recognized that most women he hit on usually reciprocated his advances. Truth be told, he usually was the one getting hit on. Looking into the mirror every morning when he shaved, he knew that Mother Nature had blessed him with good looks. Being a successful professional athlete only sealed the deal, ensuring that he did not lack for female companionship.

But lately, he had started turning down the blatant offers of the women who threw themselves at him. Most guys would scoff at him if Connor told them that the no-strings sex was starting to get stale. More times than not, he felt as though there was something missing in his life.

Gina had intrigued him from the moment he recognized her in the boardroom after her remarkable transformation. At first he hadn’t placed her as the same bedraggled woman who had almost crushed his injured foot with her chair leg last season. Then he had made direct eye contact with her. The same vivid green eyes he remembered looking up at him in shock after he had turned her on her backside in a knee-jerk reaction to the pain radiating from his foot.

Connor had been entertained by the cool “Thank you” Gina had thrown over her shoulder when he had pulled out her chair for her at their last meeting. He had been looking forward to working with her since. He had noticed the other men in the room checking Gina out, especially Matt, one of the newest players to join the team. As the captain of the team, it was up to Connor to let Gina know that the rookies didn’t have time to play in her little sex games.

To say he had been fascinated with her sexual wish list was an understatement. He hadn’t been able to shake the visuals that had bombarded him since he had read her email. It was going to be up to him to let her know that the rookie players she had indentified on her list were going to be too busy working toward making the dream of a Stanley Cup win a reality. He would make sure they didn’t have a second to spare for her.

Nope, Gina was going to have to play her little games with him and leave the rookies to their own devices.

Getting into the elevator, Connor caught his reflection in the mirrored walls. The wicked grin slanting his lips would have scared the pants off Gina had she seen it. Connor let out a chuckle at the thought as he contemplated his course of action on how he was going to do just that. Suddenly, he was really looking forward to working with Gina.









Chapter Three

 

Agreeing to meet Connor in the middle of the afternoon at the nightclub that he co-owned had seemed like a safe bet when Gina had set up her meeting with him. After all, it was during broad daylight and she was essentially going to be dealing with his general manager, Alex, to discuss holding a fundraising event there.

Gina was proud of how quickly they had managed to get started on the new campaign. The only dark cloud hanging over her was her doubt that she could survive her interactions with Connor. She had been holding her breath since their confrontation in her office. Gina still squirmed with embarrassment over emailing him a list of her sexual fantasies and the list of potential lovers to go along with them.

Part of her had been worried that he would reveal the contents of her email to his friends and they would all be having a good laugh at her expense. A bigger part of her was still shocked that Connor had been interested in her. Thankfully, she hadn’t heard even a sniff of any reference to her wish list. And since that horrendous night in her office, Connor had only communicated with her via a few brief work-related emails. He hadn’t brought up her list, but instead, had been short and to the point.

She had been dreading seeing Connor today. Whenever they were in the same room together, Connor’s penetrating gaze made her feel as if he was able to read her mind, that he was acutely aware of her every thought.

Well no kidding! The man did read your deepest sexual fantasy wish list. It doesn’t take a genius to figure out what you’re thinking about.

Walking through the unlocked doors to the club, Gina wasn’t surprised by the decadent interior. White sheer drapery hung from the walls and low modern furniture was clustered in groups around the glass floor covering the “pond” that featured as the dance floor in the center of the club. The club was world famous for this water feature that doubled as a dance floor. Chic and elegant. She would expect nothing less for the playground of the rich and famous.

A deep whimper from the back of the room caught Gina’s attention. Although it was broad daylight outside, the windowless club cast the cavernous room in dark shadows. Searching for the source of the sound, Gina gradually entered deeper into the room. Only a few of the lights were turned on, so it took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the dim light. Another heartfelt moan caught her attention, drawing her closer to the sound.

What met her gaze had Gina stopping short.

The man had the striking blonde spread out on the red velvet couch while he, fully clothed, knelt between her long legs. The woman’s stark white blouse was gaping open and hanging out of the gray skirt that was bunched up around her waist, revealing a crimson corset that offered up her breasts into the man’s waiting face. He wasted little time lapping up the bounty before him, his tongue stroking a sensual path atop the woman’s heaving breasts as she moaned, “More, Alex, give me more—mmm, don’t—stop!”

Even from where she was standing, Gina could hear the wet suction of the woman’s vagina drawing at the large fingers the man worked rhythmically in and out of her glistening pussy.

The woman threw her head back in total abandon while the man named Alex worked his skilful fingers inside her, setting a steady pace that kept time with his bobbing head at her nipples as he bent over her.

Gina took a single step back, knowing she needed to turn around and walk out the doors to leave these two to finish what they were so obviously enjoying. But why couldn’t she get her feet to listen to her head?

Instead of turning around, Gina took a few tentative steps deeper into the dimly lit nightclub, helpless to take her eyes off the couple openly enjoying their pleasure. With each step, Gina was aware of her silk-clad thighs rubbing seductively against each other, causing a tight friction to work its way up between her legs to nestle in her core.

She made it to the center of the room, her hands reaching for the back of a couch to steady her trembling body. She still couldn’t make herself look away from the woman’s radiant face, watching her as she ran her fingers through the man’s sun-blond hair, pushing his face even farther into her breasts as he worked his obvious magic with his tongue and fingers.

How long Gina stood there, mesmerized by their pleasure in each other, she couldn’t say. Time gave the impression of standing still. It wasn’t until she sensed the heat radiating from a presence behind her that Gina came out of her motionless trance with a start.

Shame at being caught staring at the couple engaged in such a blatant sex act warred with her peaking desire. She was fully aware that her breathing was erratic and that her face was flushed with longing.

Before Gina could turn around, long, calloused fingers closed around her from behind and covered her hands where she was gripping the back of the couch. The tailored wool blazer did little to conceal the muscular arms that cocooned her body from around her waist. A clean, familiar male scent enveloped her. There was no mistaking the man standing behind her.

Shame at being caught kept her from uttering a word in a lame attempt to defend her actions. Gina soon forgot her embarrassment when his warm breath flirted with the side of her throat, his stubble-roughened chin gently nudging her hair out of the way to allow his lips easy access to the soft skin of her neck. His tongue darted out to take a leisurely path along her sensitive skin while his fingers tightened over hers, holding her firmly in place against his contoured body.

A deep moan of desire escaped Gina, her head turning to the side, eyes closing tightly in an attempt to contain the yearning flooding relentlessly through her.

“Open your eyes,” demanded the hoarse voice in her ear. “Take in their pleasure.”

Powerless to ignore Connor’s curt command, Gina’s gaze fluttered open and settled back on the couple in front of her. The man named Alex had traded places with the woman. Now he was sitting on the couch with the woman’s long legs straddling his hips. Chest-to-chest, his cock sliding in and out of her, both were covered in a light sheen of sweat. His fingers were gripping the woman’s waist, setting a hard pace as he maneuvered the woman up and down on the length of his cock. Both of them were entirely lost in their mutual gratification.

Gina felt Connor’s hands leave her fists and smooth up her arms. He deliberately moved them down her sides to encircle her waist. He nudged her thighs apart with his leg, further sandwiching her between his body and the couch in front of her.

Even through the barrier of their clothes, she was hard-pressed to ignore his arousal pushing against the soft flesh of her backside. The feel of his cock pressing against her had Gina pushing back against him in a failed attempt to relieve the pressure building at the apex of her thighs. His fingers tightened on her hips when she made a move to turn around and face him.

“No, stand still, watch them,” came his firm order, his voice gruff with desire.

Shaking her head in a feeble denial, Gina stood trembling in his arms. “Let me go,” she whimpered, “I can’t do this.”

Connor’s humorless chuckle filled her senses, “You are so hot for this that I know you’re dripping wet.” As if to prove his point, he slipped his hand down her thigh and eased up her skirt. His fingers stole along her quivering leg, his touch hovering at the edge of her lace thong. “Tell me you don’t want this…” his hand slid past the thin barrier and cupped her slick sex.

A lightning rod of desire exploded from her core. Gina felt Connor’s breath hitch at her ear, his voice hoarse with his own desire. “So wet, baby, my fingers could drown in you.” Without any further preamble, she felt his finger probe along her slit. Rocking his arousal along her backside while rubbing his palm over her engorged flesh, he rumbled, “So hot—I can smell your pussy juices.”

His finger entered her in one fast stroke, making her jump back against him. “Jesus, you’re so damn tight around my finger,” he groaned, pulling it out slightly before plunging it back deeper into her, “I can’t wait to get my cock inside here, you’re going to squeeze my dick dry.”

Shaking, her fingers curled into the forearms that held her in place. To protest his high-handedness or to keep them locked around her? She didn’t know which. All that Gina knew was that she was burning up, an arousal so intense consumed her that she thought she was going to go up in flames at the mere sight of the couple on the couch and the feel of her pussy welcoming Connor’s invasion.

The intrepid sexual encounters of her past paled in comparison to the heat that coursed through her now, submerging her in wicked desire. Her hips twisted and squirmed in Connor’s arms. She could feel his thumb work her clit, rubbing the tight nub with a steady pressure bordering on pain. The friction had her squeezing her legs tightly together, her pulsating clit searching for relief from his expert ministrations.

Gina helplessly rubbed her ass against Connor’s hard shaft. The feel of his teeth nipping at her ear, then his hot tongue flitting out to soothe the braised skin had her pussy automatically tightening in response, bringing her closer to climax.

“Oh God! No, no, no, I can’t do this,” she whispered hoarsely in denial, trying to stop the momentum that his masterful touch had already put into motion.

“Yes, you can.” The determined order was said through clenched teeth. “Baby, take the pleasure. That’s it, don’t fight it.”

The orgasm that tore through Gina had her legs giving out from under her. The only thing holding her off the floor was Connor’s strong arms locked around her waist. Shock vibrated through to her core. She had never had an orgasm like the one that engulfed her at the moment. Never had she found even insipid relief with all of her clothes off, never mind on. And she wasn’t even the one who had that hard cock hammering into her!

“That’s it, relax, I’ve got you.” Connor’s arms constricted around her, keeping her securely in place. His lips were now tender, dropping soft caresses along her jawline.

The other woman’s cries of fulfillment mixed with Alex’s guttural groan signaled their tandem release, the couple collapsing against each other, obviously spent.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” questioned Connor, his voice still rough with need. The feel of his arousal still pressing against her was proof that, of the four of them in the club, he was the only one who hadn’t found any relief.

Gina’s throat constricted at his endearment and apparent concern for her welfare, leaving her incapable of responding.

She felt him reach into his pants pocket. He wiped the soft cotton handkerchief at the apex of her legs, cleaning her cum off her smooth skin before he wiped his own hand clean.

Delicately, Connor pulled her skirt down from her waist and smoothed it back into place. Only then did he turn Gina in his arms and lift her chin so that they were face-to-face. Something flashed over his features, then his expression softened with tenderness.

Gina looked at him with a surge of warmth. He had brought her body to fulfillment without a thought to his own pleasure. Even though his body was taut with need, he held her carefully within his arms.

Connor lowered his head and placed exquisitely soft kisses over her lips and along her cheeks to finally land near her earlobe.

Nipping on the delicate flesh, Connor whispered, “Ah baby, it was magic having you come in my arms like that.”

“But you didn’t…” Embarrassment had her words trailing off.

“Yeah, I know.” Connor tightened his arms around her while he rubbed his still stiff cock against her belly. He continued on a deep groan, “Trust me, I know. But this was for you, baby. I can wait, but just barely. Later we’ll…”

Alex inadvertently chose that moment to interrupt. “Connor, we could use a few minutes here. Why don’t I meet you and your friend upstairs in the office in, say, ten minutes?”

The moment was gone.

“Take your time, buddy, we’ll be upstairs.” With a firm hand on her elbow, Connor guided Gina toward a door that led to the club’s office on the next floor.

“They knew we were watching?” Shock straining Gina’s voice, her barely whispered question had Connor chuckling.

“Of course they knew.” He led her up a flight of stairs and paused just outside of the office door. A suggestive grin playing across his mouth, he traced a light finger across her bottom lip. “I bet you didn’t wake up this morning thinking you were going to check off number one on your little ‘To Do List’, did you?”

Oh God, that damn list! It was too good to be true to think he was going to let it go.

Her next thought had fear choking her.

Could he just be playing with me?

After all, a man like Connor was an expert at sexual diversions. He had probably written the official playbook on the subject.

Getting involved with Connor was like playing with dynamite. Gina had a feeling that she was setting her life up for an explosion if she didn’t stay away from him. An explosion she would not recover from.









Chapter Four

 

“He shoots! He scores! Ladies and gentleman, it looks like Connor Waters is setting the stage to lead the Vancouver Reign Warriors to the Stanley Cup Finals this season! No question that the leading scorer in his division is back on track after last year’s broken foot that benched him for part of the season. Thanks to this goal with only seconds left on the clock, the fans will be celebrating tonight before the team flies out tomorrow for their four-game road trip.”

The announcer’s voice was drowned out by cheers of celebration in the luxury box that Gina had been invited to watch the game from. When she had taken this job, one of the benefits had been tickets to some of the home games. What she hadn’t expected was to enjoy the extravagance that came with watching a game from a private box.

Look at how far we’ve come.

Gina savored the light champagne bubbles caressing her mouth. Last year she would never have fathomed being invited to a luxury suite, never mind the attention lavished on her by many of those in attendance.

Her boss had sent her a text earlier in the morning to invite her to tonight’s home game. She had shown up early to the rink and made a beeline for the team merchandise store before the doors were opened to the public.

“What kind of employee doesn’t own a team jersey?” she had chided herself as she had bypassed security with her employee pass. Sports paraphernalia hadn’t been on the top of her shopping list when she had her makeover and changed her entire wardrobe.

Gina had waved at the attendant she had contacted earlier that day. Brittany was waiting for her in the team store as promised. She had been more than happy to let Gina into the shop early so she could pick out a jersey.

“Okay, we don’t have a lot of inventory left in your size. The new ladies’ jerseys have been selling like mad.” The bubbly young woman held up a few jerseys in front of Gina, dismissing all but two. “You are a medium. Lucky for you that a customer returned these two because they didn’t fit.”

She was holding up number seventeen “Waters” and number thirty-three “McLean”—Connor’s and Matt’s jerseys, waiting for Gina to choose one.

“So what’s it gonna be, Gina, the seasoned captain of the team or the rookie who’s still getting his feet wet?” came a sardonic voice from the entrance of the store.

Really, was there some kind of sick cosmic joke being played on me?

She turned to find Connor standing in the entrance, dressed in a dark tailored suit, looking more like a model from a fashion magazine than a professional hockey player. Weren’t hockey players supposed to have bruised faces, missing teeth and black eyes?

His hands were tucked into his pants pockets, pulling the fabric taut over his powerfully built thighs as he slowly walked up to her and Brittany.

 

 

“Decisions, decisions, Gina,” he mocked. “Who would have thought that the choices would be narrowed down to only two so quickly?” Connor tried to keep his annoyance in check while he closed the distance between them.

He didn’t give her a chance to respond to his taunt, irritated that she hadn’t automatically reached for his jersey.

“Some would say that it’s an easy decision,” he continued musingly while ignoring her pained look, “take the captain’s jersey. He’s a veteran player with years of experience. A man who knows how to handle himself, a man who knows how to play the game and satisfy his audience. Then others would argue that we have the up-and-coming rookie who is showing lots of potential and is eager to please. Who will you choose?” Tongue in cheek, he stared down at her with a raised eyebrow. He knew he shouldn’t get a kick out of her discomfort, but he couldn’t help but taunt her a little, pissed that she had stared at the two jerseys as if there really was a decision to be made. There wasn’t a doubt in his mind as to which number she would be wearing tonight. It just seemed that he had to remind his little Gina that he was the only man who was going to make her wish list come true.

Not giving himself time to dissect his anger at her hesitation, he decided it was time to teach Gina a lesson.

 

Gina felt a familiar blush heat her cheeks at Connor’s words. It didn’t take a genius to know that he was referring to more than just the jersey selection. Was he ever going to let her forget that he saw her secret list of sexual fantasies and possible sexual partners? And that he had been party to her very public orgasm while she crossed off the first item on said list? Judging by the mischievous twinkle in his eyes, that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon.

“Tell you what, we wouldn’t want anyone to accuse you of playing favorites. Why don’t I help you out,” Connor offered, wicked intent coloring his words.

Reading the name off her employee nametag, Connor flashed a dazzling smile at the store clerk and asked, “Brittany, do you have a scarf we can borrow?”

Her puzzled look mirrored Gina’s confusion. How was a scarf going to decide this?

“Yeah, for sure, Connor.” She gestured to a rack near the back of the store. “They are hanging next to the dressing room,” she replied, indicating a room tucked into the back corner of the store.

“Excellent, here, let me takes these off of your hands,” Connor said, reaching for the jerseys. “And I’ll help Gina from here.” His warm smile took some of the sting out of his dismissal. All too happy to comply with his every word, Brittany handed over the jerseys and returned to front of the store and began arranging merchandise before the arena opened to the fans for the game.

“Don’t you have a game to get ready for?” Gina’s irritation was evident.

Connor’s only answer was a cocky grin. A master at pulling strings with ease, Connor clutched Gina’s hand, pulling her toward the dressing room in the back. Along the way, he snagged a Reign Warriors scarf from the rack that Brittany had pointed to.

“What are you doing?” Gina demanded, uncomfortable when Connor crowded into the cramped room with her as he hung the two jerseys on a hook beside her head. The already small dressing room only seemed to shrink with Connor looming over her, practically sucking the air out of the tight room.

His easy-going smile disappeared, and instead, his face filled with wicked intent. Wrapping the scarf around his hands, he kicked the dressing room door closed with the back of his foot and looked down at her. “We’re going to try a little experiment.”

Connor’s words didn’t strike fear into her as much as his look of determination did.

Without further explanation, he stepped into her personal space and pulled the scarf tightly around her eyes. “What the hell are you doing?” she demanded, tense from being blindfolded.

Connor whispered, “Relax, this will be painless. You are going to learn which jersey you should have chosen right off the bat, baby.” His possessive words vibrated in a barely controlled anger. “And we’re going to cross off number two on your list.”

Her shocked gasp did little to dissuade him. Number two on her list was to have sex while blindfolded.

Gina was helpless to stop her hands from reaching out to him, landing on his chest to steady herself. Having her eyesight impaired by the blindfold only heightened her other senses. She could feel his heart beating steadily under her palms. She inhaled his clean scent of soap and light cologne as it cloaked her, his steady breath surrounded her while she was helpless to keep hers from catching when she felt his calloused fingers run seductively over her trembling lips.

Gina shuddered when she felt Connor’s hands slide down and grip her waist, drawing her against his chest. His lips fleetingly brushed across hers, causing her fingers to automatically curl into his dress shirt, gripping the well-defined muscles underneath.

“No…” she moaned, convincing neither of them that she meant for him to stop.

“Hmm, you need to get rid of some clothes to put on my jersey.” Connor wasted little time in running his long fingers up her waist, over her rib cage, lightly skimming the outsides of her aching breasts as he smoothed his hands over her shoulders, carefully drawing her jacket off her and letting it fall to the ground.

A spasm of need had her pussy clenching when she felt Connor maneuver his leg between hers, pushing her lightly against the wall behind her. Sandwiched so effectively, Gina was fully aware that Connor was as deeply aroused as she was, his erection pressing against the soft flesh of her stomach.

Gina knew she had to stop him. This was going too far. She couldn’t get any further involved with a man like Connor. After her previous disastrous relationships, she needed to keep her heart and her self-respect intact. She found Connor’s penetration into her psyche unsettling and extremely invasive. Although her life makeover left her with an increasing sense of self-confidence and power over her life, it was just too tenuous to take on a big gun like Connor. She needed to start off small, get involved with a man who left her with a feeling of power over herself and the situation. Connor definitely left her feeling powerless and that was just too dangerous for her.

“This is crazy.” His answering chuckle only made her bite out in response, “You’re crazy!”

“Ah, Gina, you make me crazy.” A deep growl played across her lips, “Mmm.” His tongue sweeping across the seam.

She had to force herself to push her hands against his chest in an attempt to put some distance between them. She should have known better. Connor only reacted by pressing his leg up against the juncture of her thighs, wedging himself more deeply between her legs, rocking her against his muscled thigh.

This alone should not have her shuddering with desire, her panties catching her wetness. Powerless to stop herself, Gina rubbed her engorged clit against his leg, savoring the friction. “Ah…” she moaned, throwing her head back in defeat.

Connor’s hands moved up her back, tangling in her loose waves, tugging at her hair to give his hot roving mouth easy access to her exposed neck. His lips nuzzled along the sensitive skin of her throat while he rocked her hips against his leg, working her into a frenzy of need.

“Ah Connor—we can’t, not here. Brittany…” His lips masterfully cut off the rest of her weak protest. His tongue swept into her mouth, his taste invading her and drugging her with desire so deep, she helplessly rubbed herself against his rock-hard form.

“That’s it, sweet baby, work that clit on me. Let that sweet sugar pour out,” he coaxed when, helpless to stop herself, Gina raised her leg to wrap around his waist to get closer to him. Her hips rotated harder against him, looking to relieve the building pressure burning within her.

She all but screamed, his mouth catching the sound, when she felt his hands run down her back to grip the globes of her ass, rocking her tighter, faster against himself. She nearly came apart when Connor massaged the soft flesh of her backside with increasing pressure. The lace cupping her heavy breasts irritated her engorged nipples, making her cry out harder against his mouth. He expertly swallowed her moans, his tongue exploring her mouth like a man devouring a feast after a long famine.

She wanted to protest when he ended the deep kiss and his teeth raked along her jaw, his erection pushing deeper against her belly. The barrier of their clothes was becoming unbearable. Wanting nothing more than to rip off her clothes and have his cock pumping inside her, she reached for his belt, fumbling to undo it.

Connor trapped her hand, stopping her. Without breaking contact, his lips moved back to her mouth, his tongue forcefully invading her, mirroring the rhythm he set with his hips pumping against hers.

Unable to fight the escalating need within her, Gina threw her head back and gave into the riot of sensations running through her with the power of a lightning strike. She knew she was going to orgasm fully clothed—again, while pressed against the dressing room wall, while Connor’s need went unanswered once more.

All it took was Connor sliding his hand under her skirt and palming her vagina. His thumb rubbed over her throbbing clit, while he pushed aside the lace edge of her panties and took her most sensitive part between his fingers with just enough pressure to make her blow her mind. One, two, three strokes and she was done.

Her shriek of release was cut off by his hard mouth. His tongue swallowing her cries of completion. His lips softened on her moments later when her moans subsided. Blindly reaching for his waistband with quaking fingers, Gina offered breathlessly, “Connor, let me…”

His powerful grip waylaid her intentions. “I want nothing more than to get my cock inside that hot, wet pussy. But not here. When I get inside you, it’s going to be on a bed, where I can lay you out and suck on that sweet pussy juice until you’re screaming for me.” His words rumbled from his chest, his breathing still ragged from his unfulfilled desire.

Gina felt Connor’s arms wrap around her, holding her to him as they leaned against the wall behind her, giving her a chance to recover from her climax. Only when her breathing calmed and she came down from her high did she become aware of Connor removing the blindfold.

He slowly stepped back and leaned against the opposite wall, his intent stare pinning her in place. She instantly felt a chill invade her at the absence of his heat.

 

Running a weary hand through his jet-black hair, Connor knew he had to get his unfulfilled desire in check if he was going to win a hockey game tonight. Knowing he should be in the dressing room suiting up only added to his frustration. He hadn’t planned on seducing Gina into crossing off another item on her wish list tonight. But when he had seen her contemplating which player’s jersey to choose, he had been surprised at the instant fury he felt when she didn’t automatically reach for his jersey.

What was there to think about? It sure as hell hadn’t been Matt who had given her an orgasm in the club.

A reckless streak had pushed him into cornering her in the dressing room. Initially he had only planned on teasing her a little, maybe give Gina a small taste of what was to come between them. But his need to dominate had overridden any caution he had told himself to exercise.

Looking at her face, now soft from her climax, Connor let out a heartfelt groan.

What he wouldn’t do to get inside of her and feel her slick pussy envelope his cock like a glove.

Shaking his head at his timing, Connor said, “I have to get to the dressing room to get ready for the game.” His breathing was still ragged. Closing his eyes, he took long deep breaths, fighting to get himself back in check.

Opening his eyes, he pinned her in place with a determined look. “I think we know which jersey you’ll be wearing tonight.” Connor reached for his jersey from where he had hung it and, with precise movements, pulled it over her head. When her head poked out of the top, he dared her to deny him with his piercing gaze.

He dropped a quick kiss on her bruised lips and opened the dressing room door. “I need to get to the dressing room to suit up. Later.” With that he left her.

* * * * *
 

So here she stood, wearing number seventeen like a brand on her back, sipping champagne in a luxury box. Still embarrassed by her lack of control when it came to Connor, Gina was fully aware that she had to put a stop to his antics.

Gina knew deep in her soul that if she didn’t take charge now, she would be lost forever. And after what happened with her two ex-fiancés, she realized that she would not recover so easily from the inevitable ending of a relationship with Connor. Even with her newfound confidence, life-changing attitude and updated wardrobe, a woman like her would never be able to hold the attention of a man like Connor for long.

No, it was time to move on to the second half of her plan and make another item on her fantasy list come true. But this time, she was going to ensure that she was the director selecting the costar who was going to perform in her new play of life.

So why was she searching the arena, hoping to see Connor’s strong, confidant stride coming toward her?









Chapter Five

 

The sound of her cell phone vibrating on her desk vied for her waning attention. Absently reaching for it, Gina rotated her shoulders in an attempt to work out some kinks from sitting hunched over her computer for hours. A red light was flashing on the screen of her cell, indicating a new message.

Distractedly, she opened her messaging inbox and read the contents. Shock made her stiffen in her chair. What the hell?

If I close my eyes, I can almost smell your arousal. Are you wet for me?

Was this some kind of prank? Gina’s puzzled gaze shot to her office door, waiting for someone to step into her office and yell, “Surprise—gotcha!” But her door remained stubbornly closed. Or perhaps someone messaged her by accident…

Should she send a blasting response telling the jerk where to go? Checking for the sender, she saw that the message had been sent from an anonymous number, making a response impossible.

Deleting the message, Gina turned back to her computer, determined to put this out of her mind and finish up for the day. The minutes passed by with excruciating slowness, her gaze automatically peeking at her cell, waiting for the message-waiting indicator light to flash. But nothing happened.

Definitely a wrong number. She dismissed the incident as an accident.

Vrrr, her cell vibrated a half hour later. Grabbing it, she opened her inbox with a slight tremor in her hands. But it was a message from her date for tonight, confirming the time and place that they were to meet.

She felt a pang of disappointment.

Disappointment? Where had that come from? Did she really want some freak sending her lewd text messages?

The question drained away, leaving her with a funny feeling in the pit of her stomach as a thought percolated in her mind.

No way, he wouldn’t. Would he?

Gina shook her head in denial and took a deep cleansing breath.

After crossing off number two on her wish list in the dressing room, Gina hadn’t seen or heard from Connor. He and the team had left the next day for their four-game road trip and weren’t due back until next week.

What had she expected? That he would come find her after the game and finish what he had started?

If she was honest with herself, she had wanted him to search her out. Gina had even lingered a little longer in the arena, hoping to see Connor striding toward her with a ready smile on his face just for her.

She should have known better. No, Connor had probably already found someone else to amuse himself with.

Thinking about Connor in any context played havoc with her hard-won equilibrium. She was resolved to put him out of her mind and focus on tonight’s date with a sales rep she had recently met.

Time to put her wish list into action with a new leading man.

The ringing of her office line had her glancing at her watch. If she ignored the call and left now, she would have more than enough time for a relaxing shower before meeting her date for a late dinner. Letting the call go to voice mail, Gina began packing up for the day.

Her cell vibrated on her desk again. Looking down, she read the incoming message with disbelief.

Baby, I know that you are there. Answer your phone—Trust me, I’ll make it worth your while. C.

I knew it… Her gut had told her that Connor was behind the texts!

She punched the speakerphone button on her desk phone when the next ring came through, fury making her voice crack. “You sick jerk!”

When she didn’t get a response, she looked down at the call display. Had she just insulted someone other than Connor? Seeing the out of area number, confused, Gina hesitantly said, “Hello?”

“What are you wearing?”

Closing her eyes in momentary relief, Gina collapsed into her chair. “Connor, this has gone too far. Forget the damn list and leave me alone. I have a date to get ready for.”

“Answer my question. What. Are. You. Wearing,” he demanded, each word bitten off with crisp efficiency.

Exhaling in frustration, Gina let her head fall back against her leather chair while she stared unseeingly at the ceiling.

Considering he had ignored her for the last few days, she should really tell him to go to hell.

“Knowing my little Gina, you’ve got on a silk blouse tucked into a tight black skirt.”

Glancing down at herself, she wondered if she was that predictable.

“Undo the buttons on your blouse. Slowly.”

“Connor…”

“Do it, Gina. Nice and slow, one at a time, all the way down until those beautiful tits are exposed.”

Longing. The moment she heard his voice, she knew how this was going to end. There was no denying either of them.

Of their own volition, her hands reached for her blouse, slowly letting one button at a time slip through the holes. Quivering fingers pulled the silk apart, leaving her chest only covered by the thin lace of her bra.

“Look down at those luscious tits. What color is your bra?”

She heard his deep groan when she whispered, “Red.” She could almost picture his jaw clenching as his expression strained with desire.

“Do they feel heavy—are they aching for my hands right now, Gina?” Not waiting for her response, he continued wickedly, “My tongue?”

Now it was her turn to moan in the back of her throat. The sight of her engorged nipples poking against her bra, aching for his touch, had Gina begging, “Please…”

“Wiggle that sweet ass of yours and lift up your skirt. All the way up around your sexy hips.”

“I can’t,” she sobbed.

“Do it, Gina!” he commanded, “Now. That’s it, now strip off that wet G-string.”

Rolling her hips to pull down her already soaked underwear, leaving them pooled around her ankles, she couldn’t help wondering how he knew she was following his every instruction. Well, no surprise there; he was a man always in control, maneuvering her to suit himself. And she couldn’t help but comply with alarming regularity.

“Connor, we’re insane. This needs to stop,” Gina rasped without conviction. “Anyone could walk in and see me here—see me like this.” She hadn’t even locked her office door!

His amused chuckle sounded in her ear, “Not insane—we’re both just incredibly turned-on right now. That’s what makes this so intoxicating and hot, the thrill of discovery…”

“Gina, you’re going to do exactly what I tell you.” Not giving her a chance to respond to his outrageous dictate, he continued wickedly, “I want you to reach down and run your bare hands on top of your thighs, back and forth. I can imagine your thighs quivering, just the way they did when I made you come all over my hand.”

Damn if her palms didn’t climb up her bare legs and massage her thighs. Such a simple gesture had her muscles jerk under what normally would have been an innocent touch.

“Hmmm, by the sound of your breathing, I can tell that you want more, don’t you, Gina? Run those hands up closer, yeah, that’s it, closer…

“Stop! Not yet, Gina. You need to wait for my command before you touch what’s mine.”

Her surprise at his possessive words had her shocked gaze landing on her phone, willing him to magically reach out and touch her through it.

“Now, Gina, now you can run one finger along your slit. Push those soft pink folds apart and feel your juices cover your finger. That’s it, baby, good girl. Move your finger back and forth for me, just up to your clit, but don’t touch yourself there until I give you permission.”

His dictatorial words should have had her feminine pride up in arms. Instead, they had her body humming with yearning, waiting for his hot words to command her further.

When she had formatted her wish list, she had promised herself that she was going to assert her independence and make her fantasies come true by taking charge. She was going to be the one telling her partner what she wanted. Never had she thought that she would be so turned-on by a partner’s domineering words or tactics.

Connor’s strained voice let her know that he was equally affected. “Hmm, baby, I’m going to let you touch your quivering nub. Go ahead and run your thumb across it, back and forth.”

Her thumb lightly grazed her clit. That not being enough, she moved over it again, this time with more pressure. Gina let her head drop back against her chair, closing her eyes, she clasped her clit between her fingers and squeezed with enough pressure that it had her crying out loud, “Ah, Connor…”

“That’s it, baby, work that clit for me. Rub it with your fingers, feel the friction. Feel those slick juices coating your hand, getting you ready for me.

“Imagine my mouth on you, lapping you up. Hmm,” Connor growled loud in her ear, “I can’t wait to get my tongue inside you and see what you taste like. Sugar and spice, my very own special blend.”

Clenching her jaw tight, her head rolling from side to side and eyes firmly shut, Gina could almost imagine Connor’s intimate kiss, his mouth laving at her forcefully, not missing a drop.

“Baby, my hand is a pitiable substitute for your hot pussy. I am so going to fuck you the next time I see you. It’s going to be hard the first time, baby. You’ve made me wait long enough. Not any longer, Gina. When I get back, I’m going get my hard dick inside your sweet, tight pussy.” His loud growl rasped against her ear. “Imagine it, Gina, both of us naked on a bed. Your legs like a vise around my waist. Screaming for more…”

Squeezing her thighs together, she worked her finger harder over her clit, listening to Connor’s rapid breathing on the other end of the line, proving she wasn’t the only one affected.

“Remember how my finger felt inside you? Hmm, I swear I can feel your hot pussy sucking at it right now. You were so damn tight. I’m going to have to be real careful before I get my dick inside you, work you slowly to get your ready for me. I’ll need to make sure you take all of me, because I promise you, when I do get inside that tight pussy, you’re not going to know where you end and I begin.”

Helpless to stop herself, a loud moan escaped her dry lips.

“That’s it, baby, touch yourself. Are you thinking about what it’s going to be like to have my hard cock hammering into you, Gina? Remember how hot I make you. Think about how I’m going to make you burn when I get inside you.”

A long sob escaped her parched throat. Gina felt herself reach the final plateau of pleasure, his words triggering a powerful release as she came all over her hand.

“That’s it, baby, jeez, Gina….” his husky groan echoed around her as he found his own satisfaction. “So good, baby, so damn good. Next time, I’m going to be inside you when we both come.”

Exhausted, each lapsed into silence on their respective digital ends. Her accelerated heartbeat still bumped rapidly against her ribs, making it impossible to speak.

“I know that you had sexting down as an item on your fantasy list. I took the liberty of mixing up your wish with a little old-fashion phone sex,” he purred. “Some things you just can’t get across in a text message—too much lost in translation.”

She could hear the gloating in his voice clear across the country.

His next words stole some of her afterglow.

“Cancel your date.” Although his words were delivered softly, she could hear the steel behind them.

 

Halfway across the country, Connor waited for her to agree.

A date with another man? Hell no, not if I have anything to say about it.

Connor was a little baffled at his own instinctive reaction at hearing about her date. He had never demanded a woman cancel a date because of him. Jealousy was a foreign emotion to him. But there was no mistaking that it was fueling his fury that she had made plans with another man.

“Gina…”

They hadn’t discussed being in an exclusive relationship. For the first time in a long time, he was unsure of how to proceed with a woman he was attracted to.

The guys would have a field day with that little tidbit.

Connor acknowledged to himself that he had made a strategic mistake the other night after the game Gina had attended. When he had left her wearing his jersey in the dressing room, he had had every intention of seeking her out after the hockey game and continuing what they had started.

Taking a hard hit to his ribs late in the third period had changed all of that. Connor remembered barely making it to the dressing room before he called out for the team doctor to check out his ribs.

Sure enough, the doctor confirmed what he already suspected. Connor had been sent home tightly coiled in tape to keep his bruised ribs in place. He hadn’t been in any shape to pleasure Gina in his bed. It was getting harder to bounce back from the minor injuries that were part of professional sports. It seemed to him that he’d spent more time popping ibuprofen and icing his body in the last few years than he had his entire hockey career.

He knew he had made a strategic mistake. It wasn’t one he planned on repeating.

 

Wrung out emotionally and physically, Gina wanted to do nothing more than cancel her dinner plans. But she wasn’t going to give Connor the power to dictate her actions. Been there, done that and finally threw out the ugly T-shirts to prove it.

Not deigning to reply to his arrogant ultimatum, she simply said, “Good night, Connor,” and carefully pressed the speakerphone button on her desk phone, effectively ending their conversation.

* * * * *
 

Hours later, stretching out in her bed, Gina’s fingers lightly skimmed over her tender breasts. The ache between her legs satisfied for now, she luxuriated in the aftermath of her climax. It had been more pleasing and satisfying than she had anticipated earlier during dinner with her date.

The beep of her cell phone brought her back to reality.

Are you home?

Before she could reply, another message popped up on her screen.

Did you let him come inside when he brought you home? Is he there with you?

Her thumbs began rapidly striking keys on her phone.

First) Yes. Second) Mind your own business!

In the midst of contemplating turning her phone off, another message was delivered.

Hmm—evasion. That answers my question. Call me ANYTIME you need me tonight. Sweet dreams, Gina.

Groaning, Gina stared at her phone. The ego of that man was staggering.

She had felt bad cutting her dinner date short, but during the pleasant meal, all she could think about was Connor and the amazing orgasm he had given her over the phone and from hundreds of miles away. It was all she could do not to rush back to her place to pull out her vibrator to help ease what was becoming a continuous ache.

It had become clear that there wasn’t even a glimmer of a spark between her and the man she was having dinner with. Returning alone to her cold apartment, she had warmed herself with her handy-dandy vibrator and thoughts of Connor.

Tangling up the sheets in a failed attempt to fall asleep, Gina lay staring blankly up at her ceiling.

Sighing at her own lack of control where that man was concerned, an hour later she dialed his number and waited for him to answer.

Two could play at this game, she thought with a smirk as she got ready to be the one to turn up the heat.

Clearing her throat, she mentally began making a list of all the ways she was going to make him burn over the phone.

“Hello?” came the feminine voice on the other end.

Gina quickly looked down at her screen. Had she called someone else by accident? No, the name Connor Waters appeared on her mobile screen. Disconnecting the call without a word, Gina looked down at her quivering hands. Her bitterness at her own naivety was a tough pill to swallow.

What had she expected? He was always with a different woman—she just happened to be the one he was pursuing earlier today.









Chapter Six

 

The melodic music coming from the hotel piano bar did little to sooth her tangled nerves. Staring out the window overlooking the Toronto skyline with the millions of windows twinkling with lights in the night sky, Gina waged an internal war.

Should she go? If not now, when? And wouldn’t it be better to try this in a different city, where no one knew her? But what if it was just too much and it blew up in her face? The last thing she needed was getting caught up in something that she couldn’t handle.

She ran a red-tipped fingernail along the black embossed business card sitting on the table in front of her, the edges frayed by her nervous ministrations. She had only ever read about clubs like the one discretely advertised on the card. The club didn’t even have a name, just a phone number, address and the words “Guest Pass” elegantly scrolled across it.

When Gina had asked her server where she could go for a little extra fun, the woman had paused and merely considered Gina’s question quizzically before answering.

“There’s a great trendy lounge across the street from the hotel,” the server announced slowly.

Gina had heard about the new place from many of the players. They had mentioned that they would be there after tonight’s away game and a couple of them had even invited her to come along.

Not wanting to risk running into Connor, she had made her excuses and declined.

He had texted her when he had returned to Vancouver from his last road trip, but she had ignored it. When he had sent an email asking if she was free for dinner, she had politely refused, citing work as an excuse.

Coming to Toronto for a meeting at the same time as the team was playing here had just been bad timing on her part, but unavoidable. It hadn’t been easy, but she had managed to steer clear of Connor entirely.

No, tonight she was going to jump out of her metaphorical airplane and dive into number four on her list and maybe even number five, if she managed to muster up enough courage. Just how she was going to accomplish this still remained to be seen.

Which was why she had impulsively posed her question to her server.

Gina had stared up at the woman, noting how the server took in her appearance.

She had dressed with the idiom that less was more. Not that her dress was skimpy. No, instead Gina had chosen a severe black-lace dress that covered her from her neck to her knees, the long sleeves running all the way down to enfold her wrists. On a hanger it had looked like something her grandmother would wear. Black, basic and boring. But the sales clerk had convinced her to try it on. And wow, had she been blown away by the image that had stared back at her in the dressing room mirror.

Once on, the dress screamed sex appeal. Although it covered most of her body, leaving only the bottom half of her legs bare, Gina was astonished at how something so simple could be so sinful. It lovingly hugged her in all the right places and the nude underlay made it look as though Gina was completely naked under the elegant lace.

The clerk had grinned knowingly when Gina had opened the door to show her. Holding out a pair of deep burgundy stilettos in her size, the clerk had winked in conspiracy and simply whispered, “See what I mean?”

Gina had slowly shaken her head at her server when she had mentioned the new place across the street, “No—I was thinking of some place special. A place where I can explore while I am out of town,” Gina had met the woman’s raised eyebrow and intent gaze head-on.

“I’ll get you another glass of wine and see what I can come up with.” She had turned away to serve another customer.

When she had returned with the promised glass of chardonnay, the waitress had discreetly placed the black business card underneath the wineglass. Now here Gina still sat, contemplating the opportunity.

Opportunity…the word repeated in her head. When was she going to have the opportunity to do something like this again? What was she waiting for?

Gina had spent untold hours and money on reinventing herself, but a small part of her core still feared taking a risk of this magnitude. It was one thing to change your wardrobe and go through a complete life makeover, it was another to enter a world that she had literally only read about.

It was this fear of stepping out of her self-imposed box that had immobilized her in the past and had made her blind to what was really happening around her. The catastrophes of her failed engagements were a testimony to this.

Anger began to burn in her core at the memory of the humiliation she had suffered at the hands of Andrew and then Steven. The fury was self-directed. She had allowed those men to strip her of her sense of self and her dignity. They couldn’t have accomplished that without her active participation. The old Gina had buried her own wants, desires and opinions to cater to the whims of the men in her life.

It was time to stop hiding. Laying out some cash on the table, Gina clasped the black business card in her palm and made her way to the front doors of the hotel in search of a taxi.

* * * * *
 

“Please keep this green band on your wrist at all times, it denotes your status as a guest in the club. The first and second floors are open to guests and members, while the third floor is for members only. If you require anything at all, our staff are available throughout the club,” the demure hostess said as she smiled politely. “Do enjoy your evening with us.” She indicated the large ornate wooden doors to her left.

Gina was unsure of what she had expected, but the sedate lobby she had entered only moments before had her wondering if the server at the hotel bar had misunderstood her request. Tranquil music danced with the trickling waterfall in the lobby, the light airy decor making her feel as though she was checking into a high-end spa.

If the lobby personified calm and serenity, then the huge room on the other side of the large doors was its antithesis. Down a winding hallway with diffused lighting, Gina rounded a corner to find a dark interior streaming with flashing lights and the rapid beat of the music vibrating around the wall-to-wall people. Some dancing, others mingling and yet more clustered around small tables laden with drinks.

Slightly self-conscious, Gina made her way around the fringes of the crowd to find an empty table at the edge of the room. Strategically maneuvering onto the tall barstool to take in the crowd, she ordered a martini from a passing waitress.

At first, the place looked like a regular nightclub, nothing out of the ordinary until you peered beneath the surface and looked a little deeper. The energy was suffused with latent desire. The glances being passed were more penetrating, the dancing more seductive and the touches lingering. Nothing outwardly blatant—just more.

The green band around her wrist seemed to be attracting attention. Most of the other patrons had on red wrist bands, probably denoting their status as members, Gina guessed. She hesitantly made eye contact with those around her. Most smiled, others went a little further and stared back in interest as if trying to get a read on her.

Feeling a little conspicuous being on her own, she ordered another martini and sipped it a little faster than was prudent.

“Careful with that martini,” came a friendly suggestion from beside her, “looks harmless, but take one down too fast and most of us would need to be scraped off the floor.”

Gina turned to see a young woman with long silky black hair standing at her table. The woman was stunning. There wasn’t another word to describe her. The thousands of tiny silver sequins making up the little dress she wore were moving seductively with her every movement. And she was moving. She stood beside Gina, swaying her hips in time to the beat, her blue eyes full of delight.

“Would you like to join me on the dance floor?”

“Ah…”

Gina couldn’t help but wonder if the woman was just being friendly or if she was hitting on her. How in the world was she going to deal with this if this was indeed a come-on?

Reading her mind, the woman threw her head back and laughed, “Honey, I saw you sitting here on your own, and with your green band, I’m going to guess this is your first time here, right?”

At Gina’s affirmative nod, she continued, “I’m not into you in that way, I just know how overwhelming it can be your first time here. Maybe you could use a friend to show you around? I’m Leah.” She held out a slim hand in introduction.

Feeling a little foolish, she extended her own hand with a self-castigating smile. “Gina.”

“Let’s dance, Gina.” Not waiting for an answer, Leah pulled her into the throng on the packed dance floor.

Maybe it was the martinis or Leah’s infectious personality, regardless, Gina closed her eyes and moved to the music, feeling it deep in her core. She couldn’t remember the last time she had danced with such abandon. High school? No, not even then. She had been too shy as a teenager, unsure of her body’s rhythm.

Andrew had always said he had two left feet and had avoided dancing with her. Funny, he hadn’t had a problem dancing at his wedding, Gina thought sarcastically. And Steven, well, he had been too busy working to take her out to anything more than a quick meal close to his office.

Letting all of her frustration and disappointments of the past flow out of her, Gina surrendered herself to the pulsing beat and the sensual draw of the energy encircling her. She could feel the irresistible pull of the need to let go of her inhibitions, of moving her hips enticingly and raising her arms in abandon over her head. She was barely aware of hands flirting with her body, a touch on her back, another on her cheek, yet another lightly grazing over her ass.

She slowly opened her eyes at the feel of Leah’s hand on her shoulder. “Girl, I think you’re ready to check out the second floor. Let’s go!”

With Leah pulling her to the elevator through the crowd of dancing bodies, Gina was hard-pressed to ignore the looks of frank interest she and Leah garnered. Riding on her euphoric high, she followed Leah out of the elevator and onto the openly spacious second floor.

Here a clever mix of pop and house music was set at a slightly lower level, making conversation possible. White brick pillars up-lit with blue lighting broke up the heart of the room, giving her glimpses of large purple settees. The entire room was encircled by opaque glass walls, which were only broken up by thick purple velvet curtains acting as doors for what lay beyond. Hundreds of flickering candles in their clear crystal holders occupied every flat surface all across the room, their flames giving an added touch of shimmering brilliance to the already decadent room.

Many individuals were clustered around the settees, socializing. The sound of their laughter mingled with the music and conversations throughout the room. Leah pulled her deeper through the fray, leading her to the far edge of the room, where behind the glass walls lay sectioned rooms. There were heavy curtains at the entrance to each, some were drawn shut, others wide open.

As they walked along the periphery, gazing through open doorways, Gina swore she could hear the blood pumping through her heart. She felt a prickling sensation on her neck, her spider senses tingling with a sense of awareness. Darting quick glances over the room, she was conscious of a few looks of interest. In particular, her gaze collided with a man openly staring at her. His frank look of appraisal lingered over her, his slight smile and raised eyebrow an invitation.

What was the etiquette in a place like this, did she wait for him to approach her?

Unsure of how to respond, Gina’s stride faltered and she turned away from him in a panic.

“Relax, you’re in control here,” Leah said soothingly. “You can take part to any degree that you are comfortable with or you can sit back and observe. It’s your choice.”

She was finally here, the fourth goal on her wish list! When she had added visiting a sex club, she had been half joking. She had left it on the list more to make herself feel adventurous. Gina hadn’t been entirely sure she would ever go through with it.

Visiting a sex club was getting her foot in the door, but did she have the courage to actually indulge in the only remaining secret fantasy left on her list? Two birds with one stone—and her fantasy wish list would be completed!

One room in particular had Gina’s burgundy stilettos rooted to the spot, barely able to take in a ragged breath into her tight chest.

A woman lay naked on a large round divan, her arms tied above her head with what appeared to be strips of red silk, while her ankles were shackled with more of the same and looped around the shoulders of a man wearing nothing but dark jeans. He knelt before her, his face buried in the apex of her lavish thighs.

Another man, fully clothed, knelt near her head. He was slowly working the woman’s small, pert breasts in his hands, plucking at her dark nipples. “Tell me what you need, sweetheart. More of this?” He leaned over her and raked his teeth along the tops of her breasts, then he moved away, laughing when the woman arched off of the bed, pulling at her restraints.

“Please—more, please don’t stop!” Her continued pleading ricocheted off the walls as the men took turns touching her, pleasing her, but not allowing her to reach completion. There was a light sheen of sweat glazing her skin, as much from their skilful ministrations as from her struggles against the bonds that made her incapable of asserting herself and demanding that they satisfy her.

Gina felt a trickle of moisture coat the folds of her pussy, left bare because she had forgone wearing underwear tonight, and she closed her eyes for a moment, imagining that it was her lying there tied up on the bed, fully at the mercy of the whims of these men. What would it feel like to be completely immobilized and all control taken away, her body so aroused with need that she was actually begging for release.

“The ultimate exercise in trust,” Leah said softly from beside her. “Trusting yourself to let go completely, while you allow another to take control over your body and your pleasure. And trusting that someone to know what it is that your body craves, your deepest desires that you may keep hidden even from yourself.” Leah turned directly to Gina. “Are you interested in experimenting with the silk ropes?”

Seeing Gina’s hesitation, Leah smiled reassuringly, “Your call, Gina, but I can see that it is something that excites you. You’re safe here.”

Familiar feelings of fear and uncertainty filled her, but a much larger part of her was aroused by the feasibility of completing her wish list. She was out of town, no one knew her here and she was determined to assert herself and complete her wish list without Connor.

Needing to claim her independence from Connor, she knew it was now or never.









Chapter Seven

 

I’m really going to do it!

Leah whispered something to an employee standing discreetly to one side. Nodding to Leah, he turned to look at Gina.

With economical strides, he made his way to her and gently took her elbow. “Right this way, miss.”

On their own accord, Gina’s feet followed him past thick velvet curtains into an empty room at the end of the hall. Here, dark textured wallpaper enfolded the room in sedate elegance. The only light in the room was coming from a small dimly lit chandelier hanging from the center of the ceiling and the many dispersed candles along floating shelves. An overlarge settee dominated the center of the room.

Not sure what to do, she turned to the young man who had escorted her here and watched him put his finger to his ear, listening to the earphone inserted there.

“My instructions are to blindfold you and ask that you remain seated until the gentleman in question joins you. Are you comfortable with this?”

Comfortable? Yeah, right… No! She could already feel her blood pressure rising and a trickle of sweat running down her back as she attempted to tamp down on the fear beginning to fester within her belly.

Incapable of getting the words out, Gina merely nodded and took a seat on the edge of the settee, allowing him to tie the blindfold over her eyes. Memories of Connor and the jersey flooded back to her, assaulting her mind like an invading army.

Forget Connor!

The feel of the cool silk covering her eyes was ironically calming, offering a balm to her clattering nerves. But soon the calm was replaced by apprehension as long minutes passed with her waiting silently in the room by herself.

Had they forgotten about her?

The sound of the curtain being drawn behind her had her turning her head in that direction, but unable to see, Gina waited for someone to speak. But no words came.

The muted sound of the music barely registered, instead she was more aware of her own ragged breath reverberating in and out of her.

Was someone there or was she still alone?

“Hello?”

The only answer was the slight swish of air, indicating movement in front of her. Unconsciously, her muscles clenched, bracing herself against the uncertainty.

This is crazy! I don’t even know who is in here with me! Was it the man who she had caught watching her?

“I—I think maybe…”

The light touch of a thumb rubbing back and forth over her lips effectively cut off her stammering words. The gentle caress moved leisurely to include her jaw, then trickled slowly down the sensitive skin on her neck and along the inside of the scooped neckline of her lace dress. A leg nudged hers as far apart as the hem of her dress would allow, and he inserted himself to stand between her knees.

Gina inhaled sharply when the backs of cool hands lightly coursed over her nipples protruding against her lace dress. Her lack of a bra allowed her to feel each swipe of his large hands moving gently over her heavy breasts, testing their weight. She felt them slide along her rib cage and gradually reach around to find the zipper at her back, pulling it down inch by inch until the fabric was pulled down and away to gather around her waist. The blast of cold air on her bare skin had her nipples peaking, her body arching forward and her cheek coming in contact with a waistband in front of her face. She pulled back quickly, his belt buckle seeming to brand her.

She heard his quick intake of breath, his deep moan letting her know that he was not immune to her.

Already feeling vulnerable because of the blindfold, her arms automatically reached up to cross over her breasts in an inane attempt to cover herself up.

“No.” The gruff order pierced the silence between them. Sure hands manacling her wrists pulled her arms down to once again reveal her bare torso to his gaze.

Gina swore she could actually feel eyes devouring her. How was that possible?

The sensation of cool cloth being wrapped around her wrists had Gina sucking in a startled breath.

It was happening. He was going to do it.

“Uh, I’m not sure…”

A strong arm reached under her knees, effectively cutting off her tepid protest. Sure hands swiveled her bottom and lifted her legs up onto the cushion beneath her. His hands travelled over the curve of her hips, along her rib cage, barely caressing the sides of her breasts, only to gently push her shoulders back so that she lay prone. The same hands gathered her crumpled dress at her waist and worked it slowly over her hips and down her bare legs, leaving her feeling more vulnerable than ever before. She heard it landing with a soft thud on the floor.

Then nothing. She felt him move away, leaving her fully exposed, with nothing but her heels on.

“Where are you?” Her hands automatically reached out, searching for him.

The air stirred near her head. “Shh.”

Strong hands grasped her wrists and her arms were stretched over her head, the silk binds tightening on her wrists as he secured her to something near her head.

Gina could only imagine the picture she presented. Lying naked except for her heels, with her arms tied over her head. The blindfold only adding to the erotic portrait of her spread out like a banquet.

Then she felt it, a light nibble on her ankle! Teeth raking softly down to the graceful arch of her foot. How could such an innocent touch have her hips wantonly arching up, looking for the same attention? Then she felt cool bindings being wrapped around her ankles, a hard tug letting her know that he had secured her legs to the mattress underneath them. There was more give in her lower bindings, allowing her legs more movement than her arms. But there was no question that she wasn’t going anywhere.

Pictures of the woman she had witnessed in a similar position only moments ago fluttered through Gina’s mind. The woman had begged for more, demanding her lovers fulfill her sexual needs. Would this man inspire such passion in her own body, to where she was begging just as much or, perhaps, even more?

Thoughts of the other woman soon flew out of her mind when she felt his firm lips and nipping teeth move up her calf while his hot tongue flickered out to soothe over the seared skin. Unyielding lips met with the silky skin on the back of her knee, his calloused hands lifting a leg up as far as the silk binding would allow, leaving her already slick folds completely open to him.

Myriad fractured emotions raced through Gina. Uncertainty clashed with erotic hunger. Yes, her body was reacting to the salaciousness of her predicament, but another part of her felt as if something wasn’t quite right.

Perhaps sensing her discomfort, the man whispered gruffly, his words barely audible against the pounding of her heart and the music filtering in from outside their sensual cocoon. “Relax. I’ll take care of you.”

Was this really her? The woman who had barely reached tepid satisfaction with two ex-fiancés—the woman who had been accused of not being able to respond fully to a man’s touch, leaving her partners looking elsewhere? Andrew to her best friend and Steven to his male assistant! If only they could see her now…

She felt his warm breath flutter across her clit, his stubble-roughened cheek pressed against her trembling thighs, teasing her with long licks of his wicked tongue along the inside of her legs.

Pleasuring her, this stranger had her forgetting all about Andrew and Steven.

And he had her begging for more. “Please!”

Her body tensed in anticipation when his roving tongue reached so close to her wet folds, but he pulled away at the last second, chuckling as Gina arched her back and pulled against her restraints, looking for his mouth to fully connect with her sex. Never had a partner ever gone down on her. Connor had talked about it, had promised to spend hours with his mouth between her legs.

On its own accord, her mind imagined that it was Connor in the room with her, slowly torturing her with the promise of his mouth against her slick sex.

“Please…” the plea escaped again, her hips bucking up just as his tongue swiped directly over her slit, giving her the intimate kiss she had been begging for.

Gina felt a deep rumble emanate from his chest as he settled between her thighs and cupped her ass firmly in his palms, raising her hips higher, giving his mouth better access to her weeping pussy. His shoulders pushed her thighs even farther apart, holding her wide open to welcome his tongue even deeper inside.

“Oh. My. God! Yes, please!”

The pressure was building quickly and Gina knew he was going to make her climax. This was something she had only read about, fantasized about—a hunger that she wasn’t sure she would ever assuage.

Unable to stop herself, she wriggled her hips harder against his mouth, silently demanding that he fulfill his unspoken promise. Helpless against the bindings, she was ultimately forced to let him set the pace, to have full control over her pleasure.

Wild hunger fanned by masterful strokes had a scream building deep within her chest. Lost in the sensual haze of pure carnal bliss, Gina trembled in need, barely cognizant of what he was saying.

“Umm, sweet liquid heat. I could spend hours tasting you like this.” His voice was muffled against her slick folds as his tongue laved at the sensitive bud of her clit.

Something deep within Gina stilled for a moment at his words. But when he pulled her clit roughly into his mouth, sucking on her, any remaining coherent thoughts flew out of her delirious head. Desperate for release, Gina sobbed while her head thrashed from side to side, her blindfold miraculously staying in place.

“That’s it, baby, you’re going to come for me,” his words growled against her flesh. “This sweet juice is all mine!”

Gina felt her sex ripple in response to his possessive words. He increased the pressure of his mouth on her nub while his thumb parted the globes of her ass. When she felt him rub her wetness from her folds to slowly play with the virgin entrance of her anus, she nearly choked on her own breath. When he pushed a single digit against the tight entrance, her hips shot off the mattress, only to bring her more solidly against his roving mouth.

“No, I…I’ve never…”

“Mmmm.” She felt his lips leave her pussy, instantly feeling robbed at the loss of his heat against her. “Relax, baby, let me play with what is mine.” With that said, his teeth pulled on her engorged nub, the pleasure-pain from her clit coinciding with his finger slowly entering her backside.

Splintering sensations dispersed from her core, her womb convulsing, her body racked by an orgasm so hot that she cried out in gratification.

Gina’s climax was pure euphoria, leaving her gasping for air as small spasms continued deep within her womb. Never had a man gone down on her, offering her total rapture with just his mouth and a single finger.

Gradually, Gina came down from her high to feel his body lying beside hers, holding her in his arms. His powerful arms offered her a solace she didn’t realize she needed until now. Tender lips nuzzled her breasts, deliberately pulling her peaked nipples into his hot mouth one at a time. The rough skin of his hands played with the flesh of her ass, massaging gently.

Desperate to feel him with her hands, Gina jerked her wrists, “Untie me. I need to touch you.”

Lips pausing on her nipples, he drawled roughly, “No.”

The smile she felt against her heated skin took some of the bite out of his denial.

Already she could feel her body responding to his caresses. She whimpered when his touch began to change, becoming more demanding. Gina could feel his thick cock straining against his pants, pressing against her hip. The hunger to get her hands on him grew, the need to have his length in her hand and inside her was overwhelming.

She craved to touch him! Never in a million years had she ever believed she would respond so wholeheartedly to a complete stranger. But he didn’t feel like a stranger. Her body seemed to welcome him like a long-lost lover finally returning home.

Gina cried out in panic, “No!” when she felt him move away from her, off the cushion. Was he leaving?

The sound of a zipper being undone laid that fear to rest. The rustle of his clothes coming off let her know that he wasn’t going anywhere. Then his naked form conformed to hers, warming her once again. The light hair on his muscular legs teased her already tingling skin. The roughness of his skin rubbing against hers only heightened the differences between their bodies. Lean hips settled between her legs, the length of his iron erection pressing along her stomach. Strong fingers plucked at her peaked nipples. She quivered underneath him, astonished at how much she enjoyed the new sensation of pleasure-pain as he massaged her breasts with increasing pressure, tweaking her nipples a little harder each time.

Moaning her delight, Gina hissed, “My nipples, more, please don’t stop!”

Her lover in the dark was all too happy to oblige, paying homage to her breasts with nipping teeth and twisting fingers. His muscular chest pressed her farther into the mattress beneath her. She could feel his light body hair rubbing enticingly over her smooth skin, causing a delicious friction that had her trembling in his arms. Gina was shocked at how fast her body was building up to another climax. And judging by the increased grinding of his hips and the precum that she could feel spreading into her belly button, he wasn’t too far off either.

“Please, I need you inside me now…” she begged without compunction. Trembling beneath him, she tried to get closer still.

If her mind had been clear of desire, she would have felt him pause at her plea, but Gina was too far gone with wanting him to notice.

“So beautiful, so hot. Ready for me,” he finally whispered.

Gina felt him reach over her head, then the ripping of foil indicated he was taking care of protection.

When he settled back over her, the feel of his cock pressing into her entrance was more than she could handle. Raising her hips in invitation, straining to get closer, she demanded, “Kiss me!” Having yet to taste any part of him, she was dying for his mouth on hers.

Gina felt his body stiffen with hesitation. She had heard of people not enjoying mouth-to-mouth kissing, thinking it was just too intimate. But what could be more intimate than having his mouth between her legs licking at her slickness?

When his tongue traced the outline of her lips, Gina’s fingers clenched into tight fists, straining against the bindings holding her in place. His tongue became more aggressive, pushing past her lips, demanding entry.

His mouth ravished hers, his hands sliding down to her hips, positioning her underneath him. She savored the taste of him, intoxicated by her own tangy musk that lingered on his mouth, and something more, something familiar that tugged at her memory on an elemental level…

“God! Connor?” the question barely left her lips. She felt him tense over her, going completely still.

No! He wouldn’t! He couldn’t possibly have found me here!

But in that exact moment, she just knew, a feeling deep in her core that the man making love to her was the man who had been toying with her for months. Some of her sensuous haze receded, leaving her feel foolish.

Gina felt his hands go to her blindfold and slowly untie it. The binding slipped off, but she stubbornly kept her eyes closed, trying to reel in her shock. She wasn’t ready to deal with this, with seeing his face as he laughed down at her, smug in his ability to play her so easily.

“Damn it, open your eyes. Look at me,” he ordered harshly, his hand tugging at her hair. “No more hiding from me. From this. You are going to know who is fucking you, Gina!”

Anger replacing the shock, she bit out, “You bastard. Get off me!” Bucking underneath him in a feeble attempt to dislodge him, she winced in pain when thousands of prickles shot up her arms.

“What the hell, Gina, calm down before you hurt yourself.” Connor’s hands moved up her arms, massaging the cramping muscles of her manacled arms.

Forcing her eyes to open, she could barely make out his sculpted features in the dim candlelight as he held himself braced over her. But what she saw on his face wasn’t conceit or laughter. Instead his face was infused with need. With passion—for her.

Gina squirmed under him and watched in surprise as he closed his eyes as if in pain. Clenching his jaw tight, he muttered, “Don’t move, baby. God, please don’t move if you don’t want my cock rammed inside you. I won’t be able to stop if you do.”

The tip of his penis just inside her tight entrance pulsed. By the tick in his jaw, she could see that Connor was fighting for control, trying to rein in his desire.

A strange sense of calm settled over Gina. Feminine intuition had abandoned her in the past, but right now she knew that even with her limbs tied down, she held all the cards. A long-suppressed need to assert her sexual power began to emerge. Her previous lovers had never allowed her to take the lead or ever asked her what she wanted in bed.

She knew what she wanted right now. She wanted to drive Connor as insane with desire as he had done with her. This had Gina lifting her hips experimentally, lodging Connor’s hard cock a little farther into her wet channel.

“Gina! I’m not going to be able to stop,” he grunted roughly. His eyes bored holes into her with a warning to stop.

At that moment, she realized that she didn’t want him to stop.

Gina lifted her head up and began laying small, sweet kisses along his neck. Stroking her tongue down to his shoulder, she let her teeth sink into the soft flesh. Gina lifted her hips once again, hissing at the friction of his dick only partially inside of her. Wanting more, craving all of him, she raised her hips a little more.

That was all the encouragement he needed. With a soul-rending growl, Connor flexed his hips and plunged into her, pushing all the way in with one final hard stroke.

His name escaped from her in a shout at the feel of his rigid flesh forcefully submerging into her, his hands cupping her ass again, holding her in place as he filled her to the hilt.

“Ah, so damn tight!” He partially pulled out of her, only to plunge back harder, thrusting over and over.

“I’ve waited so bloody long to feel your warm pussy wrapped around me, squeezing me tight. Feel that, Gina,” he ordered, his hips pumping into her. “I can’t believe you made us wait so damn long for this.”

The slick sound of her wet pussy sucking at his cock only fuelled her need to push him over the edge just as he had done with her so often.

Connor hollered out her name, moving his hips faster and faster. His teeth clenched tight as his jaw rubbed along her cheek. “So damn tight! God, Gina, you fit me like a glove. I can feel your hot cunt gripping me.”

The harder he pumped into her, the hotter she got, matching him thrust for thrust, until a scorching burn coursed through her, splintering her into a million pieces.

Her cry of release was muted against his neck. She could feel his strained tendons against her lips as Connor found his own release, growling her name over and over again, crushing her beneath him.

 

It took him a few minutes to catch his breath. Only then did he reach down and undo the strips of red silk binding Gina’s ankles. Connor let his fingers slowly trail up her body to undo the restraints from around her wrists.

“Whoa, hold up. Slowly.” He stopped her from moving her arms. “Let me work these muscles before you move.” His fingers worked the kinks out, then gradually he moved her arms down to her sides.

Connor couldn’t help but stare down at Gina, taking in her still-quivering body. He was a little shocked at his complete response to her. He had meant to take things slow tonight, to bring her to the brink over and over before he allowed either of them to find release. But all thoughts of taking hours with her had flown out the proverbial window when she had lifted her hips, ensuring his burgeoning cock slipped farther into her welcoming warmth. Taking her nice and slow hadn’t been an option when he had felt her pussy sucking at his dick, her hips lifting up to bring him deeper into her core.

Connor couldn’t remember the last time he had ever forgotten all rational thought and let his body take over completely. Pure carnal heat had had him taking her as if both of their lives had depended on it. And he couldn’t wait to do it again. But he was pretty sure by the tightness of her pussy that it had been awhile since she had been intimate, making him feel like a heel for wanting to jump her again. A bigger part of him was thrilled that she hadn’t been with another man in some time. Gina’s little evasive games had driven him mad. And when she had mentioned her date with another man, he had been ready to throttle her. But one thing he had learned about Gina was that he couldn’t take the direct approach anymore. He knew he had to be a little more creative to teach her that they belonged together and the heat sizzling between them couldn’t be found with anyone else.

He turned over and reached under the settee, bringing up a moist, hot towel.

Connor moved down her body and parted her legs, running the warm cloth carefully over her still slick curls and tender folds.

Even after their mutual release, he was ready for her again. He couldn’t help but want to yell out to the world, “Mine!” But they needed to get some ground rules established first before he took her again.

 

For some reason, Connor’s gentleness had her shrinking back from him.

Tears gathered in her eyes, not from the slight twinge of pain from the friction of the towel, but from the multitude of emotions whirling around in her, competing for supremacy. The white-hot pleasure this man had given her tonight would forever be stamped into her brain, giving her endless memories to fantasize about.

Another part of her mourned, because now that the chase was over, she knew she wouldn’t be able to hold his interest for long.

Once he had his fill of her, he would be moving on and she would be left picking up the fractured pieces he left behind. This time around, Gina knew she wouldn’t be able to survive it. A measly makeover wasn’t going to conceal the ache he left in her when he walked away.

Gina knew she had been fooling herself to think she could have casual sex with him. There wasn’t anything casual about if for her. If she was honest with herself, she had to admit that she had been harboring feelings for Connor even before her life makeover.

A deluge of terror had her lashing out. “The damn list is finished,” she snapped. “Now we can both move on.” She pushed away from him and made for her dress, determined to get dressed and out of here on her own terms.

She missed the look of disbelief that flashed across his face. Instead, she ignored him as he stood up and gathered his own clothes.

Shaking his head as if he was going to argue with her, Connor stopped and she heard him take a long, hard breath. “Look, you’re tired—we’re both tired, Gina. Let’s get back to the hotel and sleep on it. We’ll have time to talk on the flight back home tomorrow.”

“I’m not flying home with the team tomorrow Connor,” she responded automatically, “I am going to spend the weekend here in Toronto.”

“Like hell you are,” he barked out. “You’re going home with me tomorrow, Gina. No way in hell am I going to leave you here on your own, not after this. You’re mine!”

Gina staggered under his possessive words, her gaze meeting his with confusion.

When she didn’t respond, he sighed, gesturing to the velvet doorway. “Let’s go.”

Connor placed a possessive hand on the small of her back, ushering her past the curtains. “I am going to get someone to escort you to the lobby while I go grab my jacket. I’ll have my driver meet us out front in a few minutes.”

In typical Connor style, he didn’t wait for her to respond. Instead he took it for granted that she would acquiesce.

Mindless of the people around her, Gina allowed Connor to guide her to the elevator where he asked an employee to accompany her to the lobby to wait for him.

With numb legs, Gina entered the elevator. She turned and leaned against the back wall, not sure her legs would hold her up for much longer.

 

Connor stood outside of the elevator, staring at Gina with a raised eyebrow, trying to get a read on her as the doors slowly shut, separating her from his gaze.

Connor knew he had been treading on dangerous ground when he entered the room Gina had been waiting in.

The woman had ignored all his calls and made asinine excuses to his emails when he’d asked her out to dinner. Working for the same organization, he was still awed at how she had skillfully avoided him.

But a man had to do what a man had to do.

There was no way Gina could ignore what had happened between them now. With new certitude, Connor went to grab his jacket.

 

The silence of the elevator was deafening. The attendant stood in front of her, discreetly staring ahead.

“I need a taxi,” Gina said to the back of his head.

Without turning, he nodded and spoke into the microphone clipped to his lapel. When they reached the lobby, he waited respectfully for her to follow him to the front doors. He reached for the door handle to walk her out, only then hesitating and asking her, “Are you sure you don’t want to wait for Mr. Waters?”

Stepping past him into the dark, cold night, Gina shook her head no.

One thing was for certain, she wasn’t sure about anything.









Chapter Eight

 

Walking back from the restroom, Gina couldn’t help but throw a nervous glance over her shoulder. The feeling of being watched was overwhelming. A healthy hint of alarm radiated from her core, her gaze darting around the crowded room as she searched the nightclub for the cause of her distress. Her spider senses were tingling in warning, but everywhere she looked, all Gina could see was the crowd of elite party-goers engrossed within their own circles having a good time. No one seemed to be paying her undue attention except for Matt, who sat waiting for her at the private table he had booked for the evening.

Making her way back to him, Gina forced herself to relax and return his welcoming smile. She took a seat next to him on one of the many plush couches reserved for the guests requesting private bottle service for the night.

“You okay?” asked Matt close to her ear. Even over the din of the music and conversations floating around them, Gina heard the note of concern in his voice.

So much for playing it cool!

“I’m fine. Just a little anxious about everything running smoothly for tonight’s fundraiser.”

“Relax, Gina, you’re off the clock tonight. Everyone’s having a good time—the food and drinks are flowing and Connor’s manager has the club’s staff on top it. It’s your turn to let your hair down and enjoy the night.”

Just the mention of Connor’s name made a tiny shiver of foreboding run through her. The man wasn’t even here and he had her nerves clamoring with anxiety.

“Speaking of Connor,” Matt shifted nearer, “I kinda got the impression that you two might be…” He trailed off without completing his question.

Gina caught his meaning loud and clear. Forcing laughter into her voice, she shrugged with feigned disdain, “Connor and I are merely—friends.”

Friends? That sounded lame even to my own ears. But Matt seemed to take her answer at face value and didn’t press her any further.

Mentally shaking off her distress, Gina reached for her stemless wineglass resting on the low table in front of her and Matt. Lifting it to her lips, she tried to enjoy the bold taste of the wine sliding across her tongue. She ordered herself to enjoy the company of one of the city’s rising hockey stars, who was flirting outrageously with her. Gina had jumped at Matt’s invitation to join him at his table when she had walked into the party alone. Not wanting to mingle in the busy nightclub with a bunch of strangers, Gina had gratefully accepted his invitation. The only fly in the ointment was the likely possibility of running into Connor tonight. Who knew, maybe she’d get lucky and be able to sneak away before he showed up.

Discretely glancing at the slim watch on her wrist, she prayed that she had timed it right. Connor’s text message to her earlier that morning had been terse and to the point.

I’ll pick you up tonight at ten from your place—we’ll go to the fundraiser together. Then we’re going to talk. No more hiding from me. C.

Of course Connor would take it for granted that Gina would be waiting for him at her condo. Why wouldn’t he? He’d been choreographing their every move from the get-go. And if she was honest with herself, she hadn’t fought him too hard.

Gingerly adjusting her bottom on the cushion at the memory of the other night, Gina couldn’t help but wince inwardly at the mild twinge of discomfort between her legs, a reminder of the how she had allowed Connor to ambush her.

Even now, she was astounded at Connor’s pursuing her with such a relentless intent. If she were honest with herself, she was beyond flattered by his attention. The more he gave her, the more she craved. And that was the reason she had to avoid the man like the plague. Gina knew that if she continued to allow herself to be seduced by him, she was going to lose more of herself to him than she had to any other man in the past. Already she had started having strong feelings for Connor. Feelings she was sure were not reciprocated. If the great hockey star followed his regular pattern, Connor would be moving on to his next conquest. It was time to put on the brakes and end their game of sexual sport before she got her heart broken by the notorious playboy.

Just thinking about Connor and all the ways he had made her body come alive had Gina flushing with desire. What she needed to do was distract herself with another man and forget Connor and his practiced touch. And in doing so, it would help her move past Connor and he would get the hint that she wasn’t interested in continuing their relationship—if you could even call it that.

Enter stage right, Matt.

Tamping down on her guilt at using Matt in her attempt to assert her independence, she turned fully toward him on the small couch they shared. At that moment, she felt her cell phone vibrate in the small clutch she had tucked next to her thigh. Knowing full well that it was probably Connor demanding to know where she was, Gina ignored it with a false bravado.

Smiling up at Matt while he recounted an anecdote from the locker room, she couldn’t help but appreciate his enthusiasm and undemanding company. Gina encouraged him to continue his story. “Then what happened?”

Matt leaned in closer and continued enthusiastically. Gina allowed him into her personal space. After all, if she had to attend tonight’s fundraising event, what better way than to spend time with a man like Matt?

Matt was easy to be with—fun. He didn’t threaten her hard-won confidence the way Connor did. If nothing else, his great athletic form might help her forget Connor for tonight. And that was the objective.

Forget Connor!

It was hard to miss Matt’s gaze of appreciation running over her. After all, she had dressed in the strapless plum silk dress knowing she would be attracting attention. Her entire new wardrobe was meant to entice the senses. The silk folded tightly across her chest in simple ruching and skimmed down snuggly to her knees, leaving her shoulders bare to Matt’s caressing fingers.

She desperately searched for a glimmer of passion at the feathery touches. The lack of heat from the feel of his hand slowly, lightly, running down her bare neck to her shoulder was disappointing. Gina was helpless to compare his touch to that of the man who had taken her to never-before-reached heights.

Instinctively, Gina pulled slightly away from Matt’s suggestive touch. She watched helplessly as he raised an eyebrow in curiosity.

The feel of the incessant buzzing of her cell phone against her leg had her breaking eye contact with Matt. Gina reached for the clutch nestled beside her and pulled out her phone.

“Sorry, Matt, but I need to take this call.” Without looking at her call display, she intuitively knew it was Connor. Pressing the talk button, she answered the call, bringing the cell up to her ear.

“Walk away from him.” The quiet steel of command came through loud and clear over the din of the music and cacophony of conversations surrounding her in the busy club.

Automatically, her green eyes darted around the busy room, searching for Connor in the crush of bodies—coming up empty, Gina avoided looking directly at Matt.

“Now, Gina, walk away from him now. If he touches you again…” She heard Connor draw a long harsh breath and then pause before he continued, “Don’t talk to him, just move away before I…”

Gina interrupted without thinking, “Before you—what?”

A small part of her knew that baiting a tiger was a sure way to get bitten. A delicious memory of those teeth raking down her smooth thighs had her fidgeting again, but a much bigger part of her couldn’t help but prod Connor a little. He was obviously in the club, watching her. How had she missed him?

“Did you really think you were going to go from my bed to his? Did you think I would allow another man to touch you?” Even though his voice grew quieter, it was infused with such coldness that she felt an involuntary shudder run down her back. “You let him put his damn hands on your skin. This isn’t a fucking game.”

Allow? Gina frowned. Really? Where was this possessiveness coming from? From the man who changed women on a daily basis, literally? Connor was the playboy hockey player who wrote the book on playing the field. In fact, she hadn’t expected to hear back from him on a personal level after their last night together.

“Connor…” Unsure of her own mixed feelings, she couldn’t finish responding. Gina knew she would be deluding herself if she didn’t acknowledge a secret thrill at his possessive words. The great Connor Waters, who could have any woman he wanted, wanted her! Then the tiny flame of fear in the pit of her belly ignited, burning brighter with each passing second.

Yeah, and when he gets tired of you, there will be plenty of other women who will be waiting to take your place at a moment’s notice.

“That’s right, say my name again,” he demanded harshly in her ear.

“Say it!” he ripped out when she hesitated.

“Connor,” she barely whispered, not even sure if he heard her over the loud music pumping around her.

“Meet me outside. I dare you.” The dead air echoed in her ear, indicating Connor had hung up before she could respond to his arrogant command.

Would she accept his dare?

Gina felt some of her newfound courage falter. Old self doubts impeded the hard-won poise she had worked so hard to attain with her new life makeover. Glancing down at herself, it was hard to reconcile the “new” Gina with the “old” one. Sure, the dress was new and her soft auburn curls were cut to artfully frame her features, but was she all that different from the meek woman she had been before her great transformation? Previous relationships had left painful and lasting impressions. The proverbial wounds may have healed, but the scar tissue was a keen reminder of her failures.

It was difficult to believe that Connor would stay interested in a woman like her for very long. Not when he had beauties throwing themselves at him.

* * * * *
 

Walking out the front doors of the busy club, Gina wrapped her coat tightly around herself as the wind pelted the rain like little bee stings across her cheeks.

Stopping short a few feet away from him, Gina caught Connor’s penetrating gaze.

Impervious to the rain slapping at him, Connor stood with arms crossed over his impressive chest, leaning beside the open passenger door of his parked car, waiting for her. Taking it for granted that she would pick up the gauntlet he had thrown down and meet him outside.

His taunt rang in her head—I dare you.

She swallowed tightly when he stood up straight and raised an arched brow. Watching her through narrowed eyes, he waited for her to take the final steps separating them.

I dare you.

Was it indecision that had her rooted to the spot or was it fear that tightened like a fist in the pit of her belly because she knew she was going to get into his car?

Instinctively, she knew that Connor wasn’t going to make the next move. Trepidation warring with anticipation, Gina erased the final steps between them. Standing in front of his imposing body, she craned her neck up to meet his infuriated gaze. It was hard to miss the tick jumping in his cheek. All she could say was, “You’re getting wet.”

A sardonic twist of an eyebrow, then he answered, “It’s raining.” With that said, he closed the remaining inches between them, took her arm in a firm grip and ushered her into his car. Gina winced when he shut the passenger door of his sleek sports car with barely controlled anger.

Connor got behind the wheel, but before he started the ignition, his cell rang. Glancing at it in annoyance, he answered with a clipped, “Yes.” He listened to the caller with a frown.

“I’m outside, Alex, getting ready to leave.” A pause, then he asked into the phone, “Which camera?” Nodding, he held out his phone and pressed on a few buttons, bringing up a view of the inside of the club.

Ah, that’s how he knew she was at the bar with Matt. Judging by the image on his screen, he had had a clear view of her through one of the security cameras.

“You’re right, man, take care of it for tonight and we’ll talk tomorrow. Thanks, Alex.”

Without looking in her direction, he ended the call, started the car and pulled out into the busy downtown traffic.

Unsure of what to say, Gina remained quiet, staring out at the raindrops being wiped back and forth across the windshield. It didn’t appear that Connor was in a hurry to interrupt the strained silence either.

It was only when the din of traffic dissipated that she noticed that he’d turned off onto the causeway leading into Stanley Park. The thousands of majestic cedar and fir trees lining the practically empty road created a dark canopy over them, cocooning them in the wet night.

Only the wipers moving over the windshield offered any relief to the growing silence until Connor bit off, “I asked you to wait in the lobby the other night. Imagine my surprise when I came down and found you gone.”

Glancing at him from under hooded lashes, Gina noted the hard clench of his jaw.

Okay, so they were going to talk about that night.

“Asked? Really? It sounded more like a command to me.”

Connor pulled onto a small paved peninsula overlooking the shimmering waters of the Pacific Ocean. The dark, cold night kept others away, leaving them in complete privacy. The sound of the powerful waves crashing against the rocks below them echoed between them.

“Why the games, Gina?” Turning now, he faced her.

Incredulous, Gina turned directly toward him. “Me? You’re accusing me of playing games?”

A humorless laugh escaped his chest. “Yeah, baby, you. One second you’re coming all over my mouth and squeezing my dick dry, then the next you’re taking off without a word.”

Shame at just how accurate his words were caused heat to seep into her face. What could she say to that? From the moment she had met him, she had been attracted to him on an elemental level. All he had to do was look at her and she burned with desire. She hadn’t been able to hide her attraction from either of them.

“I’ve always wondered about that email you sent. The wrong attachment, was that on purpose? Because, baby, if you were looking to get my attention, that was definitely original.”

Dumbfounded by the accusation, Gina could only stare at him in open-mouthed shock.

“Some women have pulled some crazy stunts to get a professional athlete to notice them, but that email—well I gotta say, Gina, that was hot. Tell me, if I hadn’t signed up to make your little wish list come true, who would have been the next punk to accidently receive that email from you?”

Not giving her a chance to respond, he asked mockingly, “Was one man enough to satisfy all of your needs, Gina?”

He continued without pause, “Is that why Matt was getting your special brand of attention tonight, hmm?” His hard look made him look enraged. “Getting ready to introduce him to your little games?”

Her hand shot out and landed squarely on his cheek, leaving a large red palm print on the side of his face.

“Oh my God,” Gina whispered in repugnance. She looked from the stamp of her palm print on Connor’s furious face down to her trembling hand in horror. Shaking her head, she couldn’t believe that she had just hit him! Her, the woman Andrew had accused of being lukewarm and passionless.

Why did this man have the ability to make her lose all sense of reason and control? What was wrong with her?

The last thought had her burning with a different emotion. Rage. The self-directed fury was a bitter pill to swallow. Why did she always allow men to make her feel as though there was something wrong with her? It was this very tendency that had prompted her life makeover to begin with.

Outrage flooding every molecule, Gina grabbed the door handle and jumped out of the car, yelling, “Go to hell!”

“Gina!” she heard Connor bellow as she slammed the door shut behind her.

Immune to the elements, Gina stumbled along the slick road, not caring where she went as long it was away from Connor.

The hard rain and wind howled past her lowered head, red-hot anger fueling her to put as much distance between her and Connor as possible. She screamed when strong arms ensnared her from behind, jerking her off her feet.

“Are you crazy?” Connor snarled. “Where the hell are you going in the dark? Hell, woman, you need a keeper!”

Squirming, Gina kicked back at his legs, trying to dislodge his steel hold. “Get your hands off me!”

Making connection with one of his shins only had Connor tightening his hold further, growling angrily, “Enough! You’re going to hurt yourself more than me.”

The absurdity of the situation suddenly stole the fight out of her, leaving her limp and drained.

She could only image the picture she made, hanging like a rag doll two feet off the ground in this bear of a man’s arms. If anyone came along them right now, they would be sure to call the cops.

That thought had her laughing out loud humorlessly. How in the world would they be able to explain this and keep it out of the gossip headlines?

“You think this is funny? Taking off like that, hell…” he trailed off, squeezing her tighter against his powerful chest. Not giving her a chance to respond, he turned and, still carrying her, made his way back to his car.

Instead of seating her in the passenger seat, Connor opened his door with one hand while keeping the other firmly locked around her waist. With what seemed like practiced movements, he had them both sitting face-to-face in the driver’s side, the seat pushed all the way back and Gina straddling his waist, facing his anger head-on.

Pulling back was impossible. She was effectively trapped between his firm chest and the steering wheel at her back.

Gripping her chin, he wiped a surprisingly gentle hand along her forehead, moving her wet hair off her face.

“You look like the day we first met.” Connor chuckled softly. “Remember? The day you almost took me out for the rest of the season.”

And so the other shoe drops…

The moment she had been dreading all along was finally here. She had been afraid that Connor would be able to see past her new look and realize that the real Gina wasn’t all that different from that tear-streaked frumpy woman he had first met last year in the boardroom.

Sure, she had put together a rather racy sexual wish list, but that didn’t mean she could maintain a heightened level of sexual enticement to keep a man like Connor coming back for more. Her new look portrayed a confident, trendy, professional woman who went after what she wanted.

But what would happen when Connor lost interest? Because there was no question in her mind that he would—she couldn’t hold on to the attention of a professional athlete who travelled the world meeting sexy, sophisticated women who made a game of throwing themselves at him. After all, isn’t that what he had accused her of?

As if reading her mind, he bit out, “Stop running from me. Stop running from yourself and take what you know you want. You’re so damn busy reinventing yourself that you don’t realize that there was nothing wrong with you to begin with. A bloody haircut and new clothes don’t change what you fundamentally are on the inside. Why the hell can’t you see that?” Anger and disappointment marked his voice in equal measure.

“The question is,” he continued, “are you woman enough to know that you have what you want right in front of you. Do you have the courage to take what you want? Because, baby, make no mistake, we both know you want this as much as I do.”

Stunned by his piercing words, Gina battled within herself. Was she woman enough? That was the question that she had been grappling with since he had confronted her in office about the email she had sent by mistake. Did she have enough courage to have a relationship with someone like Connor?

Connor placed both of his hands on either side of her face, tilting her head back. “I can see those wheels turning.” He shook his head. “And with you, I know that’s not a good thing.”

Wicked intent danced in his eyes. “Nope, with you, Gina, I have to keep you distracted. Not give you too much time to weave excuses in that pretty little head of yours.” With that, he dropped his head to hers, capturing her lips in a kiss.

When she saw his head lowering to hers, she had braced herself for a hard, demanding kiss. But the butter-soft swipes of his tongue along her bottom lip disarmed her.

Connor kissed her with tenderness. Taking his time, sipping at her, slowly dipping his tongue into her mouth, prolonging the caress of his lips on hers.

Gina moved her hands down his chest, finding it impossible to keep her hands off him. Feeling his growing arousal, she wriggled her ass over his muscular thighs, her breath hitching at the instant reaction. She could feel her pussy reacting automatically and tightening in anticipation.

 

Reluctantly prying his mouth off hers with a groan, his hands gave her hips a tight squeeze, holding her firmly in place. He had to rein in his instant reaction to her body rubbing against his stiff cock. That was the problem with them, Connor acknowledged to himself, they acted on the sexual need that exploded like thunder between them, but they never discussed the implications of their desire.

He had never wanted a woman as much as he wanted Gina. The interesting part was that he wanted her for more than just sex. He wanted to talk to her, spend time with her—admittedly all new territory for him. But she blocked him at every turn. Yeah, she had given him access to her body, but had shut the door firmly in his face when he tried to move their relationship past just sex.

She wasn’t the typical rink bunny, who made it their life’s passion to snag a professional hockey player. Connor was pretty sure she hadn’t been with many partners in the past and it didn’t take a Ph.D in psychology to know that something big had precipitated her little makeover. That list of hers made it clear that she was looking to experiment, flex her sexual wings, so to speak. He was just as determined to be the only man who brought her the satisfaction that she was craving.

He was sick of Gina running away from him. “No way.” Moving his hand to her chin, he forced her to meet his gaze when she would have turned away. “I’m not going to let you distract either of us with this sweet body. I want some answers, Gina.

“Why have you been avoiding me? I thought for sure after our little experiment with the phone sex that things had changed between us, but you’ve dodged my every call and email since then,” he continued, censure clear in his tone.

He was stunned when Gina shrank back from him.

Reading her retreat correctly, he demanded, “What?”

 

Gina couldn’t help but feel a familiar stab of pain at the memory of hearing a woman’s voice answer his cell when she had called him after their bout of phone sex.

Shaking her head in a failed attempt to dislodge his fingers from her chin as much as the other woman’s voice from her head, Gina clenched her eyes shut.

“I called you later that night, after my date and your last text.”

 

His hands slipped to the back of her head, gently yanking at her hair, tugging her head back. “Yeah, we’re going to talk about your fucking date, sweet thing.” His body reacted instantly to the thought of her with another man, needing to claim her in such a way that it would leave her spent, too sated to even think about being with another man.

It was time to brand his woman and corral her in!

 

“You didn’t answer,” she continued, now opening her eyes, wanting to meet the truth head-on, not hide from it as she had in the past.

Confusion laced his words. “I didn’t see a missed call from you, are you sure you had the right number?”

“I had the right number,” she answered, a catch in her voice, her shaky composure threatened even more. “A woman answered your phone.”

Daring him to deny it, Gina kept her eyes locked on his.

Connor’s eyes narrowed in concentration. “Impossible…” His words drifted off. Then a devilish look came over him, making him shout out in laughter.

“You’re laughing at me?” she asked in disbelief.

“You really called me that night?” He lowered his voice in a provocative whisper, “Were you hot, Gina? Did you need my help to relieve some pressure?”

She couldn’t deny that that was the reason she had called him. She had been desperate for him, hoping to have his sexy voice and erotic words ease some of the ache.

Wicked humor still dancing in his gaze, Connor caressed her back. “Let me get this straight. You thought I was sending you erotic texts and making you come over the phone and then I was messing with another woman right after? Damn, you really bought into the whole ‘professional athletes having marathon sex parties while out of town’ bullshit. I didn’t take you for someone who painted people with a generic brush.”

Gina fought to control her anger at his continued laughter at her expense.

As if sensing this, Connor grew serious. “I went down to the hotel pool for a swim to work off some pent-up energy after calling you. After that, I went straight to bed. Alone. Turns out a cleaning lady found my cell phone on a chair by the pool. The hotel returned it to me the next morning. I didn’t realize that you’d called.”

Searching his eyes for any hint of deceit, Gina was hard-pressed to find it. Oddly enough, she believed him. He didn’t have to lie to her. He had never made any promises to her, nor were they officially in a relationship.

“While we’re clearing up ‘misunderstandings’, I really did send the wrong attachment by accident, I wasn’t hitting on you,” Gina mumbled, pride making her want to clear up his earlier misconception.

Connor threw his head back and laughed harder this time. His body shook with amusement. “I know that. I only said that earlier to get a rise out of you. Man, Gina, you should have seen the look on your face that day in your office when I started reading out your little list.

“I have never seen the color drain out of anyone’s face faster. I thought I was going to have to resuscitate you.” Brushing a finger along her jaw, he continued, “A little mouth-to-mouth to get you breathing again.” His finger dipped into her mouth, running along the edges of her teeth.

Unable to resist, Gina sucked his finger into her mouth.

Connor closed his eyes and moaned, his cock hardening instantly, pressing against her bottom. He moved in a failed attempt to relieve the pressure and inadvertently pressed Gina against the steering wheel. The resulting car horn making them both jump in surprise.

“Ah shit, Gina. Why is it that our timing is always off? The last time I made out in car was in high school. I’m too old for this. We need to find a proper bed.”

“I don’t know, Connor, I think our timing has been just fine, considering you were able to help me check off all five items on my wish list.” Her hand slid seductively down his chest, over his stomach to stop and cup him in her hand. Her building desire making her bold, she squeezed tenderly, with just enough pressure to elicit a groan from him.

“Gina—I’m warning you,” he growled when she teased him with a long, wet kiss.

Grabbing hold of her face again, he pulled her back enough to look her directly in the eye. “No more running away from me, from this. And I swear to God, Gina, I better not see another man’s hands on you…” Shaking his head, his words trailed off threateningly.

Connor leaned down and bit at her lip and with a devilish glint in his eye, asked, “Gina, did you ever consider putting ‘spanking’ on your wish list?” His palm landing with a delicious tingle on her ass, making her jump on his lap.

At the shock in her eyes, Connor’s gaze turned hot with erotic mischief. “Gina, Gina, we have so much more to look forward to. Just you and me, baby.”

She told herself that she shouldn’t be slick at the thought of his promised spanking, but the tell-tale trickle along her folds told a different story. Then again, Connor had taken her to new heights, giving her more pleasure than she had ever imagined.

Perhaps it was time to make a new list. This time with Connor as an equal contributor. Hmm, the delicious possibilities…









Epilogue

One year later

 

“Ladies and gentlemen, it is with great honor that we raise the jersey of our retired captain, Connor Walters, to be hung from the rafters of our arena. Connor played an instrumental role in bringing the Stanley Cup to our home town! Please join me in congratulating Connor as number seventeen is retired in tribute to his substantial contributions to our team, city and professional hockey as a whole!”

The roar of the crowd was deafening. Connor stood on the red carpet center ice as his retired jersey was raised overhead and the fans cheered enthusiastically. There was no question that part of him was scared shitless at the thought of not playing professional hockey. But he knew that the time had come to hang up the skates and move onto the next chapter of his life. After all, he wasn’t getting any younger and God knew that it was taking his body longer and longer to bounce back from the minor injuries that were part of the game.

He still remembered the day when he had told Gina he was considering calling it a day. He had watched the surprise flicker across her sleep-drawn face as they had woken up on a rare Sunday in bed together.

He had braced himself for her reaction, not sure how she would feel about being with a retired hockey player. They had been living together for a year, stealing away as many moments as possible to be alone while juggling both of their busy professional schedules. His retiring was going to be an adjustment for both of them. He had heard other retired players grouse about how things changed in their personal lives when they quit the game and how they had to learn to reintegrate themselves into their own homes with the people they loved.

 

Gina had been a little surprised when Connor mentioned retiring at the end of this season. She knew that his professional hockey career would be coming to an end soon, but she thought he would play a couple of more seasons. She had propped her sleep-mussed head on her palm and stared down at Connor, wondering why he seemed so serious all of a sudden.

“Well, okay. Have you talked to your agent, coaches or management yet?” Gina asked.

“Not officially. I wanted to talk to you first. To see how you felt about it.” Looking up at her, he raised an eyebrow. “How do you feel about it?”

Intuitively, she knew that something serious was troubling Connor. Not sure what he expected her to say, Gina shrugged. “Con, I’m okay with whatever you decide. If this is the year, then this is the year. I knew it would be coming soon.” Running a loving hand over the creases marring his furrowed brow, she continued, “If this is the right time, then go with it. But something is bothering you. What?”

He turned and looked up at the ceiling, taking a long deep sigh. “This would change things between us. I’d be home more—hell.” He scraped his hands over his eyes, a pained expression tightening his features.

“Umm… You being home would be a good thing, right?” Confusion laced Gina’s question.

“Shit,” Connor muttered, jerking the covers aside and striding butt-naked to the dresser across from their bed.

Now this was definitely a good thing! Gina leaned back against the headboard and watched Connor’s muscled backside with appreciation. She never got tired of looking at his naked body. Bruises and all, he was magnificent. She felt her body instantly react to just the sight of him, her body craving his touch.

Connor came back to bed, holding something in his clutched fist. He sat facing her, staring at her intently.

 

“I was going to do this differently. I had a plan, but,” he hesitated, scared that he was going to blow this. It didn’t help that he was distracted by her body. He noticed her nipples tighten into hard nubs and couldn’t resist running the back of his hand across them, snagging them between his fingers.

He grinned at her indrawn breath. “Hold that thought, baby.” Turning serious once more, Connor took her face in his hand and without saying another word, opened his other fist. In his large palm sat a ring. A diamond ring.

 

Gina’s stunned gaze shot up to meet Connor’s raised eyebrows.

“You trust me with your body.” A loving hand ran down her neck to cup an exposed breast. “Now will you trust me with your future? Our future?”

* * * * *
 

Gina stood proudly beside Connor, watching his retired jersey being hung among those of other hockey greats who had been honored with the same tribute over the years. She knew that for Connor this was a bittersweet moment. He was raring to start his new job for a local sports network as a color commentator, but she also knew that there was a part of him that was going to miss playing professional hockey.

She looked down at the elegant gold band that he had placed on her ring finger at their beachside wedding a few weeks ago. A miniscule smile played across her lips at memories of how quickly Connor had found a wedding planner to organize a small intimate wedding for their closest friends and family to share with them. Both she and Connor had been extremely busy with work, so it had been great to give their planner a vision of what their perfect day should look like and then let her take care of all the minute details to make it happen.

Gina felt the roar of the crowd vibrate through her, bringing her back to the present. Connor turned to her and took her in his arms. The crowd was egging him on, chanting, “Kiss, kiss, kiss, kiss.”

Connor was considered hockey royalty, therefore, there had been a lot of interest in their wedding. They had used this interest to their advantage and sold pictures of their big day and donated the proceeds to the charities Connor worked with.

“Mrs. Waters, shall we?”

Gina looked up into his twinkling eyes and smiled her answer.

The deafening response from the fans was lost on both of them as their lips met in a tender kiss that had both of their hearts jumping in response.
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