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[bookmark: Start]Every
morning, he arrived. Every morning Grace told herself she didn’t deliberately
come to work early and position herself at her assistant’s workstation just so
she could watch him stride through the hall, the track lights illuminating him
like a runway model. He—Antonio Romero, with his sleek black hair, hazel
brown eyes and buff body that no suit could disguise. Not that she was obsessed
or anything. Of course not.


And, she
thought, it’s perfectly natural that
Antonio should arrive. After all, he was an associate attorney in this law
firm, just like her. It would be odd if he didn’t come to work. His arrival
certainly didn’t constitute an event. Nevertheless, here she stood, pretending
to proofread a letter, her eyes darting to the hall with alarming frequency so
as not to miss his entrance.


“Here he comes,” Larry Carson announced,
sauntering over to the grouping of workstation pods at the center of the
office. “Hold on to your panties, ladies. We wouldn’t want them to fly off and
into his path.”


Then Antonio appeared. So sublime. His
lips, nose, hair, eyes, smile. They all played a starring role in her
fantasies.


“Romero the Romeo.” Larry’s lips curled in
a sneer.


One of the secretaries tittered behind her
hand. At Grace’s quelling glare, she coughed and turned her attention back to
her keyboard and computer screen.


“Shush it, Larry,” Grace said, turning to
her colleague.


“Why shouldn’t I tell the truth?” he
asked. “It’s sickening how you all fawn over him.”


“Jealousy doesn’t become you,” Grace
admonished. Of course nothing did become Larry, in Grace’s opinion. He could
have been attractive, but the combination of kiss-ass smarminess toward the
higher-ups and the obnoxiously condescending comments he made to everyone else
made him an ugly little troll. “Don’t take your total lack of female admirers
out on Antonio.”


“Defending your buddy?” Larry asked with a
snide arch to his brows. “Typical, Baker. But why?” Then he lifted a finger and
placed it to the side of his lips. “I know. You two are buds with benefits…if
you know what I mean.” He chuckled.


Buds, but not with any extras. She and
Antonio were strictly on a no-benefits
basis. There had been that one time… But he didn’t seem to remember it, and she
didn’t want to.


“But sex is all it will ever be, Baker.
You won’t get a commitment out of the Romeo.” He sidled up to Grace and touched
a finger to her wrist, giving it a suggestive caress. “Why don’t you try
passing your favors around to someone who would appreciate them? Someone like
me.”


Grace jerked her hand away and stepped
back. “As an associate with this firm, you should know the laws on sexual
harassment,” she said. “And if you make one more innuendo about Antonio or any
further suggestive comments to me, I’ll make a report to HR about you creating
a hostile workplace, and then where will your partnership aspirations be, eh?”


Larry glared at her, turned on his heel
and headed into his office, which, unfortunately, was right next to hers.
“Bitch,” he muttered, and then slammed the door closed behind him.


Of course, Larry seemed to be a favorite
with the senior partner. Grace would probably be the one fired if she made a
complaint. While Larry got great high-profile, second-chair placements, she was
the dumping ground for every non-paying client and stinking pustule of a case.
Antonio also scored great cases, but then he deserved success. A brilliant mind
coupled with great courtroom technique set him apart from the rest. That was
just the way of it.


When he spotted Grace, Antonio’s stride
slowed and he smiled. Grace waved hello, but then turned and rushed back into
her office. She didn’t feel up to a friendly conversation with him this morning
when the sparring with Larry had brought to the surface all the longings she
had tried so hard to suppress.


When she got to her desk, she took a few
moments to get her feelings under control before she signed on to email.
Unfortunately, the object of her lascivious thoughts had sent her a message. It
read—Round 22 of chicken joke wars
is declared. Finnegan’s @ 7 p.m. Loser buys the beer. Antonio. Grace smiled
at his silliness. Making up their own chicken jokes was a running thing between
them. Hitting reply, she typed in—You’re
on. But then her finger hovered on the mouse above the send button. She
loved hanging with Antonio, but lately the pain had begun to outweigh the
pleasure. Grace wasn’t feeling very strong. After a few seconds of indecision,
she hit delete.


* * * * *


A brief knock sounded on Grace’s office
door. Without waiting for an invitation, the door swung open and a dark head
came around the edge of the frame.


“Are we having fun yet?” Antonio asked,
and then stepped inside, closing the door behind him. He took in Grace, the
paralegal and the pile of paper littering the table in front of them. “Pretty
strange party favors you have there.”


“Don’t make me laugh.” Grace plastered a
mock frown on her face. “I don’t have time. We have billable hours to rack up.”
She pointed at the paralegal.


Antonio nodded. “Hi, Deb.”


“Antonio,” Deb said, her voice at least an
octave huskier than normal. Grace glared at her, and the paralegal hid a smile
behind her hand.


“Are you working on the Nelson case?” he
asked.


“You know it.” She sighed. “It’s always
the Nelson case these days.”


“You didn’t answer my email about
tonight,” he said to Grace. “Are you coming?”


“I don’t know.” She examined the piles on
her desk. “It’s a workday tomorrow and I should stay late.”


“Come on,” he said with a cajoling smile.
“I need cheering up. I broke up with Susie yesterday.”


“Yeah, you look terribly upset about it.”


“I am. I am.” He laughed. “I just hide my feelings
well.” He picked up a paperweight from the corner of her desk and tossed it up
in the air with one hand before catching it with the other. Then he added a
second. Then a third.


“Will you stop juggling my paperweights?”
Grace asked, trying to sound stern. “You’re gonna break them.” But he was so
good at everything. She doubted he would drop one.


“Only if you’ll come out and play
tonight,” he said, continuing to juggle.


“Ummm.” She hesitated. There didn’t seem
to be a way out without an embarrassing explanation. “Oh. All right.”


After catching each of the small orbs, he
set the weights down carefully on the desk. “Why did the chicken hire a private
investigator?” Antonio asked with a sly smile. “Because she suspected the
rooster was clucking around on her.” Then he winked.


Grace smirked. “Save your ammunition for
tonight,” she teased. “You’ll need it.”


Antonio ducked out of the office, and his
laughter could be heard from down the hall.


“Are you feeling like a cannibal today?”
Deb asked, tapping her pen against the legal pad in front of her.


“Huh?”


“You were eating that man alive with your
eyes.”


“What?” she asked, coming out of her
Antonio-induced trance. “Oh, I get it. You’re a real comedian.”


“I don’t blame you. That man is fine. I just think you should tell him
how you feel. This buddy act thing the two of you have going is unnatural. You
should be fucking his brains out.”


Tried
that and it didn’t work out, Grace thought. “You’re crazy. We’re just
friends.”


“Hmm…Friends.” Deb sucked the end of her
pen. “If you weren’t such a chicken, you would tell him you lust for him.”


“First a cannibal and now a chicken. Make
up your mind.”


“It’s true. You’re afraid.”


Afraid to lose the friendship she and
Antonio did have by trying for the impossible.


“I don’t exactly look like his typical
girlfriend.” Grace glanced down at herself. She would never have made such an
admission except that Deb was a friend as well as a colleague. “He dates tall,
blonde and slender.” I’m medium,
Grace thought. Medium brown hair, medium height, medium brown eyes…medium
everything. Antonio’s girls were always spectacular.


“Nonsense,” Deb scoffed. “You have a
fantastically curvy figure I’d give my right Manolo Blahnik for.”


“I happen to know you got those shoes for
a steal off eBay so that doesn’t mean much,” Grace said with a crooked smile.
“Anyway, let’s get back to work. The Nelson case awaits.”



 

* * * * *



 

“Why did the chicken cross the road to
climb Mount Everest?” Grace asked as she slid onto the barstool next to Antonio
later that night. She had to be loud to be heard over the basketball game and
the buzz of the crowd. Typical Thursday night at Finnegan’s.


“Uh-oh. I know I’m going to regret
asking.” He rolled his eyes. “Why?”


“Because it was there.”


“Ughhhhh. That is so bad,” Antonio groaned.
“That’s definitely not a winner.” He smiled and a crinkle appeared at the edges
of his eyes.


She adored that crinkle. He ran a hand
through his black hair, and the gesture was almost enough to make her salivate.
She wanted to run her fingers through more than just his hair. “Well, if you
have the winner, let’s hear it.”


“Okay,” he said, signaling the bartender
for another beer. “Why did the chicken get out of a car, cross the road and
then get into a taxi?”


She could only shake her head. “Dunno.”


“To get to the other ride.” He chuckled.
“Get it? The car is one ride and—”


“Yeah, I get it,” she said, stifling a
smile…and the urge to lick his scrumptious Adam’s apple. “Cute, but not a
winner. I’ve got the winner. Mount Everest was just the warm-up.” Then she
cleared her throat before starting. “A priest, a chicken and a lawyer go into a
bar.”


“A lawyer.” He laughed and took a sip from
the bottle. “I like it already.”


“When they get inside the door, the
bartender stops them, points and says, ‘Get out, buddy. Nothing fowl is allowed
in the bar.’ Then the priest speaks up and says, ‘It’s okay. He’s a good guy.
The chicken and I will vouch for him.’”


A laugh burst from him. “Slightly better
but still horrible.”


“You know it’s the winner. You laughed.”


“Only to humor you.”


“You? Humor me?” Grace regarded him with
narrowed eyes and lips pursed to prevent a smile. “You’re such a liar. I’m the
one doing you the favor. It’s a lot of work coming up with these high-quality
jokes just to amuse you.”


“Why?” he asked, punctuating the question
with an overdramatic wave of his hands. “Oh, why are you so good to me?”


“Because you’re incredibly sexy and I
crave your body.” Grace delivered the line in a monotone.


Antonio stared at her, and she kept her
face carefully deadpan as he scrutinized her with the strangest expression on
his face. After a few seconds, he chuckled. “You win,” he said, slapping both
hands on the edge of the bar. “I’m buying tonight.”


“Good,” she said. “‘Cause I should still
be at work on the Nelson case. Instead, I’m here with you.”


“Why don’t you settle that Nelson
stinker?”


“Our esteemed senior partner doesn’t want
a settlement.”


“That’s ’cause he’s making you try it,” Antonio said. “He doesn’t
have to deal with a loser. But he also doesn’t want to lose the billable hours
from a trial.”


“No comment,” she mumbled, examining the
floor.


“You need to stand up to him, Grace,”
Antonio said, his expression serious. “You fight like hell for your clients,
but you won’t fight for yourself. You let people get away with too much. You’re
a people pleaser.”


“If by people, you mean my employers, then
yes.” Grace took a sip of beer. “I need this job.”


“You’re a fantastic attorney.” Antonio
gazed at her in the eyes. “You could get a job anywhere.”


“Says the golden boy. Brackman loves you.”


“He’s a good old boy.” Antonio waved his
hand in disregard. “He thinks the women should clean up all the messes.” He
frowned and circled the lip of his beer with a finger. “You had the bad luck of
being assigned to him when you joined the firm.”


“Yeah, me and Carson. Blech,” she said
with an open-mouth yucky sound.


“Brackman might be trying to leverage you
into a sexual relationship with him. You know…give you some decent cases if
you’ll play ball.”


“Or play with his balls.”


The joke didn’t make him laugh.
“Seriously, I think he has a thing for you.”


“Oh right.” Grace laughed and rolled her
eyes. “I’m such an irresistible siren.”


“You’re beautiful and sexy.” Antonio
stared at his beer for a minute and then continued. “You could have any man.”


Grace blushed, thrilled by his words, and
gulped down a beer to cover her fluster. Obviously, he was just being a good
friend and lying to her, but still. Besides, she obviously couldn’t have any
man. Not Antonio…and not her fiancé Brad, who had broken things off less than a
month before the wedding. Grace could see by the expression on his face,
Antonio knew she’d just thought about Brad.


“Let’s not talk about Nelson,” she moaned.
“We’re here because you need cheering up. I can’t believe Susie broke up with
you.”


“I broke up with her,” he admitted. “She’s
too jealous. And even if she wasn’t, I just didn’t see it going anywhere
long-term. It seemed unfair to both of us to keep up a pretense. It was the
right thing to do.” He gave a wry smile. “Susie, however, does not agree.”


“I bet,” Grace said. “Well, if you broke
up with her, why do you need cheering up?”


“I can still feel bad even though I
instigated it, you know.”


And she did know. That was the thing about
Antonio. He came off as a playboy “Romeo” as Larry would have said. But she
knew a lot of his playing around came from a real fear of being hurt. Probably
something that had come from being abandoned by his mother when he was five.


Just then, something drew Grace’s
attention to the entrance. The door opened and in walked Larry Carson. Speak of
the devil, wasn’t that the saying? Larry smirked and then waved before heading
their way. She cringed.


“Aha. I caught you,” Larry jeered when
he’d reached them.


“What do you mean you caught us?” Antonio
asked. “If we were trying to hide, we wouldn’t go to a bar on the same block as
the office.”


“Oh, I didn’t mean to offend you.” Larry
tossed them a lascivious grin. “I know everybody from the firm comes here. I
didn’t mean to imply you were doing anything indecent.” His expression belied
his words. “How about I buy you two a round to make up for rudeness?” he asked.


“No thanks,” Grace said.


The entrance door opened again and Brad,
her ex, entered, accompanied by a hot girl.


“Great,” she snapped, spinning around on
her seat.


“What is it?” Antonio asked, glancing at
the door. “The asshole,” he whispered in her ear.


“Yeah,” she whispered in reply. “The gang
of tools is all here tonight.”


“Let’s get a table at the back.” He rose,
picked up his beer and then hers.


Before they could avoid him, Brad spotted
her and, dragging his girl along after him, rushed over.


“Hello, Grace.” Brad’s lips curled in a
derisive smile. “Meet my new fiancée Christina. We just got engaged tonight.”
Then he turned to his girl. He inclined his head toward Grace. “This is my
former fiancée. And this is the guy she cheated on me with. Antonio something
or other.”


Larry Carson grinned gleefully as he
looked on. “Romero,” he said. “His last name is Romero.”
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The trouble really began between Grace and
her fiancé a year before, at the same time Antonio had come to work at the
firm. For some reason, she and Antonio had immediately clicked as friends. He
kidded that they could not only finish each other’s sentences but each other’s
paragraphs. Brad just couldn’t deal. Fights broke out for no reason that always
seemed to come back to some objection to her friendship with Antonio. Soon the
sex that had been mediocre at best between Grace and her fiancé turned
dreadful.


Grace had to admit she probably shared the
greater part of the blame. The first time she’d seen Antonio, her jaw had
literally dropped and her heart had pounded so hard she’d thought it would
split her ribs. For the first time in her life, Grace understood what she was
supposed to feel when she looked at the man she loved. She had known her body
was capable of being thrilled, but Antonio made her tingle from head to foot.
Just watching Antonio move had her inner walls pulsing. The weakness tormented
her.


She should have called off the wedding,
but her logical and reasonable self had taken control. Although they were fast
friends and best buddies, Antonio hadn’t given any indication of attraction. He
was beyond her reach, whether she was engaged or not. Plus, she owed loyalty to
Brad. He was a moderately attractive guy with a good job and who wanted a
family. Someone to be happy with. No wide, roller coaster rides of lust and
love. Instead, a nice, steady warmth.


The blow up came the night of her
bachelorette party. She’d insisted on making it unisex so she could include
Antonio. Just as she’d been ready to leave for the party, Brad had cornered her
at her apartment.


“Why do you need Antonio there?” Brad had
asked.


“I don’t need him there,” she’d replied, rummaging in her purse for lipstick.
“But why shouldn’t he be there? He’s my friend.” Grace found the tube and
extracted it.


“A friendship I don’t understand,” Brad
stated, pacing angrily. “Can’t you give this guy up?”


“Why?” She turned to the mirror in the
hall.


“Because I’m asking you to!” Brad shouted,
and then stopped behind her.


“Why are you yelling at me? You’re being
ridiculous.” Grace made eye contact with him in the mirror. “There’s no sexual
relationship between us. Besides, Antonio works with me. What do you want me to
do? Quit my job?” She applied the ruby blush color to her lips.


“You would quit, if you really loved me.”
He raked a hand through his hair. “But Antonio seems more important to you than
I am. More important to you than our marriage.”


“Because I won’t quit my job to avoid
someone and appease your unreasonable jealousy?” She whirled to face him.


“Unreasonable?” Brad demanded, his
eyebrows converging. “You’re having an emotional affair with the guy, at the
very least.” He slammed a palm into the wall behind her head and he loomed over
her. “The wedding is off.” His eyes locked with hers. “I’m not marrying you. I
want my ring back.”


“What? You can’t. What about all the money
we’ve already spent?”


“Listen to yourself,” he mocked. “The
first concern is the money?”


She hesitated. Why had her first thought
been the money and not about losing Brad? Realization dawned and an apology
hovered on her lips, but Brad interrupted before she could even open her mouth.


“You’re a lousy fuck anyway,” he flung at
her. “My friends all told me to dump you. That you’d never get over being
frigid. That you were a bitch…They were right.”


“Take your lousy ring!” Grace screamed,
pulling it off her finger before throwing it at Brad. “And get the hell out.”


She’d gone to Finnegan’s anyway. No sense
in delaying. She’d have to let everyone know Brad had called off the wedding.
When she’d arrived and announced it, all her friends had quickly gone from a
happy party mood to somber and apologetic. Then one by one they’d all made a
quick departure, all except Antonio. He told her what she needed was a drink
and not to be alone. They’d snagged a table in the corner and ordered one drink
then two, and then she lost track.


“I’ll have to notify everyone on the guest
list. And of course there’s all of the arrangements to cancel.” Shame filled
Grace’s voice. She rubbed at her temples. “The worst thing about this is the
humiliation. Everyone will know Brad thought I wasn’t good enough.”


“Asshole scumbag,” Antonio tossed out as
he finished off his fourth beer. “If I see Brad, I’ll beat him to a bloody
quarter-sized pulp and leave him to bake on the sidewalk.”


Of course she hadn’t told him the details
of the fight leading up to the break. “It’s not necessarily just his fault,”
Grace admitted, still sipping on her drink. “I can be a bitch.”


“Nonsense,” he declared, slurring the “s”
a bit. “He’s a douche. You’re perfect.”


She laughed. “You must be drunk.” Grace
grabbed his beer bottle. “No more for you tonight.” He must have begun drinking
before she’d arrived. She’d never seen him this inebriated.


“Really,” Antonio started, grabbing her
hand. At his touch, a buzz stirred her core and incited lecherous, yearning
thoughts. Grace involuntarily licked her lips and then blushed. She shouldn’t
have had even one drink. It had made her wanton. Then he took the beer back and
chugged down the rest. “Don’t let this jerk make you think you’re not good
enough.” Antonio’s eyes were bleary but sincere. “He’s the loser, not you.”


“Thanks, buddy.” Grace offered him a
slight smile before sliding out of the chair. “Come on. I’m gonna drive you
home.”


“It’s early,” Antonio protested. “I
shouldn’t leave you alone. You’re devastated.”


Not really…Which was weird, wasn’t it?


“You’re not leaving me alone. I’m coming
with you.” Grace retrieved her purse and slung it over her shoulder.
“Remember?”


After a few seconds of mulling over that
reasoning, he nodded. “Oh…okay,” he said, standing. Then he swayed a little as
he took a step. Grace put an arm around him and the two of them walked out.


Once they were in her car, Antonio passed
out and snored loudly throughout the twenty-minute ride. Grace managed to
awaken him just enough to pull him out of the car. Throwing his arm around her
shoulder, she supported him, and the two of them staggered up the sidewalk to
his house. Then began the production of rummaging in his pocket for his house
key. Her questing fingers encountered rock-hard thighs and something else that
had surged in hardness level.


“Oh baby,” he said with a suggestive laugh
and a drunken head wag. “A little to the left, please.”


“Real funny,” she said, extracting the key
and unlocking his front door. Inside, she dumped him on the sofa. Kneeling, she
took one foot in her hand and began to untie his dress shoe.


“You are so sexy, kneeling down there,”
Antonio said, lying back against the cushions. He reached out a hand and ran
the tips of his fingers through her hair.


“Yeah,” she said dryly. “Getting these
shoes off would be even sexier. Can you help me a little here, buddy?”


Grace managed to get one off and was just
about to begin on the other one when he toed it off. Then Antonio leaned
forward and tried to get his suit jacket off but couldn’t seem to pull his arm
out of the sleeve.


“Let me do it,” she offered, standing up.
Then she leaned over him and tugged at the garment until it came off. “Okay,
why don’t you lie down?”


“What about the pants?” he asked, wiggling
his eyebrows. “Are you going to unzip me?”


“Lie down,” she ordered with more
harshness than she intended. Oh, how she wanted to unzip those pants. The
anticipation incited more shameless greed in her than when she’d opened
Christmas presents as a child. But no, she couldn’t open that particular
present. He was drunk. It wouldn’t be fair to take advantage of him. “You can
sleep in the pants,” she said finally. “Lie down.”


“Only if you lie down here with me,” he
countered, seizing her wrist and tugging at her until she fell backward onto
his lap. As she struggled to scoot off him, Grace felt the long length of his
erection jutting against her buttocks.


His arms locked around her with his hands
covering her breasts. One hand wandered into the opening of her shirt and then
into the top cup of her bra to caress her the now-hard nub. A buzz of
exquisitely painful ecstasy coursed through her. Her breath caught in her
throat. Grace inhaled a shaky breath then exhaled, fighting to bring herself
under control.


“Come on.” She swallowed hard. “Let me
up.”


His answering chuckle released a breath
against her nape that sent shivers through her, and a melting wetness invaded
her core. Grace squeezed her legs together, but there was no relief from the
exquisite ache building there. She glanced over her shoulder for a glimpse of
his face. Antonio’s expression could only be described as contented. His eyes
were closed and his mouth was set in a blissful smile as he continued to knead
and caress her breast.


“There’s a price to cooperation,” he said
with a husky tone. “A kiss.”


“That’s not a good idea,” she said, taking
in a raspy breath.


“Just one,” he pleaded, opening his eyes.
Their hazel depths bewitched her.


“Okay,” she conceded, and then bent back
to quickly peck his lips with hers. “You’ve had your kiss, now let me up.”


“That’s not a kiss,” he complained. “This
is a kiss.” While his right hand continued to pluck at her nipple, his left
came up, and with his palm against her cheek, he brought both her face and
upper body around. Then the tip of his tongue carefully licked at the line of
her lips right before his mouth met hers.


Quivering, Grace couldn’t help opening her
lips to his insistent mouth, allowing his tongue to slide inside. Antonio’s
lips devoured her as his tongue penetrated, stroked and probed. Soon, her
answering tongue tangled with his as her mouth matched his hungry assault. One
of her hands clutched at his head, her fingers buried in his hair. She ground
her bottom against his hardness. Antonio groaned into her mouth and a tremor
went through him. If anything, he grew harder.


He broke their kiss. “Inside you,” he
breathed. “I have to be inside you. Now.” His mouth took hers again. The hand
at her breast left and went to her knee, stroking up her thigh, pushing under
the hem.


Pulling away briefly, she choked out,
“Yes.”


Wiggling, she managed to hike up her dress
as he fumbled at his zipper.


“Damn,” he swore, and then she heard the
zipper give way and felt him reach inside. Finally, his length sprang free of
the fabric and pushed against her cleft impeded only by the silk bikini panties
she wore.


Antonio leaned them both forward in order
to drape her over his glass-top coffee table. Both of them tore at her panties
until they were down over her bottom and half down her thighs. Leaning forward
until the head of his penis tantalized her, Grace panted. “Oh Antonio.”


Before the sound of the last word had
faded, he impaled her, driving into her core. With the panties still at her
thighs, she felt incredibly tight and he impossibly big as he pushed to the
hilt and she felt the tip of him at her innermost recesses.


One hand levered on the coffee table beside
hers, and she felt the other caress her belly before his fingers inched
downward to play with her. He moved his powerful body, recoiling only to plunge
relentlessly in again. Driving her ever closer to climax. Her core tightened
into a coil. Her knees weakened and dizziness swept through her. Just as she
thought the pleasurable pain of it was too much to bear, she convulsed. The
tight coil released and ripples of carnal delight rolled through her. Antonio
bucked against her three more times before his own release came and she felt
his semen spurt inside her.


He collapsed against her back, and Grace
felt the edge of the table bite into her belly. But even with that small
discomfort, the weight of him and his warmth along her body delighted her. So
when he pulled himself out of her and sat back, she almost groaned with
disappointment.


Grace sat up also, pushing her dress over
her thighs to hide her bare butt, and pulled up her panties. She pushed at the
hair sticking to her damp forehead and tried to regain her breath. Grace forced
away all rational thought. She just couldn’t bear to…She started to stand but
her legs were still shaky, and she wondered whether they would hold her up let
alone allow her to walk out the door. But before she could test the issue,
Antonio stood and kicked off his pants.


He grabbed Grace from behind and pulled
her to her feet. “We have more kissing to do,” he said as he strode into the
bedroom, dragging her behind him.


“Oh really,” she said with a smile. Once
they were beside the bed, he pushed her down crosswise along the foot.


“Yes.” His answering smirk was saucy. “You
have no idea how many parts of you I intend to kiss before this night is over.”


Grace definitely wanted to find out.


But by the next morning, doubts assailed
her as she lay beside his snoring form. Omigod,
she thought. She’d had sex with Antonio. What did that mean? He seemed to be
into the sex. However, he’d also had a lot to drink. Had he been too drunk to
even know it was her? But then could he really perform like that if he’d been
all that drunk?


Her climaxes—the first and second of
her life—qualified as leg-melting, intense and all-consuming. Draining,
actually. Obviously, Antonio had come too, but the more she thought about it,
the more doubtful it seemed to her that this interlude had been anything
special for him. So, Grace had slid out from under him, praying her movements
wouldn’t awaken him. Once she rose from the bed, there had been the job of
finding her clothes and dressing. She managed to get out the door with enough
clothes on to prevent arrest if she was stopped while driving home.


The next day, Sunday, Grace’s nerves
hovered on the edge of fractured. Each time the cell phone rang, she leaped to
examine its face. But Antonio didn’t call. He didn’t email. He didn’t contact
her in any way. By Monday morning she’d been a wreck, certain she’d not only
made a fool of herself by falling into bed—and onto the coffee table
before that—with him, but she’d destroyed their friendship and lost the only
real contact she could have with him.


When he’d arrived at the office, Antonio
had knocked on her closed office door, opened it and stuck his head around the
corner.


“Hey, bud,” he’d said, nothing in his
expression betraying any recollection of their interlude. “Are we on for lunch
today?”


“Yeah,” she’d said after a moment of
confusion. “Sure. Meet you at the elevators at noon.”


“Great,” he said, slapping the doorframe.
“I always need to eat a lot to get rid of a hangover and I’m still dealing with
a doozy from Saturday.”


“You did seem to be drunker than I’ve ever
seen you,” she offered tentatively.


“I can’t remember a thing after the third
beer, but I’m assuming you got me home,” he said with an easy smile. “Thanks. I
hope I didn’t cause you any problems.”


“No problems.” Intense relief swept
through her. Antonio didn’t remember anything about her being a fool. Their
friendship wasn’t over.


Not until later did she think about the
real implications of his lack of memory. She really must be a lousy fuck just
as Brad had said. Having sex with her was totally forgettable.
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A male bar patron snickered into his glass
of beer as Brad made his accusation. Antonio bristled and opened his mouth to
respond. Grace suspected this would not be pretty, so she interrupted with a
hand to his arm. “No scenes, please,” she whispered to her friend. “Nice seeing
you, Brad, and whatever your name is,” Grace said to her ex and his girl.
“Congrats on your engagement.” She tugged Antonio over to a table in the
corner.


“You should have let me pummel him,”
Antonio grumbled as he sat down.


“He’s not important enough to pummel.”
Grace plopped down onto the chair. “Just forget him.”


“I bet the douchebag came here
deliberately, hoping to find you so he could throw his engagement in your face.”
Antonio scowled. “He knows Finnegan’s is our place.”


The words “our place” tickled her. Grace
and Antonio had a “place” of their own, almost as if they were a couple.


At that moment Javier Garza, Antonio’s
friend, walked through the entrance. A great-looking guy, Javier still couldn’t
match Antonio. Plus, he tended to dress like a nineties grunge rock musician.


“Hey.” Javier greeted them with a wave.
“Can I join you two?”


“I suppose,” Grace agreed with a mock
frown. “If you really have to.”


Javier smiled and slid onto the seat next
to Grace, his shoulder touching hers. “I’ll grow on you…if you let me,” he said
suggestively.


Antonio frowned.


Grace chuckled. “Makes you sound like
mold. Mold isn’t very sexy. Mold makes me sneeze.” She smacked his arm. “Is
that the best line you’ve got tonight?”


“How about moss?” Javier offered instead.
“Moss grows easily and moss can be very soft.”


“Slight improvement,” Grace teased. “But
soft isn’t necessarily good. I don’t think that is going to win the heart of
any of the ladies here tonight.”


“I’m just concerned about one special
lady,” he said.


A laugh broke from Grace. “Sure.”


“So I’ll try to think up something
better…just for you,” Javier whispered in a husky tone into her ear and gave a
little nose nuzzle into her hair.


“Knock it off, man.” Antonio’s grip on his
beer bottle whitened his knuckles. “Grace doesn’t want you mackin on her
tonight.”


“How do you know?” Grace joked. “Maybe I
do.” She gave an exaggerated wink to Javier. “I’m going to the ladies’. Order
me another beer.” She got up and wound her way through the tables to the
restroom. Antonio followed and stopped her with a hand to the arm.


“Stop flirting with Javier,” he said.
She’d never heard him take such an angry tone with her.


“What do you care?”


“He’ll think you’re serious.”


“Maybe I am.” Seeing Brad had raised all
the old feelings about wanting someone in her life. Wanting another human to be
physically close to. The longing for a sexual relationship. And if it couldn’t
be Antonio she had that kind of relationship with, maybe she’d have to settle
for someone else.


“He’s not for you,” Antonio growled, his
fingers pinching her arm.


“Just tonight you said you thought I could
have any man,” Grace reminded him.


“I didn’t mean my friend.” Even with his
olive complexion, a mottled red flush of anger flooded Antonio’s face. “Not
Javier.”


She wasn’t good enough. “Thanks a lot,”
she said, forcing back the tears that sprang to her eyes.


“I didn’t mean it that way.”


“Right.” She jerked away from him and
turned on her heel.


“Where’re you going?” he asked, grabbing
her again.


“To the restroom, if that’s all right with
you.” She pointedly glanced at where his fingers pressed into her arm.
Antonio’s gaze went to the spot also, and he released her immediately. “When I
get back, we’ll pretend none of this ever happened.” She continued away,
finally pushing through the swinging door to sanctuary.


Inside, she recomposed herself. For a
minute, she stared into the mirror. A splash or two of water cooled her
reddened cheeks. After a quick repair of her makeup, she took a long breath in
and blew a long breath out. Grace squared her shoulders and walked back into
the bar.


When she returned, Antonio and Javier
stood at the bar, waiting to order. She approached but stopped short when she
heard their conversation.


“Come on! Grace is hot, buddy,” Javier
said.


“I said no,” Antonio replied.


“Are you saying you want her?”


“No.” Antonio’s tone was harsh. “I’m
saying she’s my friend.”


His words were like a machete slicing
through her belly. She’d known he didn’t find her attractive, but having it so
bluntly thrown in her face was a dagger to the heart.


“I’ve waited months for you to make a move
and you haven’t. So, by bro rules, you have no claim to protect. She’s not your
territory,” Javier said. “If you don’t want to hit it, don’t try to cock block
me.”


“I don’t want to hit it?” Antonio yelled.
“I have hit it, so back off. She’s
out of your league.”


“You screwed her and didn’t go back for
seconds?” Javier whistled. “Still, I’d like to find out for myself if she’s a
bad lay.”


Just then Javier glanced over and spotted
her. His face blanched. At his expression, Antonio spun around.


“Grace, I—”


“You have hit it?” she asked. “You
remember?” Whirling around, she bolted away from them and toward the door.
Tears sprang to her eyes and she fought to keep them from falling as she
strode, carrying the last shred of her dignity. Antonio did remember, but it
had been so bad he didn’t want to acknowledge it? Pain. Everything was lost.
The knowledge of the impossibility of any further friendship between them rose
in her throat like bile and she choked it down.


With the exit door within reach, she felt
herself seized by the shoulders from behind and turned in one motion. She had a
quick impression of Antonio, his face set in hard lines, before he wrapped his
arms around her in a crushing embrace. His head came down and his mouth pressed
against hers, hungry and insistent. The bar patrons whooped around them. But
the passion of the exchange mocked her. Pity. All pity, she thought.


“I knew it!” a female voice shouted. “I
knew I would find you in this bar.”


Grace pulled away from Antonio’s bruising
kiss. Susie Rayle, Antonio’s girlfriend or ex-girlfriend, stood glaring at
them.


“And I knew I’d find you here with her,” Susie said to Antonio. But he
didn’t seem to be listening. He stared at Grace for long seconds before he
blinked and acknowledged Susie.


“What are you doing here?” he asked.


“Checking up on my cheating boyfriend. The
one who’s always spending time with a girl he claims is just his friend.” Susie
eyed Grace and Antonio, still embracing each other. “Some friend. Your tongue
was halfway down her throat just now.”


In embarrassed confusion, Grace jerked out
of his hold and stepped away.


“I’m not your boyfriend,” Antonio said.
“We broke up yesterday. Remember?”


“We didn’t break up,” Susie responded. “I
don’t remember it that way. We just had a fight. A fight about her.” She
inclined her head at Grace.


“You have a convenient memory,” Antonio
said. “But I recall you saying ‘Get your shit out of my house and don’t come
back.’ Seems like a definitive breakup to me.”


“You’re such an jerk,” Susie said. “You
know I didn’t mean it.”


“Well, I meant it when I said we were
through,” Antonio countered.


Grace tried to inch away from the middle
of the fight, but her movement caught Susie’s peripheral vision. She turned a
nasty glare and a vicious tongue back to Grace.


“You aren’t going anywhere, bitch.” Susie
grabbed her arm. “You were the cause of all our problems.”


“I didn’t do anything,” Grace said.


“You were always coming between me and my
man,” Susie screeched. “You know it’s true. Antonio would work ten hours and
then at night he’d have to meet you for a drink.” Susie flipped her blonde hair
over her shoulder and turned to Antonio. “Just last Saturday morning you had to
go off and kill some giant spider in her apartment rather than spend the
morning in bed with me.”


“Grace was scared.”


“Grace was scared,” she mocked in a whine.
“Scared my ass. She wants you for herself.”


The entire bar, including Brad and his
fiancée, had gone silent, listening to the soap opera.


“If you’re dumping me, at least be honest
about the reason,” she said. “You want to screw her.”


“Stop it,” Grace cried.


“And you…” Susie rounded on Grace. “Surely
you’re not going to claim that you aren’t in love with Antonio.”


“Of course she isn’t,” Antonio denied.


“Really?” Susie asked. “Why don’t you let
her answer?”


“I—”


“But then she doesn’t need to answer. Her
heart’s in her eyes and always has been.”


“Grace?” Antonio turned to her, searching
her face, her eyes.


“I don’t—” She began to say she
didn’t love him, but then Grace knew she couldn’t lie. She knew her face must
reflect what she felt. Stricken with shame and face flaming, her eyes filled to
almost overflowing with tears.


“You want to make my humiliation
complete?” she asked, her eyes locked with his. “All right, I admit it. I love
you so much I ache with it. So much it feels like someone is pulling a rib out
of my body an inch at a time.”


Antonio said nothing. Absolutely nothing.
He just stood there gawking at her with his mouth hanging open.


“And now I’m just…gonna go.” Grace pushed
past Susie, heading toward the exit. She just couldn’t face Antonio. Life would
never be the same. She’d have to quit her job. Hell, she’d have to move away.
Joking with Antonio. Seeing him. Just being with him had been the only thing
that kept her breathing…Now all that was gone. The despair choked the breath
from her lungs, but she forced her legs to keep moving. She pushed past first a
man then a female customer. The woman’s foot crunched under her shoe.


“Ow. Watch it.”


Grace barely registered the words or the
woman’s elbow as she passed. Her vision was focused on the door. The door.
Getting to the door was all that mattered. She had to get out of the bar. Out
of town. Maybe out of the state. The look on his face had said it all. Shock.
Distress. Pity. She couldn’t stand the pity. Finally, the exit was in reach.


Grasping the handle, she heard a voice
behind her. “Grace.”


She pushed and then burst outside. The
fresh air did nothing to clear the lump in her throat. She darted in the
direction of her vintage VW Bug parked at the end of the block. When she
reached the car, she leaned her head against the top, fumbling the keys out of
her pocket. After she extracted them, she couldn’t seem to get the key into the
lock of the driver’s side door, her hands were trembling too violently, and she
dropped them. Grace swiped at the blinding tears leaking from her eyes.


“Stop.” Antonio’s hand fell heavily on her
shoulder. “Stop running away from me.” He pulled her around to face him, and
his intense eyes penetrated her. “No more hiding. Talk to me.”


“I can’t,” she sobbed, and hung her head.


“Then we’ll do it your way,” he said. “No
talking.” Forcing her face up with one hand, Antonio lowered his head. Closer
through interminable moments he came until their lips met. His, sure and
strong. Hers, tentative and trembling. Slowly at first, and tenderly, Antonio
kissed her. He drank deeply from her mouth, his tongue darting in through her
lips to duel with hers. The bands of his arms surrounded her, imprisoning her
against his body as his hand fisted in her hair to hold her still for more
thorough exploration of his mouth.


Antonio backed her against the VW, one
hand pressed against the window, his thigh inserting itself between hers. With
his pelvis grinding his erection into her belly, and his broad chest
tantalizing her, a buzz of pleasure exploded along Grace’s nerve endings.


Her right hand crept up to caress his nape
as the left moved under his suit jacket to stroke his back, down his spine and
then his ass. Grace clutched at one lusciously muscled cheek through the silk
blend of his pants, and Antonio groaned. Then she released his butt cheek and
brought her hand caressingly around his waist to the buckle of his belt.


Antonio released her mouth. “We’re out in
the open,” he reminded, gasping for breath and glancing around them. He might
have expressed concern about being outside, but popping open her blouse’s
buttons and unsnapping her lacy red bra belied his weak verbal protestations.


“I don’t see anybody. There’s no
streetlamp here,” Grace mumbled, glorying in his mouth exploring the creamy
tops of her breasts as if they were succulent fruit. Finally, Grace got the
buckle open and then her fingers flicked at the tab of his zipper before
caressing down the front of the pants to the crotch. “Besides, I don’t care.”
And she didn’t. Let everyone see them. Let them get arrested for public
indecency. Nothing beyond this moment mattered.


“Good,” he said. “You’re so sexy I don’t
think I can wait.” He groaned at her touch. Then he pulled one cup of the bra
down to free the nipple. He applied a long lick and a suckle before he said,
“And if you don’t care, I certainly don’t.” His hands moved to the hem of her
skirt and tugging it up so it bunched around her hips, revealing the red thong
match to her bra.


She knew the flimsy fabric was soaked from
the wetness of her excitement. Grace writhed against the car door. The coolness
of the metal against the bare skin of her butt tormented her with its contrast
to the heat building in her core. As she lowered his zipper, he pulled at the
thong. Once it was around her thighs, he stepped into the middle of it and she
kicked the little garment away. She freed his erection from his pants and
squirmed against the velvety, strong length. Already a bead of liquid had
escaped the head, coating it. She struggled for breath that seemed impossible
due to the pounding of her heart.


He hesitated. ”I don’t have a condom,” he
gasped out.


“I’m on the Pill,” she assured him. “Don’t
stop.”


Lifting her thighs, he urged her to wrap
them around him. He thrust into her channel, burrowing in until she’d been
fully and wonderfully impaled. Carnally taken. Beautifully speared. She loved
the wickedly naughty feeling of it all. Grace clutched at Antonio’s behind to
bring him even closer.


With his lips against her forehead and his
breath hot on her skin, Antonio drew slowly out and then thrust in. The
backward drag of him against her inner tissues as tormenting as the forward
plunge, he drove her and himself toward climax. His body invaded hers and
thoroughly claimed it…just as thoroughly as he’d long ago claimed her heart.


Then the orgasm blossomed in her. Inner
convulsions and tremors rippled inside her even as he rode out his continued
thrusting and moving. The ripples died away and she built quickly to a second
climax just as his own came upon him.


“Grace,” he choked out, and then she felt him
spurt inside her.


As their panting breathing calmed, Antonio
laughed. “I can see it all now,” he said, his half-length still buried inside
her and her legs hanging limp around his hips. “Tomorrow’s headline—YOUNG ATTORNEYS FROM PRESTIGIOUS DOWNTOWN
LAW FIRM REVEALED AS NEW INTERNET SEX TAPE SENSATION.”


Grace chuckled as she caressed his nape,
and blinked away tears—tears of pleasure this time. “Maybe we should move.” Placing her legs
on the ground, she pushed the skirt of her suit down and then began to hunt for
her shoes. At the same time, Antonio pulled up his pants and zipped them.
Reaching down, he retrieved her thong from the dirty asphalt of the street.


“These are a total loss,” he said in a wry
tone as he held them up.


“Totally worth it,” she said, picking up
the pumps. She rose on tiptoe to press a kiss to his lips and a loving caress
over his now-covered crotch.


“Ooh, you are evil,” he said, and she felt
him hardening under her palm. “Into the car with you, madam. Let’s go back to
my place and finish this.”


“Let’s go,” she said, gasping. Already
desire throbbed through her body again. Then a thought occurred. “My key. Where
is it?” Her eyes scoured the ground and she saw it lying near the front tire.
She bent to retrieve it.


“Wow,” he said from behind her. “The view
from this angle is spectacular.”


His words delighted her, but still she
automatically tugged at the hem of her skirt, realizing she’d just flashed him.
Then she stopped herself. Too late for modesty now. Snatching the key up
victoriously, she turned and unlocked the door. Antonio skimmed around the
front bumper, opened the passenger door and hopped inside as Grace climbed into
the driver’s seat. Helpless to stop touching him, she reached for his thigh and
stretched up to kiss him. Anticipating her, his head turned and their mouths
met in a hungry mating.


When he pulled back, his breath panting,
he twined his fingers with hers and lifted her hand from his thigh. “Better
stop now or I won’t be able to wait ’til we get to my house.”


She was slick with his essence, but still
it was as if they hadn’t done a thing, as if she hadn’t climaxed. She wanted
more, again and again. After sticking the key in the ignition, she didn’t twist
it to fire the engine. “I don’t think I can wait,” Grace said, and then pressed
the seat lever and threw her seat back as far as it would go. He smiled with
comprehension and did the same. “Always wondered if sex in a Bug was possible,”
she said, scrambling onto his lap. He scooted as far over on the seat as he
could before hitting the gearshift. Still her left leg wouldn’t fit between his
hip and the door. Pulling the angle lever, Grace managed to get Antonio’s seat
to flatten, which allowed her to spread herself over him.


They fit their mouths together as she
ground against him. Then his hand delved between her legs. His questing fingers
found her folds and he inserted two fingers, forcing a gasp of breath to escape
her and disappear into the velvet depths of his mouth.


Returning the favor, she unzipped his
pants and thrust her hand inside to circle the head of his penis with her hand.
Then she ran her palm down his stiffness to grasp him before caressing upward
again.


“Oh lord,” he choked out. “You’re killing
me.”


Gently grasping his length, she worked her
hand up and down. Antonio arched under her ministrations and his face contorted
with gratification, his eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure of release overtook
him. He opened his eyes, smiled, and then reached up to caress her cheek.


“I—” he began.


A knock that sounded as if it came from
the hood, interrupted and startled both of them.


Although muffled, they heard Javier say,
“Hey, man.” Fortunately, the steamy windows hid them from his view.


Antonio cracked open the window. “What is
it?”


“I don’t want to interrupt…anything but…”
Javier’s normally arrogant tone had been replaced with an embarrassed one.
“Your coworker Carson is heading out of the bar. Thought you’d want to know.”


“Thanks,” Antonio said. Eyes locked,
laughter burst from Grace and Antonio.


“I guess we’d better go.” Grace brushed
his damp bangs off his forehead and then ran a caressing thumb over his lower
lip.


“But you didn’t come,” Antonio said, and
they adjusted his seat upright.


“I guess you’ll just have to take care of
that back at your place.”


His lips quirked. “Absolutely,” he agreed.
“In fact, I think it’s only right you get two for one. Interest, you know.”


“I love the way you negotiate.” She licked
his cheek and then hoisted herself into the driver’s seat. Hand on the lever,
she jerked the seat forward and started the VW. Antonio reached over, placed
his hand over hers on the gearshift and twined their fingers together. Their
eyes met and silently they stared at each other for a moment before she
directed her eyes to the road and pulled forward.





[bookmark: Four]Chapter Four



 

Déjà vu was a bitch.


Grace woke the next morning stretched out
naked with her body half under Antonio’s, his soft snores in her ear. The
coverlet and blanket had been lost to the floor in the midst of their passion,
and the sheet was twisted around her foot. For a moment Grace had basked in the
unbridled joy that filled her. This bed, this man created all the paradise
she’d ever need in this life or the next.


But then the same old doubts began to
intrude. She knew she should awaken Antonio. She should try to talk about what
had happened between them so she could figure out what it all meant. But what
if he obviously hadn’t intended anything other than to comfort his friend, a
friend he pitied for her unrequited love? Oh no. She didn’t feel strong enough for
that. Then a glance at the clock on his nightstand gave her all the excuse she
needed. It was already eight a.m. Being late for work would be grounds for
firing on the most casual of days but with her workload…


As soon as she stepped off the elevator
and into the office foyer, senior partner Brackman’s assistant informed Grace
she was wanted in his office. Without even putting down her briefcase or coat,
she rushed to see him. The Nelson case went to trial in just four days. There
must have been an urgent development.


Grace knocked and opened his door in one
movement. “You wanted to see me?”


“Yes, come in,” Brackman said, glancing up
while he signed correspondence. His face twisted in a grim frown. “I hear you
made a spectacle of yourself last night in public at Finnegan’s.”


Larry Carson. That troll had probably
called him from the bar last night to tattle.


Grace breathed in deeply and all fear of
this bully fell away. “My private life is none of your business, Mr. Brackman.”
With deliberation she straightened and met his gaze squarely. “I resent being
called in here like some naughty child to be disciplined.”


“You kissed another lawyer from this firm
in public.”


If only he knew what else they’d done in
public. Carson apparently hadn’t seen any of that. But at this point she didn’t
care if he’d seen them having sex on the VW, she wouldn’t be victimized at this
law firm one more day.


“So I kissed someone,” she said. “So
what?”


Grace turned to go and then turned back.
“By the way, I’m settling the Nelson case. The client wants a settlement and it
will give us the best result in my opinion.”


His face reddened with anger. “I told
you—”


“Yes, I know what you told me. But you
assigned the case to me. If you don’t like my legal strategy, then take the
case back.”


“I’ll be speaking to the other partners
about releasing you from employment this afternoon,” Brackman sputtered with
bluster.


“If the price of working here is that you
are allowed to trample on my personal rights and try to force me to violate my
ethical obligation to do what’s best for the client, then I’m not paying it.”
After the statement, the exhilaration of freedom coursed through her. She’d
finally stood up for herself. “Out of curiosity, are you bringing Antonio in
here to be berated too?” she asked.


Her question seemed to shock him and his
eyebrows arched. “No,” he said. “But you’re a woman and if any client saw that
display…”


“Oh, so the standard is different for a
woman attorney at this firm.” She gave a firm nod. “Good to know. The other
partners might be interested in this double standard you’re talking about.”


“That isn’t what I said,” Brackman
stammered as he rose from his chair. “I didn’t say there was a double
standard.”


“Really? That was what I heard.”


Grace spun on her heel and barreled out of
Brackman’s office and came face-to-face, chest-to-chest with Antonio.


“You,” she said.


“Yes, me,” he said, seizing her arm. “And
you are coming with me. I’m not letting you get away with running this time.”
He dragged her to his office and closed the door, shutting them in before he
released her.


“I don’t know what you’re so furious
about,” she said.


“Oh yeah?” he asked, red-faced. “You left
me stranded at home without a car. Mine’s at Finnegan’s. Remember?”


“Sorry.” She hadn’t remembered that.


“But worse than that you left my bed
without a word—again. You treated us as if we were some sleazy one-night
stand.” Antonio stormed to her and grabbed her by the shoulders. “We’re in a
relationship,” he said, shaking her. “Is that clear?”


“Yes.” Happiness burst inside Grace and
she smiled. He really did want her. Antonio wanted her. She would have the
affair of a lifetime. Even if he didn’t want her forever, she would make this
be enough. To have him even for a short time would be everything. “I thought it
was pity.”


“You think pity could make me come three
times in one night,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re crazy. Incredibly hot,
brilliant and loving but crazy.”


“Brackman would probably agree with you
about now regarding the crazy part.” Grace told him about the argument she’d
had with the senior partner.


“Maybe we should both resign from this
place and hang out our own shingle together,” Antonio offered.


The fact that he wanted more than an
affair sent a thrill through her. “You want to be partners?”


“Absolutely. I have some money saved.
Enough to set us up.”


“I can’t believe this,” she said, putting
one hand to her head. Everything had moved so fast, she felt dizzy.


“Why not?” he asked. “Aren’t my feelings
about you shamefully obvious?”


“No.” Her eyes widened with shock.
“They’re not. What feelings, precisely?”


“Anyone with eyes knew I fell in lust the
moment I first saw you.”


“Why didn’t you say something?”


“You were wearing another man’s ring, and
I didn’t feel right about making a move. I thought friendship was all I would
be allowed to have and it killed me. That’s why I got so drunk the night of
your bachelorette party. Then, when you announced the engagement had been
called off, I felt jubilant and horrible for being happy when you had been
devastated by that jerk.”


“But why did you pretend you didn’t
remember us having sex?”


“You left while I slept. I thought you
were ashamed of what happened. I thought you wouldn’t have slept with me but
for the alcohol, and I got scared. Scared you’d never want to have anything to
do with me again if I acknowledged what we’d done together.”


“You thought I’d reject you?” Grace knew
her voice sounded incredulous. “What woman would be crazy enough to reject
you?”


“You’d be surprised,” he said. “All the
girls who want you don’t matter at all if the only one you care about doesn’t
seem to.”


“But—” Then his words registered.
“You care about me? Really?” What did that mean? Grace knew he cared about her
as a friend. “But—” she began only to be interrupted.


“Shhhh.” He stopped her words with a
finger to her lips. Then he removed his finger and replaced it with his soft
lips in a quick but sensuous kiss before pulling back. “Since you seem so
doubtful, let me put this in terms you’ll understand, with a question.” He
kissed her again, this time slanting his lips over her and deepening it. His
tongue played delightfully with hers before pulling back.


What was that again? “What’s the
question?” she asked breathlessly.


“Why did the chicken guy kiss the chicken
girl?”


“Isn’t a guy chicken a rooster? Besides, I
don’t think chickens can kiss,” she pointed out. “They have those beaks
and—”


“Don’t be such a lawyer. Just go with it,”
he admonished, shaking her a little. He planted another quick kiss square on
her lips.


“Mmmm, Okay.” She licked her lips as if
savoring the taste of him. “Why did the chicken guy kiss the chicken girl?”


He leaned his forehead against hers and nuzzled
her nose with his. He gently pressed his lips to hers. “He kissed her because
the chicken guy loves the chicken girl, of course.”


Long seconds passed before his words
registered. Then a slow smile expanded from her heart to be reflected on her
lips. “Lucky chicken girl,” Grace whispered.


# # #
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suspense- Shitake Series #1)
- More Mo Tuttle. This time she just might find love...if she can stay alive. 



 

Take
one devastatingly attractive movie star. Add one outrageously sexy female
private eye with a penchant for food-word obscenities. Mix in a dose of
mistaken identity and a handful of Russian mobsters...And they're all in deep
shitake. http://amzn.com/B007VDZ0JA



 

A Very Shitake Christmas (Shitake Series
#1.5) - Two factors
conspire to ruin Mo's holiday: her boyfriend's obnoxious father and a mad
bomber out for revenge. 
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This
eBook is licensed for your personal use only. This eBook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re
reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please return to Amazon.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you
for respecting the hard work of this author.



 

All
rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner
whatsoever without the express written permission from the author.



 

All
Trademarks mentioned herein are respected.



 

All
quotes are intended as fair use and not intended to abridge copyright.



 

This
book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places and incidents are
products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not
to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or to
actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental.
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