
        
            
                
            
        

    
Synopsis


Tainted love and paybacks…in a black satin tux? 



Author Ashley Vaughn deserves nothing less, according to Vic, the unwilling star of Ashley’s latest erotic best seller. Ashley spends her life writing erotic romance and her nights alone. When a sexy butch sweeps her off her feet following a book signing, she’s too afraid to believe in the miracle of love at first sight to take a chance. Instead, she writes about it. 



Victoria Hadley, chef and restaurateur, believes she’s found the woman of her dreams. Until she discovers Ms. Right has used their night of passion to further her career. Bent on revenge, she lures Ashley into a trap. But is the trap about to snare her too? 





Vapor



Brought to you by


[image: aeros logo]

eBooks from Bold Strokes Books, Inc.





eBooks are not transferable. They cannot be sold, shared or given away as it is an infringement on the copyright of this work.



Please respect the rights of the author and do not file share.





[image: Title Page]





Vapor

© 2010 By Larkin Rose. All Rights Reserved.



ISBN 13: 978-1-60282-434-8



This Electronic Book is published by

Bold Strokes Books, Inc.

P.O. Box 249

Valley Falls, New York 12185



First Edition: June 2010



 This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.



 This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission.



Credits

Editor: Cindy Cresap

Production Design: Stacia Seaman

Cover Design By Sheri (GraphicArtist2020@hotmail.com)



By the Author


I Dare You



No Leavin’ Love



The Pleasure Planner



Vapor



Acknowledgments


To Cindy: Has anyone told you lately that you ROCK? 



To Rad: The BSB family is incredible. I’m such a lucky girl to be part of it. Thank you! 



Dedication


To the readers: as always, every word, sentence, and paragraph is for you and only you. 



Dalia…I still don’t know what I’d do without you. You’re stuck with me! 



To Rose…14 years and counting. I wouldn’t change a single second.
  


Chapter One


“I want to smell you.” Michelle froze when Andrea took a deliberate step toward her, the strobe lights from the nightclub arcing across her face, making her jade eyes blaze with desire. Corded muscles jerked to attention along her upper arm as she reached for Michelle. Her shoulders bunched inside her sleeveless T-shirt, her normal weekend attire that only added delicious flavor to her loose-fitting jeans. “I want to taste you, to feel you pump around my tongue.”



Ashley Vaughn took a casual glance around the small bookstore, sizing up the crowd’s reaction to the reading. Had she gone too far with her description, with her non–purple prose dialogue? Would this small-town audience appreciate the difficult choice she’d made to step outside the romance box and into the world of erotic writing?

By the smiles on a few faces, they didn’t seem offended by such directness. Would they be totally offended if they knew she was imagining each and every one of them naked in their chairs? Would they be disgusted to know she also imagined them bald and wearing bright red clown noses? It seemed to be the only way she could gather the courage to stand before them to read the short story from the anthology. The excitement of having one of her stories accepted by a publisher hadn’t diminished in the months from acceptance to publication. It wasn’t what she’d always dreamed of, having a single title with her name on the cover, and it wasn’t New York, but it was a start.

When no one shoved out of their chairs or raced for the exit, she glanced back down at the page she was reading.



Michelle swallowed back a moan, fearful Andrea would hear the quiver in the sound and know she was weak with need…that Andrea was making her weak with desire.

Weak, she was…weak…for this woman. The very woman who seemed to rob her of common sense every time she was near her. Every Friday and Saturday night, to be exact, she came to this club with her friends, specifically to ogle the sexy bartender, to watch her woo and tease her customers into some ridiculous version of Adults Gone Wild. And now, here she was, all but jacked against the wall, with Andrea’s jade eyes narrowed into slits, seducing her with erotic words, just like she’d watched her do to so many other women on so many other nights. She’d fantasized about this very encounter, what she’d do to Andrea, what Andrea would do to her. And now she was going to find out.

Apprehension took over. This wasn’t like her. Andrea was definitely behaving like herself, but Michelle was far from it. She wasn’t looking for casual sex. She could find that in every bar along the West Coast. What she was looking for, Andrea couldn’t provide. Love.

She opened her mouth to protest but Andrea’s finger silenced her. “Don’t, Michelle. Don’t. I’ve waited long enough.”

Andrea’s husky whisper sent hot prickles searing across her pussy. Had she heard Andrea right? Did she want her? Michelle almost snorted at her own brainless question. Of course Andrea wanted her. She wasn’t a notch on her bedpost yet. Andrea was after the kill…one more fuck to brag to her buddies about.



Ashley looked up from the page. Eager faces watched her, waiting for the sexual scene to unfold. She’d just used the p-word and not a single person had gasped, or scoffed, or barged from the room.

She found her spot on the page and continued.



The breath whooshed from her lungs when Andrea crushed their bodies together, her tongue breaking the barrier to force inside Michelle’s mouth.

She expelled a groan and wove her fingers into Andrea’s hair, pulling her closer, thrusting greedily against her. How could she want this woman so bad? How could she possibly need sex from somebody who used women then tossed them aside like a discarded Sunday newspaper?

Because she knew the sex would be mind-blowing, that’s why. If only once, she wanted to discover what Andrea Walker had that other women didn’t and maybe experience the perfect fuck. She had no illusions. Andrea would forget her before the night was over. So what? The toe-curling, back-arching, subliminal sex would be worth every flick of those slender fingers and every swipe of the tongue swirling inside her mouth.



Ashley looked out over the crowd once again. Half the room was on the edge of their seats, anticipating, almost demanding her to continue.

Happiness spread through her and her limbs tingled. A flush heated her cheeks. They truly liked what she was reading. Their pleasure was written all over their hopeful faces as they hung on her every word, like little children gazing longingly at their favorite treat.

When her gaze landed on dark eyes in the back of the room, Ashley felt warmth spread down her neck. Liquid heat pooled against her thong as the woman crossed her arms and stared back, her sights trickling down Ashley’s body before coming to rest on her face again. In the dimness of the corner, Ashley couldn’t make out her features, but those penetrating eyes were unmistakably measuring every inch of her.

Ashley took a deep breath and started reading again, not from the pages this time, but from memory.



Andrea pumped against her, hard, almost lifting Michelle off her feet with sweet brutality.

She wrapped one leg around Andrea’s waist and met those demanding drives, fiercely grasping thick handfuls of hair, raking nails down her back, clinging to Andrea like it would be the last time she ever could…the last time she knew she ever would.



Ashley never broke the silent connection with the sexy stranger. She read to her, for her, and only her. Suddenly, no one else existed in the room. The bald, naked people with their red radiant noses were gone. Just the two of them: one seducing with words, the other with her eyes, but it was seduction nonetheless.



When Andrea grabbed the cheeks of her ass and hoisted her up around her waist, Michelle lost herself in the moment. She no longer cared that Andrea wouldn’t remember this night, no longer cared that she herself would never forget.

Tonight, if only for tonight, she was going to drown in these minutes, then hold them close to her heart forever. All the nights, all the months of watching her, wanting her, needing her…in seconds the lust would be over, and so would all the wishful thinking that someone like Andrea Walker could want someone like Michelle Bradford.

Michelle held on tight as Andrea stumbled down the alcove leading to the back room, her mouth still sealed, that glorious tongue still rounding inside her mouth. She tasted so good, unlike Michelle assumed she’d taste. Instead of whiskey, she tasted of fruity gum. And her hair was so silky it practically dripped through her fingers every time she fisted her hand.

When they crashed through a door, Michelle tightened her legs around her hips, now palming her cheeks, fearing Andrea would break the contact.

Within minutes, their sex would be over. Within hours, Michelle would be lost.

She knew she’d never walk back into this bar again. She couldn’t. She wouldn’t watch the love of her life pawing at another, teasing, and then walking out that door at the end of the night arm in arm. It’d break her in half, she knew. The one woman she’d secretly wanted for far too long was out of reach. But tonight, she was all hers.

With a grunt, she pushed all thoughts to the back of her mind. Right now, she was too far gone to turn back the hands of time. She would finish this, and she would remember every delicious detail for the rest of her life.

Andrea dropped Michelle onto a desk, broke the seal of their kiss, then with a brush of her arm, swiped all of the contents onto the floor. Papers fluttered through the air like overgrown butterflies before landing softly on the carpet. A cup of pens landed with a clatter and scattered in all directions.

Andrea wrapped her hand around the back of Michelle’s neck and pulled her into another heated kiss, this time not so harsh…this time slow, and casual, and fuck almighty, so sexy.

She licked Michelle’s bottom lip, then sucked it between her teeth before she snaked her tongue back into Michelle’s mouth.

Michelle expelled a moan, her insides knotting, her pussy pulsing, and her mind numb. This was going to be the most glorious experience of her life, and yet, the most gut wrenching.

Why couldn’t she just tell Andrea how she felt? Why was it so hard to declare her feelings? Was it easier to just fuck and walk away, always looking for the next sexual fling?

When Andrea wedged between her thighs, Michelle told herself she didn’t care, that she couldn’t change Andrea. Andrea didn’t want to be changed.

Andrea pulled away and knelt, kissing a trail inside her knees just beneath the edge of her skirt. “Tell me how you like it, Michelle.”

Michelle couldn’t admit she liked it slow, lasting, and cuddling when it was all over. What a laugh Andrea would get out of that confession.

“I like it hard, baby. As hard as you can give it to me,” Michelle lied.

Andrea smiled and shoved her legs apart.

Michelle gasped, her pussy aflame with the need for Andrea to take her, to make her come harder than she would probably ever come again in her life.

Michelle sighed in heated pleasure as Andrea slid her hands up her inner thighs, pushing the thin material up. With those green eyes watching her, Andrea knotted her fingers into the strings on either side of her thigh, and then slowly tugged her thong down and off.

She pulled Michelle to the edge of the desk, opened her legs wider, exposing Michelle to her sights, then began those glorious fiery kisses again.

“Why do you come to this bar, Michelle?” Andrea dragged her tongue along her flesh then nipped.

Michelle groaned and let her head fall back. “The music. And my friends.”

“That’s all?” Andrea gave the same torture to the opposite leg.

Michelle ground her teeth against the intensity, circling her hips toward Andrea, desperate for her hot mouth to clamp around her clit. “Maybe not.”

Andrea pressed her tongue along her slit and Michelle froze in anticipation.

When Andrea’s warm breath feathered against her clit, Michelle knew she would come undone before Andrea latched onto her. Her insides were on fire and fuck if it didn’t feel good.

“I watch you,” Andrea whispered.

What? Michelle pulled her head forward to look down at Andrea. She didn’t learn anything in Andrea’s expression and her eyes were closed, her mouth still busy working kisses along her skin. Had she heard her right? Andrea watched her? Why?

Duh. Of course she did. How else could she know that she needed to add to her little black book?

“I watch you, too, sexy. Everyone in this bar does, as you well know.”

“Everyone else doesn’t matter.” Andrea reversed her path until she hit the center spot. The tip of her tongue tagged the very tip of Michelle’s hood and she practically jerked right off the desk.

Andrea wedged her back in place with strong hands and flicked her tongue once again.

Michelle tossed her head back, wanting desperately to continue their conversation…to even fucking remember what they were talking about.

Watching her…no one else mattered. That was it!

What the fuck did that mean? Were these sweet nothings the same things she told every one of her fucks? Of course it was. She was a player.

Michelle gathered her thoughts in the few seconds between flicks of that soft tongue. “You’re right. No one else matters right now but me. It’s my turn for that notch on your bedpost.” She circled her hips for another lashing, but got nothing.

She opened her eyes and looked down, and found those green eyes staring back at her, a hard expression taking over Andrea’s otherwise gorgeous face.

When Andrea stood, Michelle wanted to shove her back down on her knees, wanted to clench her legs around her face and thrash against her. Fuck, she needed to come so bad it was torturous.

“A notch on my bedpost? What the hell does that mean?”

Michelle saw hurt nestled in those eyes. The expression confused her. Andrea didn’t strike her as a person to get her feelings hurt. Hell, she wasn’t sure a woman like Andrea even had feelings.

“It’s okay, sexy. I don’t care.” Damn it, she was lying again. She did care. So why was she here in the back room, her legs spread wide before Andrea Walker, the sexiest woman collector she’d ever known?

The answer was sick. Because she was in love with her, and if this was the only part of Andrea she could have, she was going to take it. That simple.

“Is that what you think this is?” Andrea drew back, anger firing rapidly in her eyes.

Michelle resisted reaching for her by shoving her skirt back into place. “Isn’t it?”

“No, Michelle, it isn’t.” Andrea forked her fingers through her hair and looked at the floor. “I…feel things.”

Michelle cocked her head to the side. Andrea seemed alien-like at this moment. She wasn’t sure how to react, or if she should at all. Was this part of the player’s game?

She didn’t know enough about Andrea to know that answer. But Christ if she didn’t look genuine. And sad.

“Feel…things?” Michelle shifted uncomfortably on the desk, her insides coiled tight as a jack-in-the-box. “I don’t understand.”

In a blink of an eye, Andrea grabbed her wrist and tugged her off the desk. “I feel things, Michelle…” She hung her head for a second. “When you’re here, with your friends, dancing with other women, laughing with them, sometimes kissing them. I feel things that I don’t understand.”

Michelle was dumbfounded. Was this some sick, and sweet, way of Andrea declaring her feelings?

Fuck almighty but the thought was too incredible.

Women like Andrea didn’t love women like Michelle. Well, maybe in the movies, but not out here in the real world where blond bombshells with IQs the size of slugs and tits the size of watermelons ruled the nightclub scenes.

Michelle wasn’t like those women; though she’d always wished she was…it might have scored her a night with Andrea much sooner. By now, she’d already be over the damage.

But the look on Andrea’s face made her want to curl into her arms. If she was playing a game, she was doing a damn good job at it.

Michelle lifted Andrea’s chin with the tip of her finger. She had to see those eyes. The truth would be there, she was sure. The eyes could never lie.

And what she found made her stumble back against the desk. “Andrea, what are you saying?”

Andrea followed, pinning Michelle between those tight thighs and the hard desk. “I’m saying I want something more than…” She waved her hand in the air. “…a fuck. I want to take you to dinner, or to a movie. I want to snuggle on a couch, under a blanket, and watch a movie that makes you cry…so I can wipe away your tears.”

When Michelle cocked her brow, frozen in shocked silence, Andrea snickered. “Sounds corny, huh?”

Good Lord, Andrea Walker had just declared her feelings for the underdog.

Michelle caught each side of her face and pulled her forward.

“Coming from you, hell yes, that’s corny.” She kissed the tip of her nose. “And it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard.”

Andrea nuzzled her neck. “Can we get out of here?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”



When the crowd broke into applause, Ashley blinked and looked down at the book in her hand, at the page marked with her thumb. According to the page number, she still had a page and half to read. Had she just read the entire short story without ever flipping the page…without taking her sights off the mysterious stranger?

By the reaction unfolding in front of her, women clapping wildly, some catcalling, cheering, and whistling, she was positive she had.

Her heart swelled as couples gathered around her, thrusting the anthology into her hands. She gave her best smile and let her gaze roam the room. The woman still leaned against the wall, those muscular arms still folded, and those smoldering dark eyes still watching.

Ashley dropped into the chair behind the card table and began signing her first autographs. She knew she’d never forget this day, even if her writing adventures never took her beyond the yearly print anthologies…even if her work never made it to New York’s door.

These women appreciated her work, and that meant more than any New York contract ever could. Yeah, right. Who the hell was she kidding? She wanted to write for New York like she needed Hardee’s to bring back the Chili Cheese Thickburger. It was her goal, her lifelong dream, and even if they continued to snub their noses, she’d keep poking her manuscripts in their faces.

Book after book, she scribbled her name onto the blank front pages, while wondering why the sexy stranger hadn’t come forward. A quick glance showed the woman had moved her location, now holding a copy of the anthology, but still lagging at the back of the crowd.

Would she come forward? Obviously, she planned to. She’d waited this long, right? Could Ashley stand it if she didn’t?

The slick mess between her thighs proved she couldn’t.

“I must say, I’m enthralled with your work.” A femme with a wide smile and long brown hair handed Ashley the book.

Ashley returned the smile. “Thank you for saying so. I was a little worried how the crowd would react to the bold scenes.”

“I wish more authors weren’t afraid to venture outside the box. We readers want to see beyond that closed door.”

Ashley appreciated her words…and lived them daily. She, too, was sick of living inside that box. Of course, she had to admit, she’d grown up with the straight conventional romance novels, where the hero rescued the heroine from some mortal danger, and they both lived happily ever after.

Christ on a stick, there were only so many of those damn things a girl could read. Where was the sex? Why did the author find the need to slam that door in the reader’s face when the heat was boiling both characters to unbearable temperatures? Why, oh why, couldn’t they see what happened after the pawing began?

And fuck, why in the hell didn’t the authors credit the reader with some intelligence and allow them to see the main characters ripping at each other, too consumed by the moment to wait another second, when the desires and needs were too far gone to seek privacy? Wasn’t that real life?

That’s what Ashley wanted, that’s what she gave her readers, but until now, she hadn’t known how they would accept her love for living beyond that bedroom door. It gave her another rush to know she’d touched these people, and might be touching thousands more.

So, if it was so easy for this woman to admit she’d found a thrill in Ashley’s reading, why was it so damn hard for New York? Was it her style, or her voice?

With a shrug, she waved off the thoughts. Time. Time would help her reach her goal. And maybe some begging. Begging could help. Maybe.

When another woman approached and held out the book, Ashley took a quick glance down the line and was overwhelmed with a flush of heat when she saw there were only a few people remaining, one of them being the mystery woman who’d made her feel like a horny teenager once again.

The lights fell around her, showing off short dark hair highlighted by Ms. Clairol and a chunking cap. The woman lifted her gaze from the book in her hand and eyes the color of chocolate mousse met Ashley’s. She reeled, as she had from the impact of that damn dodge ball back in elementary school, the one that knocked her flat on her ass while all the little boys pointed and laughed, and Sarah Littlejohn oohed in amazement at the way Ashley was still coherent after such a blow.

She almost tilted out of the chair under the woman’s scrutiny, and her pussy clenched with sweet pain. She couldn’t remember ever being affected like this by a stranger, and memorized the feeling for later use in one of her novels—and a detailed description of those eyes—if she dared ever write another one, that is. The first, and only, novel was collecting a few inches of dust particles on her hard drive.

As quickly as she could, Ashley signed the next book, then another, and when she slowly looked up, knowing her stranger was going to be standing over her all barbarian-like, she found a couple giving her a sickeningly sweet smile, as if Ashley held all the answers.

She looked around the couple, and found the last customers in line and her mystery woman at the very end.

What the fuck was she doing? Teasing? Hell, it was working. Ashley was a wet mess from the mere anticipation of her approach.

She all but yanked the book from the couple, asked their names, and scribbled something she hoped would be readable later, then handed it back.

The next, and thank God, the last, and suddenly she was looking up into those dreamy eyes. Heaven. That’s where this woman had come from. Only God could make a woman so perfect…chiseled nose swiped right off the face of a statue, high cheekbones, perfect shaped lips, and the faint edging of a smile. Crooked. Her smile was crooked. And dear God, a single dimple on her left cheek. Kill me now! It made her all the sexier and Ashley wanted to rise from her chair, crawl across the flimsy table like a lioness, and lick the natural sheen right off of her lips.

With the suave mannerism she could have only been born with, because Lord knew one couldn’t acquire that kind of haughty sex appeal any other way, the woman held out her book.

Ashley stared at long, tapering fingers, well imagining how tight they’d fit in her pussy, how bad she wanted to ride them until she creamed all over them.

With as much composure as she could gather, she let her gaze climb sporty thighs wrapped loosely in a pair of stonewashed jeans, along a tight stomach encased in a peach-colored Izod shirt, then along her throat, until she met those eyes.

Fuck…she was going to drown in those eyes.



Chapter Two


Victoria Hadley moved closer until she towered over the sexy author, beside herself with hunger, desire, and splendidly wet from the reading. She followed a long, raven black curl over Ashley’s shoulder, watched it round beneath one breast like a lover’s hand. She imagined her own palm replacing the lock of hair, and her pussy clenched with need. The woman was more breathtaking in the flesh than in the picture on her Web site. Definitely sexier. The lone image of her resting against oversized pillows, a mischievous grin playing along her lips, showed a playful side of her. The real woman sitting before her was far from playful. Right now she was sex on a stick and flirty as hell. And Vic wanted, needed, to satisfy the incredible hunger that Ashley had stirred in her gut.

The way Ashley had made eye contact then spoken every word while staring her down, as if she’d written the entire story especially for Vic alone, had been excruciating. She’d been frozen in place as Ashley’s seductive voice crept into her very soul and then bore it away to some magical place where anything was possible.

Had Vic known a book signing would have slicked her pussy this way, she would have attended every erotic reading available within a hundred-mile radius of Arizona.

No! Who was she kidding? She almost chuckled at the insinuation. Attending any other reading wouldn’t have done her a bit of good. There wasn’t another damn author alive who could have serenaded her with words the way Ashley Vaughn had just done. Those lips. Vic had been hypnotized from the second she’d parted them, completely sucked into the tantalizing details rolling off their plumpness. Seductive and dripping with sex, those lips were so perfect they could have been stenciled from the very hands of Leonardo da Vinci. Perfect for kissing. Vic had thought of nothing else from the second Ashley had trapped her in that hypnotic gaze. From the back of the room, even with the light filtering down to highlight Ashley in her high-powered business suit of dark brown slacks and creamy-colored blouse, she couldn’t tell what color her eyes were. Now she knew they were amber, and beautiful, and watching her.

“Hi.” Vic wanted to say more, but her mind suddenly went blank, the details from the reading still playing like an erotic video inside her head, with Vic and Ashley in the roles of Andrea and Michelle. Experiencing the exquisite torture of their coming together, yet not coming, that was the greatest torture of all.

Ashley had pitched her story like a pro, though Vic knew this was her very first reading. She’d been following this newbie author since her fuck buddy, Heather, had introduced her to the anthology a few months earlier. Reading wasn’t much of a hobby as she found most books rather boring. She quickly tired of authors who slammed the door in her face as soon as the characters approached the bedroom.

But not Ashley. Oh no. She’d given Vic exactly what she’d wanted. A believable story about real people. Hot sex, tantalizing description of the foreplay without any prudish euphemisms or lack of detail, and plenty of erotic passages to get the juices flowing.

However, she’d been bummed to find out the author didn’t have other titles on the market. The story in the one anthology was all she had published, which was surprising since Vic had read nothing but shit from the tiny lesbian section tucked into the farthest corner of the bookstore. She liked to think of that darkened area as the “naughty” corner, though until now, naughty hadn’t exactly been offered, which is why reading was for boring, rainy days only, and until now, rarely spiked her sex drive.

And now, she was standing before the woman who had turned her crotch into a fire pit, staring down at her, lost for words, her mind packed with all the delicious ways she could fuck her and keep on doing so until they were both sated.

Can you sign my book and put out the fire you started…with your mouth? Oh, if only she could say those words aloud, but of course, she couldn’t. Hysterical laughter bubbled in Vic’s throat just picturing the scene if she dared such a bold move. The bookstore owner would probably kick her out and maybe ban her for life. Or even worse, Ashley would scoff and label her a stalker.

But she had dared, in her mind. In her mind’s eye, she’d just fucked Ashley on that damn desk right after she raked the contents onto the floor. She’d nibbled her inner thighs just as Andrea had done to Michelle, kissed and licked her way up those lean legs, though she hadn’t stopped. Oh no, she couldn’t have stopped. In her wild imagination, Ashley had screamed and come so hard around Vic’s tongue. She’d whimpered like a newborn pup and thrashed against Vic’s face like a shock victim while she cried out her name over and over and over. Vic shuddered and clamped her thighs together to trap the hot talons tearing at her crotch. What she wouldn’t give to feel those spasms in real life.

Yet, she didn’t know why. What made Ashley Vaughn so special? She’d had other women. Not many, but enough. None had ever exerted such a pull over her. Not one had dominated her from across the room with a teasing, seductive stare and a mouthful of sexy words streaming one after the other.

Was that it? Had Ashley entranced and captivated her with nothing more than paper scenery? Was the attraction she felt merely the result of Ashley reciting words from a page, giving her the sex behind the closed doors she truly wanted to read, and hear? She frowned and focused on Ashley’s face, looking for confirmation.

Ashley’s brow cocked and a smile teetered. “Did you want me to guess who I should sign this to?”

Vic cleared her throat, embarrassed that Ashley had caught her daydreaming about sex. And not just sex per se but also indulging in a wild, unconventional sexual fantasy based on the reading. What a lush she must look like. She stood a little taller. “No one.”

“No one?” That smile deepened on those kissable mocha-colored lips. “Does no one have a first or last name?”

Vic stammered. “No, I mean…that’s not my…” She drew in an unsteady breath, heat crawling in a fine line along her neck and cheeks. Christ. She was blushing in front of Ashley Vaughn, for God’s sake. She never blushed. It was so wimpy, and so not for butches. Seriously, this was not the first impression she wanted to imprint on this beauty. “Vic, my name is Vic. And I don’t want your autograph…just yet.”

When Ashley arched her brow, questioning the hiatus, Vic inhaled again, this time catching a sweet scent that could only belong to the goddess sitting in front of her. The delightful floral aroma calmed her, allowing her brain to function.

“Hello, Vic. And when, exactly, did you want my autograph?”

Oh man, just hearing her name roll off those plump lips made her want to drop like a football player for a hike, crawl beneath the table, and slam Ashley’s legs apart. Sweet pain seared her crotch as she controlled the impulse.

“Have you eaten? I’m starving.” Vic let her gaze slide down Ashley’s neck to her breasts where prominent nipples pressed against the thin silky material of her top, then lower across a flat stomach, only stopping when the table wouldn’t allow her to look farther. Jeez! Ashley looked good enough to eat, like creamy vanilla ice cream with a luscious raspberry topping. Vic sighed longingly. She’d certainly delight in licking every last inch of that delectable body and then come back for more.

When Vic looked back into those gorgeous amber eyes, she saw amusement. What was Ashley thinking? Could she read Vic’s mind from her expression alone? Did she wonder if Vic might be a dangerous psychopath? Hell, who would blame her any such thoughts? She sure hadn’t given Ashley any reason to be impressed with her so far. She needed to pull herself together and demonstrate to Ms. Sexy Vaughn what set her apart and made her special, or at least different from all the other women who’d clustered around her this afternoon. Except that wasn’t so easy to do.

Not only was Vic confused by her reaction to Ashley and this situation, she was also confused about her actions. Never had a woman made her stutter like an unbalanced idiot before. The fact that Ashley had drawn out this new behavior made her question the reason. She needed to know why she was behaving like a lovesick teen instead of a mature thirty-four-year-old who happened to own her own five-star restaurant.

Was it her looks? No. She’d had many women just as beautiful and just as sexy as Ashley. Okay, so maybe not quite as gorgeous, and maybe not nearly as sexy, but close enough. It wasn’t as if she was butt-ugly and had to make do with the second-rate women nobody else wanted.

She had pride. Right now, that pride was oozing out all over the damn place.

“No, actually, I haven’t eaten.” Ashley teased with a slow glide of those eyes down Vic’s body, stalling on the vee between her legs. Her tongue snaked out to circle her lips, leaving behind an enticing film of moisture. “And I’m starving, too.”

Vic could almost feel that tongue teasing her clit into a long, drawn-out, screaming orgasm. She controlled the urge to clench her legs together to ease the throbbing ache caused by Ashley’s words and forced herself to meet that taunting stare with a degree of equanimity that belied the turmoil twisting her stomach into knots. “Then may I extend an invitation for dinner? My treat.”

Dammit, she sounded like some Victorian maiden, all prim and proper. What the fuck was she doing? And why was she doing it? Silly question. She wanted to wine and dine Ashley then take her to bed and feast on her delectable body for the rest of the night.

“Yes, you may.”

Vic blinked at the ready acceptance. Either Ashley was desperate, or she was totally enthralled by the unusual nature of this invitation, and where it might lead them, to turn her down.

Either way, she didn’t care. Ashley Vaughn had just accepted a dinner date, desperate or not.

“And where will you be, um, treating me?” The smile on her lips moved to her eyes and Vic couldn’t look away from the attractive feather-like laughter lines across her temple. On this carpet, or right here on this fucking table.

Vic swallowed hard, hastily shoving back the images of a naked Ashley draped over the table for her pleasure, with her thighs spread wide, of her screaming as she pumped against her mouth or hand, her insides throbbing with an orgasm.

“Ellirondos.”

Ashley narrowed her eyes. “You wish. From what I’ve heard the menu there is so good that no one gets a reservation less than a month in advance.”

Pride swelled Vic’s ego that Ashley would know that bit of information about her restaurant.

Lucky for Ashley, Vic happened to own the place, a fact she’d keep to herself for the time being. If her night with the sexy author proved fatal, at least she wouldn’t have blown her cover.

With a smile, Vic took the unsigned book from her grasp. “Then I get to impress you by getting us in on short notice. And then I’ll take that autograph.”

“You’re on.” Ashley shook her head and laughed. “This I’ve got to see.”

“Make it seven. I’ll be waiting.” Vic forced herself to walk away, knowing Ashley’s gaze was eating her alive with every step.

If the stars were with her, tonight she’d be eating Ashley Vaughn alive.
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