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Blame It On The Champagne
by Gwen Masters

I blame it all on the champagne.

Or maybe I should blame the high heels. I wasnt accustomed to them, after all. I dont go to things like that awards show every day. Im a quiet, simple kind of girl. I dont go for the glamour and flash and glitz of the celebrity thing. How I found myself smiling for a camera and signing autographs is usually a bit beyond my realm of comprehension. I just write the songs.

And last night, I spilled champagne on Mitch.

Actually, it wasnt just spilling champagne. It was running into him out on the carpet (not the red one, silly, the green one  it was the after-party-party, you know) and then landing in his lap. Well, almost. He wasnt sitting down when I ran into him. But by the time I was done with him, we were both on the floor.

Later we were on the counter. But well get to that in a minute.

So there I was, dressed to the nines and my date was nowhere to be found. Alan wasnt a date in the first place, not really. He was more of an escort, a guy from a record label who just happened to need a cutie on his arm and I was a cutie who just happened to need an arm. Perfect. I didnt even know his last name.

The show was over and I had a choice: go home and go to bed or go to the after party and hope that I met someone to go to bed with. Im not one of those prudes who think that emotion has to accompany the sex. Hell, no. Give me a good-looking stud and a few shots of choice alcohol and Im bound to do damn near anything. Then I might write a song about it. Fucking doesnt pay the bills, but it does make for good inspiration.

So thats how I wound up in the middle of the party with a glass of champagne in one hand and the other fiddling with my little clutch purse. I was talking to some up-and-coming artist with an independent label, one of those whose dreams are bigger than any bank account could ever help satisfy. He was getting around to asking me if I would write a song for him. He wasnt interested in anything more than that, and that certainly wasnt what I was looking for. The evening wasnt all about business, was it?

I drank my champagne and smiled and said that I would come up with something. His manager could get with my publisher and they could talk it over. He smiled and immediately started looking for other people to talk to, anyone who might be willing to talk business and give him that oh-so-important step up the music industry ladder.

I downed the glass and when the waiter came around, I plucked another from the tray.

I wandered from one little group to another, mostly eavesdropping on conversations, finding nothing of interest. I plucked olives and cheese cubes from the catering table. There was sushi, and I had a bit of that, not because I liked it but simply because it looked good to act like I liked it. Sushi bars were all the rage around town, God only knew why. I always preferred a good cheeseburger.

I thought about switching to something else to drink and then changed my mind. Wasnt it true that if one mixed ones liquor, one wound up with a hangover? Or was that mixing liquor and beer? I wasnt sure, but I wasnt taking any chances. I wanted to get laid but I wanted to remember it.

After another thirty minutes of wandering aimlessly, I gave up. Everyone was in the mood to talk business. It was almost one in the morning, and I never understood those who wanted to talk business long after the time for business had passed. So far as Im concerned, anything after midnight should be strictly personal, not professional.

I took my glass with me as I walked the other way down that green carpet. It was always odd to walk out of a high-class party like that. When you came in, there were flashbulbs everywhere. When you came out, there was nothing but trash along the sides of the carpet and all the well-wishers and reporters were long gone, probably sitting in front of their computers and coming up with ways to edit what you just said into something more interesting. It was a sad and lonely time, to come walking out of one of those things, especially if you were alone.

I took a deep swallow of the champagne. I wasnt paying much attention. Thats when I ran into Mitch.

He was walking into the party, more than a little fashionably late, and I walked right into him. It was like running into a brick wall. My champagne splashed all over me, all over him, all over the carpet. He was just as surprised as I was, and didnt have a chance to keep his balance. He went down on his rump with a surprised groan, and I landed right on top of him. My little purse went flying, and so did the champagne glass. It rolled across the carpet but didnt shatter.

He looked right into my eyes. His were a deep blue, and they were filled with amusement.

Howdy, he drawled.

Then he laughed out loud. The man was soaked with champagne, and that suit looked like it had cost a fortune. His hair was curly and a little too long, and in his ear was a diamond stud. He smelled great. His face was covered with stubble, the kind of stubble that is intentional. He might as well have had the word metrosexual written on his forehead in neon paint.

He was sexy as hell, and I was sitting right in his lap.

I started to get up. It was hard to do, considering I was wearing fuck-me pumps with three-inch heels. He reached out to steady me, and instead of doing that, his hand wound up on the curve of my calf. He was holding me right where I was.

Im Mitch, he said conversationally, as if we were sitting at dinner instead of sitting on the floor. I was very aware of the presence of something hard underneath my thigh. Whether it was his keys or something else, I had no idea. I ground against him a little bit, just to find out. The amusement in his eyes darkened into something else, and I had my answer.

Im Carrie, I told him.

Carrie, he said softly, testing the word on his tongue. Its good to meet you.

Youre covered with champagne, I said, and he laughed. I blushed.

That gives us something in common.

I made a move to stand up, and this time he put his hand on my hip. There was no mistaking what he was doing. I gave him a look that said so, and he gave me an apologetic smirk.

I wanted this one. Yes, indeed.

He looked at me closely, then his eyes grew even wider. I know who you are, he said. Youre the songwriter. Right?

I nodded, and suddenly I realized who he was, too. Youre the new guy with the record label.

Well, well. His smile broadened. He had a strong, square jaw, but his lips were full and soft. Guess weve already made the acquaintance. What comes now?

He looked at me openly, as if saying I could have anything I wanted. I knew what I wanted. I made a move to get to my feet and this time he helped me up. He watched my legs as he did it. When I reached out a hand to help him to his feet, he made sure to trail his hand all the way up my thigh. He settled that hand lightly on my waist, even as he looked down at his suit jacket. There was a splash of darkness across the left lapel. It was going to be a horrible stain, and for a moment I forgot all about my horniness.

I will definitely pay for that, I said, even as I thought about the low numbers in my bank account. A songwriters income is an iffy thing, determined mostly by radio airplay, and things had been slow lately.

No bother, he said. The cleaners will know what to do.

And then that part of the conversation was over. We stared at each other.

But I guess I do need to blot this a bit, he said softly.

Yes.

Maybe over there in the bathroom. Thats the best place, right?

I looked around slowly. The hallway was completely empty. The sound of revelry still came from the party  it was obvious that somebody had opened up a bottle more potent than the champagne.

Probably so.

And you need to clean up, too, he said. He ran his hand over the front of my dress. It was wet with champagne, and my nipple was poking at the fabric. His light touch made me shiver. Goosebumps rose all over my skin. His eyes were suddenly very serious.

Youre all wet, he said, and there was that smirk again.

Yes

Lets go clean up, shall we?

He turned on his heel, the movement as fluid as that of a dancer, and held out his hand. He insisted that I walk before him. I knew he was watching my ass, especially when I bent to pick up that little clutch purse that matched my dress. When I got to the outer doors of the restroom area, I paused. One side was for men and the other for women.

I walked into the womens restroom. He walked in right behind me.

Mitch 

His hand landed on my shoulder. He spun me around. I almost lost my balance. Then his lips were on mine, and I was holding on to his shoulders to keep from melting into the floor. There was no hesitation as his tongue swept into my mouth and took possession of what he wanted. He pushed me against the counter of the long, wide sink. My purse fell from my hands with a clatter. His hands delved into my hair. Hairpins pinged on the floor as my upsweep unravelled and my hair tumbled down.

I unbuttoned his suit jacket and pushed it open. The shirt underneath it was silk. I unbuttoned that too. He wasnt wearing a tie, and his chest was covered with fine, blond hair. I ran my fingertips through it and found two hard nipples. He groaned when I touched them. I kissed him harder, until he pulled back to catch his breath.

You sure? he asked.

Do I feel sure?

He grinned down at me. The next kiss was on my shoulder as he found the zipper on the back of my dress and slid it down. He spread his fingers wide on my naked back. The heat of his hand was almost startling. He slid his hand down lower, until he was caressing the curve of my ass. His kiss trailed up my shoulder and across my collarbone.

By then I had his shirt open and pushed off his shoulders. He was deeply tanned but, even so, his skin was covered with a fine sprinkling of dark freckles. His arms were hard as steel as I put my hands on them and pushed the shirt farther down. He moved back long enough to allow me to open his belt buckle and unzip his pants  then he was against me again, slowly moving up and down, grinding against me in a way that made us both moan aloud.

This is going to be good, he whispered in my ear.

He grabbed my hips and lifted me onto the counter. The porcelain was cold as hell. He kissed his way down the centre of my chest until his hands reached my ankles. Then he started caressing his way up my legs, pushing my dress up as he went. I wiggled closer to the edge of the counter as he started kissing the inside of my thighs. He lifted one of my legs over his shoulder. I leaned back against the mirror.

I was amazed that he wanted that  what I thought would be a quick fuck was turning into much more playtime than I had dared hope to find. He licked his way up my thighs and then he was pushing my legs wide apart, holding me open for his tongue.

I groaned when he started to explore. He moaned in response. His hands tightened on my thighs. He was sweeping that tongue up and down, tasting everywhere. He found my clit and pressed down on it. He didnt strum it or flick it, but kept up a steady pressure, slipping his tongue from side to side and up and down. This was a man who had been around the block with a pussy or two.

Oh, God, I groaned. I held on to the counter so hard, my knuckles were white. I looked down at his blond curly hair as he moved between my legs. I was right on the edge, and from the motion of my hips, he knew it.

Then he stopped.

Fuck! I hollered in protest. He calmly stood up and pushed his slacks down. What he had behind his boxers looked delightful, indeed  and it was more than enough to make me forget about his tongue.

I want to feel it, he said simply. He bent quickly and picked up my purse. Im willing to bet you were ready for this, he said.

I nodded and took the purse from him. Inside it was a tube of lipstick, a credit card, a small amount of cash and a tiny compact mirror. In that compact a condom was nestled, just in case a time like this might come along. I held it up in front of him and he snatched it out of my hand, ripped it open, and let me watch as he rolled it on. It was almost too small, and that fact made me want him even more.

Give me a good ride, cowboy, I said, and he pushed my legs wide apart. One long stroke was what I got, and by the time he was fully inside me I was gasping for air and clutching at his shoulders. Fuck, yes!

You like that? The smirk was back.

Fuck me, I said. Fuck me hard.

Mitch did exactly as I asked. I wrapped my legs around his hips and rode every stroke with him. I had my hands in his hair and my ass was being pounded hard against the porcelain counter, which was now just as hot as we were. His hands were on the small of my back, pulling me toward him. It also pushed my breasts up toward his mouth, and he was sampling first one nipple and then the other, paying equal attention to each one.

There was a gasp, then a shriek of indignation. I looked up to see a woman standing there in all her party finery. She was standing just inside the door, staring at us with wide eyes. Mitch glanced up briefly and then buried his face against my shoulder. He went at me harder.

Close the fucking door, I growled, and she disappeared like a puff of smoke.

Mitch began to laugh. His belly jerked against mine, but he didnt make a sound. He shoved harder into me and whispered into my ear, How close are you?

Im there, I said, and suddenly it was the truth. I was right there on the edge, as long as he didnt stop moving, as long as he didnt lose the rhythm. Dont stop

He knew exactly what I meant, and he didnt stop. His motion was unbroken. He suddenly pulled back just enough to see my face. He took my hair in his hand to hold me steady. He was watching my eyes, taking in every expression. I looked right back at him until that orgasm started to sweep over me from the inside out, and then I closed my eyes to the sensation.

Look at me, he demanded.

I opened my eyes. The orgasm slammed me. I cried out, not giving a damn who heard, too far gone to give a shit if there was anyone outside or not. I thrust up hard against him. The motion took him by surprise, and he was pushed back a step. But that gave him more leverage for that last thrust, the one that pushed him right over the edge with me.

He hollered. He was louder than I was.

Holy fuck, he whispered, and pressed his forehead against my shoulder. He slowly caught his breath. When he pulled out of me, I realized how hard it had been. I was going to be sore for days.

I ran my fingers through his hair until he stood up and looked at me with that wicked smirk.

Youre all kinds of wet now, he said.

So are you.

He ran his fingers over my skin. Every inch he could reach, he touched. He slowly pulled my dress back together and zipped it up in the back. He pulled the wayward pins from my hair and fluffed it around my face, then abruptly bent forward to breathe deeply of the scent. I was surprised at that look of contentment on his face.

Theres nothing in this world that smells as good as a womans hair, he said.

Then he stood up and slowly put his own clothing back together. He let me watch. He pulled paper towels from the container on the side of the sink. He ran water over them and offered them to me. I cleaned up as he kissed me once more, harder than before.

We both smelled like sex and champagne.

It wasnt long before we were both presentable again. He didnt bother to blot his jacket  he simply threw it over one shoulder and quirked a smile at me. His hair was tangled and his eyes were bright. He put my purse into my hands and opened the door.

After you, sweetheart.

I walked out of the bathroom and blinked at the bright lights. There was no one out there in the hallway, but I could hear voices from the valet parking, a motor coming to the curb, and the sound of laughter and music from the party. Mitch leaned down and kissed me one more time, slowly and thoroughly. Im sure we will run into each other again soon, he said.

He sauntered down the hallway. He picked up my empty champagne glass as he passed it, flipped it in his fingers, and held it up over his shoulder for me to see. The lights glittered off the glass.

He didnt look back, but I knew he was wearing that smirk.
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