
        
            
                
            
        

    
  Virginia Kelly is a real girl, with real curves and real problems. The last thing she needs is New Yorker Hawk McKinley pulling every trick in his billionaire playbook to get her into his bed. Certain Hawk wants nothing more than to make her a one-night stand or the double-wide butt of a cruel joke, Ginny is about to teach him no one messes with this West Texas girl.


  From the moment Ginny rescues him on the side of the road on a hot day, Hawk can't get the woman out of his mind. With her southern sass and lush body perfect for sin, she's everything he wants and everything he intends to have.


  In a game of North versus South, can two hearts win?


  **********************
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  Texas Curves


  I saw the black vintage Mustang with steam billowing from its engine on my way home. Glancing at the dashboard clock of my beat up Chevy truck, I released a quick string of words that would have gotten my butt tanned if momma had been riding with me. Pressed for time, I had half an hour to drive the five miles from Roy's Steakhouse where I worked to the rented house I lived in with my parents and brother. Once there, I had to make my father a quick lunch and give him his medicine then get my oversized butt back to work.


  Daddy is recovering from major back surgery and momma works an hour away. My brother Beau isn't allowed to leave his worksite, whichever one he's at for the day, so that left me. I had about four weeks left of taking care of daddy on my lunch and, if I returned late one more time this week, Roy was going to have my head and some other girl was going to have my job. So the last thing I needed was some fool with an expensive, restored antique vehicle screwing with my lunch break.


  I wanted to ignore the car and could have. It was about 200 feet past my turn. Only there wasn't a lot of traffic on this road between noon and six and the heat index was pushing one-hundred ten degrees. Even though the driver likely had a cell phone, he wouldn't get a signal. Up until two months ago, Tupperville's population had been less than fifteen hundred souls, too little and remote to warrant enough nearby cell towers. Then the wells hit and the town swelled to twenty-five hundred people in less than two weeks. With two new fields opened up since then, the number would probably double by the end of the month.


  Today, though, the driver could be stuck for hours.


  Letting loose another stream of fuckity, fuck, fuck, I drove past my turn and pulled to a stop behind the Mustang. Driving a beat to hell truck from the early 80s, I always carry a gallon jug filled with water on the passenger floor and a small toolset next to it. I grabbed both and climbed down from the truck's cab.


  I was still swearing, but only in my head now that I had an audience. Finding and filling an empty jug would cost me at least another two minutes, but I couldn't risk driving the Chevy back to work and home again without any water. I had my own radiator problems.


  "You're the first--"


  I charged past him, head down and not so much as looking at him as I reached along my backside to pull a bandana from the pocket of my jeans. The damn fool hadn't even taken the radiator cap off!


  I placed the toolset and jug on the ground and released the cap, one final plume of steam hissing from the radiator. I flapped the bandana over the engine, clearing the steam away. Part of the problem was obvious. From the looks of it, a hose had been recently replaced and whatever genius installed it hadn't trimmed the length right. The hose needed trimmed and the clamp re-fastened. Add in the water and he should be able to get back to the station in town without a tow.


  The driver started to move in close but I elbowed him out of the way. A little noise erupted from him, something halfway between a grunt and a purr. Judging by the way the hairs stood up along the back of my neck and the start of a slow pout at my nipples, I'd say it was a little closer to a purr.


  Swiping at the back of my neck with the bandana, I tried to focus on the radiator.


  "There's no signal out here."


  "Welcome to West Texas." I snorted. I might have been in a hurry and moving fast, but I noticed the Mustang carried New York plates and his accent sure wasn't local. Good thing, too. If God had thought to blend a slow southern twang into the driver's voice, the radiator hose wouldn't be the only thing popping a clamp.


  I wiped more sweat away and returned to trimming the hose.


  "You're a terse little thing."


  His voice dropped lower and I could hear the smile behind the words. I didn't know whether to be pissed off or turned on. Lucky for him, I didn't have time to decide. I probably would have rolled round to being pissed and unleashed on him for calling me a little thing. If I was little, I wouldn't have been sweating buckets trying to fix his car just so his manicured hands wouldn't get greased up.


  "Don't have any use for chit chat." Tightening the clamp on the hose, I glanced left to where his hands curled around the Mustang's metal body. Surprisingly, they weren't manicured. He had the kind of hands a girl would recognize when he touched her -- big, strong and carrying more than a few nicks on them, old scars and new.


  My appreciation stopped cold at his wrists. The watch wrapped around one of them easily cost ten times as much as my old truck. My top lip started to climb in a sneer and I pressed it back down. I didn't have time to get all hot under the collar and lose track of what I was doing. Stopping to help Mr. Moneybags had already put me a good five minutes in the hole.


  Gathering up my tools and knife, I pushed the jug toward him with my foot. "Fill it and wait about five minutes. It should turn over then but you need to head straight to the station."


  "You're going?" Again, the sound was all purr with the hint of a smile behind his words.


  "If your dumb ass is still stuck when I come through again in ten minutes, I'll give you a ride back to town." I stuffed the bandana in my pocket and stepped away from the vehicle, a little embarrassed I'd lost my temper, but I wasn't about to apologize.


  He moved closer, the raised hood no longer blocking his face. Big sunglasses hid his eyes from me, but I could tell from the straight line of his nose, sculpted jaw and the firm, generous bottom lip, that his face could work a woman to a state every bit as wet as his voice did.


  Feeling my cheeks heat up, I turned away and headed back to my truck.


  The driver followed after me. "Mind telling my dumb ass your name?"


  I blew out a little puff of air, trying to shake the feelings rolling through me. Beyond sexy, he had a rumbling baritone, rough like his calloused hands. Too long without a boyfriend, my skin sizzled at the thought of him running those hands over me while he told me all the dirty things he wanted to do to me with that voice of his. Hell, he could read the back of a cereal box with that voice and I'd start panting.


  I was almost back to the safety of my truck when his hand closed softly around my elbow. Heat blazed across my skin. I sucked a breath in, more heat flaring inside me at how foolish I felt. He was a stranger, would remain a stranger. My body had absolutely no business getting all hot and bothered.


  I twisted my arm, freed my elbow from his grip and climbed into the cab growling "Ginny."


  He smiled and it was like sun breaking through the clouds after a long storm. "Does Ginny have a last name?"


  I turned the key in the ignition, relieved when the truck sputtered to life, and glared at the driver until he took one step back from the vehicle. "You can just call me Little Miss Running Late."


  Throwing the truck into reverse, I backed away in a quick, wide arc so that I was pointing in the opposite direction. Taking one last look at the dashboard clock, I put it into drive and hauled my ass home.


  **********************


  I'd be lying if I said I didn't give more than a passing thought to the driver the rest of that week. I thought about him the whole time I was fixing daddy lunch that afternoon. Thought about him the rest of my shift, too, my orders getting all mixed up so that I earned a few fresh scowls from Roy. And I don't even want to admit how much I thought about him halfway through the rest of the week when I managed a soak in the tub instead of taking a shower, Patsy Cline moaning on the CD player loud enough to cover my own soft mewls.


  I'm sure by the time a few more weeks had passed I would have worked the stranger out of my system, but that wasn't meant to be. Saturday rolled around, the steakhouse all but empty following the afternoon rush when most of Tupperville headed for bigger towns like Midland to do some shopping. With two hours to go on my shift, Roy nudged my side and glanced over at station seven.


  "Just gave you a live one, Ginny."


  Live one was Roy-speak for a customer who looked like a good tipper. With daddy injured on the job and his employer fighting him every inch of the way on the worker's comp claim, Roy had been trying to feed me as many live ones as he could when he wasn't hassling me about my lunch breaks. I gave him my best smile and headed to the corner and station seven.


  I saw right away why Roy thought the man would be a good tipper -- the watch. It was as unmistakably expensive as the hand that wore it was familiar.


  My driver was sitting at station seven.


  I shook my head. He wasn't my driver -- I mean, it was the owner of the Mustang, but the man wasn't mine. Rich and gorgeous, he never would be. Some Tupperville girl might catch his eye like that for a night or two, but not me.


  Tamping down a sigh, I stopped alongside the table and forced the same smile to my lips that I give every customer at Roy's Steakhouse. "Something to drink first?"


  With my red hair, pale skin, multitude of freckles and too generous curves, I am recognizable in a way other girls aren't. But most men's attention skips right by, their gaze jumping fast enough to break the sound barrier. So I didn't expect my driver to look at me long enough to recognize me as the plump country girl who had rescued his dumb ass earlier that week.


  He looked up. He had frosted blue eyes with a thick gray ring around the irises that glittered at me as a grin slowly spread across his face. "Miss Running Late."


  He sucked his bottom lip in, stopping the smile until the lip emerged wet and flushing. I blinked, gripped my pen tighter and stared at my order sheet. No way would I get his order right if I had to look at that face, especially those eyes, again. "Yeah. Something to drink?"


  That grunting, purring noise wrapped around my spine like a fist trying to tug me closer. He spread his hands out on the table, not quite touching the surface as he absently swept them side to side and finally ordered his drink. "A sweet tea."


  "Right." I started to pivot, ready to flee. He caught my elbow just like he had that day on the side of the road, his grip almost proprietary.


  Fudgesicles!


  His touch felt exactly like I remembered it, exactly how I had imagined it over and over the last few days as I ran my hands over my body in the bath or in bed.


  "Not so fast, Miss Running Late. I need your advice on the meal."


  He hadn't even opened the damn menu yet, so how the hell did he know what help he needed!


  "Fine." Flushing, I tapped the metal tip of my pen against the order sheet. "If you're looking for a light meal--"


  "No, full…robust."


  I sucked a little air between my teeth as his answer snaked its way around my hips. I obviously hadn't heard him talk enough to know if this was his normal voice. I just knew that every word he said sounded like pure sin, dripping speculation and promise.


  "Well," I started, trying my best not to stutter, "the top sirloin platter--"


  "No," he interrupted again. "I'm not looking for lean. I want tender, juicy…flavorful. You can give met that, right?"


  Eyes wide, I finally risked another look at his face to find his gaze hitting the same spot his words had, my thighs. My flexing, overheated and increasingly damp thighs.


  Just who in the hell did he think he was?


  I shoved the order sheet and pen in my little apron. "Mister, are you actually going to order or are you just here to be a pain in the ass?"


  "Virginia Kelly!"


  The small gasp of indignation came from about two feet behind me. I turned to see my recently retired eighth-grade English teacher, Elaine Harrison, wearing her trademarked frown. Lucky for me, both Roy and my momma think Ms. Henderson is an annoying old biddy, so I could afford to frown back before my attention returned to the driver. Reaching across the table, I grabbed the menu he still hadn't opened and slapped it down in front of him.


  "Read it. I'll be back with your sweet tea momentarily, sir."


  Ignoring his chuckle, I marched to the drink station at the back of the kitchen to get his tea and calm down a bit. Roy may have eased off some about my lunch breaks and I knew he genuinely wanted to help my family out by keeping me employed, but he wouldn't tolerate my talking to a customer like that.


  Calming down wasn't on the menu -- not with Cherry Thompson sliding through the kitchen doors after me.


  "Hey, Pudge Pie, I'm taking over station seven unless you want me to tell Roy what you just did." Her tone was pure southern bitch, sounding like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth even though everyone in town knows exactly what Cherry is willing to do with that mouth and every other hole she has after a few free beers at Teddy's Roadhouse.


  Funny how she had the worst tips among all Roy's wait staff. I would have thought the free blow jobs behind Teddy's on Fridays and Saturdays would have been worth a few extra coins when the guys came into Roy's with their buddies or wives later in the week.


  Normally Cherry Thompson is the last person I'd back down from, not that I'm use to backing down at all. But I didn't think I could face another round of my driver making fun of me. I was half ready to cry as it was and they wouldn't all be angry tears.


  "Fine." I shoved the glass of sweet tea into her hand and turned to the wash station before helping Bud cut vegetables for tomorrow's soup. If I could dodge Roy for the next hour, I firmly intended not to step out of the kitchen until my driver was done and gone.


  Silly me, thinking I could hide from a man with money intent on making me miserable and knowing not only where I worked but, thanks to that old biddy Elaine Henderson, my name, too.


  **********************


  "You are coming, right?" My brother Beau stood in the doorway to my bedroom, his bright green eyes twinkling beneath a fall of red hair. Unlike me, he's as brown as any Kelly has ever managed to get. Working the oil derricks like he does, he spends most of his days shirtless and dripping sweat. "C'mon, Ginny boo, Shelly is working a double shift and doesn't want me to go alone."


  I pulled a pillow from behind my head and covered my face with it. A week had passed since my run in with the stranger at Roy's. It was my first day off since then, too, and I needed the break from looking over my shoulder constantly to make sure the man hadn't reappeared. The last thing I wanted to do was go to some company picnic in late July on my day off.


  Feeling Beau tweak my big toe, I jerked my leg then threw my pillow where I expected his head to be. He caught it before it could so much as muss his hair and threw it right back at me.


  I put the pillow over my face again, my voice muffled as I talked through it. "Why are you even going? McKinley Oil isn't exactly your employer anyway."


  He had been picking up odd workdays at the McKinley sites and a few others whenever they were down a crew member, but hadn't landed at any company permanently. His chances of doing so were pretty slim. Most of the oil companies that had invaded the land around Tupperville brought workers in from other locations instead of hiring locals. My little West Texas town was loaded with strangers now.


  "Because I stand a damn better chance of getting on permanent if I do. And, once I do, you can cut your hours in time for the fall semester at Midland."


  I growled, half annoyed, half feeling guilty. Leave it to Beau to make it sound like he was doing me a favor when he was asking me to do one for him. I still didn't understand why he needed me to go. Shelly didn't have a jealous bone in her body and wouldn't throw a fit if he went stag, despite Beau being the best looking man in Tupperville.


  Well, the best looking aside from my driver.


  Ugh! I pressed the pillow harder against my face. I'd gone all morning without thinking about that man, now was not the time to start!


  Beau tweaked my toe again and pulled the pillow from my face. "C'mon, little sister. Throw on some shorts, slap a little sunscreen on, and let's go."


  Grousing the whole time, I changed clothes, slathered sunscreen all over my pale, freckled limbs and put a spot of makeup on -- just a swipe of mascara and some brow pencil for shaping. The sun had already kissed my cheeks well and good that summer, so I didn't need any extra color on my face.


  "No e-reader, no books, no magazines." Beau took the device away and handed it to momma, who was waiting by the door. "And you can keep your phone in the glove box. You're going to be social today, Virginia Kelly."


  Momma smiled and kissed my cheek. "Listen to Beau, sugar. You've been awfully quiet these last two weeks, even if you don't want to admit it or tell us why. Try to have a little fun at the picnic."


  Ah, so that was it. They were trying to get me to be social for my own good. This had nothing to do with Shelly or with Beau trying to get on at McKinley. They didn't know I was upset because my driver, Mr. Tall, Dark and Cruel, had pretended to flirt with me, likely so he could have a little fun at the fat girl's expense. Sighing, I kissed momma back, pulled my sunglasses down and followed Beau out to his truck.


  Half an hour later I was picking at potato salad and barbecued ribs, sipping on a sweet tea and still hiding behind my sunglasses, when someone sat down next to me at the picnic table. I didn't look to see who it was, didn't know anyone I'd seen yet and didn't really feel like exchanging names for the tenth time with someone I probably wouldn't see again.


  All I knew for the first few minutes was that the person was quiet and male -- and tall by the look of his shadow falling across the table. Gender I knew by the scent of him, engine grease, a squirt of citrus and sandalwood blended together with a few deeper, masculine spices I couldn't name. He had a nice smell, the kind a girl could snuggle up to at the end of a long day.


  Before my curiosity could get the better of me, I heard that noise -- that small, short sound only one man I knew made and that had the power to turn my world upside down in a heartbeat. Already scowling, I turned to look at my driver. His deep, drowning blue eyes crinkled at the corners like I was supposed to be pleasantly surprised at his appearance.


  I felt my face pucker into something unpleasant but couldn't unscrew it any better than I could get my heart to slow down.


  His hand moved to fill the small of my back as his voice rumbled low across my lap. "You're not going to run away on me again, are you? I don't think my ego could take it a third time."


  "Mister, I don't think anything could make a dent in that ego of yours!" I started to grab my tea and plate to leave.


  His hand moved lassoed my hip as his big body leaned in. "Are you going to at least tell me why you keep running away from me, Virginia Kelly?"


  "Right after you tell me why you're so intent on being cruel." I sucked more air between my teeth. Biscuits and gravy! Now I had all but admitted my hurt feelings. With all my years of being the fat girl in class and at work, I knew nothing got a bully going like seeing blood, and I'd just shown this stranger my open wounds.


  His brow crinkled, mouth drawing down as his blue eyes grew shaded. "What do you mean?"


  I felt something brush along my side, realized it was his thumb moving slow and sweet like a caress, one that zipped all helter skelter to tease my nipples and down between my legs, my clit swelling all big and achy as I caught the warm smell of spices rising up from his skin as he flushed lightly.


  "Same thing you're trying to do right now!" I tried to stop my mouth, failed miserably. "Pretending at flirting with me!"


  Chewing my bottom lip, I worked hard to hold my tears back. I was twenty-four, a grown woman even if I did still live with momma and daddy. Grown -- g-r-o-w-n. Not some stupid high school girl waiting on my doorstep in a prom dress because Bobby Jackson pretended he liked me just so he and Cherry Thompson and a bunch of their juvenile friends could drive by the house ringing cow bells.


  Glaring at my driver, I wrenched his hand from my side and scooted down the table. To hell with him! It was time to put my big girl panties on because I wasn't going anywhere. And I sure as hell wouldn't let him see how badly he had gotten to me. If he saw, Beau would see, too, and Beau had kicked Bobby Jackson's ass to the county line and back. That's not exactly the impression my big brother wanted to make at a company picnic.


  "Little girl, you've got things all--"


  Beau's big, booming baritone interrupted him. "Mr. McKinley, I see you found her."


  Confused as all get out, I looked from my brother's smiling face to the man sitting next to me. His cheeks had flushed a little darker but he forced an easygoing grin to his face.


  "Yep, now I'm just trying to get her to say yes."


  I kept looking between the two men, my mouth open wide enough to pop a baseball into it. What in blazes was going on? And was I sitting next to Hawk McKinley -- the second in command of McKinley Oil Company until his daddy Harrison decided to retire or kicked the bucket?


  Closing my trap, I stared at him. He still faced Beau, just giving me a view of his profile and the occasional side glance, but everything I knew about Hawk McKinley fit this man. Not that I knew a lot. I'd never seen his picture, just knew he was a good ten years older than me and that McKinley Oil was run out of offices in New York. Oh, and put all his family together and the McKinley clan had more money than the devil himself.


  "My baby sister is a bunch of things, but foolish isn't one of them. And she'd be a fool to say no to working the site's office with you." Beau laughed, his knuckles giving the table top a superstitious double tap just in case a June bug had crawled up his baby sister's ass.


  McKinley finally looked at me, his smile jerking slightly askew as I glared at him.


  "So, you want to hire me. Why?"


  "Well." He cleared his throat, his smile tightening. "After seeing Beau work this week and him talking you up, I figured the only thing better than having one Kelly on my crew is having two."


  I took a deep breath in, carefully trying to navigate this strange conversation without upsetting Beau or his plans. "Two?"


  "That's right." I could hear the happiness in my big brother's voice. "You're looking at McKinley Oil's newest permanent hire."


  "That's great, Beau." I smiled, my heart tucking deep inside my chest in search of a safe place. "Could you give us a few minutes, I can't negotiate if I'm getting tag teamed like this."


  Beau laughed again, the sound like rolling thunder. I knew what was going through his head. Not just my fall tuition but something for his sweetheart Shelly, something with a diamond and maybe a down payment on a place of their own so he could finally ask her to marry him.


  "See, I told you she was something. You willing to double her salary over Roy's and pay for next semester's school, but she's all set to bend you to another condition or two." Getting up, Beau beamed at me one last time, making me feel like McKinley had just stuck a salad fork in my chest and given it an extra twist for good measure.


  I waited until my brother was out of earshot before I hissed at Hawk McKinley. "You're going to fix this. I don't know how, but you are. Tell him there's some software I've got to run but don't know or something."


  "Mm-hmm." Hawk slid across the bench seat until he was right up against me once more. "Excel?"


  "Puh-lease!" I nudged him with my elbow to keep him from getting any closer. "My gran is almost seventy-five and she knows how to run Excel. Don't you go insulting me with Word or Powerpoint next. You could have at least come up with something like QuickBooks."


  Hawk still sat way too close, his proximity squeezing all the air from my lungs as his hand found that small valley low on my back once more. "So, you don't know QuickBooks--"


  "Of course I do." I rolled my eyes at him. He must really think I was some kind of dumb West Texas hick. I may have only been picking up two classes a semester at Midland, but I'd gotten through all my General Education classes and had started on business and accounting. I wanted to stick my tongue out at him and tell him QuickBooks was so two semesters ago, but that didn't seem very mature.


  "Well, little girl, it looks like you’re the perfect person to get the Tupperville office in shape."


  Steam started to come out my ears, I'm sure of it.


  "Look, Hawk McKinley. I'm not coming to work for you. You're going to fix this and you're going to stop calling me little girl. I'm not--" I snapped my mouth shut before I embarrassed myself anymore. It just made me mad to have him call me little girl. If I was little, I might be foolish enough to think he wasn't flirting with me just to have a little fun at my expense. Doesn't mean I'd take the job or do anything about the flirting, but it wouldn't hurt half as much.


  "Mmm…" Hawk captured my hand, holding it so that it rested palm-to-palm with his much bigger hand.


  Even sitting down, he towered over me by at least a foot and his broad shoulders dwarfed mine. So, yeah, he had the capacity to make me feel little, just like Beau made his sweet Shelly feel petite when she was every bit as big as me if not a little bigger. But I didn't have a smile that could melt an iceberg like Shelly did. I didn't put people at ease like she could. I was always charging in, head down, fists clenched…


  Hawk leaned closer, his lips brushing my ear for a second. "I'm not fixing this. You don't want to work for me, fine, but you're going to have to come up with your own reasons and I'm nowhere close to finished negotiating with you."


  I really didn't think this was part of the HR-approved McKinley recruiting program. I sucked a breath in and told him so. "You don't really want me to go to work for you."


  His mouth quirked in a smile and he blinked like a cat between naps. "You're right, I want you in my bed, but it seems like you're going to force me to take baby steps first."


  Bed…baby steps?


  Oh, hell no!


  I scanned the other tables at the picnic site and the crowd around the volleyball net and horseshoe spikes, my eyes landing at last on Cherry Thompson. Somehow, it was entirely fitting that she had found a way to be at the McKinley company picnic, standing alongside one of the young workers and rubbing her hands up and down his muscled arms.


  "There." I jabbed a finger in Cherry's direction. "If you're looking for a hole to fill, you don't need to go through all this fuss, Mr. McKinley."


  The grunt he gave didn't sound anything like those sexy little hybrid purrs he seemed prone to.


  "Ginny, I don't take a woman to bed unless I can picture sharing a child with her, if it comes down to it." He jabbed his finger in Cherry's direction. "I can't imagine sharing so much as a rabid honey badger with that woman."


  I would have laughed my ass off if I wasn't so ready to cry. I pushed away from him. "You're getting up and walking away from this table, Hawk McKinley." I drew a shuddering breath in, my voice trembling and the tears building to the point I couldn't contain them much longer. "If you really, really meant what you just said, you'll leave me alone right now--"


  Hawk had no intention of relenting. A hand around my elbow kept me from retreating any further. "If I meant what I said, and I do, walking away is the last thing you can expect from me. Just not happening, baby girl."


  I stared at him, all my words and fury abandoning me. My lips started to quiver and I felt the first slide of a tear falling hot and fat down my cheek.


  "Ginny…"


  Hawk tried rubbing his palm along my arm to calm me. I shrank inward, refusing to look at him any longer. He looked sincere. Bobby Jackson had looked sincere, too. I could still hear the cow bells ringing if I cut out all the noise from the crowd around McKinley and me.


  "I'll go, for now." Hawk jumped up from the table. "If it'll settle you, I'll go. But we're not done discussing this, Ginny. We'll take this at whatever pace you're comfortable…"


  His hand brushed my shoulder. My whole body stiffened at his touch.


  "Just go," I whispered and he did.


  **********************


  Telling Beau I needed to talk to Roy first and that the offer wasn't as good as it sounded because I had to factor in lost tips, too, I managed to keep my big brother mostly off the topic of my accepting Hawk McKinley's job offer the rest of the weekend. He still tried to argue McKinley's case, assuring me there was room for a bigger salary because Red Addams, the site foreman, had sent all of his former clerks home to their mommas crying like little girls, and every last one of them was a man. But Beau didn't bring the job up with momma and daddy or offer me more than the occasional, quizzical look.


  Certain I could handle Beau without having to take a job with McKinley, I walked into the steakhouse Monday morning to find myself unemployed.


  All thanks to Hawk McKinley if I understood Roy correctly.


  "I hate to lose you, Ginny, but he was real convincing." Roy had tossed an arm around my shoulder and gave me a paternal squeeze as I stared at him, my mouth working like a guppy freshly pulled from its fish bowl. "I can't hope to pay you that kind of money and he's right when he says the office job will look better on your resume once you finish classes up."


  Roy stuck a fat, padded envelope in my hand. "He said you'd need this before heading out to the site."


  Thus ended the job I'd held since high school, one that had helped keep the utilities on while daddy was laid up and helped get them turned on in the first place when the Kelly family's world had been turned upside down eighteen months ago. Pulling into the H-E-B Foods parking lot to sit and mull things over for a spell, I tried not to think about the storm that had knocked out the power at the garage daddy worked at, short circuiting the car lift he was working under. Tearing open the envelope, I tried not to think of how, ten miles away from where daddy was trapped for six hours under a car that day, a tornado blew through the Kelly homestead, obliterating the building and every last stick of furniture and personal articles in it. Good-bye to my parents' wedding photos, the baby blankets Gran had quilted for me and Beau, the china daddy's great-great grandmother had brought over from Ireland. Good-bye everything.


  Money spilled from the envelope, a thick wad of hundreds with a piece of paper wrapped around it. Bracing myself for another Hawk McKinley negotiating tactic, I unfolded the paper and started to read.


  Ginny,


  I know you're pissed as hell at me right now. I also know if I let you have your way, you'll run and hide. So understand this -- I don't plan on leaving you anywhere to hide, sweet tea. The finance office at Midland shows your next semester is paid in full as of eight this morning. Enclosed is every dollar for every hour you will work at the McKinley site. If you still choose to run, fine. But I'll keep chasing. I don't stop until I get what I want, and I want you.


  Hawk


  Certain I was going to pass out, I let the money fall to the floor and wrapped my hands around the steering wheel. I bent my neck until my forehead rested against the wheel then I closed my eyes.


  Sweet baby Jesus, what was wrong with that man?


  Was it possible? Did Hawk McKinley really find me attractive? I took a few deep breaths in before I opened my eyes and stared at the money covering my shoes. I reached down, picked it up and counted through it. More than twice the five weeks left of summer shifts at Roy's. Hawk McKinley could afford it and much more, which kept the money and the offer within the realm of the cruelest practical joke I could imagine.


  Could it be a cruel joke? Everything I had read, hunkered down at the computer in the library on Sunday afternoon, suggested he was a good man. He didn't just give money to charity like the rest of his family did. When McKinley Oil donated to Habitat for Humanity after the tornadoes ripped through East Texas last year, he not only signed a very big check, but went and swung the hammer, too, taking all his local crew from Beaumont for two weeks.


  Was that all public relations or all Hawk?


  Knowing I wasn't going to figure out what McKinley was up to while I sat in the grocery store parking lot, I stuffed the money back in the envelope and drove home to change for my new job.


  **********************


  On the back of Hawk McKinley's letter was a map to the site offices. I knew the building and location. It was the only concrete structure around it for a good seven miles and the only thing standing in that area after the line of tornadoes that took out our house. It had been built in the eighties to hold dairy cattle during milking, but a drought had involuntarily changed the owner's mind before the equipment could be installed. The building had been sitting empty except for cobwebs and spiders until McKinley Oil leased the land after the wells hit.


  Parking along the side of the building, I was barely out of my car when I heard a string of curse words that would make a sailor blush. Then I heard something like the sound of metal striking metal. I followed the noise to the back of the building where I found a thickly mustached fifty something male still cussing up a storm as he battled a portable generator. With the way the man was swinging his wrench, I approached cautiously, letting my feet stir up the gravel so he could hear me coming.


  Looking up, his scowl softened. "You my new Girl Friday?"


  "If you're Red Addams, then, yes sir, I am." I could feel the heat coming off the generator.


  Roy had this exact model for when storms knocked the electricity out at the steakhouse. Without asking, I opened the main panel and started poking around a bit. The thermostat was opening, but it was half choked with dust. Taking the wrench from Red, I gave the area much softer taps, trying not to laugh. The Mustang wasn't the only piece of McKinley's equipment with radiator issues.


  After another minute spent checking the rest of the engine, I started it back up. "You have an air compressor on site? It could use a good blow."


  "Got one I can get back here this evening." Wiping a bandana across his dirt streaked forehead, Red gave a short nod telling me I had passed at least the first part of his inspection. "If you know your way around the computer as well as an engine, little girl, I'm going to owe Hawk a bottle of scotch."


  I smiled at Red. At more than twice my age, he could call me little girl if it suited him. Hawk could not, and I was going to let McKinley know exactly that at the first available opportunity. Still smiling, I followed Red around to the front of the building. Stepping inside, he pointed at a desk then plopped down in front of the small AC unit plugging up the window, his face all but touching the grill.


  "Sweet Jesus it's hot!"


  I sat down at the desk, my gaze glued to a vase of freshly cut yellow roses. Next to it, a clean coffee cup, Kelly green in color, rested upside down.


  Seeing what held my attention, Red laughed. "Hawk said he might have strong armed you into working for me. I guess that's his way of apologizing."


  My mouth flattened and Red laughed even harder. "Looks like the boss might have to grovel a bit. Can I watch?"


  "No, I prefer to do my groveling in private." I hadn't noticed the Mustang parked near the building, but the smooth as silk voice came from the doorway behind me. The door had been closed when Red and I came in. Now Hawk McKinley filled it with his big frame. He slapped a rolled sheath of papers against his thigh then nodded at the computer in front of me. "Why don't you take a few minutes getting Ginny logged in, then we need to discuss the numbers coming out of rig eight."


  Those "few minutes" lasted fifteen as Red showed me where to find the inventory lists on my computer, the crew's time sheets, purchase orders and more, made sure I knew how to work the two-way radio and then set me to sorting out some open items before he disappeared behind the door marked Private.


  Red returned an hour later, checked on my progress then told me he was heading out for rig eight. There was a map on the wall, small pins sticking into it with little tags hanging from them marked with the names of the crew members at each location. He moved a red-tipped pin from the office we were sitting in and pushed it into a big number eight about five miles away.


  "Normally, the boys check in with their cell phones and it's logged automatically on the server, even in Iraq, but we've had to go old school out here." He grabbed a baseball cap and smoothed it over his gray hair. "I'll bring that air compressor back with me."


  I nodded, my insides jumping at the thought of being left alone in the building with Hawk McKinley. I spent the next fifteen minutes fidgeting with inventory lists at my desk, my ears sensitive to the slightest sounds within the building. Hearing the doorknob behind me start to rotate, I straightened at my desk and stared a little harder at the open spreadsheet. I was here to earn back every damn dollar in that envelope, and not a penny of it would be spent socializing with Hawk McKinley.


  "Red show you where the coffee maker is at?"


  My brows popped up. "Am I supposed to make coffee?"


  "No." He stopped in front of my desk and turned the cup over. "You're supposed to drink it. Of course, if you can brew a better pot than Red, please do."


  "I don't drink coffee." I nodded at the water dispenser with its inverted five gallon jug. "But I can brew it well enough."


  "Mm-hmm." Hawk grabbed the little green cup on my desk and proceeded to fill it with water.


  He brought it back, leaned close to place it next to me, then straightened and continued to stand in front of my desk as I worked. I lasted three minutes pretending he didn't exist before I lifted my eyes to glare at him. "Is there something else Mr. McK--"


  There was nothing professional in the face staring down at me. Hawk's mouth had formed a sultry pout, like he was holding a plump strawberry between his lips and trying hard not to dent the skin with his teeth. His eyes had gone soft, his gaze floating against my neck and the swell of my breasts. His hands danced along the top of my desk, the strong, deft fingers stroking its edge like a man might stroke the folds of his lover's sex.


  "Look here, Hawk McKinley." I pointed at my eyes then wagged my finger at him. "Thanks to your little heart-to-heart with the man who was my employer for the last eight years, I don't have a job any more. That's the only reason I'm here and you're not getting anything out of me you didn't get out of Red's last four clerks. And I hear they were all men. So unless you have some real interesting stories to spin about that, you just need to keep your hands in your pockets and your eyes in their sockets and let me work!"


  With a naughty grin lighting his face, Hawk shoved his hands in his pockets. Fat bit of good his compliance did me -- the gesture pulled the front panel of fabric tight, removing any mystery of just how long and thick Hawk McKinley got when he was hard.


  I choked a little air in and swallowed. Biscuits and gravy, the man was packing a mighty big load.


  "No promises on where I keep my eyes, sweet tea." The smile in his voice told me he knew exactly what I was thinking and where I was looking. One hand left its pocket long enough to stroke a finger under my chin and lift my gaze until it met his. "Maybe you better throw on a parka or something tomorrow if you're really worried about me drinking in every curve of that sweet body."


  He finished with a wink and walked back into his office, shutting the door behind him.


  Alone in the reception area, I nodded and grabbed a small memo pad and pen from the side of my computer.


  Buy parka!


  **********************


  The work week passed quickly. Hawk was out of the office more than he was in attendance, or he was hours deep into phone calls around the globe. Red remarked more than once how the boss had overstayed his visit a good week, which was why he had to spend so much time on the phone. If every nerve ending in my body hadn't been acutely aware of Hawk's placement, I'd have barely known he was there.


  Until late Friday afternoon, that is, when he started purring around the office five minutes after Red headed out to rig eight, the site's official problem child. It started with chit chat -- like him asking me if I was looking forward to a real weekend off and did I have any plans. I kept my nose buried in my work, giving him single syllable replies.


  "You almost sound disinterested, Ginny." Hawk stood in front of the filing cabinet with his back to me. He'd been there a good three minutes doing nothing that looked like real work and everything that looked like a big, fat pretense.


  "I am," I snorted, forcing my gaze back to my computer screen. The task almost proved too much for me. Hawk McKinley has a gorgeous backside, whether it's dressed up in a silk suit or cheek-hugging jeans like he had on right then.


  "Sweet tea, didn't anyone lecture you about the evils of lying?" His voice was full-on purr by that point.


  "I'm not."


  Hawk turned and leaned across my desk, yanking my attention from the computer to his blue-gray eyes. Framed with dark espresso lashes and brows that looked black as often as they looked dark brown, his eyes were beautiful, just like the rest of him. They saw too damn much, as well. His mouth quirked up in a smile and he slowly shook his head side-to-side.


  "You need to work on lying, little girl, and on ogling a man's ass so he doesn't realize you're doing it."


  My cheeks flushed hot and I closed my eyes, ready to tell Hawk he was all ass, from his salon perfect hair to his pedicured toes, when the front door flew open and Red came in bleeding and swearing, Beau hot on his heels.


  I gave Beau a quick look over to make sure he was okay as Hawk and I rushed to Red's side.


  Red shook us off and went to the sink in the break room. "It aint nothing but a little cut."


  Seeing the amount of blood, I wanted to disagree but I rushed to grab the first aid kit instead. The gash ran across the meat of his forearm for about two inches. "You're going to need stitches."


  Shaking his head, he grabbed the kit from me and poured disinfectant over it then plopped down in the chair and pulled out a handful of steri-strips. Hawk took over, holding Red's arm flat against the table and taking the butterfly stitches from him.


  "Ginny's right. We'll get the bleeding stopped, but then Beau's driving you straight to the clinic." He jerked his chin at my brother to get his attention while I went back to my desk and called the emergency clinic in town to inform them Red would soon be on his way.


  Returning to the break room, I tried not to hover. The bleeding seemed under control and not as bad as I first thought. Red still had plenty of color in his cheeks, so he must not have lost too much on the drive over from rig eight.


  "What the hell happened and why wasn't first aid done at the rig?" Hawk growled his questions at the two men.


  Seeing the cold anger burning in Hawk's eyes sent a shiver down my spine. If anyone was to blame for the accident, I wouldn't want to be them.


  "The turntable slipped." Red grimaced as he answered, fat beads of sweat popping out on his forehead. "And that damn fool Deitrich didn't have a kit on site. That rig aint cursed, it's just the shit-for-brains rig boss running it."


  Beau, who hated to say anything bad about anybody, gave a firm nod. Hawk's mouth flattened to a grim line. He hoisted Red up and Beau took the other side while I rushed to open the office door for them and then the passenger door to Red's truck so they could fold him inside.


  "I'll take care of number eight, old man, and its boss." Hawk gave Red's shoulder a little squeeze then tossed Red's keys to Beau. "You just let Kelly drive you to the clinic and then home. And don't hustle the nurses too much. I'll stop by this evening and check on you."


  A smile broke across Red's face and he winked. "If there's a pretty enough nurse, I might not be alone. Make sure you knock and give me plenty of time to get my pants on!"


  A soft smile playing across his lips, Hawk waved them off then ushered me back into the office, his face grim once more. "Get me Dietrich's file and the time cards for the rest of the crew on eight."


  Quickly checking the board, I grabbed the timesheets and the file and handed everything to Hawk.


  He placed the stack on my desk then grabbed my shoulders. "Lock the door. No one from eight needs to come back to the office today for any reason. Let the other crews in and process them for the week, but not Dietrich. The man's a hot head and I don't want him blowing off any steam and scaring you in the process."


  I started to give Hawk a look telling him I could take care of myself, but he cut my protest off at knees.


  "You will obey my instructions, Ginny, or I'll paddle that sweet ass when I get back. Do you understand?"


  Struck dumb by the threat, I nodded. Hawk smiled, pinched my chin and brushed his lips lightly across mine. Lightning sizzled through my skin and bones.


  "Oh, and that little conversation about you staring at my ass?" He kissed me, the little dip of his tongue inside my mouth so sweet and tender it curled my toes. "It's not finished."


  **********************


  A storm started rolling in two hours later. Half an hour after that, the crews followed, leaving early and reporting lightning strikes and hail. The last crew through the door said Hawk had radioed and wanted me to close up and head home. I gave a little sigh of relief. The storm had interfered with the radios, leaving me worried about whatever scene was unfolding out on eight. Plus I was in no hurry to see Hawk McKinley. I needed a little time on my own so my guilt over appreciating his backside wouldn't be writ large across my face when he decided it was time to finish our conversation.


  Seeing the last crew member out the door, I went around unplugging the computers and any other sensitive electronics. The storm sounded like a big one that wanted to last all night. Locking the door as I left, I about jumped out of my skin as lightning streaked through the sky to hit the ground.


  One-one-thousand, two-one-thousand, three-


  BOOM


  I dropped my keys, terror filling my chest. The strike less than half a mile away, the cloud that had caused it was rolling fast towards the building. I scooped my keys up, took another look at the dark horizon eating up the sky and ran for my truck.


  My-beat-the-hell-up, older-than-I-was, useless-Chevy-that-would-not-turn-the-fuck-over truck!


  Don't panic.


  Stay calm.


  Another sizzle of white flashed closer than before, the first thousand count not even finished rolling off my tongue when another booming crack shook the vehicle.


  The truck door flew open. A big hand reached inside to yank me from the cab and rush me to the office door. Rain falling hard and fast, I couldn't see who had hold of me, just that it was a male. I prayed it wasn't Dietrich.


  The man got the keys out of my hand, opened the door then pushed me inside. I fumbled for the light switch, flipped it and turned to see Hawk soaking wet and locking the door. He peeled off his t-shirt, and wrung it out over the trash can as he stared out the window.


  Words don't do justice to how good Hawk McKinley looks bare chested and dripping wet. Lean, with all the muscle groups clearly defined, he's absolute perfection. Hell, he has muscles I've never seen except in a magazine, like the one along the side of his stomach. Big as an avocado, it would fill my palm if I was brave enough to touch him. Perfect for bracing my hands against if I were on my knees and taking him in my mouth.


  I tried to shake the image and peel my eyes from his naked torso, but little details kept drawing me back. Like the small drops of rain that sparkled against his tanned chest. Wanting to lick every last drop away, my tongue felt about three times its normal size and the flesh between my legs started to swell and ache.


  Still holding the shirt over the trash can, it fell from Hawk's hands at the same time he dropped an F-bomb.


  "Fuck, funnel cloud. Come on, baby girl." Grabbing me by the arm, he hurried me into the windowless storage room and pressed me against one of the inside walls, his body shielding me.


  Feeling me tremble against him, he dipped his head and rubbed his cheek against mine. "Shh…sweet tea. It'll blow through."


  The building chose that instant to lose power, the lights going with a sharp pop. I started to shake harder. Closing my eyes, all I could see was daddy hurt and tornadoes barreling down at him.


  Hawk wrapped his arms around me and tugged me to the floor. He had me sitting across one of his muscled thighs, his other leg over mine as the rest of his big body cradled me. "Come on, Ginny, you've been through storms like this before."


  That was exactly the problem. A storm like this had all but killed daddy and erased everything he'd worked so hard to build. What would this one do? I didn't think I could lose anything else -- anyone else -- and survive.


  "Shh…" Hawk rubbed my arms then squeezed me more tightly. "This building is meant to stand up to an F4, sweet tea. That itty-bitty cloud is probably gone already. We're just going to sit awhile…shh"


  As he spoke, his reassuring strokes along my arm slowly altered. They elongated, punctuated by little squeezes that were soon joined by kisses across my cheeks and against my quivering mouth.


  "Wh-what are you doing?" My whole body was shaking by then, fear just one ingredient.


  "Distracting you, sweet tea." He kissed me again, that time slow and long. His hand moved from my arm to cup my breast and thumb one thick nipple through my blouse. "Is it working?"


  Too breathless to answer, I burrowed closer.


  Hawk shifted ever so slightly. All out of office-type clothes that week, I had thrown on a Sunday skirt that hung long and loose past my knees. His fingers found the hem then he smoothed them up my plump thighs to stroke at the outside of my panties and the flesh beneath.


  I moaned and buried my face against his neck.


  "Is that a yes, sweet tea?" He rubbed his face against my hair as his fingers kept moving. "Are you going to let me stroke and kiss the fear away? Let me tease this soft, sweet pussy as my tongue fucks its way past those trembling lips and all you can think of is how good it feels?"


  I pressed tighter against his chest, my hips jerking once with lustful abandon. That moaning, cresting response was the only one Hawk would get, the only one he needed. His fingers slipped beneath the band of my panties as his mouth found mine. His tongue made feather strokes at the edges of my lips, seducing them into parting more fully as his grip against my pussy grew more possessive. He cupped my mound, the heel of his palm pressing firmly against the top split of my labia as a lone finger stroked lower down between them.


  I fought off a sultry whine of need until Hawk corrected me. "Sweet tea, I can't see you. Let me hear you moan."


  His hand shifted, curling so that the flat of his thumb nestled against my clit while that stroking finger moved to circle my hole. He dipped inside then withdrew, breaking the kiss long enough to suck my flavor from his finger.


  Back in, his tongue possessing my mouth, transferring my taste to me as he slowly fucked three fingers, hard and thick, into my cunt. His thumb rode the length of my clit and I started to wiggle, moving with him as my hands curled and clutched at his thick biceps.


  I mewled, my mouth still sealed to his. With a growl, Hawk abandoned my pussy to push my blouse up over my breasts. Uncupping one swollen tit from my bra, he bent his head and sucked the nipple as his fingers resumed their sweet torture between my tense and flexing thighs.


  "Come for me, sweet tea." He sucked the nipple deep into his mouth, taking in the areola and tip then pulling them taut as he drew back. "Moan for me. Let me feel this sweet pussy quiver around my fingers."


  His hands started to move faster, flexing, thinning, driving deep and fast into me. I began to buck, letting him hear me as I came around his fingers, my cream warm and thick against my thighs, my pussy pushing more out with each contraction. Tears streamed from me. He kissed them away before claiming my mouth once more, his fingers never ceasing until I was wrung out once more and collapsed against his broad chest.


  **********************


  I had no idea where things would go after Hawk finished kissing me and delivering the most intense, most sensual orgasms I had ever experienced. I know where he wanted us to go -- back to his rented house as soon as the storm cleared. He wanted to strip me bare and take me in his bed, to drive me to that same point of ecstasy as often as the night was long.


  I couldn't. Hawk McKinley isn't exactly the most anonymous person in Tupperville, neither am I. And, while the sprawling ranch he leased for the year isn't smack in the middle of Tupperville, it has neighbors close enough to see who's going in and out. The whole town would start gabbing five seconds after the first neighbor recognized me. Not to mention momma and daddy would be sick with worry because I was late already, and I needed to know they were okay, too.


  Folding me into his Mustang because my truck still wouldn't start, Hawk gave me one last growl and went around to the driver's side. "What time do your parents turn in?"


  Pretending to straighten my skirt, I mumbled ten.


  "And Beau?"


  My cheeks flushed hot. It was nobody's business if Beau spent most nights at Shelly's. "He's not a problem."


  I fidgeted, my hands jumping from the seat belt to the door lock to the air vent, all to avoid having them anywhere near my fevered flesh. My body still tingled with the memory of Hawk's touch, my stomach and insides squeezing around an invisible center as I thought of all the sweet, dirty, delicious things he said he wanted to do to me.


  "Then I'll be at the end of your drive, headlights off, at eleven," he warned. "If I don't see you, I'm grabbing my guitar and singing outside your window."


  "You can't! Why, daddy would--"


  Hawk stopped my protests with the clamp of his hand between my legs and a long, hard squeeze. "Eleven, sweet tea."


  Okay.


  At eleven-oh-five I slid back into the Mustang, moonlight glinting off an acoustic guitar in the backseat. Hearing me gasp, Hawk chuckled and quietly pulled away from the drive. I watched my house through the rear view mirror, heart thumping in my chest until it faded from sight without any lights going on inside.


  He caressed my cheek before his hand moved down to the gear box. "You act like you never snuck out before."


  "I haven't," I confessed, embarrassment gurgling in my throat. "The time or two…"


  I trailed off, realizing I'd been on the verge of exposing just how inexperienced I was.


  "Time or two?" His voice gripped each word and then he graced me with that grunty little purr of his.


  "Can we not talk about this?" My voice sounded as pink to my ears as I knew my cheeks were.


  "Sweet tea," he purred at me, his hand moving off the stick shift to stroke my leg. "If we don't talk about it, how will I know if I'm moving too fast?"


  I snorted at that. "Hawk McKinley, you'll always move too fast for a girl like me."


  That was the God's truth. Even when he took it slow, it was still too fast and I was left sorting everything out in my head afterwards.


  Hawk gave my thigh a hard squeeze then upshifted. Ten minutes later, the Mustang pulled into his garage. We entered the house through the side door, out of sight of any neighbors still awake. I had hoped we could sit on the couch and talk for a bit, but he scooped me up -- every last shocked and delighted ounce of me -- and carried me straight to the bedroom.


  There was no hiding in the dark, either. Hawk placed me center of the bed, lights blazing above and around us. He draped his body over mine, our clothes still on, and started kissing me and running his hands along my arms, neck and face until I forgot how exposed I was and how much more exposed I would soon be.


  Once he had me squirming, he lifted off my body, balancing on one elbow while his free hand undid the buttons on my blouse. I had, of course, changed to the prettiest bra and underwear I had, the lace a pale rose that cast a pink blush on the surrounding skin. The bra hooked at the front. He released the clasp but left my breasts covered. Still kissing me, Hawk eased his hand under the fabric of the bra to massage my nipple.


  Feeling me tug at his t-shirt, he helped me get him out of it. Free to gawk at him, I soaked the beautiful sight in, noticing more details, like the tight, dark nipples. I licked my lips as my gaze traced the perimeter of one. His head dipped toward my mouth, his tongue stroking against mine as he palmed my breast.


  "I want to see you, all of you." I ran one hand against his muscled back, my fingers stroking the thick, curving contours.


  "You can look, but I want to see, too." He rose up onto his knees, his torso leaning slightly back as he gazed down on me. One finger trailed along my breast, pushing the lace from it. "Take this off, sweet tea."


  Feeling all elbows, I stripped the rest of my blouse away, followed by the bra. Staring at my breasts, Hawk placed one hand beneath my neck, forcing it to arch as the other bunched my skirt up around my hips so he could palm my mound.


  "Hold them for me, Ginny." His thumb hooked my mouth, dragging my head to the side. "Play with those lovely pink nipples for me."


  His words had me soaking through my panties. I only got wetter once I started pinching at the tips, pulling them taut as his thumb tapped slowly against the fabric covering my clit. My hips started to dance. I wanted to close my eyes from the sheer pleasure of it, but didn't want to stop looking at Hawk. My gaze jumped from the broad, sculpted chest up to the intense beauty of his eyes, down to the rippled abdomen then a quick cut to the side where veins bulged in the forearm, its dusting of hair leading down to the hand that gripped my pussy.


  Hawk's thumb still hooking my mouth, I nibbled and sucked at it in an attempt to control the need plucking at every nerve cell in my body. His head rolled back against his shoulders, his eyes fluttering shut. He bit at his lip while his stomach muscles pulled tight at the same time.


  The head of his erection poked from beneath the waistband of his jeans. Seeing the tip, so big and with a translucent bead pearling at the slit, I bit at Hawk's thumb. He looked down and I licked the pad of his thumb as I stared up at him with eyes I hoped were as innocent and pleading as they were green.


  He descended on me, hands stripping my skirt and underwear away as he planted hard kisses on my neck and mouth before fastening on one nipple. His hands gripped my hips, the hold loose so I could push my dripping mound against his hard, flat stomach. He coaxed me into riding him like that until I came, jerking and moaning softly.


  That's when he moved down to capture my swollen and tender clit between his teeth. His fingertips smoothed along my thighs, lightly raked the red hairs covering my mound as his face nestled more fully between my labia. His eyes were closed at first, like a calf happily sucking at a teat. When he did open them and stared past the red halo of my hair to focus on my face, it was like an electric shock zipping through my body. Pleasure began to cascade from my core, crashing and grinding against my bones.


  I called out to Hawk, cooing his name as my hands abandoned my breasts and I knotted my fingers in his hair. He didn't let my climax stop or ease. His fingers pushed into me, three thick, wiggling, stroking digits that brought me to a new crescendo and another until I melted into a puddle of wet, twitchy nerves.


  My eyes glued shut and heavy, I heard him strip his jeans away and the rip of foil. Prying my eyes open, I watched him roll the condom over the gloriously fat head of his cock and down the thick shaft. His testicles, each big enough to fill one of my palms, were half concealed inside a nest of silky black hair. I wanted to run my fingers through that hair before I wrapped my hands around his shaft and stroked it.


  Hawk had something else in mind. He was in me quickly, buried deep. His hands pushed beneath my back then curled around my shoulders so that our bodies were cinched tightly together. His forehead rested lightly against mine, forcing me to close my eyes or go blind. He kissed me, slow and sensual, controlling my mouth the same way his cock commanded my pussy. Long thrusts, a swivel, our breath mingling, body heat penetrating one another until fire blazed through my limbs once more.


  My cunt knotted around him, the muscles whipping like cords to secure him inside me.


  "Hold me tight, beautiful Ginny." He kissed my neck, my mouth, my eyes. "Don't let me go, stay with me, sweet tea, stay with me…"


  One last conquering thrust from Hawk and we melded together, hours passing before our bodies parted and he took me home.


  **********************


  Was I in love with Hawk before I first spread my legs for him? I'm not sure, but I was certain over the course of the next few weeks that I had fallen hard for my billionaire boss. His overextended visit showed no sign of ending. He spent more time in the office and less of it on the phone.


  We kept tiptoeing around -- my choice, not his. Even Red seemed clueless, and few things escaped his attention. Beau and momma were certain I had started seeing someone, but they didn't push me to identifying my lover. The way Beau acted around Hawk, I knew my big brother didn't even consider my billionaire boss a likely candidate for the role.


  Stolen as they were, my moments with Hawk were sweeter and stronger than anything I had ever felt. Better than that first bud of spring or the first hot day of summer or that cool September breeze that finds its way into August. That's what a girl's first real love is like -- at least it was for me.


  It had to end, of course. Good times always do.


  Arriving early to the worksite the last Monday in August, Hawk called me into his office. We hadn't seen each other over the weekend and need hummed through my body when he told me to lock the door. I did, and then I let him pull me onto his lap. His hand cradled my face as he greeted me with a long, sensuous kiss that had me sighing into him, my body floating in his embrace.


  "Invite me to dinner, sweet tea." He brushed his nose alongside mine, his gaze and the set of his mouth tense as he studied my expression. He'd made the same request on Friday, refusing to see me again until Monday after I demurred.


  "Invite me, Ginny. I won't ask again."


  I didn't want to think about what he meant by saying that. A man like Hawk isn't used to being denied, particularly by the sweet little hick who was all too happy to let him have his way with her in all other things. I didn't want to lose him. I wanted him to keep on touching me forever, his hands turning the lumpy clay of my body into something beautiful and alluring that only he could sculpt.


  The magic would end the second I introduced him to the world as my lover. I felt it all the way down to the marrow in my bones. People like Cherry Thompson and Bobby Jackson would want to know what a man like Hawk saw in a girl like me. Cow bells would mysteriously line the lawn of his leased home, the glare off their thin copper twisting his vision of me until he saw me just like Cherry and Bobby did. Even momma and daddy and Beau, as much as they loved me and thought I was perfect just as I am, would wonder why a man who could have any woman he desired -- a woman who was beautiful, educated, worldly and successful -- would choose Virginia Kelly from Tupperville, Texas.


  They'd tell me to be careful. They'd tell me Hawk was only using me for my body, that I needed to get over my crush and find a local boy, one who wouldn't eventually hurt and abandon me. Every last thought that had run through my head those last few weeks would come spilling out of their mouths.


  "Ginny." Hawk kissed me, putting all the mastery at his command into the way his tongue curled inside my mouth and his teeth gnawed gently at my bottom lip, his thumb stroking my cheek until it was wet with tears. "Baby, I'm not losing you. All this hiding needs to stop."


  I pressed my face against his chest, nodding and sniffling. He was asking me to take a chance, to trust him. I loved him, so I had to. "Just let me figure out how I'm going to break it to momma and daddy."


  He laughed softly. "Love, it's not bad news."


  "No," I whispered, my body awash with the same sweet thrill I got each time he called me love. "But it is big news."


  "Okay." Relenting, he turned me until my face pointed up at his and he could kiss me again. "But you need to do it soon."


  I nodded again. Hearing the rumble of Red's truck, I got up, wiped the evidence of my tears away and went back to my desk. Actually doing any work at my desk proved impossible that morning. Lucky for me, I'd eliminated all the little inefficiencies in the office that had always buried Red's earlier clerks under week-old logs. Nothing piled up anymore.


  When Hawk and Red left a little before lunch to check on several rigs, I started rehearsing what I was going to tell momma and daddy. I even practiced the words out loud so I wouldn't trip over my own tongue when the time came. I needed to project confidence, leaving no question as to what Hawk saw in their daughter. He saw what they saw -- perfection.


  The big, stupid grin on my face faltered the second the office door opened and I recognized the man standing in the doorway as Harrison McKinley. I forced a fresh smile and started reaching for the radio. "I'll let Hawk know you're here, Mr. McKinley. Would you like to go into his--"


  "I'm not here to see my son, Miss Kelly. I'm here to see you."


  Cheese and crackers!


  That did not sound good. All the air left the room and my vision started to narrow. "About what, Mr. McKinley?"


  I winced at the mousey squeak of my voice and fretted over my grammar. Father and son were Harvard men. I don't think Hawk noticed or cared when I slipped, he was too busy watching my lips and thinking about all the things I could do with them.


  Not appropriate, Virginia Kelly, not now!


  Right. I blushed, felt the blood heating and coloring my skin from my scalp all the way down to my toes. Every last drop of that blood retreated when Harrison McKinley reached into his pocket and withdrew a small object that he placed on my desk.


  A novelty-sized cow bell.


  My eyes threatened to spring leaks, but I met his glare with one of my own.


  "You may remember John Dietrich. My son fired him a few weeks back."


  I didn't answer, just stared straight through him.


  "Well, he had quite a story to tell me about a certain woman my son appears to be bedding." Reaching out a bony finger, he caressed the cow bell. "And that woman's friends had their own stories to tell, confirming my suspicions."


  "What suspicions?" I shouldn't have taken the bait. Maybe I could have salvaged something with Hawk, if there was anything left to save. But I took Harrison's lure and held it close to my chest so I could hear every nuanced syllable the vile man spoke.


  "Hawk wants to be CEO. Wants to change the very nature of the company…"


  I nodded. Hawk didn't act like he wanted just my body. He wanted my brain and heart and had used me as a sounding board these last few weeks for many of his ideas. He didn't want to run a company that took and sold, but never gave. He planned cheaper and cleaner energy, with less gobbling up of smaller companies and more collaboration so that the project owners were on the ground and in the communities their decisions affected. That was not the McKinley way as far as Harrison was concerned.


  The old man's eyes narrowed as he studied the impact his words were having on me.


  "He knows he's not getting the company until he's married. I keep control over his dead mother's shares until then. So his solution…" He stopped and made a broad gesture at me, his lip curling into a sneer before he continued. "Is to find the most unsuitable woman this godforsaken state has to offer. A hick, a redneck, a breeding sow."


  He stopped and gave the bell a little ring for malicious emphasis. "He's trying to beat me at a game where I set all the rules, but I can see straight through his little gambit. You're nothing like the women he's maintained relationships with. No doubt you've shown him a good time in bed, what girl in your situation wouldn't?"


  "You just stop right there, you vile, disgusting--"


  The outer door opened before I could finish telling Harrison McKinley just what kind of despicable creature he was. Hawk stood at the threshold, his expression drawing tight as he recognized the man sitting across my desk.


  My gaze dropped to the small bell, my fingers twitching with the need to hide it.


  Hawk swallowed and I could see the guilt written across his handsome features as he glanced from his father to me. I looked at Harrison. He had a much older version of the same face, the nose a little broader, the eyes a little smaller and closer, but similar enough that I had to wonder how much the two men were alike deeper down.


  "Father." Hawk stepped the rest of the way inside. Seeing my face, he must have guessed at what had passed during my time alone with Harrison. "Sweet tea, whatever he's said, it's all lies. That's all he's good for anymore."


  A smirk lit the old man's face. Leaning closer to my desk, he lifted a knowing brow. "To convince me, he has to convince you. Don't feel bad about being taken in. Hawk is very good at this game, young lady."


  Young lady!


  He hadn't been treating me like a young lady before his son walked in. I swiped at my cheek, ashamed of myself for letting a decaying bastard like Harrison McKinley get to me. I didn't give a possum's ass what the old man thought about me.


  Lifting my chin, I stared straight into Hawk's eyes. "He said you won't be CEO of McKinley Oil until you're married."


  A faint nod from Hawk, one I don't think he intended to make. I continued on. "And that I'm nothing like the women you've…you've had relationships with in the past."


  A little shake, his eyes so sorrowful from the truth that I felt like he'd just ripped my heart from my chest and thrown it on the floor for his father to stomp on. "You're nothing like them, Ginny," he admitted.


  "So it's all been a lie." My words were ice, cold enough to freeze Hawk. No shake, no nod, just his hands reaching uselessly towards me from his hips, like they were handcuffed to his belt.


  I got up, grabbed my purse and wrenched the office key off the ring.


  "Ginny…" He reached toward me again, his legs not moving to close the distance between us. He couldn't care much if all he could do was stand there, hands flexing. "You can't leave--"


  "Oh, I can. I am!" I walked past Hawk, pushing him out of my path. Before the door swung shut behind me, I looked at father and son one last time. "You can both go to hell!"


  **********************


  I thought long and hard about whether I should start the classes at Midland that Hawk had paid for. Mostly, I thought about how I'd earned them -- on my back -- and what it said about me if I used the tuition money. I couldn't come to a good answer, so I registered anyway, my chest tight and cheeks blazing every minute of every lecture. I got another job, too, one that was part-time and in Midland. Red helped me get it. He knew something was wrong, just didn't know what.


  For several weeks, there were only three people who had any idea of what had happened -- me and the two McKinley men, neither of whom I ever wanted to lay eyes on again. By the third week of September, however, things started to come out. The local paper picked up coverage of how Hawk had ousted his father as CEO, getting enough of the non-family shareholders in McKinley to back him. That article led to Cherry Thompson opening her big mouth about how some private investigator from New York had been at Roy's asking about me. She took the opportunity to revive the story of how she and Bobby Jackson had humiliated me so many years ago. Then June Johnson, who runs Tupperville's only knick-knack store, put two-and-two together about how a man looking like Harrison McKinley had come into her place and purchased a little cow bell.


  That just poured kerosene on the fire. Everyone knew then that I'd been Hawk's plaything on the side. Beau quit McKinley, even though Red and I begged him not to. The only good thing during that time was daddy. He was up and on his feet, not for long spells, but he was his own man again. He also got everything coming to him from his worker's comp claim.


  I tried to focus on that bright spot. I avoided town, bought my gas in Midland and divided my time solely between school and work in Midland or being locked up tight at home with my parents. All the gossip would die down eventually. I just had to survive until it did.


  Good plan, bad execution.


  I came home from work on a crisp day in early October to find a beat-up truck parked in the drive. I didn't think much of it. People around Tupperville are always getting a new-to-them junker. With daddy able to work a bit, they had started bringing the vehicles to him for little things that needed fixing. Sometimes they stayed to gab, which daddy welcomed so long as they didn't try to gab about me.


  This time Hawk McKinley sat across from daddy's recliner with a cold glass of sweet tea in his hand. Keeping my gaze off Hawk, I looked at daddy. He seemed relaxed, too relaxed for a man who had heard all the rumors about me and the man sitting next to him.


  "Hey, baby girl. Me and Hawk were just talking about things."


  I nodded, still refusing to look at my former lover. Daddy is very particular about using a person's first name. Doesn't matter how low or high up in the world the person is, daddy won't use a first name unless he has been invited to do so and, more importantly, he respects the person.


  Clearly, daddy didn't know Hawk McKinley like I did.


  "I'm going to get the stew ready," I mumbled and fled into the kitchen.


  Gathering and rinsing vegetables and potatoes, I kept my back to the doorway. I didn't want to see when Hawk left and, if he was stupid enough to think he could come in here and try to charm me the way he'd obviously charmed daddy, all he would get from me was the back of my head. If there was anything left to save and he wanted to, he'd had weeks to try.


  I grabbed a chopping knife from the block and started attacking the celery. The chops came faster, my vision blurring but my brain refusing to communicate with my hands. My breathing sped up, my heart rate running ahead of it as the blade moved closer to my fingers.


  A hand curled around my wrist, another around my shoulder.


  "I get you don't want to talk to me but you don't need to lose a finger to prove it, sweet tea."


  I tried to shake him off but he held fast. "I don't care what you're doing here, Hawk McKinley--"


  "Sure you do, Ginny." He took the knife away and placed it in the kitchen sink before recapturing my wrist. "Otherwise you would have given me a cold smile or two, told me I had no business here--"


  "You don't!" I tried to sidle away from him. He wrapped both arms around me in an awkward hug, one I didn't want.


  "Of course I do, love." He pressed his lips to my ear, the gesture forcing my eyes shut.


  "Not that word…never." I sucked a huge breath in, instinct fighting instinct within me. I would not turn into his embrace. I would not cry. I would not let him see how much he had hurt me. I would not listen to his lies or excuses. I would not do any of those things even if I wanted to do all of them.


  "I have another word, baby. Forgive."


  Opening my eyes, I glared at him from the side. "Forgive?"


  The word tasted as ridiculous as it sounded but the damn fool holding me nodded. His hands gently rubbed at the muscles knotting under my skin. He brushed his cheek against my hair, everything so familiar and unwelcomed and wonderful at the same time. I felt a thousand-thousand needles piercing my heart.


  "I want you to know that I forgive you, sweet tea."


  "You-you forgive me!" I couldn't help it -- I shouted.


  "That's right, sweet tea." Hawk forced me to turn and look at him, his hands cupping my face so the only way to avoid meeting his gaze was to shut my eyes. I stared back at him, my anger making it easier but no less painful.


  "I forgive you for believing the terrible things Harrison said." He kissed my forehead. "About me."


  He kissed my cheek. "And about you."


  He kissed my other cheek. "I forgive you for not trusting me."


  He kissed my lips. "For not believing in yourself or me and for walking out."


  I pushed at his chest before I could surrender to his mouth. "Weeks!"


  It was all I could get out and I was pretty damned surprised I had managed that much. My body had started to react with a need that didn't include punching him. He drew me close again, his lower stomach and something long, thick and hard nestling against the swell of my stomach.


  "Yes, love." He went back to kissing me, starting at my neck and jawline to quickly close perimeter on my mouth. "Weeks of us both being hurt and obstinate, and I forgive you because I love you."


  Tears started to flow freely from me and I squirmed to get away from Hawk. He took a step back, his face turning down. "Ginny--"


  "What the fuck, McKinley!"


  I froze, panic settling inside me like quick drying cement. I knew the voice and tone, only I hadn't heard Beau use it since -- well, since he'd taught Bobby Jackson a lesson in manners. Hawk took another step back from me, turning so that I was out of harm's way.


  He almost avoided Beau's swinging fist.


  Almost.


  "Beau Kelly!" My tongue unstuck but the rest of me was useless. Was this paralysis what Hawk had felt seeing his dad in the office and me wearing heartache all over my face?


  I don't think Beau could hear me with all the blood pounding through his head. He was as worked up as I've ever seen him and preparing to take another punch. Hawk moved more swiftly, catching Beau's arm and spinning him. In less than sixty seconds he had my brother's chest planted against the kitchen table with Beau's wrist bent at a controlling angle that I knew had to hurt like the hell.


  "Beau, calm down." I stepped to the table and placed my trembling palm against his cheek. "I can handle Hawk McKinley myself."


  "You were crying." A deep scowl lined his face but he stopped trying to break free from Hawk's expert hold.


  "Yes," I agreed. "And I'm probably not done crying, but I will handle this."


  "Fine." Beau closed his eyes, his body relaxing. Hawk released him and he straightened slowly then turned and glared at Hawk. "I'm only through with you until she says otherwise."


  Hawk gave a slow nod, his body remaining tense and alert. Beau left the room and I headed for the freezer to grab a bag of corn for Hawk's cheek. He let me approach, but wouldn't take the cold pack. Instead he turned me and planted my butt in a kitchen chair.


  He stared down at me, not saying a single word. I started to squirm, feeling guilty because Beau hit him and because he was right about some of the things he'd said. Hell, he was right about all the things he'd said. I hadn't believed in either one of us. I'd been afraid to tell my parents -- my wonderful, understanding, loving parents -- that I was seeing him. I'd made him hide and then, when he wanted to explain, both times, I'd run away.


  I knew I should acknowledge the truth. More than that, I should tell him I love him. All those weeks of seeing one another, I hadn't. I wouldn't even call him love like he called me. It was time to put my big, fat, stubborn mouth to good use for once…


  "How'd you learn to fight like that?"


  Oh, absolute genius, Kelly!


  His face narrowed in on itself. I looked down at my lap where my hands twisted around one another. He cupped my chin and forced my gaze up.


  "I only ever pursued you because I wanted you, Virginia Kelly."


  I nodded. "I know that."


  "I think you're beautiful." His grip tightened when I closed my eyes, so I looked back up. "And admitting you are nothing like the women I had relationships with in the past was one of the greatest compliments I could have given you. It means you give, you care, you listen. Your heart is out, open and exposed. I know I reacted poorly, baby, but it was the first time in my life I can ever remember being afraid. I didn't want to lose you."


  He released his hold on my face and dropped to his knees. His hands smoothed up and down my legs as he rocked absently. I could see he was fighting to find the right words when a soft throat clearing behind me redirected our attention.


  Daddy stood at the kitchen's threshold, his cane in hand. His face was solemn, serious. He nodded at Hawk, gave a little jerk of his head then walked away. Hawk stood, his face knotted with an emotion I couldn't read, and followed after daddy.


  I waited, every muscle in my body tense as my ears strained for the sound of another scuffle. By the time Hawk returned just a few minutes later, I felt ready to faint before he had a chance to say anything.


  He got down in front of me again, this time on one knee. His left hand closed in a fist, he reached in and pulled something from it.


  "That's daddy's wedding band." I looked from the ring to Hawk's face. Damn, he was beautiful. I reached forward. My fingers lightly brushed his cheek to find that he'd shed a tear or two. "I'm sorry, Hawk."


  He shook his head then captured my hand. "Your daddy wanted me to do this right."


  I looked down, all the emotions running through me making me too dense to comprehend his words or actions. "Do what, Hawk?"


  He chuckled and slid the ring on my finger. "I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."


  He stopped to kiss the hand he'd just put the ring on. "I want you to have my babies." He flipped my hand so that it was palm up and planted another kiss. "Darn my socks--"


  "Oh, Hawk McKinley!" I pushed at his chest, my laugh delighted and tearful. Bending forward, I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him.


  He hugged me back, standing up and pulling me with him so that the length of my body was pressed against his. "Is that a yes, sweet tea?"


  "Yes!" I kissed him, repeating the word and the kisses over and over, each one more enthusiastic than the last.


  **********************


  Virginia McKinley. Virginia Kelly-McKinley.


  Staring down at the platinum and diamond wedding set on my finger, I shook my head.


  Mrs. Hawk McKinley.


  Perfect. Warmth bubbled through me and I turned in the backseat of the limo to snuggle closer to Hawk. Behind us, the short skyline of Tupperville faded to dust on the horizon. We were on our way to the airport in Midland and the private jet that would fly us to New York to refuel before carrying us the rest of the way to Dublin for our honeymoon. My parents, Beau and Shelly would be joining us in a week, all of us housed in a castle my new husband had rented for the occasion.


  I stayed snuggled against Hawk until it was time to leave the limo and get on the plane. Entering the aircraft a few steps ahead of him, I stopped and stared. "It's like a flying double wide, only fancier!"


  Hearing a giggle from one of the flight crew, I snapped my mouth shut and tried not to blush. I needed to learn not to say stuff like that anymore. Things were only going to get fancier as I moved deeper into Hawk's world. I only hoped I could adjust with half the grace he had shown in entering mine.


  "You are exactly right, sweet tea." Taking my hand, he led me to a white leather couch and sat me down. He nodded at the crew. "If there are any emergencies, please advise us over the intercom. Otherwise, we are to be left alone."


  They nodded, smiling and discreetly backing away from the forward area of the cabin to disappear behind a solid panel of polished wood.


  "Emergencies?" It was my first time flying -- ever -- and I didn't like the sound of that word.


  Hawk laughed, his hands curling around my elbows and drawing me up. "There won't be any, baby. It's just my way of letting them know I'll have their heads if they interrupt me taking my bride."


  "Oh…" Blushing, I looked around the cabin. It was furnished like a fancy, but functional, living room. Except for the plush carpet, the white couch he'd just lifted me from provided the only suitable place for the taking of a bride.


  I looked at the panel the crew had disappeared behind. I could hear the low hum of sounds through the wood and my cheeks got hotter. "Aren't they all just on the other side?"


  "That's why I'm taking you behind door number two." Hawk coaxed me toward the far end of the section we were in. He slid another panel open, revealing a king-sized bed and, beyond that, another open panel showing a large bathroom complete with a garden tub.


  "Hawk, there's a bed in this plane!"


  He responded with another soft, sweet laugh that I could feel against my bare shoulder. "That's our bed, baby. And you're going to spend about eighty percent of your flight in it -- both flights."


  His fingers moved along the back of the dress I'd changed into for the flight. It was almost as fancy as the wedding dress, its back a maze of ties that Shelly and momma had helped me fasten. He undid them one by one, planting a kiss for each knot conquered, his mouth trailing from my shoulder, up my neck, to my ear.


  The outer shell of the dress fell to the ground, leaving me standing in high heels, white stockings and a matching corset with the thinnest swatch of white satin masquerading as panties. Hawk turned me to face him and groaned, his eyes soaking in the way the corset molded my pale flesh.


  His hands trailed from my shoulders, down my sides, to my hips.


  "Mmm, more ties." Finding the ribbons that held my panties together and on me, he smiled. A naughty light glittered in his gaze as he slowly untied them. Freeing me, his eyes fluttered shut as his fingers stroked the silky red triangle of hair where my thighs met. "Ninety, sweet tea."


  "Ninety?"


  "Yeah, ninety percent." His eyes opened to reveal a smoldering, sensual blue fire. "In that bed, my mouth on you, my cock in you."


  He pressed on the top of my shoulders, pushing until I sat on the edge of the bed. He wanted me center of the mattress, but I wasn't ready to start the obeying part of the vows I'd taken. I unthreaded his belt and slowly worked the button and zipper open as I kissed a line down from his navel.


  "Willful little brat," he teased, his fingers knotting in the thick, red curls I'd dressed my hair in that morning.


  My lips closed around the head of his cock, earning me an approving murmur. His grip tightened and he rose up on his toes as I took in more of his length. Too big for me to suck all the way in, I wrapped my palms around the base and stroked. I could taste the bead of pre-cum pearling against the flat of my tongue. I pulled back, teasing the slit as I stroked harder.


  "So good, little girl." He let me suck and lick as he rocked back and forth on his heels. When he started to swell bigger and his balls pulled tight, he pushed me away. He drew a shuddering breath in but denied his release.


  He spun, landed on the bed next to me and pulled me across his lap before I realized what was happening. He had my belly across his thighs, my bare ass up in the air. Realizing what he was about to do, what he'd threatened any number of times, I gasped.


  Hawk chuckled as his hand started to lovingly caress my butt cheeks. He ran his fingers between my folds, finding me dripping with arousal. "This pretty little ass needs spanked, love."


  I bit my lip, thighs and ass flexing in anticipation, but he continued to rub and stroke at my flesh. "Or maybe this lovely wet cunt."


  I started to shake at the threat, need churning inside me. He rubbed my slit, spreading my juices and making me squirm. He stroked and teased until I was moaning and relaxed.


  Swat!


  "Hawk McKinley!"


  Another chuckle, the sound a sweet hymn to my ears. He returned to stroking me, his fingers detouring time and again to leisurely fuck in and out of my pussy. He drove me right to the edge, my legs splayed, my pussy exposed and vulnerable.


  He tapped fast and light against my perineum, reeling my climax in before letting it unspool back to the brink of satisfaction.


  "Hawk, love." I squirmed, needy, aching. "Can I, please? Can I?"


  "Baby needs to come?" He tapped harder, faster.


  "Yes, oh, please." I was about to, with or without his permission. I sucked two deep breaths in…ready…rolling…contracting…


  Swat!


  Fingers deep, hard, twisting, his thumb pressing against the pucker of my ass, the flesh slick from the juices he had pulled from me.


  "Come, sweet Ginny." The thumb threatened, enticed, penetrated. "Come so I can fuck this pretty little pussy."


  I jerked, my release freeing the scream stuck in my throat. My hips crested high, held, crested higher. Hawk rolled, flipping me on my back and pushing me up the mattress. He took my hand and kissed it before placing it against my pussy.


  "Stroke yourself, love."


  He watched me as he stripped his clothes off then he dove onto the bed, his chin pushing my hand away. Slurpy, sucking kisses were followed by his fingers as he moved up my body. Then his cock, bare and throbbing, slid in to the spot his hand had just vacated.


  He planted more kisses on my neck, bruising the pale skin beneath. His fingers made quick work of the corset, and then it was my breasts between his lips, his hands molding and squeezing as he sucked the hard tips.


  Something pulled at me and I clutched his shoulders. "What was that?"


  Hawk lifted his head, grinning. "Love, we've been taxiing for almost ten minutes. That pressure you just felt is lift off and it's only going to intensify for the next few minutes."


  He licked my nipple, kissed it. "Should we stop?"


  "Heavens, no," I moaned. He was in me, so thick and hard, the roof of my pussy already pushing down with need against his length. The gravity pull magnified the sensation.


  Groaning, Hawk buried his face against my throat. His cock dragged in and out of me, the shaft and head fat and throbbing. I contracted around him, my muscles wringing and tugging his cock. He lifted his head, his hands framing my face. His thumbs hooked the sides of my mouth and then he kissed me, his strokes longer and more urgent as the pressure of lift-off climbed ruthlessly toward its apex.


  Pleasure yanked my hips up, my mound rubbing and banging against his tight, muscled lower abdominals.


  "So good, baby." He bit at my lower lip, his thumbs still acting as bits. "Come with me. Don't hold back."


  My eyes rolled up. I exhaled, the first quiver of release vibrating through me. My cunt tightened around him, tugging sharply to pull him deeper as my cervix descended. He came then, strong jets shooting inside me three times, four, filling me now that there were no barriers between us.


  Panting, I collapsed onto the mattress, all the pressure leaving our bodies once the plane reached its altitude. Hawk relaxed against me, his weight supported by his arms as his breath fell hot and fast against my ear. He kissed my cheek, my mouth, his hands soothing my jumpy flesh.


  When I had calmed, he settled the bedspread around us. Cradled within his arms, I burrowed to my favorite spot, my cheek and one palm pressing lightly against his chest as his hand stroked my hair. His lips pressed against the top of my head, muffling his sleepy murmur.


  "Stay with me, Ginny."


  I smiled, my arm moving to hug his waist.


  There was no way this West Texas girl would ever leave her man.
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