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      On my way into the television studio, some guy with a camera steps into my path.

      “Mr. Tulane! You’ve been suspended again from the NHL for unsportsmanlike conduct. A four game penalty this time! Do you ever regret your actions?”

      I pull down my Ray-Bans a touch to let him see my fresh black eye. “Hell nah.”

      Several fans crowded around the entrance to the studio laugh and I keep walking, ready for this whole day to be over. It hasn’t even started yet and I’m already fucking annoyed. As the cameraman mentioned, I’m currently suspended from my dream job as an enforcer for the Brooklyn Bison over a fight that got a little out of control last week. Gloves came off, teeth were knocked out—not mine, thank Christ—and plastic surgeons were called in for the other guy.

      All in all, another day at the office.

      Now this morning? It’s the furthest thing from a typical day.

      My agent has his panties in a twist over the league threatening to boot me. So he’s found a way for me to make nice and improve my image. Therefore, I’m out of bed before nine o’clock in the morning to act as a judge on some ridiculous reality television baking show. Apparently the contestants are horrible at baking and have been nominated by their friends and family to be embarrassed on national television.

      I don’t really care who is getting humiliated here, so long as they don’t keep me trapped in this monkey suit longer than my contractually obligated five hours of filming. What the hell was my agent thinking, anyway? I’m not a people person on my best day. This whole effort to improve my King Asshole image could easily backfire.

      A tingle of worry works its way up my spine, but I sniff and ignore it, stomping through the back entrance into the studio. Some kid in a headset intercepts me, guiding me to a green room where they try—and fail—to put makeup on me. There are other judges hanging around backstage. One is a stuffy British guy I’ve seen baking on television before. The other is a little mouse of a woman in huge glasses doing her best to blend in with the wall. We don’t make any small talk and before I know it, we’re being mic’d up and called to the sound stage.

      “Okay,” says Headset. “Right now, the host is introducing the contestants. Also known as our victims. Next, he’ll bring out each of you, one by one, starting with Sebastian.” He gestures to the British dude. “Next will be Quinn…” The mousy girl jumps a foot in the air at the use of her name. “…followed by Aidan. We want to get their reactions to our resident celebrities walking out to judge them. Won’t that be hilarious?”

      “If you say so.” I massage the center of my forehead, wishing like hell I was holding a hockey stick or resting up for the next time I hold one. There is no in between. Sleep, hockey, repeat. That’s how it has been since I laced up my first pair of skates at age four. That’s how I damn well like it. But this news of my suspension caused me to crack open a bottle of Jack last night and my head is paying for it this morning. “Let’s get this over with.”

      “Hear, hear,” mutters Sebastian.

      “Yes, in just a moment,” sniffs Headset, visibly irked that we aren’t thrilled to be here. “When you get to the judges’ table, you’ll find score cards with some information about each contestant. There will be one round only in which they’ll bake—or try to bake—a three-tier red velvet cake. It’s going to be a disaster!”

      “And they didn’t know they were going to be on television, these poor saps?” I ask. “If someone pulled that on me, they’d regret it.”

      “Yes…” Headset licks his lips nervously. “I’m not a hockey fan, but I saw the highlights of your last fight. I wouldn’t deem it wise to ambush you on a reality show.”

      “W-will we need to talk on camera?” asks Quinn, pushing up her glasses. “I’m much better at writing than verbalizing.”

      “The host will ask you a question or two, yes,” responds Headset.

      “Oh.” Quinn pulls her cardigan tighter around her shoulders. “Oh…fudge.”

      Jesus, the woman looks like she’s about to faint. I pat her on the shoulder and she almost loses her balance. “Hey. You need to puke or something?”

      She blinks at me. “Um. No?”

      I clap twice. “Suck it up, kid. You got this.”

      “Is that meant to be comforting?”

      “I’ve got five older brothers.” I shrug. “Comforting ladies ain’t in my wheelhouse.”

      “Right.” She faces the entrance to the soundstage, just as her name is called. Quinn Beverley, renowned restaurant critic. “Thanks anyway for trying.”

      “You got it.”

      It’s my turn next. I toss my sunglasses at Headset on my way out to the judges’ table. The crowd doesn’t seem to know whether to boo or cheer for me. And I get that a lot. Remembering my agent’s pleading text messages this morning, I paste on a smile and salute the audience. Hell, I want back on the ice enough for the both of us, don’t I? The league isn’t happy at my repeat offenses. I should be relieved they haven’t kicked me out permanently. But what about next time? I inherited this temper from my old man and it’s hard to control when it’s provoked.

      I’m temporarily blinded by the stage lights, which is why I don’t see her right away.

      But when I take my seat and the lights are refocused on the host, the redhead materializes ten yards away and sound fades out around me. A bead of sweat rolls down my spine and I have an immediate case of dry mouth. Jesus, what a looker.

      That face.

      Those tits, too…but God, that face. It belongs to an angel.

      She catches me staring and flips her red hair over a shoulder, raising an eyebrow at me as if to say, “Not in your wildest dreams, motherfucker.”

      My dick plumps in my slacks. So rapidly, I have to widen my already extensive manspread to accommodate the growth. I’ve gotten a million hard-ons in my life, but I’ve never had one that spread to my chest. Yeah, my heart seems to have a boner? Is that a thing?

      She’s just so beautiful. Those blue eyes are confident and scared all at once. She’s got her chin up and a smirk on her face, but there’s a tremor in her fingers. Why does that make me want to vault over this table and wrap her in a bear hug?

      I don’t hug.

      I tackle, wrestle, dive to block a puck.

      That’s what I do.

      Hating to take my eyes off her for a second, I nonetheless snatch up the scoring card so I can find out her name. Lola, 18, Las Vegas, showgirl.

      Eighteen?

      Fuck me, that’s young.

      There’s knowledge in her eyes that makes her seem a lot more mature. Or is that just wishful thinking because I’m hotter than fuck for this female?

      The teeth of my pants zipper are leaving an imprint on my hard cock, my palms chafe up and down my thighs. I want to touch her. I want to lift her stubborn, little chin and tell her if she’s scared about something to…knock it off. Toughen up.

      That doesn’t seem like the right thing to say. Not at all. But I’m not the best at speaking to women. There were none of them around growing up and I don’t have time for them now. Men in my position have to be careful not to get in bed with a gold digger. When a player is drafted by the NHL, he has to go through a whole training course about protecting one’s assets from opportunistic people. I figured, why risk it?

      I might as well stay away from women altogether.

      I don’t want to stay away from this one. Hell no.

      If she wants to dig for gold, so be it. I’ll give it to her. She’s making me so fucking horny, just standing there in her white, ruffled apron and pouty mouth. God help me if they make me stand up on camera. I’d decapitate someone with this stiffy.

      Lola shakes her head at me.

      I smile back, even though it tugs at my black eye.

      “Mr. Tulane,” the host says brightly, putting a microphone in my face. “Are you excited to taste some cake today?”

      “Damn right.” I scratch at my day-old beard, continuing to grin at Lola. “The red one.”

      The host sputters. “You mean…red velvet?”

      I wink at Lola. “Sure.”

      Maybe I should be scared of the sparks snapping in her blue eyes, but I can only groan in anticipation of what’s to come. Because Lola, 18, Las Vegas, showgirl is going to be mine.

      Mine.
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      I am two seconds from hurling this batter-covered whisk at the judges’ table, where it hopefully clocks Aiden “the Brooklyn Brawler” Tulane right between his amused gray eyes. That’s right. I know who he is. Many a viral video featuring Aiden and his famous fists have made their way to my iPhone screen. He’s known as a hothead. A goon.

      Why won’t he stop staring at me?

      Why are my nipples throbbing?

      I do my best to ignore him and focus on my cake layers. At best, this red velvet cake is going to be a complete monstrosity and I’m just trying to get through it with my pride intact. A smug smile is cemented on my face, my spine is straight and I’m laughing at whatever dumb jokes the host directs at me. I’m fine. I’m fine.

      Never let them see you cry.

      By “them” I mean the cluster of mean girls in the audience behind me. I knew there would be some hazing when I became the youngest member of the dance company. I suspected the hazing would be pretty terrible when the director made me a featured dancer, with a singing part and everything. So why did I trust them? When my fellow dancers said they were bringing me to New York for a shopping trip to celebrate my success, I decided to trust them. Just because I was raised to be a skeptic didn’t mean people were all bad, right?

      Wrong. Now I’m sweating it out in front of a camera and that man—that devil—won’t stop stripping me with his eyes.

      Does he have to be so big?

      On television, he’s a large man. In person, he’s a tank. His suit does not make him look like a gentleman whatsoever. That black eye, his scruffy face and thick…everything screams that he’s a down and dirty bad boy. I’ve never been attracted to bad boys. In fact, I’ve pretty much steered clear of the entire male population my whole life. But on the odd times I let myself imagine who I could stand dating, it was a clean-cut, no drama type. Not Aiden Tulane.

      Not this man who seems to be picturing me on a platter surrounded by baby carrots and a sprinkling of parsley. In other words, his next meal.

      “Three minutes!” yells the host.

      Three minutes?

      What a bunch of boloney. Now I know the truth. They don’t just give bakers on reality shows difficult tasks, they condense the time down until the jobs are impossible. I’m not even that bad of a bad baker! The mean girls must have lied a little when they nominated me. Bottom line, though? No one can pull off a cake this size in two hours.

      Hell if I’m not going to try, though.

      I shake my first red velvet layer out onto the cooling rack and immediately start slathering it in buttercream. The sponge breaks apart, steam curling out of the crevices, but I merely brighten my smile, raise my chin and keep piling it on. When the going gets tough, dazzle the hell out of them, right? They can’t feel bad for me if I’m smiling.

      A prickle on the back of my neck makes me lift my attention and I lock eyes with Aiden. He’s not grinning at me any longer. No, he looks like he’s…giving me a locker room pep talk.

      “Come on, Lola,” he mouths. “Stop shaking and kick their asses.”

      Shaking? Ooh, how dare he notice the tremble in my hands!

      I make sure the camera isn’t trained on me, then I send him a scowl. “Drop dead.”

      His masculine mouth spreads back into a smile, a gold tooth winking at me from where his incisor must have gotten knocked out on the ice. God, that shouldn’t be attractive. Why am I finding his black eye and the proof of his fighter status so…hot?

      There’s no time to lament my bad judgment now. I have thirty seconds to finish this cake—and somehow I manage to cover it with frosting and place it on the presentation pedestal. The buzzer peals overhead and I slump forward against the counter. When I hear laughter over my shoulder, I turn and smile broadly at the mean girls, letting them know I’m having the time of my life. It visibly ruins their fun and they roll their eyes, going back to their phones.

      That’ll teach you to try and rattle me.

      Nothing rattles me.

      Except, apparently, the swaggering giant of a hockey player that steps forward to taste my cake five minutes later. They’ve already tasted the other two cakes, though Aiden hasn’t taken his eyes off me the whole time.

      The first contestant, a pretty blonde New Yorker type, totally bombed. Her cake kind of…oozes out onto the pedestal, drawing cackles from the audience. I feel pretty bad on her behalf and try to send her some non-verbal support, but she’s too busy making moon eyes at Sebastian, the British celebrity baker. The other contestant, a jolly, bearded fireman, holds his own with a halfway decent cake. Instead of worrying about the judge’s comments, however, he seems very interested in the way the female judge’s mouth moves when she chews.

      Interesting.

      When my turn for a taste test rolls around, Aiden makes no pretense of checking me out, scrubbing a hand along that bristly jaw that I am not imagining him rubbing all over my belly.

      I’m not.

      “Lola,” he greets me in a husky, male rasp. “Last but certainly not least.”

      I shake my hair out and cock a hip at the camera. “We can agree on that.”

      That gold tooth winks at me, but it’s more of a snarl than a smile. Aiden doesn’t like me flirting with the camera. That much is obvious. Well he’s going to have a heck of a time with me being a Las Vegas showgirl.

      Wait. No. He’s not going to have a heck of a time with any part of my life.

      This is the first and last time I’ll be seeing him.

      Even if I was interested—and I’m not—I can’t be with anyone.

      It’s way too dangerous, even for a man like Aiden who looks like he wouldn’t just take on a challenge, he would welcome it. Some problems can’t be solved with fists, though.

      I clear my throat and hand out three forks to the judges. “Taste away.”

      “Believe me, I’d love to,” Aiden says roughly, for my ears alone.

      A hot shiver travels along my inner thighs and I squeeze them together, behind the table where no one can see. This close to the hockey enforcer, I have to tilt my head back to look at him, he’s so tall. And broad. And thick. Did I mention thick? Thick enough to bite and he probably wouldn’t even feel it. When did you become such a pervert?

      Aiden makes a sensual act out of digging his fork into my cake and sliding the bite into his mouth. I can hear my own pulse as he chews, watching the cords of his throat flex. During the show, he loosened his tie and unbuttoned the top of his dress shirt, allowing a few black hairs to curl out of the V, and for some reason, that has me dripping into my underwear. I bet his entire chest is meaty, muscular and covered in proof of his maleness. I’d like to tangle my fingers in that hair and yank until he just attacks me…

      And these thoughts must be playing out on my face, because Aiden stops chewing and his chest starts to heave, ever so slightly, as if he’s trying to control it.

      “She gets my vote,” he says hoarsely.

      Unfortunately, I don’t get the other two votes.

      The director yells cut, the cameras go dark and I feel my cheeks flame. I’ve lost. So much for saving face with the mean girls, huh? No big deal. I just need a few minutes to myself, so I can recoup my flirty, nothing-bothers-me attitude. Never let them see you cry.

      Waving goodbye to the other two contestants, I leave my workstation and almost trip over a camera wire in my haste to get backstage. I keep my smile intact as I walk past Aiden and out of sight. I can feel him following me and I pick up my pace, turning into a green room area. It’s probably meant for the judges but I dip inside anyway, only intending to take five minutes to gather myself. Before I can close the door, however, Aiden’s fist keeps it from shutting and he pushes his way inside.

      “What’s up with you?” he barks.

      “You can’t j-just talk to me like…like you know me,” I sputter. “You don’t.”

      He comes closer, backing me slowly toward the far wall. “Don’t I, though?” His jaw pops as he looks me over, head to toe. “Let me see. You’re brave as hell, baby. Faking it until you make it. But you’re scared of something. What is it?”

      I scoff. “Oh, you don’t already know? I thought you had me all figured out.”

      “I’ve got your flavor. I’m trying to figure out the rest.” My back presses to the wall and I expect him to pin me there, but he stops just short of doing so, his expression thoughtful. “Why were you shaking out there? What are you scared of?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Lola.”

      Something catches in my throat. “I don’t like being laughed at, okay? I don’t like letting people know they’ve gotten to me, even if they have. I’m supposed to be stronger than that.”

      His brows snap together. “You are stronger than that.” He waves a hand at me like he’s doing a magic trick. “Now pull it together.”

      To my utter shock, a laugh trickles out of my mouth. “Why are you talking to me like one of your teammates?”

      Oh my God. He blushes.

      This big, bad hockey brawler is embarrassed.

      It creates an uncomfortably ticklish feeling in my stomach. Certainly not…butterflies?

      “I, uh…” He scrubs at the back of his neck. “I’m starting to think I’m supposed to speak to women differently than I speak to men. That other judge, Quinn, she might have implied that, too. That I’m harsh.”

      “Oh. Well.” My butterflies hit the deck. “Do you speak harshly to all the women who interest you?”

      “What?” He’s staring at me like I’ve just spoken Greek. “Quinn doesn’t interest me. She looked like she was going to puke, so I told her to suck it up.”

      “You’re speaking to me the same way.”

      “Yeah, but I am actually interested in you.” His plants his hands on the wall on either side of my head, his tongue raking along his bottom lip. “Really fucking interested.”

      Warmth pools in my middle. “How am I supposed to know the difference?”

      “Because I’m telling you,” he growls.

      I shrug and study my nails. What is going on with me? Why am I not running for the exit? This man is the absolute last person I should be making time with. I get the feeling he isn’t going to take it well when I tell him I’m not interested in associations with men, yet I can’t seem to make my feet move. Instead, I’m baiting him into proving he’s interested in me. Am I crazy? Did I suck some kind of toxic fumes out of the oven while baking?

      When the silence grows, Aiden pushes off the wall with a curse and paces away. He stops in the middle of the room, his massive arms folded, regarding me like a puzzle. “All right.” He clears his throat hard. “Look, uh…I understand what you’re saying. I don’t like to be laughed at, either. I’ve got five older brothers. You show a weakness with five dudes around, you better believe it’s going to haunt you forever. They’re still ragging on me about shit I did when I was nine. I get the need to be tough, Lola.” His blush returns slightly. “I only told you to pull it together because I wanted you to smile again.”

      One moment I was in this room with a near-stranger and the next, it’s like I know him. His gray eyes are sincere and bottomless, trained on me, pulling me closer. Making me feel safe. What I know about men, I learned from my father. And now my boss, back in Vegas. They don’t like to be criticized—like at all. But this guy took my criticism and used it to unlock something inside of himself. For me.

      I have the weird urge to do the same for him.

      “I thought they actually wanted to be my friends,” I say, my lips feeling numb. “I should have known better, but even if they were pretending…it felt nice. Until this morning.”

      “Why don’t they want to be your real friends?” he snaps, sounding pissed.

      Is he on my side? Yeah, it seems like he is. I’m enjoying having him there way more than I should. Way more than is allowed. “I got a work promotion. So to speak. And they didn’t.”

      He’s already shaking his head at me. “I deal with that useless envy all the time. Guys who’d love to take my spot, but they can’t, because they aren’t half as good. They’d rather flip me off behind my back than work harder.”

      My lips jump at one end. “Gosh, don’t be modest or anything.”

      “You aren’t modest, either, are you?” He swaggers his way over to me, planting those hands back up on the wall, leaning down so we’re eye to eye. “You might have been a little thrown off out there, but you know you’re a badass. Don’t you? You can say it to me.”

      “I’m a badass,” I whisper, my lungs expanding.

      “Uh-huh.” He gives me a slow wink. “And baby, you didn’t crack once out there. They threw you into battle, but you won the damn war.”

      I kiss him.

      Hard.

      Oh boy, now I’ve done it.

      I’ve never even kissed anyone, but I can’t stop myself from lifting onto my tiptoes and pressing my lips to Aiden’s. He grunts, seemingly shocked, but wow, he isn’t thrown off for long. A split second after our mouths meet, he’s got my ass in those giant hockey player hands and he’s lifting me up. My legs sling around his hips and he groans, charging forward to flatten me against the wall. And I thought we were kissing before, but now is when it actually begins. He’s such an aggressive bruiser of a human being that I expect him to demolish me, but instead he kisses me with a sense of wonder, like he’s never experienced a woman’s mouth, the same way I’ve never experienced a man’s.

      His lips move over mine, experimenting with suction and tugging on my bottom lip with his own, the tip of his tongue coming out for a slow taste. When our tongues brush, his hands flex on my butt cheeks and his erection jerks where he’s planted it between my legs.

      Aiden pulls back, breathing hard. “Everything hurts.”

      “What?”

      He buries his face in my hair, inhaling roughly. “My cock, my chest, all of me. You’re making me ache everywhere. Christ. What the fuck do I do about it?”

      I’m in the same condition, my inner walls squeezing rhythmically, my heart flip-flopping like a flapjack. How can I answer his question when I’ve never been here before? This is new to me, too. “I-I don’t know—”

      Our mouths lock together in a wild tangling of tongues and moans, his hips punching upward and driving me up the wall, over and over and over. He might as well be inside me for the pleasure my body seems to be giving him. An animalistic growl rips from his throat every time our sexes grind together and that male sound, along with the hard friction against my soft flesh, is making me wet. Drenched. And my nipples are so erect, they burn.

      As if my body sent him a signal, his mouth rakes down my throat to the low bodice of my dress, his teeth yanking down on my neckline, the lace of my bra. My pale breasts are loose for only a moment before his mouth finds them, his lips opening wide over the nipples and tonguing them feverishly, suckling on them like they might provide sustenance.

      “Aiden…” I moan, burying my fingers in his hair.

      “Never had my cock in a woman before. It’s been so easy passing on pussy until you, baby. It never mattered.” He grinds into me hard and buries his teeth in the crook of my neck. “You. You’ve owned my dick all along, haven’t you? The goddamn thing has been throbbing since I saw you and if I don’t smell and lick and fuck this little redhead cunt tonight, I’m going to break. I’m going to fucking break, do you understand?”

      “I…I…” This is a bad idea. A very bad idea, but my thoughts are so fogged in lust, I can’t remember why. “Aiden…”

      “Yes, baby.” He slurps my left nipple into his mouth, his hips slamming me in a quick tempo against the wall. “I’m going to come on these nipples, in your cunt, on your beautiful face. I’m going to come all over you, Lola. I’m going to fucking marry you.”

      Marry me?

      Those two words are like a sword slashing down the middle of a pillow. Where my focus a moment ago was solely focused on Aiden—and his filthy/magical mouth—my thoughts scatter now like feathers in ninety directions.

      Is this man crazy? Marry me? We just met!

      I can’t be in a relationship.

      It’s possible he’s not going to take that well.

      Why don’t I want him to stop touching me?

      “I have to go.” I drop my legs from around his waist. “Aiden, I…we shouldn’t have kissed. I think I gave you the wrong impression. I mean, I’m going back to Vegas tomorrow—”

      “The hell you are.”

      His muscular arms are still caging me in, but I duck under one to escape and back across the room on the balls of my feet, my heart still going a thousand miles an hour. “Thanks for the encouragement.” I realize my boobs are still showing and quickly yank up my bra and dress bodice. “You know, you’re actually kind of sweet underneath—”

      “Lola,” Aiden says in a warning tone, following me toward the door, his erection tenting the fly of his pants. “You’re not going anywhere. Not without me. Ever again.”

      “I am. I have to go meet the other dancers.” I check my imaginary watch. “Actually, they’re probably looking for me.”

      He ignores that. “Why shouldn’t we have kissed?”

      “Because I can see you want more.” Saying the word more out loud makes my pulse skip, but I staunchly ignore it. “I can’t give more.”

      “Why not?” he shouts.

      “It’s complicated.” I yell back.

      Intensity whips in his eyes. “You married already?”

      For a split second, I consider lying, but I think Aiden might actually go berserk if he thinks I’m legally bound to another man. “No, I’m not married. I’ve never even had a boyfriend. But…”

      He steps into my space and captures my arms, rubbing his thumbs up and down my biceps. “But what, baby?”

      I lower my voice to a whisper. Just in case someone is listening. “My boss is dangerous. Very dangerous. If a girl works for him, she belongs to him. Not as a girlfriend or anything romantic. But she is his property.” I swallow. “And right now, I’m the most valuable property he has. Please understand, I’m not free to be with you. Or anyone. I’ve…signed my life over.”

      For a heavy beat, he merely stares at me, processing that information.

      Then he does something I’m not expecting.

      Aiden laughs, a deep, booming sound. “Fuck that noise.”

      Before I can voice my confusion, he stoops down and throws me over his shoulder, striding out into the busy backstage area. A moment later we’re walking out onto the active New York City sidewalk. From my upside-down perspective, I see a mob of fans calling Aiden’s name—including my fellow dancers—waiting behind barricades. But I have no choice but to dangle helplessly over Aiden’s hard back and in short order, I’m being deposited into the back of a black limousine.

      Aiden climbs in beside me and barks a location, before pulling me onto his lap and tucking my head beneath his stubbled chin. “I’ll take care of everything now, baby,” he murmurs.

      With that, the limo lurches into traffic.

      Hold on. Did I just get kidnapped?

      If so, why do I want to snuggle into this man and never let go?

      You can’t.

      You’re putting him in danger just by spending time with him.

      As much as I want to ignore reason, I can’t. Wherever he’s taking me…

      I have to find a way to escape.
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      Most of my brothers are wild men, such as myself.

      We were raised with very little discipline or supervision and spent most of our time getting into trouble or playing hockey. My oldest brother is the only one of us who settled down with a wife. Once while we were out for a beer, he told me I would find a woman one day that made my heart feel like it was breaking and swelling out of my chest all at once.

      I’ve found her.

      I’m marrying her.

      It’s a done fucking deal.

      Lola doesn’t seem to think so, unfortunately. Which is why I’m taking her to a restaurant instead of my hotel room where I’d already be getting her pregnant. Yeah, I want my saucy little badass round with my child and I don’t think I’ll relax until she shows me two little lines on a pregnancy test. I’m locking her down and making a mother out of her. End of story.

      But look, I might be a hothead and a brawler, but I know how to listen when someone is saying something important. Lola asked me to speak to her like a lady, so she probably needs to be treated like one as well. I still have a lot to learn about handling Lola right, but I think she needs candlelight and wine and shit, right? Moreover, I want to treat her the way she deserves—and in the process, I want to find out why some motherfucker thinks he owns my future wife.

      After that, I can figure out how to rid him of that belief.

      By any means necessary.

      I kick open the back door of the restaurant and carry Lola inside. We’re not off to a great start, since she refused to get out of the limousine, but I’m a professional athlete.

      Challenges are kind of my thing.

      And I’ve never met one more worthy of a fight.

      Looking down at her sexy curves nestled in my arms, I groan out loud and gather her closer. She glares up at me, but her dress is molded to her tits, showing off her peaked nipples. There’s a rosy glow on her cheeks that has been there since we kissed. So she might be pissed, but she’s attracted to me, thank Christ.

      Back in the green room at the television studio, I almost came in my pants when our tongues touched for the first time. I’ve never tasted anything sweeter or more perfect than her mouth, and the way her legs wrapped around me? Fuck. I am showing admirable restraint by taking her to this restaurant with my cock full and dripping in my briefs. If she shows me the slightest bit of encouragement, how will I keep myself from pinning her tight body beneath mine and getting my seed inside her as deeply as possible?

      Pregnant.

      Pregnant.

      I need to get her pregnant.

      “Aiden, you’re talking out loud,” Lola cries. “There will be no getting me pregnant.”

      The waiter chooses that moment to appear, looking uncomfortable by what he overheard, but I can only grin. “Can I help…” His eyes widen with recognition. “Holy shit, you’re Aiden Tulane!”

      “One and the same.” I’ve been to this restaurant a couple of times, usually when my agent wants to soften the blow of another suspension, but I seem to remember there being a small, intimate dining area downstairs. “We’ll take the private room.”

      “Absolutely, Mr. Tulane. Right away.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Really?” Lola complains at the waiter’s retreating back. “Zero concerns over the fact that I’m being carried in here against my will?”

      I glance down at the spot where her hand has slipped between two buttons of my dress shirt, her fingers sifting through my chest hair. “Against your will might seem like a stretch.”

      Pink cheeked, she tugs her hand back and I wish I’d said nothing. I love the way her touch feels on my skin. Like it should have been there all along. It only takes a moment for the waiter to come rushing back with two leather-bound menus. He ushers us to a staircase that leads downstairs to a small, dim room. Wine racks line all four walls, floor to ceiling, and a table is situated in the middle, lit by flickering candles. Soft music filters in from an unseen speaker.

      I carry my fiancée over to one of the wide, wingback chairs and sit down, arranging her sideways in my lap and leaning back, feeling like a king who has found his queen.

      “What do you drink, Lola?” I ask, massaging the back of her neck with my thumb.

      She leans into my touch, ecstasy making her eyes a deeper blue, but she catches herself quickly and straightens her spine. “Champagne, please.” She throws a smirk at me. “The expensive kind.”

      “Make it two bottles,” I say, without breaking her eye contact.

      Her smile plummets. Mine grows.

      Doesn’t she know I can build her a champagne shower if she wishes it?

      “Right away, Mr. Tulane,” says the waiter, wheeling from the room.

      Lola regards me thoughtfully for long moments. “Was it true what you said before? That you’ve never been with a woman?”

      “Yes.”

      “And yet, you’re so…confident.”

      “I’m determined. It’s not quite the same thing.” Heat flows up the back of my neck over my next admission. “I don’t know how to make you come yet, but I’ll devote my life to finding out. When I set out to master something, I refuse to fail.”

      “I wouldn’t know how to make you come, either,” she whispers.

      “Move that ass around a little more on my lap, baby. It’ll happen.”

      Obviously just realizing she’s been torturing me with subtle revolutions of her hips, Lola gasps and reaches for the ice water sitting on the table. I watch her throat move as she drinks deeply, leaving her mouth glistening with droplets. “This has been the craziest day,” she rasps.

      “Crazy good.”

      “Easy for you to say, you’re the one with all the power.” She sets the glass down slowly. “I’m already someone’s puppet. My strings are taken. You can’t hold them, too.”

      “Consider them cut,” I seethe, rage winding around my insides. “No one holds your strings but you. I’m just terrified that if I give you an option to leave, I’ll never see you again.”

      “You shouldn’t see me again. It’s dangerous.”

      “I’m dangerous, baby,” I say, an inch from her mouth. “Or haven’t you noticed?”

      She shakes her head. “You don’t understand.”

      I lean in and catch her soft, plump lips in a kiss, my hand sliding to her hip and squeezing, rocking her toward me. At first, her mouth is stiff, but I make a gruff sound, a plea for more, and feel her melt. Feel her body lose its fight. She opens her lips and lets my tongue venture deep inside, licking against hers and she shudders against me. “There’s nothing that could keep you from being mine,” I say hoarsely. “Just help me understand.”

      Lola chews her lip. “I ran away when I was fifteen and…I lied about my age so I could get a job dancing, just off the Strip. Those girls taught me how to survive in a way my parents never did and I paid my way through the dancing lessons I’d always wanted.” She pauses. “Being a showgirl was only supposed to be temporary. I really want to…”

      “What?” I prompt when she falls silent.

      “I’ve always wanted to teach dance classes. To the kids who can’t afford it, like I couldn’t, you know?” She plays with her fingers in her lap, totally unaware that I fall more and more in love with her with every second that ticks by. “The small cabaret where I was working closed down and I needed a job fast. There was an audition at a bigger place…a well-known place…”

      I can tell she’s purposely not telling me the name of the casino where she works, but I bite my tongue to keep from interrogating it out of her. I don’t like that she compared me to a man who treats her like a puppet. I just want to be the man who makes her safe and happy.

      And pregnant.

      Sue me.

      “Anyway, I nailed the audition.” She sniffs. “I’m a damn good dancer.”

      Her touch of arrogance is like a siren call to my own huge ego and I swear to God, if she asked me for a condo on the moon right now, I’d work it out. “Okay, so you got the job…”

      “Yes. And everything was fine at first. I became the featured dancer, my name on the front of the program and everything. But my boss started withholding my salary. He began paying my rent directly and only doling out exactly what I needed. He overworks me and has the other dancers act as his spies. He’s probably threatening to fire them right now for losing track of me.” She stops to squeeze her eyes closed. “He made me dependent on him so I wouldn’t have the means to quit. It happened so fast and I was distracted by the job.”

      By the time she’s finished speaking, rage is making my hands shake. “Well you’re not dependent anymore, Lola,” I say through my teeth. “Call him and tell him you’re out. I’ve got you now.”

      “I’ve tried to get out, but he’s…threatened me, my parents. I haven’t seen them in three years, but I don’t want them to get hurt because of me. You don’t understand…” She drops her voice to a whisper. “He’s crazy. Money hungry. And I bring in a lot of money.”

      Yeah, I’ll just bet she does. She’s probably been raking in cash for the casinos since before she was even of legal age. I don’t like thinking of her dancing around on stage in an itty-bitty sparkly costume, either, but that is a problem for later. “I’ll handle this, Lola. You’re done. No more Vegas. No more of this bullshit.”

      “You can’t get involved. Please. I don’t want you in danger, too.”

      I’m going to let that shot at my capabilities pass. I guess I’ll just have to prove to her I’m invincible—and damn, I’m looking forward to it. “Why don’t you want me in danger?” I exhale the question against her bee-stung lips. “You feel something for me, baby?”

      “I don’t know,” she grumbles, adorably. “Maybe.”

      My mouth spreads into a grin. “Maybe?”

      She gives me an elbow in the ribs. “Aren’t you in enough trouble without borrowing mine, Mr. Brooklyn Brawler Tulane?”

      “You mean my suspension?”

      Discomfort snakes through my middle. I try not to let it show on my face, but when she tilts her head and peers closer, I know I don’t have her fooled. Uh-huh. Not Lola.

      “I, uh…yeah, I’m a little worried the league is getting fed up with me. When I get angry, I can’t seem to control it. I just have all this pent-up…”

      “Aggression?”

      I hum in my throat, very, very aware of the way her ass cheeks cradle my erection. “Yeah, something like that. I’m constantly frustrated. Hockey was my outlet for so long, but lately it’s not enough. I need…”

      “Sex?” Her eyes roam over my shoulders. “I’m no expert, but I’d say a man your size, with your stamina, needs…you know.” Color blossoms on her face. “What I said before.”

      Huh.

      Could that possibly be true? I’ve needed to get laid all this time? Maybe it never occurred to me because I’ve never been so attracted to any woman the way I am with Lola. Not even close. I’ve always just trained harder. Gotten to the gym earlier and tried to burn through my excess energy. However, the idea of pumping my cock into Lola’s little pussy and coming inside of her promises a release nothing else could give me.

      “We clearly have a duty to test out your theory,” I rasp, trailing my fingertips over the curve of her knee and up the center of her thighs. “For hockey.”

      She laughs at my dumb joke and pleasure expands my chest. “Only for hockey?”

      “Nah, baby. For my sanity.” I push her thighs apart and knuckle the crotch of her mint green panties, finding them damp. “Christ, the thought of sinking my meat into this…” I use my forearm to push her dress higher, up around her waist. “Can I see it?”

      “See what?”

      “That sexy, little pussy. Let Aiden have a look.”

      “God, you’re so blunt,” she admonishes me, but she’s breathing heavily, her perky tits heaving up and down, close enough that I could suck them through the material of her dress. Yeah, she can make whatever complaints she wants out loud, but I know she doesn’t mind this filthy mouth of mine. Not one bit.

      I hear a set of footsteps approaching the room and throw a cloth napkin over her lap. “Open the champagne and leave us,” I direct the waiter, who does as I ask without hesitation, leaving the open bottle in a silver bucket beside the table before leaving again. I uncover her once more, tossing the napkin aside and splaying my hand over her stomach. “Tell me yes.”

      Lola’s head lolls back, her lips parted and panting. “Okay, fine. For hockey.”

      Needing to get my eyes on her female flesh, I drag the panties down her thighs, knees and calves, dropping them onto the table. A groan wracks my body at the sight that greets me. A tight, pale cunt with a little strip of red hair running down the middle—and it’s mine, all mine, all mine. Nothing has ever been more perfect or tempting. It’s wet, smooth and smells like sugar-sweet heaven. Sweat forms on my upper lip and forehead, precome squirting from the head of my prick and dampening the fly of my pants. There’s a twist deep, deep in my belly, but it’s not just my system begging for relief, it’s something male and prideful, ordering me to serve and pleasure my woman.

      Abruptly, I stand and deposit her in the chair where I was sitting. “I’ve gotta lick it, baby. Now.”

      She gasps when I fall to my knees before her. “Wait. What?”

      With her knees grasped in my hands, I lean in, smiling against her pussy. “For hockey, right?”

      Her giggle turns into a whimper when I part her pussy lips gently with my tongue, easing my way into her wet folds. Delicious nectar sluices over my taste buds and rouses something animalistic inside of me. I’m suddenly sick and her taste is the cure. The only thing that can make me whole. I glide my tongue up and down through her smooth flesh and encounter a little bud near the top. When I nudge it with my upper lip, she whines my name and clutches the arms of the chair, opening her thighs wider—and I know I’ve found that important spot. Her clitoris, I think it’s called. I’m always hearing jokes in the locker room about how it doesn’t really exist, but it does. I’ve discovered the proof. And intuition tells me this little, pink berry being stroked is what rings her bell.

      Now that I have a game plan, I commit. I toss her legs over my shoulders and press my mouth flush to her core, flattening my tongue on top of her nub and massaging it roughly.

      Lola’s fingers spear into my hair, her heels digging into my upper back. “Aiden. Aiden. Oh my God. Don’t stop what you’re doing.”

      I’m desperate to get close as possible to her sweetness. I want to devour her perfect, creamy little sex. In my efforts to work my tongue against her spot as thoroughly as possible, the chair legs begin to scrape on the floor, away from me, but I drag it back with a growl. I spit on her pussy and scrape my teeth up the inside of her right thigh, lust burning me from the inside.

      I reach up and yank her hips to the very edge of the seat, rubbing my face in the soft, drenched flesh of her cunt. The tip of my tongue finds her fuck hole and wiggles against it, pressing in slightly and making her lower half jerk off the chair.

      “Aiden,” she sobs, pulling my face closer. “Please.”

      “I’m going to bring this home and fuck it,” I grit out, my mouth buried between the folds of her pussy. “Going to make it Daddy’s and overflow it with come. Going to ride it on the floor, in my bed, wherever the fuck I want. Going to treat it like a good, little princess or a naughty, little whore—and you’re going to love it, no matter what.”

      “Yes.” Her belly hollows and shudders, her hands yanking frantically at my hair. “Yes.”

      Triumph rocks me and I find her clit once more, batting it with the tip of my tongue before pressing down on that nub, sliding my middle finger into her fuck hole at the same time, jiggling, jiggling—and she pops off like a cork from a bottle.

      “Oh God!” I keep on stroking her sweet berry, reveling in the way she squirms through her orgasm. The orgasm I gave her. Hell yes. I want to beat my goddamn chest. I want to stand over her replete body and jerk ropes of come all over her skin. Brand her as my own.

      Instead, though…

      Instead, I find the urge to care for her trumps everything.

      When her climax subsides, her eyes are wide and she’s trembling, turning something over in my gut. Before my brain can deliver the order, I’m pulling her down into my arms, rocking her side to side on the floor of the restaurant. I plant kisses all over her forehead and hair, murmuring in a voice I’ve never heard come out of me before. Growing alarmed at her silence, I reach up and grab the bottle of champagne, tipping it to her lips.

      “Here we go, baby. Shhhh.”

      She takes a long sip and sighs, letting me kiss the excess liquid off her swollen lips. It’s meant to be a comforting kiss, but she opens her mouth and I plunge my tongue deep, growing aware once again of the pressure in my balls, my belly—Christ, my dick. It’s thick and aching for her. The champagne is set aside, forgotten on the floor and I lay Lola down, climbing on top of her and locking our sexes together, both of us breathing like we ran a marathon.

      “Can you be happy with just one night, Aiden?” Lola whispers, pressing her palm to my cheek. “I can’t give you any more than that.”

      Possessiveness rises within me like flood waters, furious and deep. “You can tell yourself whatever lies necessary to get you into my bed, baby. But I know…” I reach between us and press a fist to my chest. “I know you’re already mine and you aren’t going anywhere.”

      With that, I sit back and scoop her up off the floor. Ignoring my painful erection, I take my seat again with Lola in my lap and shout for the waiter.

      We better eat something.

      It’s going to be a long night of convincing Lola we’re forever.
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      Whoa.

      Like, whoa.

      I was already in a haze from my first man-given orgasm. And then I drank half a bottle of champagne and ate the best meal of my life. Now I’m being carried through the lobby of the Ritz-Carlton by a man who can be sweet, silly and dirty in the same breath. There is a part of me that says I could get used to this, but another, more cautious part of me silences that notion.

      I know better.

      There has been a running theme in my life since childhood. Every time I think there’s some sunshine on the horizon and I’m about to leave the dark days behind me, fate laughs at me. My mother divorced my deadbeat father when I was twelve. Things were fantastic for two weeks, but then she took him back. He returned twice as mean and bitter as before, making the next three years of my life hell in my own home.

      So I left. I found a family among the dancers at my first real job. My bank account was beginning to grow, but once again, fate swooped in and closed the casino, making my hope seem futile. And now. I’ve landed in a very bad situation with an extremely controlling boss.

      My phone is tucked away in my purse, but I know I must have an endless number of threatening voicemails from my boss, Denny, warning me about straying from the flock, also known as the girls who set me up on the baking show. He must be livid that I’ve gone MIA.

      My heart wants so badly to trust Aiden, but I know too well that hope leads to disappointment. This time, I’m afraid of taking the leap across the canyon, because it will hurt if I crash into the hillside. While sitting on Aiden’s lap tonight—post-orgasm—letting him feed me steak while he brooded in silence, I tried to fight the connection between us, but it only grew. Why do I feel like I know all the little corners of shadow and light inside this man? Why do I truly believe he wants me for more than just one night?

      I don’t know. But I’ve been let down so many times, I just can’t take the chance.

      It would hurt too bad if this thing with Aiden turned out to be just another false sun on the horizon. Or worse, I could put him in danger.

      Both of those outcomes would kill me.

      So I’m giving myself one night—and one night only.

      For hockey.

      Aiden steps into the elevator and uses his elbow to press a button for one of the higher floors. He steps into the center of the moving car and smiles down at me, that gold tooth winking over on the side of his mouth. A lightheaded sensation takes me over and I realize I’m…swooning. I’m actually swooning over this man.

      “You get enough to eat, baby?” Aiden murmurs, leaning down to kiss my forehead.

      More swooning. “Yes. More than enough. You?”

      He sighed. “One of the drawbacks of being this big is I’m never full. When a buffet sees me coming, they pretend to be closed.”

      A laugh bubbles out of me. “You could just break through the wall like Kool-Aid man.”

      “I’ve been tempted,” Aiden chuckles. “Especially after a game when I’ve still got all this energy and no way to expend it,” he adds absently.

      The elevator doors open and we step off into a luxurious hallway with only two doors. Aiden opens the one on the right and we walk into a palatial suite. But I really see none of it. I’m thinking about what he said. All this energy and no way to expend it. Could it really be possible that Aiden’s temper on the ice is due in part to the fact that he’s been celibate?

      If so…what if giving myself to him tonight really does have a positive effect?

      Am I crazy to be so turned on by that possibility?

      My virginity might save the world.

      Okay, maybe not the world, but it could possibly aid his career. And yeah, if that’s the one amazing thing that comes out of our night together, I have to be at peace with it.

      A wrench turns in my chest.

      Aiden doesn’t bother turning on any lights. He simply carries me through the dark interior of the living space, complete with fireplace and lush couches, back to the humongous bedroom. “Thank God the maid was here, so you won’t find out I’m a slob.”

      “If you’d seen the backstage dressing room I share with nineteen women, you wouldn’t be worried. I’m used to a mess.”

      Aiden sets me down at the foot of the bed, keeping his hands on my hips. This close, I have to tilt my head back to keep eye contact and it sends a feminine shiver of delight down my spine. Enjoy yourself. Just don’t get too attached.

      He brushes my hair away from my face and I can’t help but lean into his touch. His breath feathers my hair and he steps closer, letting me feel his huge erection on my stomach. Goosebumps break out down my arms, my nipples hardening into tight peaks. I’m immediately hot and bothered, but I’m less concerned with my own growing desire. This poor guy has been hard for hours and I can feel the hunger radiating from his muscular frame.

      I reach for the button of his pants and unsnap it, carefully lowering the zipper as his breathing accelerates. “You want me to dance for you, Aiden?”

      “Yes.” He heaves the word. “I want anything you’ll give me.”

      Going up on my toes, I take his lower lip between my teeth and tug. “Sit,” I whisper, pushing at his shoulders until he’s seated on the foot of the bed. “Showgirls used to prance around the stage in formation and do high kicks, but times have changed a little.” I lean in and speak directly against his mouth. Letting our breaths mingle, I reach inside the opening of his pants and drag my palm down the thick trunk of his erection. “Sometimes it’s about flare. Nostalgia. Other times we dance to tantalize.”

      A shudder whips through his rock-hard body. “Fuck,” he pants. “Touch me, baby.”

      “I will. And that’s something no one in the audience will ever get from me.” I fist his shaft and stroke him through his briefs, which have been stretched to capacity. “I’m going to tantalize you. And then I’m going to quench the frustration I created.”

      “Yes.” He thrusts into my grip. “Lola, baby, sweetie, please.”

      Smiling, I take my hand out of Aiden’s pants, leaving behind a growing wet spot, and lift the hem of his shirt until it’s over his head, casting it aside. Holy mama. He looks like a freaking Marvel superhero, but there’s no Hollywood makeup or special effects. The tattoos, scars and muscles are one hundred percent real. He leans back on his elbows and causes his entire athlete’s body to flex, his expression turning cocky, thanks to my breathless interest in his physique.

      “That make you wet, baby?”

      I nod. I can’t lie. But I also have my pride and I’m supposed to be running this snow.

      With a hard swallow, I take the hem of my dress in both hands, winding the material around my wrists and pressing it to the juncture of my thighs. I bite my lip and start to sway my hips, knowing he catches just a hint of my bare womanhood with every movement. My thighs are on full display and when I bend forward, snap up, my breasts come close to spilling out of the bodice of my dress.

      “That make you hard, baby?” I croon, throwing his question back at him.

      And he loves it, the confident side of me that has so often intimidated others. So much so that I’ve toned it down. But I don’t have to do that with Aiden. His acceptance of my true personality makes me feel even freer, sexier. I dance unencumbered, turning around and undulating my hips while he ogles my bare backside, his erection standing straight up through the open V of his pants, white droplets rolling down the sides.

      “Goddamn, Lola. You’re going to let me lick between those ass cheeks the way I licked the sweet middle of that pussy, aren’t you? Yeah, you are.”

      This dance is the most intimate I’ve been with anyone, but it’s Aiden, so I don’t second guess myself or my impulses. I climb onto the bed and push him down, prowling over his big body, only allowing my curves to skim him ever so slightly. His face is the picture of agonized lust and I take a moment to memorize it, before I lick a path down the center of his chest, rippled abdomen, stopping at his turgid sex.

      Taking it in my hand.

      Taking it in my mouth.

      A spurt of milky liquid shoots off between my lips and Aiden groans, his hands twisting in the bedsheets on either side of his hips. “Yes. Yes, Lola. Come on, baby. Suck Daddy off.”

      The inner walls of my femininity clench hard at the gruff way he refers to himself, like he can’t help it. Like he can’t help the filth coming out of his mouth. Likewise, I can’t help wanting to watch this man find pleasure with a woman for the first time. Even though he’s my first time, too, I’m more eager to watch him come apart than anything. He’s so bursting with need and pent up frustration and testosterone. Peering up the rocky landscape of his abdomen and chest, I see the veins stand out in his throat, his pectorals flexing, making him look like he could implode.

      All because of my mouth.

      The way I drag my tongue in circles around the pulsing head, until he’s shouting my name, then plunge my lips halfway down his wide arousal. He hits the back of my throat and releases a salty tang, the male essence of it making me eager for more. More proof of his pleasure. I take him in both hands, wringing the fat base of his erection, bobbing my head up and down, sucking, moaning in my throat—

      I’m flipped over onto my back.

      Aiden pauses with his shaft halfway inside my mouth, his inner thighs vibrating with tension around my head. “Ah, Lola. I don’t know if this is okay,” he rasps, rocking his hips forward a touch, as if he can’t help it. “You just feel so good sucking on me and I need more. Need it deep.”

      Since I can’t respond verbally with his manhood occupying my mouth, I communicate with my hands. I reach behind to Aiden’s ass and yank his briefs down to mid-thigh, digging my fingernails into the meaty flesh and urging him forward.

      He falls over me with a guttural curse, straddling my face with his enormous body.

      A second ago, I was taking Aiden with my mouth.

      Now?

      My mouth is being taken.

      I’m flat on my back having my mouth ravaged by haphazard pumps of Aiden’s hips, his shaft spearing thick and hot into my mouth, tapping the back of my throat a little more with every grunting, desperate drive.

      “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, baby. I’m sorry. I can’t stop.” His heavy balls rebound off my chin, loud and sloppy sounding in the quiet room. “I gotta bang that little mouth. You made me so hard. It hurts. It hurts so goddamn bad.”

      I never thought I would love giving head to a man, but this is heaven. Feeling and hearing the bedsprings creak underneath me while Aiden has sex with my mouth makes me feel like a cherished tool of pleasure. I’m the one making his muscles strain, making sweat form on his corrugated stomach, making him shiver every time I manage to open my lips wider. His ass muscles flex within my touch every time he thrusts and it’s so erotic and naughty, my thighs are restless on the bed, my sex wet and achy.

      “I’m going to come. Sweet fuck, I’m going to come.” His fingers tangle in the hair at the crown of my head, holding me steady as his pumps turn wild. “Wanted to get off in your cunt, but I can’t help it, baby. You’re too good. So good. Going to put Daddy’s load down your throat.”

      Yes. Do bad things to me. Say bad things to me.

      My eyes roll back in my head and I squeeze my legs together, anticipating his release. It’s excites me like I never knew was possible, giving a man release.

      No. Not just a man.

      Aiden. My enjoyment is all because it’s him.

      A rough shout catches in his throat and he plunges his thickness deep, barking my name in between curses as his salty essence spurts down my throat. My lips are stretched wide around the wide base of his shaft, the delicious pressure causing tears to roll down my cheeks.

      “Swallow it, fuck toy,” he growls above me. “Swallow.”

      An orgasm catches me off-guard. I’m not even touching myself between my legs and neither is Aiden. It’s the enormity of his release, it’s the way his balls tighten and jerk against my chin, his length pulsating and setting moisture free. My legs kick in every direction on the bed, but I can’t jackknife the way I would if Aiden wasn’t pinning my head to the mattress with his hips. All I can do is moan through my rhythmic clench of my intimate muscles, swallowing because I have no choice. My body wants it. Aiden needs me to take it.

      Eventually, however, I can’t keep up with his output and my mouth overflows. With a grunt, Aiden pulls his arousal out of my mouth and strokes it, jetting his remaining pleasure onto my mouth, cheeks and chin.

      “Yes, Daddy. Yes, Daddy,” I whimper, writhing under the storm, putting my tongue out to catch the precious droplets. His teeth are clenched in pain, his knuckles white as he jerks over and over and over, his big chest heaving. He’s glorious.

      “Mine now,” he grits out, shooting his male mixture onto my breasts. “Mine now!”

      Seemingly depleted, Aiden falls sideways onto the bed, leaving me gasping up at the ceiling for air. His hoarse, labored breaths join with mine in the room, making beautiful music, and slowly his hand reaches down and brushes over my hair reverently.

      “Lola.”

      I can’t answer. I’m too busy trying to fill my lungs.

      “Lola,” he says with increasing alarm, his concerned face appearing over mine. “Tell me that was okay. Tell me I didn’t do something wrong. Christ, I didn’t hurt you, did I?” He finds his discarded T-shirt and carefully wipes my face and breasts, then tosses it aside, gathering me into his warm body like a child. “I don’t know what happens to me when we touch, baby. I forget to treat you like a lady.”

      “I love it,” I whisper, nuzzling my cheek into his chest hair. “Don’t you dare stop.”

      His voice is fervent against my temple. “Stay with me forever and I won’t.”

      My eyes fly open at his words. For a little while, I forgot that Aiden and I need to remain temporary. Come morning, I won’t be able to fantasize that our relationship can go further than just one night. But maybe…maybe I can play pretend for just a while longer…

      And hope against hope that I can walk out of here with my heart intact.
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      My heart is going to beat out of my chest.

      I’ve already fallen so deeply in love with Lola, my athlete’s mentality is kicking in. I’m panicking because, just like before a hockey game, I don’t want to lose. Unlike hockey, though, I don’t know what winning with Lola is supposed to look like.

      Do I follow every single urge my heart throws at me?

      For instance, we’re climbing into a hot shower right now, but I want to drop down on my knees and kiss her toes, kiss her knees, pray to her like she’s a goddess. Is any of this normal?

      My chest feels like it’s on fire and I can’t seem to stop touching her. Any part of her naked skin I can get ahold of, my palms skim over eagerly. Her pale, little backside. Those hollows in between her neck and shoulders. Her adorable nose. I don’t know how I’m ever going to be able to concentrate again if she’s around. Every inch of her is a distraction.

      Is that a freckle on her tummy?

      Oh my God. How is she so perfect?

      I have to get her pregnant.

      I need to.

      There is nothing in this world that could make me regret coming in her sweet, suckling mouth except that I missed a chance to make our first baby. Jesus, what she did to me. What she let me do to her. I fucked her mouth like it was a pussy and all she did was moan and yank harder on my ass cheeks.

      A groan works its way up my throat.

      Am I going to come just thinking about it?

      She gave me the best goddamn orgasm of my life five minutes ago and my cock has already hoisted the fucking mainsail again, eager to do some more plundering.

      No, Aiden. I have to wait.

      I’m worried if I give myself the green light again so soon, it’s going to be more of the same. A beast attacking its prey. She deserves better than that. I have to remember she’s a lady and treat her like one, even if my dick is already full to bursting again. This is the woman I’m going to marry. She’s going to be the mother of my children and I need her to love me back, dammit.

      How the hell do I do that?

      I follow Lola into the steaming shower while looking down at my calloused hands, as if they hold the answers. I’m quickly distracted by the picture she makes under the hot spray, her red hair plastering to her wet back, the water streaming down her spine and over her tight butt. She whimpers and tips her face toward the silver nozzle, her hands raking up her ribcage, over her tits and into her hair. I’m positive I’m standing here like a drooling simpleton, but I don’t know what else to do. She’s so fucking pretty.

      “Aiden?”

      My cock smacks off my belly when she says my name. “Yeah?” I croak.

      “You play for the Brooklyn Bison…is that where you live? Brooklyn?”

      “No, I’m in Manhattan. Downtown. But…” I sigh and pick up the soap, slowly lathering it in my hands. “Photographers are camped at the curb outside my building right now. The scrapes I get into on the ice don’t always go viral like this last one. That’s why I’m worried.”

      Lola turns and I’m momentarily tongue tied at the up close view of her mouthwatering tits—and don’t even get me started on that little, red snatch. My senses are so scrambled; I almost take a bite out of the soap in my hands. “You’re worried the league will be harsher on you because the fight was so public?”

      “Yeah.” I put the soap on the ledge and run my hands along the slope of her shoulders, down to her sexy tits, kneading them. Gently. Like a lady needs. “It doesn’t matter if I’m the best player in the league, the games need to be family friendly or they sell less tickets. My manager booked me at the last second for the baking show, thinking it might prove to the league I’m committed to improving my image.”

      My touch is making her breathe heavily, maybe even distracting her from our conversation, and I love knowing I’m capable of doing that. “I, um…um. That’s nice.” I thumb her nipples and her eyelids droop slightly. “What if you apologize?”

      I frown. “Huh?”

      “Apologize to the guy whose nose you broke. And the fans, too. On social media.”

      “Like Twitter?”

      “Sure.” She takes my wrists and backs up, so the shower spray is hitting my chest and rolling downward. If I’m not mistaken, I think maybe Lola is hot to get me wet. So she can ogle my muscles. Damn, I hope so. They’re all hers. She slides her fingers into my chest hair, raking her nails up and down my pecs, turning my cock to engorged steel. This must be fucking paradise. “A public apology would go a long way,” she murmurs. “Didn’t your manager suggest it to you?”

      “He probably assumed I’d never go for it. I’m not really the apology type.”

      Lola shrugs. “You might be mean, but deep down, you’re just a big sweetie.”

      My face warms. Am I blushing?

      What the hell is this woman doing to me?

      I don’t know, but she can never stop. Ever.

      “You make me want to be better,” I say, swallowing hard. “To be worthy of you.”

      “Worthy of me?” She seems to be holding her breath, looking up at me through her eyelashes. “I’m a runaway show girl.”

      I grasp her arms. “You are my heaven. And I’m going to figure out how to be yours.”

      “Aiden…” she whispers, reaching up to cup my jaw. She looks like she wants to say more, but instead, she goes up on her toes and offers me those steamed up lips. I’m incapable of doing anything but fusing my mouth with Lola’s, drawing hard on the kiss, before breaching the barrier of her lips with my tongue. Ohhhh. My God. She melts against me, trapping my dick between our slippery bodies and I lap at her, our slick lips dancing together, tongues twining with mounting hunger. My hands ache for contact with her skin, even though I’m already touching her. There is never enough, but I attempt to feel as much of her as possible, running my palms down her arched back, over her smooth ass, hips, thighs, arms.

      She seems to love touching my chest and abs, so I tighten my muscles, flexing them beneath her fingertips and she whines into the kiss, sucking hard on my tongue.

      Fuck yes.

      I rear back with my right hand, intending to slap her ass, but I curl it into a fist before I can make contact. “Dammit, I’m trying so hard to treat you like a lady.”

      “Why?” she says, looking offended.

      “You’re a virgin, baby,” I say, wrapping her in my arms and holding her tight, marveling over the way our bodies lock together like two halves of a whole. “I know I’ve never been with anyone, either, but I’ve got two hundred and eighty pounds of muscle to protect me. You’re so young and fragile and perfect…”

      Once again, I check the impulse to get down on my knees and pray to her.

      Our Lola, who art my heaven…hallowed be thy name…

      Her mouth curves into a smile. “Are you praying to me?”

      “Yes,” I admit, though I didn’t realize I’d said anything out loud. “I don’t know what’s happening to me. I want to worship you and spank that little butt at the same time.”

      Her blue eyes deepen in color. “Who says you can’t do both?” she murmurs, turning to face the shower wall, presenting me with two wet, rounded cheeks. I press my hips closer, my cock automatically trying to wedge its way home. Ah Jesus, yes. I could come like this, just rubbing my cock up and down against her virgin asshole. “I’m not a fragile little lady,” she says, looking back at me over her shoulder. “I loved it when you were mean to my mouth, Aiden.”

      A groan rips out of me and I lay a rough slap down on her ass, watching her flesh jiggling against my lap. “Fuck, baby.” I dig my fingertips into her hips and jerk her back, humping her like an animal while she struggles to keep balance on her toes. “You make me so horny.”

      “I’m horny, too,” Lola whispers, so quietly I can barely hear her over the shower spray. “I don’t even know exactly what I’m horny for yet.” She turns her head and implores me with her eyes. “Show me, Aiden?” She chews her lip, humor making her eyes sparkle. “For hockey?”

      I almost bust right then and there, between her lush ass cheeks, but manage to hold back. Don’t come anywhere but in that pussy. Get her pregnant. Do it now. Now.

      “Aiden…” she sobs, pushing her tush up into my lap.

      And I’m powerless to do anything but reach down, fist my dick and guide it to her cunt, wetting the tip as much as I can with her juices, before squeezing the first few inches into her sweet heat. “Son of a bitch,” I heave, ramming my cock the remaining distance and flattening Lola against the shower wall. Pinning her there. Imprisoning her. I have no choice. She’s strangling my cock, pulsing all around me, and there’s more. There’s more than just the perfection of her tight, tight, tight pussy. As soon as I’m buried inside of Lola, there’s an avalanche of emotion inside of me that robs my breath.

      I’m in love with Lola.

      I’m obsessed with her.

      I’m so fucking obsessed.

      I look down in time to watch the last of her virgin blood wash down the shower drain and I kiss her neck softly, forcing myself to calm down. Or I’ll break her in half with the crushing hunger inside of me. She’s whimpering and squirming around, making me want to ram my cock into her sweet body over and over, but my heart keeps me from giving in to the insanity.

      For now.

      With an arm wrapped around the front of her hips, I lift Lola higher between my body and the wall, cinching back my hips and driving forward, her pussy accepting me greedily. Jesus Christ. She’s milking me from all sides, the feel of her so smooth and hot and incredible.

      “Aiden.” Her mouth is open and panting on the granite wall, her dangling feet knocking into my shins. “You feel so good. You feel so big.”

      “I’m not hurting you, baby?” I lick water droplets off the slope of her neck. “You’re so small compared to me.”

      “That’s my favorite part,” she whispers, glancing back at me shyly, a strand of red hair plastered to her plump lips. “Don’t hold back with me.”

      I surge forward with a growl and grind my cock deep, the sound of her cries echoing off the walls of the shower. “You like when I’m rough with you, Lola? You like being my hot little fuck toy?”

      “Yes. Yes.”

      “I’ll give you that, as long as you remember some things, all right?” I graze her earlobe with my teeth and she seems to love that, her breath catching, her pussy tightening up around me like a vise. My hips move of their own volition, dragging my length in and out of her drenched heaven. Again, again, again. “While I’m fucking you like a dog in heat, understand this: I’ve been given no greater privilege in my life than being inside you. You giving me that cherry? Goddamn, baby, I’m the luckiest son of a bitch alive.” I wrap a hand loosely around her throat and press my open mouth to her temple. “I’ll protect you. I’ll love you. You’re safe with me. Can you remember those things while I’m pounding it out?”

      She nods vigorously, her body restless, moving seductively against mine. “Aiden, please…I can’t stand all the pressure. Make it go away.” Her eyes are blind when she tosses her head back on my shoulder. “Hurt me, Daddy.”

      Her plea causes lust to eclipse my tenderness. An animal howls inside of me, demanding I break my mate in order to make her whole, make her mine. Claim. Claim now. Not bothering to turn off the shower, I rip Lola off the wall and stumble back out into the bathroom, throwing her down on the floor in front of me on her hands and knees, my cock still buried to the hilt. I know this can’t be the right way to take a virgin for the first time, but my instinct has taken over and Lola is arching her back, whining my name, encouraging me.

      “Nothing but a horny, little virgin, aren’t you? Look at you. Turned out by a big cock.” I backhand her quivering ass. Slap. “Listen to you, crying for Daddy. Thighs spread, ass up, begging for her next thrust. Oh don’t worry, you’re going to get it, baby.”

      I can’t stop myself from falling forward, burying my face in the crook of her neck and riding her cunt from behind with fervor I usually reserve for the final period of a hockey game. I’m sweating, grunting and thrusting, a slave to the siren call of release. My balls are painful and heavy, swinging forward and slapping off her ass, pressure building, building inside me like a tsunami roaring in from the center of an ocean. God, oh God. It’s too good.

      How have I survived without Lola?

      Mine. Mine.

      “Aiden,” she whimpers, her pussy clamping tighter and tighter around my shaft. I want to feel it everywhere when she has her next orgasm, so I reach underneath her body and press two fingers down on top of her clit, growling over the way it swells and vibrates for me. “I’m going to…I’m going t-to come…”

      “Jesus, baby. Me too.”

      The hoarse confession rips its way up my throat before I even realize it’s true. But there’s something taking place inside of me. Something big. The frustration and tension I’ve been living with since I was young is breaking apart. My balls are tucked up tight to my body, squeezing, getting ready to drain themselves of my seed. It’s nothing like the release that builds when I fuck my own hand, though. God no. It’s like I can feel over a decade of hunger screaming to the surface, toward Lola, the goddess of my relief.

      “Lola,” I choke out, my hips starting to piston out of control, my grunts filling the bathroom as surely as the steam from the still-running shower. “Fuck. I’m sorry, baby.”

      I flatten her to the ground, my drives turning brutal. Almost violent. I use my knees to pry her thighs wider and I wet hump her cunt, my teeth clenched, my eyes seeing nothing. There’s a part of me that’s well aware I’m fucking her too hard, but with years’ worth of celibacy bearing down on me, I find my palm slapping down on her little ass cheeks, leaving hand prints behind. I find myself burying my teeth into the flesh of her shoulders and calling her filthy names that I’ll be ashamed of saying out loud later.

      Despite all that, she climaxes around my pumping dick, the added lubrication from her body making me wild. “Aiden!” she wails, her pussy pulsing rhythmically, her fingers clawing at the bathroom floor.

      Indescribable pleasure tears down my spine and twists, loosening something in my belly and my balls erupt, shooting semen up my fatness. Just when I think I can’t get any more animalistic, I ram my cock as far as it will go into Lola’s cunt and hold myself there, marveling over the way I jerk and sputter inside of her.

      “Who’s going to have a pretty round tummy in nine months, huh?” I growl against her ear, righteous tension still draining out of me. “Who’s going to be walking around with proof she got down on all fours for Aiden and took his big dick, huh, baby?”

      “Me,” she slurs, her body shaking. “Me.”

      I have to start thrusting again because the come won’t stop. It’s being pulled from some reserve deep inside of me, and the more I let it go inside Lola, the more contentment settles over me. Finally, I collapse beside her, my jaw slack with awe. For once in my life, I am totally void of any of the frustration I usually carry around. It’s gone. I’m lighter than a feather.

      At least that’s how I feel.

      I’m still a giant motherfucker and I’ve just banged this sweet, eighteen-year-old innocent into the ground. With a weight in my chest, I pull Lola into my arms and wrap myself around her, laying kisses everywhere I can reach. Her face, her hair, her shoulder.

      “Baby,” I say thickly. “Are you all right? I was…I was…” Rough. Mean.

      “Perfect.” She turns slightly, so I can see her smile. “Just don’t ask me to walk, mkay?”

      Relief and affection melt together in my middle and I vow to treat Lola like a princess as often as possible, so she’ll put up with my nasty side. Hell, she seems to kind of love my nasty side. I wasn’t exaggerating when I said I was the luckiest son of a bitch alive, was I?

      Not at all.

      I’m keeping this girl forever.

      I’m panicked at the thought of being apart from her, even for a few minutes.

      Possessiveness rouses inside of me and I pick Lola up, standing, carrying her limp body into the bedroom and laying her down gently on the bed.

      She winces a little and I want to claw my heart out. She’s sore because of me.

      Afraid I’ll only make things worse if my cock gets hard again, I kiss Lola’s forehead and tell her I’ll be right back. On the way out of the bedroom, I retrieve my cell phone out of my pants, tapping it on my palm while pacing in front of the fireplace.

      This lightness Lola put inside me is still moving, reaching every corner—and it’s making me desperate to be a better man for her. She suggested I make a public apology to the opponent who I mixed it up with on the ice. That idea would have been laughable to me this morning, before I met the girl of my dreams, but now? I only hesitate a few seconds before opening my rarely used Twitter account and making the statement. The kind a man would make if he were worthy of the gorgeous redhead waiting for me back in bed.

      Eager to return to her, I toss aside my cell phone on the couch and stride for the bedroom, my knees weakening at the beautiful picture she makes nestled in the sheets.

      “You cured me,” I rasp, moving to the end of the bed and kneeling, walking forward until I’m between her splayed thighs. “Now let me cure you.”

      I dip my mouth to her pussy and lick her clit until she forgets the meaning of the word pain, her voice chanting my name into the wee hours of the morning.
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      I wake up with a start, just as dawn is breaking the sky.

      Aiden is behind me, snoring like a bear, and I smile into the pillow. Of course he snores like a hibernating creature. If anything, the trait makes my heart expand for him more.

      I’m in love with this man.

      After last night, there isn’t a single doubt.

      He’s fierce in all things. His care of me, how much passion he possesses for his profession, his sexual energy. Aiden Tulane is huge and consuming and…I want to be overwhelmed by him. I think I even need it.

      Last night, when I finally convinced him I didn’t need any more orgasms, he kissed my womanhood a final time, then snuggled me close in bed. There in the dark, he told me stories about growing up with his brothers, tales from the rowdy hockey locker room and he asked about me, too. Asked for my favorite food, movie, color, song. I could feel him memorizing and cataloguing every answer I gave him, for future use. A warm appreciation spread and spread in my chest until I realized what it was. I felt treasured.

      In the interest of making Aiden feel the same way, I decide to get up and order some breakfast. It’s barely six o’clock in the morning. I’m an early riser, but I don’t want to wake up Aiden if he needs sleep—and Lord, did he ever earn some rest last night.

      As quietly as possible, I slide out of bed. Finding Aiden’s shirt on the floor, I pick it up and drop it over my head, chuckling under my breath when the hem reaches the middle of my shins. On the way out of the bedroom, I pause, looking down at my dress where it lies in a heap on the floor. Hesitant to let reality intrude, I nonetheless stoop down and root my cell out of the side pocket, color draining from my face when I see the missed calls.

      Forty-seven of them.

      Nineteen voicemails.

      My heart picks up speed and I propel myself out into the living room, biting down hard on my lower lip and pacing a moment, before pressing the button to play my messages. With the device pressed to my ear, my euphoric feeling from the night with Aiden dissipates.

      It’s my boss and he’s more pissed than I’ve ever heard him, which is saying something.

      You ungrateful bitch. I don’t know what you think you’re doing running off like this. You need me. You don’t have a dime to your fucking name and I can blacklist you with a few phone calls. Understand? You’ll never work again. You get your ass back to the hotel where you belong, or I’ll book the next flight to New York from Vegas and drag you back myself.

      Nausea rolls into my stomach. The time stamp on that message is eight o’clock p.m.

      Last night.

      He could be in New York right now.

      My shaking legs force me to sit cross-legged in the middle of the living room floor, the voicemails playing back to back in my ear. There are a few more ranting ones from my boss, followed by some from my fellow dancers.

      Lola, where the hell are you? Denny is flying out here. As in, now. He’s blaming us for not keeping a close enough eye on you—thanks a lot. You know how he gets when he’s angry. You better shake the hockey player and get back here before Denny shows up and takes his anger out on us. How dare you.

      The hits keep on coming.

      I listen to several more screeching messages from the dancers before the final one from my boss invades my ear, sending acid shooting up my throat.

      The girls told me you left with Aiden Tulane. You should know I did a little research on my flight and I know they’re thinking of booting him from the league for being a freaking animal. I wonder how the league would feel about him dating a runaway who lied about her age to book her first gig? A dancer who shakes her tits for money? You think that would help his cause? If you actually care about this guy, you’ll come right back where you belong. Understand? Don’t forget, I know where your parents live…

      I drop my phone on the ground and cover my mouth with both hands.

      Oh my God. Could my past lies and present job really make Aiden look bad?

      He is so worried about the league wanting to part ways. What if sticking around could actually make his situation worse? I can’t do that. I would never do anything to hurt him. And he loves hockey. Hockey is his life.

      I’m just some girl he’s known for twenty-four hours.

      My phone starts to ring again and I jump, snatching up the device and putting it on silent mode. Setting it back down, I continue to panic while watching the screen light up with Denny’s number.

      The thought of leaving this hotel and never seeing Aiden again makes me feel like I’m hyperventilating. I could stay. I could tell him everything and we could handle the fallout together, but…what if he decides I’m not worth the trouble of jeopardizing his career? The image he’s attempting to put back together?

      I don’t think my heart could sustain the blow of his rejection.

      No. My only option is to leave now and spare Aiden any bad press. Denny is capable of bad things and I’ve learned not to underestimate him.

      Stop moping. You knew you couldn’t keep him.

      My lungs ache as I stand and return to the bedroom, pulling on my dress silently while Aiden snores ten yards away. More than life itself, I want to crawl into the bed, cuddle into his warmth and face the music together, but I can’t. I care about him too much.

      A minute later, I leave the hotel room with tears streaming down my face. On autopilot, I order an Uber, hopping into the backseat when it meets me at the curb. The city rolls by in a blur since I can’t decipher any shapes through the tears and before I know it, I’m being let out in front of the far less savory hotel where I checked in two days earlier.

      I ascend to the third floor in the elevator, foreboding making my bones feel brittle.

      As soon as I step off, Denny appears, slapping me so hard across the face, my ears ring and I stumble sideways, slumping to the floor. Another smack whips my head back, but I hold on to the image of Aiden and refuse to cry out.

      Denny grabs me by the throat and yanks me to my feet, shoving me toward the hotel room where the other dancers wait in the doorway, sneering at me.

      “Get her packed,” Denny spits. “We leave for the airport in twenty minutes.”
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      I know something is wrong the moment I wake up.

      For one, Lola’s ass is no longer tucked into my lap, which is a crime in my book.

      Two, her pillow is cold.

      My pulse starts to spin like five-pointed stars in my veins. “Lola?” I throw the covers off and climb out of bed naked. “Baby?”

      Normally, I wouldn’t bother getting dressed before leaving the bedroom, but I remind myself there’s a lady in my life now. And maybe she doesn’t want to watch my balls swing before she’s had coffee. With that in mind, I hurry through the process of throwing on some sweatpants and go in search of Lola. First, I’m going to ask if she has plans today. If she does, I’m going to dirty talk her into cancelling them so I can take her to fucking Paris or something. I don’t know. But it’s going to be good.

      “Lola?” I try again, silencing greeting me.

      I’ve been trying to distract myself with optimism, but the more I explore the palatial hotel room, the harder it’s getting to deny she’s gone.

      She’s gone.

      What is that sound?

      It takes me a moment to realize it’s me. I’m wheezing.

      I’m turning in circles and rubbing at the middle of my chest, as if she’s going to appear.

      Where the hell has she gone?

      Was she lying when she said she loved our rough sex? Did I fuck this up?

      “Lola!”

      I’m trying to formulate a game plan for tracking her down—did I really forget to ask for her goddamn phone number?—when I hear a familiar jingle of notes.

      My phone. It’s ringing where I left it on the couch last night. I’m already abandoning hope that it’s going to be Lola, since she doesn’t have my number, but I pounce on it anyway. “Hello?”

      “Damn, Tulane,” says my manager. “What’s wrong with you? I thought you’d be chipper as fuck this morning.”

      I get down on my knees and look for Lola under the couch. I’m that desperate. “Why?” I ask absently, climbing back to my feet.

      “The league is shortening your suspension. They’re thrilled about the apology you issued last night on Twitter. Turn on SportsCenter. They’re touting you like a hero!”

      “Look, that’s great, but I need to find…” I double over, my vision splitting into two. My body is being axed down the middle. “I need to find Lola. Now. She’s gone.”

      “Who?”

      My head is on fire. “My fiancée,” I shout raggedly. “I woke up and she was gone.”

      “I…wait…” There are a few clicks of a computer keyboard in the background. “Are you talking about the girl you were seen leaving the studio with yesterday? That little fireball redhead with the nice—”

      “Yes. And shut the fuck up about Lola or your nose gets broken next.”

      “Ouch. Jesus. Sorry.”

      “I have to find her. Now. Help me.”

      “Are you sure…”

      I nearly crush the phone in my grip. “Am I sure, what?”

      “This might have just been a one-night stand for her, man,” my agent says lightly. “Maybe she doesn’t want to be found.”

      “Too bad. And no…” I shake my head to loosen the pain, but it only worsens. “No. That’s not it. That can’t be it.” I love her. “Please, she’s got this boss in Vegas and I don’t know how dangerous he is. I just need her back here. With me. Now.”

      He sighs. “Let me make a few calls, okay? If she was on the show, there has to be a paper trail.”

      As soon as the line disconnects, I sprint for the bedroom and put on a shirt, socks, shoes, so I can be ready to move if my agent gets some information. If he doesn’t, I’ll scour the streets of this entire city until I track her down. She’s the most beautiful woman on the planet. Someone had to see her leaving.

      What if she doesn’t want to be found?

      My manager’s earlier question continues to drill me in the skull while I rush through brushing my teeth. Yeah, Lola told me she couldn’t be with me longer than one night, but surely things changed since then. If she feels even a small percentage of the way I feel about her? She would still be here. No question.

      Still, she never told me where exactly she works in Vegas. Never told me any information that might help me track her down, and while that won’t stop me, it’s making me wonder if I imagined the way she looked at me. Like she cared. Or more.

      I can’t think like that. I can’t or I’ll go crazy.

      Halfway through spitting, my phone rings on the bathroom sink. When I see it’s my manager, I answer with white foam all over my mouth. “Yeah?”

      “All right, well, there’s good news and bad news.”

      “Fuck.” I bang my head against the mirror. “Just tell me.”

      “The bad news is, whoever filled out her application for the show put down a false Vegas address. It belongs to a smoothie shop.” He stops for a breath. “Here’s the other news. The girl who nominated Lola put a phone number on the application. I called it and she answered. I asked her if she was with Lola and she hung up.”

      My throat closes up. “How is that good news?”

      “Right before she hung up, I overheard a voice on a loud speaker. If Lola is with her, they’re at JFK airport.”

      I’m already sprinting for the front door of the hotel room, denial a living, pulsating thing in my stomach. If I had two seconds to spare, I would probably hurl up everything I’ve ever eaten, but I can’t spare a moment. I’ve got a plane to stop.

      “Find out which airline she’s on,” I shout into the phone on the way through the hotel lobby. “Flight number, too. Buy me a ticket, so I can get through security. Call in every single favor it takes, do you understand me? Call me as soon as you know more.”

      I’m coming, baby.
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        Lola

      

      

      I feel sick.

      Am I doing the right thing?

      Just allowing myself to be guided through the airport terminal by Denny, his authoritative grip around my elbow? On the way to the airport, he made me brush my hair forward to hide the yellow-black bruise forming around my eye and I’m keeping my head down now, just as he asked. My goal was to get back to Vegas, away from Aiden, so Denny wouldn’t be able to sink in his clutches and hurt him.

      But there’s a voice inside me, urging me to confide in a kind-looking stranger. To tell them I’m there against my will. If I do that, though, I’ll be back at square one. With my parents in danger and Aiden’s career on the line.

      Moisture forms in my eyes and I blink it away.

      My heart feels like it is being sawed down the middle in my chest. I miss my big, vulgar hockey player with every fiber of my being. What is he doing right now? Did he wake up and freak because I wasn’t there? Or did he shrug and go back to sleep?

      Intuition tells me he freaked.

      That he’s looking for me.

      Even as my affection for him swells in response, I know hope is pointless…

      My thoughts fade as we pass by a television and I see a picture of Aiden on the screen. Are my eyes playing tricks on me? Do I just want to see him so badly that my brain is superimposing his image everywhere I look?

      No.

      No, it’s him.

      The headline above his glowering face reads: Tulane Apologizes in Tweet.

      I stop walking, forcing Denny to drag me.

      “What the fuck is wrong with you?” he sneers under his breath. “Move. Or I’ll make you.”

      “No.” The strength in my voice surprises me, but then again, my eyes are trained on Aiden’s face and I’ve never felt stronger, more capable—more myself—than when I was with him. The girl who opened up to Aiden and let him in is not the same girl allowing her tormenter to drag her through an airport. When I lost the baking show, what did Aiden say?

      You might have been a little thrown off out there, but you know you’re a badass.

      Don’t you?

      I don’t feel like one right now. I feel like a victim.

      But Aiden believes in me. He knows I’m more.

      I am more. Even by myself, like I am right now.

      I wrench my arm out of Denny’s grip. “I’m not going.” I step into his space and to my surprise, he backs up a little. “If you hurt my parents or anyone I love, and by that I mean Aiden Tulane, I will go to the cops and tell them you’re blackmailing me. I will show them this black eye. I’ll find other girls who’ve suffered while working for you and have them come forward. I will backlist you. Do you understand me?”

      Denny snaps out of his momentary stupor and lunges forward to grab my elbow again. “Listen, you little bitch. You make me too much money—”

      An ominous growl echoes behind me.

      Around the terminal, people jump to their feet and start snapping pictures—and I know what that means. Before I turn around, I know Aiden is coming. I hold my breath and glance over my shoulder, letting it out on a whimper when I spot him, coming through the crowd, standing head and shoulders above everyone else.

      “Lola!” Aiden bellows, his eyes snapping with rage. “Don’t even think about getting on that plane after making me need you so bad.”

      Unsurprisingly, Denny has let go of my arm and is now using the other dancers as a human shield. I know what’s going to happen if Aiden reaches Denny and I don’t want a murder on our hands, so I turn and run toward Aiden, leaping into his waiting arms.

      “Baby,” he rasps into my hair, his arms banding around me tightly. “Did you…want to leave me?”

      “No,” I whisper. “My boss flew in from Vegas and…I thought I didn’t have a choice.”

      His muscles harden, his voice dropping to a dangerous pitch. “That means…you were taken here against your will?” He leans back and brushes my hair away from my face, going very still when he sees my black eye. His pupils bleed into his irises. “Who did this to my girl?”

      “Aiden, wait…”

      Aiden doesn’t listen. “That him over there?” He sets me down gently and then he moves like a tornado, winding through the group of scattering dancers, picking up Denny by the collar of his shirt and plowing his giant fist right between the man’s eyes. A second punch is followed by the distinctive sound of a nose breaking. Blood fountains up and splatters in every direction. Then Aiden tosses Denny down on the ground like week-old garbage, standing above him like an avenging god. “You ever, ever have contact with my fiancée or her parents again and I will burn you alive. If she didn’t need me right now, I’d grind you to dust, motherfucker. Right here in front of everyone.” He takes Denny’s collar and drags him up until they’re face to face. “Keep her name out of your mouth or I’ll come for you. You’ve never had a nightmare as scary as I can be when she ain’t happy. Nod if you understand.”

      Denny nods dazedly and slumps onto the floor when Aiden lets him go.

      Aiden turns, his eyes eagerly seeking out mine. He takes a few long strides and lifts me into his arms, carrying me through a sea of people snapping pictures with their phones.

      “Why did you leave?” he asks raggedly. “Don’t you know I’d walk through hell for you?”

      “I was scared to hope you would and…he convinced me I could hurt your reputation.”

      Aiden snorts, jerking his chin at one of the mounted televisions we’re passing in the terminal where his face is still on display. “In twenty-four hours you’ve done more good for my reputation than I could ever do alone. And Lola? I care about you a hell of a lot more than what people think of me. Never question that. And never, ever leave me again.” His gaze meets mine and it holds a touch a vulnerability that turns my heart over. “Please?”

      “Never. I promise.”

      His throat works. “I’m in love with you.”

      Tears burn the backs of my eyelids. “I’m in love with you, too.”

      He releases a rush of breath, his eyes closing momentarily. “Let’s go home.”

      I wrap my arms around Aiden’s neck and press my face to his shoulder, taking a quick peek back at the scene we’ve left in our wake. Denny is still in a heap on the floor with a bloody, wadded up rag pressed to his face. I start to worry that Aiden beating up Denny in the airport might hurt the reputation he’s only just repaired, but I don’t have to.

      Within hours, pictures flood the Internet of Aiden carrying me out of the airport with my black eye, my attacker in a puddle behind us, and he’s hailed as a hero. That’s just fine with me, because Aiden Tulane is definitely, one hundred percent my hero—and he likes to remind me that I’m his hero, too, in so many creative ways…

      For hockey, of course.
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        Five Years Later

      

      

      

      I’m sitting on the locker room bench, staring at the door.

      Waiting for her to walk through it.

      My teammates are buzzing around me, getting geared up for the game, but I can’t concentrate on anything until I get a fix of my wife. My fellow players know it, too, so they give me a wide berth. It’s common knowledge that I don’t hit the ice until Lola visits me in the locker room and the ritual has served me well. Sure, I still knock out teeth from time to time, but my happiness has taken the edge off my temper. Now, when I punch one of my opponents and they fall down on the ice, I help them back up.

      I’m a new man, all because of her.

      My sweet, beautiful, badass wife.

      The locker room door opens and my spine snaps straight, but it’s just another trainer coming in to wrap ankles and provide painkillers. Where is she?

      I know her schedule is just as crazy as mine, so I need to be patient. On game days, I’m not home, so she has to care for our son and daughter alone. That, on top of running her own successful dance school in Brooklyn, means she’s probably got a million reasons to be late, but my cock is not impressed with the delay. I’m already hard as nails in my sweatpants, just anticipating the moment I’ll sink inside of Lola and watch her blue eyes go smoky.

      God, I can’t wait to retire.

      This is my final year in the league and she’s been with me every step of the way for the last five years. Turned me from a goon into a respected member of the league. They’re retiring my number at the end of the season and I can’t wait to stand beside Lola and my children on the ice, receiving the honor I never would have gotten without her.

      My wife. My temptation. My obsession.

      Where is she?

      I stand up and start to pace, ignoring the apprehensive glances from my teammates. In five years, Lola has only missed one pre-game ritual and it didn’t turn out well. Before the end of the first period of that game, I’d picked up one of the nets and thrown it against the glass, handed out a concussion and trashed the penalty box.

      She probably hit traffic or had a class run late at the dance school. As worked up as I am right now, I’m so proud of what she’s built there. With my help, she’s started a scholarship fund for kids who can’t afford dance classes and I’ve never seen her happier than when she can award someone the free lessons. My wife has a heart like a lioness—and I really wish she was here so I could revel in her.

      As if I willed Lola to appear, she bursts into the locker room, her gaze seeking me out. Simultaneously, my heart starts to rap against my rib cage and my dick swells in my sweats. I forget my own name. One might think I’ve grown accustomed to my wife after five years, but every time I see her, it’s like the first morning we met. I’m desperate, horny and now, the abundance of love I have in my heart for her amplifies every single feeling.

      I love you, baby. I need you.

      My teammates all keep their heads down, knowing better than to look at my wife—and it’s a good thing, because ah, Christ. She’s in one of those floaty, little dance skirts, a tank top tied up in a knot under her tits, telling me she came straight from the studio.

      “Sorry I’m late,” she murmurs when she reaches me. “Traffic.”

      I grunt because I can’t form words with my heart in my mouth. My hands run over her hips, shoulders and face, in awe of her smoothness. Did she get more beautiful since I saw her this morning? I don’t know, but I need her. Now. No more waiting.

      “Backs turned,” I bark at the locker room. There are a couple of muttered agreements in response. The men know the drill. It’s an unconventional ritual, but when I get my wife’s pussy before the game, I always ensure we win. So they sure as hell don’t mind.

      As soon as I’ve made sure no one is watching, I back Lola into the small alcove of my locker and take her mouth in a hungry kiss. She returns it eagerly, pressing her little breasts to my belly and rubbing them side to side, letting me feel the tight pegs of her nipples. I drop my hands to those sexy tits and mold them in my hands, loving the way she moans into my mouth in response.

      “Yes, Aiden…” Her throaty purr of my name always wrecks me—and this time is no exception. As soon as Lola reaches into my sweatpants and begins to jerk me off, I spurt precome into her palm. “Is that for me, Daddy?” she whispers.

      And I snap.

      In one swift movement, I lift Lola off the ground, growling at her to wrap her thighs around my waist. With an upward punch of my hips, I’m seated inside of her tight cunt, groaning like an animal as it ripples around me. Behind me in the locker room, conversations continue in low tones, doors open and close, music plays in the distance—and I fuck my wife in the middle of it all, her cries absorbed by my shoulder, her feet dangling behind me.

      “I’m getting you pregnant again,” I rasp against her ear, slamming into her over and over. “Right here, right now.”

      “Do it, Aiden,” she breathes, her pussy flexing around my cock. “Yes.”

      The sound of her back hitting the metal locker is loud and the tempo increases until one slam bleeds into the next. Her thighs clench around my waist and she throws her head back, the telltale sign that she’s on the edge of orgasm, bringing on my own climax. Ohhh fuck yes, she’s such a tight, wet little thing, rubbing that cunt all over Daddy.

      I drop my face into the curve of her neck, grind my dick deep and roar as the seed shoots out of me, pouring into my wife, where it belongs. Yes. YES.

      “Aiden, so good, so good,” she moans, her voice filling the locker room, letting everyone know her husband made her cream.

      I squeeze her butt cheeks in my hands, impaling her as far down as I can on my cock, making sure she receives the final drops of my offering. And finally she turns pliant in my arms, depleted of strength. Meanwhile, she’s replenished mine. After fucking my wife, I could fight any battle. Ten of them. But now I can also keep my temper in check while doing it.

      “You’re my miracle. My cure,” I growl against her lips. “What would I do without you?”

      Her eyes shine up at me. “Let’s never find out.”

      I coax her lips into a slow kiss that makes my heart flip over. “I love you, baby.”

      “I love you, too, Aiden,” she whispers fervently. “Forever.”

      

      THE END
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The first, sexy book in the Lights Camera Insta-Love Series…

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A Pinch of Sugar

      

      

      When Alice woke up this morning, she never expected to end up on a reality television competition where the contestants are terrible bakers. She’s been ambushed and now she’s expected to make a cake that actually tastes good? While the cameras roll? 

      

      Just when Alice thinks the situation couldn’t get any worse, the man she’s always loved from afar, British celebrity baker Sebastian Cove, is introduced as one of the judges. Sebastian has a reputation for being ruthless when judging desserts, but his glacial blue eyes soften the moment they land on sweet, flustered Alice. He wants a lot more than a pinch of her sugar and he’ll move heaven and earth to get it…

      
        
        Get it here:

      

      

      
        
        https://bit.ly/2Hh0LAI
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        The final book in the Lights Camera Insta-Love Series

      

        

      
        A Serving of Forever

      

      

      New York City firefighter Desmond Gaines is known among his sisters as the family prankster, but they’ve finally paid him back by nominating him as a contestant on reality show for terrible bakers. Baking a decent cake with his huge baseball mit hands will be challenge enough, but the task proves almost impossible when Desmond can’t seem to pry his eyes off one of the judges—petite, soft-spoken, bespectacled Quinn…

      Quinn Beverley has never dated, finding the whole process intimidating. If only she could be more like Desmond. Outgoing, confident, sinfully sexy. To her surprise, Desmond offers to give her lessons in seduction. As their training heats up, though, the lines of their agreement blur and Quinn begins to wonder if Desmond has been seduced by her all along…

      
        
        Join Jessa’s newsletter to be alerted when

        A Serving of Forever goes live!

      

      

      
        
        Sign up here:

        https://www.jessakaneauthor.com/newsletter-sign-up
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