Excerpt from ONE RAINY NIGHT…

Dan tossed restlessly in the chair. He let out a long breath of air as his temperature rose.

She came to him and touched his cheek, waking him. Her caress was a command as seductive as it was tender. He took her hand and brought it to his lips, and she smiled. He'd hoped she would come to him like this, dreamed she would. Desire clawed at him, threatening to fracture his control into a million pieces. His tongue snaked out to wet his bottom lip before running it over her fingertips.

"Let's be sensible later,” Correy whispered, moving her mouth to his ear and nipping on the lobe, her warm breath wafting across his cheek. "I've been wondering what it would be like with you almost since the moment I woke up in your truck.”

Immobilized by his growing desire, he watched her straddle him and sit on his knees, the nightshirt riding high on her legs to reveal a long stretch of silken thigh. His gaze lowered to the shadow she created on his lap, a shadow that hinted at the pleasures beyond it."I want to know what you feel like,” she said, unbuttoning his shirt. Slowly drawing it off, she ran her hands over his upper body, the sensation forcing him to hold his breath as her fingers tangled in the hair on his chest. She was eager, curious, and rolled her fingertips across his nipples before moving upward to stroke his shoulders. She ran her hands down his arms, locking her gaze with his, her eyes daring him to move. 

"Touch me,” she said in a voice that purred. "Hold me. Make me want you even more than I already do.”

He slid his hands up her leg, his fingers pressing into her flesh, lingering for a moment on the soft inner skin of her thigh. Slowly he moved his fingers closer. She threw back her head and he heard her breath catch when he touched her warmth. She wound her fingers in his hair and he listened to the growl that began in her throat. The heat building inside his own body burst into an inferno as his fingers stroked.

She snapped her head forward and took his mouth fully with hers, writhing on his lap as he probed and caressed her. Just before he was ready to explode, as he felt the waves of her pleasure, she suddenly rose and backed toward the bed, calling him to her with a beckoning motion of her hands. 

At the foot of the bed she stopped, closed her eyes, trailed her hands up the length of her body and began a slow, sway with her hips. "Tell me what you want, Dan. Tell me how you like to be touched.” She taunted him in a voice that wrapped around him like liquid.

In an instant he was on his feet, his gaze on her body, watching her hands touch all the places he wanted to touch. Like a cat he moved to her and folded his body into her curves, raking his hands through her hair, and pulling her mouth to his lips. Locked in each other's arms, they tumbled down into the...

Dan hit the floor hard, instantly waking him from his very pleasant dream. He felt a warm trickle of blood flow out of his nose.

The crash made Correy bolt to a sitting position. Startled by the sudden noise, she snapped on the light and looked for Dan. She frowned. The chair he had been sitting on was empty. Puzzled, she looked over the edge of the bed, she saw him sprawled out on the floor, hand to nose. "What happened? Are you all right?”

Dan moved to his knees. "I'm not sure, but I think I may be bleeding to death.”

Correy's eyes widened at the sight of blood spreading across his fingers. "Sit on the edge of the bed and tilt your head forward. I'll get a towel.” 

Forgetting for a moment about her scant covering, she bolted into the bathroom and was back in record time. "Here.” 

She thrust the towel into Dan's free hand. "Put some pressure on your nose with this while I get a cold wash cloth for your neck.”

"This is really embarrassing,” Dan said, his voice muffled through the towel pressed to his face.

Correy returned and pressed the cool cloth to the back of his neck. "It seems as though you do walk in your sleep after all. Where did you think you were going anyway?”

Graphically the dream flooded his mind. "Trust me. You don't want to know.”

She gave him a skeptical look before sitting next to him. Gently she brushed the hair back from his face, the sensation of his soft blond curls running over her skin affecting her as she was afraid that it would. 

"Is the bleeding stopping?” she asked, to deter herself from becoming too lost in the way he was looking at her.

Cautiously Dan removed the towel. "What do you think?”

When she touched his face, his eyes flared, making her wonder if he was uneasy with her helping him.  "I'm not going to hurt you."

She placed her hands on his cheeks.  "You're not bleeding any longer."  She ran her fingertips gently across the bridge of his nose. "I don't think your nose is broken, but it is beginning to swell. I hope you don't get a black eye. Someone might think I hit you with the tire iron."

He smiled and tried to concentrate on the ache behind his eyes as a distraction, partly because her touch felt so good and partly because he knew he shouldn't be alone with her, but mostly because he was beginning to have a hard time controlling another area of swelling.

He smiled and took her hands from his face, twisting his fingers with hers. "I guess if I get a black eye, anyone who sees it would think I deserved it."

A sensuous light passed between Correy and Dan like quicksilver when their eyes locked and she instantaneously realized the engrossing look she'd seen on Dan's face earlier had not been because of his pain.

"And why would anyone think that?" She glanced at the soft curve of his lips. 

"Stranded in a torrential downpour far from home with a beautiful woman..." His gaze dropped to her legs before rising to lock again with hers. "And a scantily clad one at that. Other men might not be able to control themselves."

"But you can."

"I didn't say that."

His face was bathed in the yellow glow from the light next to the bed. Correy could see the muscles of his neck clench as he swallowed hard. The faint citrus scent of his cologne came to life as warmth rose on his skin. 

"Damn," she whispered, not in anger but in anticipation, as his arm circled her waist and he stood, pulling her up with him. "I guess you can't."
"Forgive me, but I have to do this. I have to know." Slowly he brought his lips down on hers. "Correy," he muttered when they touched.

His fingers tangled so slowly in her hair that it created aching eagerness. Lips that first caressed like satin and then burned like fire took hers again and again until her breath came in shallow gasps. There were tender, tentative kisses that made her want more, and then hard, hungry kisses that satisfied, making her heart pound and sending her senses reeling. Arousal was swift, urgent, undeniable and soon their bodies became damp with impatience. They strained, each to the other, pressing, rubbing, touching, and pushing.

He felt so good. Her hands explored every part of him; firm thighs, buttocks, back, chest. He strained against her, tempting, rubbing, bringing her body to fine-tuned readiness with the movement of his body. She allowed him to press against the warmth at the juncture of her legs and answered the gentle thrust of his pelvis with a movement of her own. She was aware of nothing but the need to know more of him. 

