"Damn, damn, damn!" Pounding her fists against the car door, Jeannie imagined herself pummeling Denis’ broad solid chest. 

"Feel better now?" 

She whirled around and came face to face with that very part of his anatomy she’d fantasized about a moment ago. "Actually, yes," she admitted stiffly. "It’s been a long time since I’ve had a tantrum. It was … refreshing." 

Not trusting herself to look into Denis’ face, she stared straight ahead. His chest, covered in a very expensive blue sweater, moved in and out, faster and faster. "You’re laughing!" she accused him. 

"I can’t help it," he chuckled, opening his arms wide and wrapping them around her. "You’re adorable, Jeannie MacLeod." 

Oh no! It was happening again. She couldn’t even see him this time, but she had already lost herself in feeling—the plush sweater, soft and warm, just as she’d imagined; his strong arms holding her; his lips … 

God, his lips! Full and firm, they found hers. She was drowning in the sea of sensations that flowed through her, drowning, yet gloriously alive for the first time ever. 


