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Cover Copy

 

Gossip says he is hot between the sheets. Has Mr. Insatiable finally met his match?

 

Enya’s been curious about Kit’s bedroom exploits ever since his ex-girlfriend spilled the beans about his…skill. But he’s not for her. Enya can’t provide what he wants from life, especially not between the sheets.

 

After Enya admits she’s not good at sex, Kit persuades her to trust in him. Together, they can create fireworks in the bedroom. A few drinks followed by a discussion about kinky sex, and Enya succumbs to his charm. 

 

Thrilled he’s been proven correct, Kit can’t keep his hands off Enya, and she’s unable, and unwilling, to resist him. But is it just great sex…or something more?

 

CONTENT WARNING:

Sexy, sizzling hot romance. Please read with air conditioning on.



 


 

Highlight

 

Kit stilled, and she wondered whether she’d overstepped the invisible boundary they’d erected over the years. Just like Tristan had always done, Kit had commented on her burgeoning figure as she’d grown up, made lewd comments when she’d worn a bikini and teased her about the generous size of her breasts, but it had always been done in a brotherly way, in front of the rest of the family. He’d never crossed that line and been suggestive or touched her inappropriately. When they were alone, he was the perfect gentleman, honorable and polite, and even if he did continue to tease her, she’d never felt uncomfortable with him. Sometimes she’d wondered whether he actually realized she’d grown up. 

He moved back and looked down at her. Even though she wore three-inch heels, he towered over her, his shoulders broad beneath his jacket. She waited for him to make a joke, laugh, or look uncomfortable at being asked to say something personal like that.

Instead, to her surprise, he cupped her face with his hands. Looking into her eyes, he held her gaze for a moment, his blue eyes alight with desire. To her astonishment, he smiled wolfishly and lowered his head.
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Chapter

1

 

 “Okay, what’s up? You look like somebody died.”

Lost in thought, Enya O’Donnell jumped as the deep male voice sounded in her ear.

“Luckily, no one has,” she said, “or you’d be feeling two inches high right now.”

Kit Fawkes leaned on the balcony beside her. “I’ve asked everyone in the hall if they know why the chief bridesmaid has a raincloud over her head. If someone had kicked the bucket, I’d definitely know by now. But nobody knows, which means whatever’s bothering you is something you’re trying to keep secret.”

He surveyed her, his dark blue eyes interested. “I thought we didn’t have secrets, my little Celt.” His gaze strayed to the mop of red curls the hairdresser had piled on the top of her head. Enya was pleased with the style, even though rebellious strands already tumbled around her face.

Below, the wedding guests spilled across the hotel foyer like beads from a broken necklace. The breeze from the open doorway was cool, and she pulled her faux-fur wrap closer around her arms.

Fancy getting married on a cold, wet New Zealand day in July, the height of winter. But Lisette had been determined to hook Tristan as soon as possible after he proposed, as if worried he might change his mind if she left it too long. Which was ridiculous of course, because Enya’s brother adored Lisette, and he’d been happy to be bullied down the aisle in double quick time.

The guests removed their coats while they waited to greet the bride and groom at the doorway. The women’s colored dresses glowed against the dark suits of the men, brightening up the gloomy afternoon. “You promised you’d stop calling me ‘Celt’ when I turned twenty-one,” she said absently to Kit, who was waiting for her to answer, patient as ever.

“I lied. You’ll still be my little Celt when you’re ninety and I’m ninety-six, and I’m sitting next to you in the retirement home with no teeth, beating you at Scrabble. But you can carry on calling me Kit Kat in return, how’s that?”

She laughed then, and he smiled and put his arm around her. “That’s better. You looked so sad, honey. Can’t you tell me what’s up?”

Enya rested her head on his shoulder for a moment, comforted by his warmth and strength. She’d known him for what seemed like forever, and it was true–they didn’t have any secrets from each other. Well, hardly any. But although usually she would have confided in him, today she was determined to keep her news to herself.

“Is it because Tristan’s getting married?” He kissed the top of her head. “You are allowed to be sad when your brother gets hitched, you know. Or jealous. Are you jealous? You haven’t put poison in Lisette’s soup, have you?”

“Kit! Jeez. Come on. You know I’m thrilled they’ve finally tied the knot. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t ask for more than to have her as my sister-in-law as well.”

“So what is it then?” He slid an index finger under her chin and lifted it so she met his gaze. “Don’t make me resort to torture. But I will if I have to. I’m sure the hotel caretaker’s got a pair of pliers somewhere.”

Enya said nothing for a moment. He looked so handsome in his black jacket and white shirt. The bow tie emphasized the wing-tipped collar, and she loved his embroidered vest. He smelled good too, some classy aftershave with subtle sandalwood tones. But then Kit always smelled good.

“You look very James Bond,” she said. “Apart from your hair. It’s sticking up again.”

He ran a hand through the short, dark strands. “I used some hair product Sasha bought for me, but it won’t behave.”

“I thought Sasha would have given up on it by now.”

“Sasha would never give up on me. She adores me.”

“She hates your guts. She has a voodoo doll of you in her cupboard that she sticks pins in. I’ve seen it.”

Kit grinned, and she smiled back. He’d never believe her. His little sister adored him and thought the sun shone out of his butt. Mind you, everyone thought the sun shone out of Kit’s butt. He captivated men and women alike, old and young, with his warmth and generosity, his wit and his sexy charm. Enya adored him too. Although she refused to tell him because she’d never hear the end of it.

“Why are you single again?” she asked him. “I thought you’d hang onto the latest one for the wedding. What was her name–Ginny? Jenny?”

“Gaby.” He looked at the floor and scuffed his shoe on the carpet. “It didn’t work out.”

“None of them have since Beatrix,” she said. Kit didn’t reply, and she frowned at him, puzzled. “You never did tell me why you split up with her.” She’d asked him a couple of times over the eight or so months since they’d parted, but he’d always avoided the question. “I thought she was the one.”

“So did I.”

“Come on, you told me we don’t have secrets. What went wrong?”

“If I tell you, will you tell me what’s up?”

She pulled a face. “I can’t say no to that, can I?”

He grinned then. “No.”

“Okay, deal.” She held out her hand, and he shook it. “You first,” she said.

He dropped his gaze back to the line of guests snaking across the foyer and into the hall. “She didn’t want kids.”

“Oh...” Enya studied him. She was surprised that was the reason they’d broken up, but not shocked he’d ended the relationship if indeed Beatrix had told him she didn’t want children. Family was everything to Kit, mainly due to the fact that he and Sasha were adopted. He adored both Sasha and his mum and dad, and he’d never tried to find his real parents, as far as she knew, not wanting to upset John and Cate Fawkes, who appeared to worship the ground he walked on.

But Enya was aware that he wanted his own–preferably big–family, born of his own flesh and blood. He’d once told her–late at night at a friend’s birthday party–that he missed having roots, and that he wished he had a family tree he could research.

“I want my kids to have that,” he’d said at the time, and although he’d never mentioned it since, she realized now that it must be on his mind as he headed toward thirty.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured.

He sighed. “To be honest, I think part of the problem was that she wouldn’t even discuss it. She wouldn’t consider why it was so important to me. It was just, ‘No, I don’t want them,’ and I had to deal with it. And I think the fact that she refused to take my feelings into account was the last resort, you know?”

Enya nodded. “You should have told me.”

“Tea & Biscuits had just opened,” he reminded her, referring to Enya’s cafe in Auckland. “You were immersed in that for a couple of months. And then you started going out with Andy, and I haven’t seen much of you since then.”

“Sorry.”

He smiled. “That’s okay. I’m just making the point that it’s not like I kept it secret from you.”

She reached out and squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry it didn’t work out. It felt like you went out with her for ages.”

“Three years.”

“Mm.” Since then, three or four girls had come and gone, none of which he’d seemed remotely serious about. She guessed he mainly dated them for sex.

Beatrix had once complained about his sex drive when talking to Enya, Sasha and Lisette, saying he was ‘insatiable,’ which had made Sasha plug her ears and Enya and Lisette giggle. But after that, Enya had watched him with Beatrix occasionally and wondered how often you had to want sex to make you ‘insatiable.’ Once a day? More than that? And for the love of God, why would you complain if you hooked up with someone like Kit Fawkes and he wanted sex every day? Enya would have hung out flags if she’d been in the same predicament.

Up close like this, the scar on his forehead, gained when he fell off his bike at sixteen, was visible. A hint of stubble already shadowed his chin, even though he’d shaved that morning. His irises were a light sky-blue, the same color as her bridesmaid’s dress, but flecked with navy blue and unusually, in the centre, orange.

“I dreamed about you a few weeks ago,” she said softly.

 His lips curved. “Oh? X-rated, was it?”

“Absolutely. Every position you could name.”

He laughed. “Was I good?”

She opened her mouth to give a sarcastic reply, but the words fell away as her gaze dropped to his lips. “We were somewhere hot, the Northland, I think, during the height of the summer. We were walking under the lemon trees, and you…kissed me.” Her gaze moved back up to his as she remembered the way he’d lowered his head in the dream, brushing her lips with his.

He studied her. “Hmm.” His eyes showed curiosity mingled with something else, something she couldn’t fathom. Her cheeks grew warm.

“Then the lemons turned into footballs and Lady Gaga appeared and asked me to dance with her,” she said lightly, wondering what had possessed her to tell him about the kiss.

He reached out and touched the back of his fingers to her cheek. “I haven’t seen you blush in ages.”

His hand lingered, and a shiver ran down her spine from nape to tailbone. Even now, weeks later, she remembered snapping awake from the dream, confused by the powerful thump of her heart.

He was Tristan’s best mate, and from the moment they’d all met when her family had moved to New Zealand, she’d thought of him as another older brother, even though she’d always been aware of how gorgeous he was. He’d fulfilled the filial role with aplomb, teasing her relentlessly, putting cockroaches in her shoes, hiding her lunchbox at school, typical brotherly torment. But as the years had gone by and she’d watched him work his way through a succession of girlfriends, she’d begun to wonder exactly what it would be like to be the lover of someone like Kit Fawkes. She’d never felt as comfortable with any of her past boyfriends as she felt with him. But then wasn’t that the problem? Maybe things would have gone better with Andy if she’d felt as at ease with him as she did with Kit.

“Do you think it’s weird?” she asked.

He dropped his hand. “What?”

“That we’ve never kissed? I mean, out of our social circle, everyone’s dated everyone else at some stage. Except you and me. Why do you think that is?”

“I’m ugly. I presumed you didn’t want to go to bed with the Hunchback of Notre Dame.”

She smiled. All their life they’d flirted, joked, kidded around. He didn’t think she was serious, and of course, she wasn’t. Was she? Her gaze slid to his lips again. What would it be like to kiss him? Would it feel as if she were kissing Tristan, sister to brother? Or would it heat her up from the inside, as it had in the dream?

Concern flickered on his face now. “Come on,” he said. “Spit it out, O’Donnell. You’ve never talked about kissing me before. What’s on your mind?”

She looked away. Down in the foyer, Lisette giggled as Tristan whispered something to her while they waited for the next guest. She could tell Kit part of the truth, at least. She longed to confide in him, to ease the burden. “Andy and I broke up last week.”

For a second, he said nothing. Eventually she looked up.

“Fuck,” he said vehemently. “Oh love, I’m so sorry.”

He pulled her into his arms, wrapping them around her. She leaned her head on his shoulder for a moment, enjoying the unfamiliar closeness as he stroked her back and kissed her hair.

After ten seconds or so, though, she bit her lip. It wouldn’t do to let him see her in tears. She’d cultivated a spirited, courageous persona, and she didn’t want to ruin that fragile facade now. Kit hadn’t seen her cry since she was fifteen, and she had no intention of changing that any time soon.

Still she lingered, liking the warmth of his hand on her back, the vibration of his deep voice against her ear as he murmured, “Ssh, it’s okay.”

When he paused to kiss her hair again, she whispered, “Do you think I’m attractive?” It was a provocative statement, but the need for reassurance after her breakup was too great to resist.

Kit stilled, and she wondered whether she’d overstepped the invisible boundary they’d erected over the years. Just like Tristan had always done, Kit had commented on her burgeoning figure as she’d grown up, made lewd comments when she’d worn a bikini and teased her about the generous size of her breasts, but it had always been done in a brotherly way, in front of the rest of the family. He’d never crossed that line and been suggestive or touched her inappropriately. When they were alone, he was the perfect gentleman, honorable and polite, and even if he did continue to tease her, she’d never felt uncomfortable with him. Sometimes she’d wondered whether he actually realized she’d grown up.

He moved back and looked down at her. Even though she wore three-inch heels, he towered over her, his shoulders broad beneath his jacket. She waited for him to make a joke, laugh, or look uncomfortable at being asked to say something personal like that.

Instead, to her surprise, he cupped her face with his hands. Looking into her eyes, he held her gaze for a moment, his blue eyes alight with desire. To her astonishment, he smiled wolfishly and lowered his head.

She stood, transfixed, as he pressed his lips to hers. They were firm and warm, and she waited, breathless, while he kissed her, his mouth moving across hers with tender affection. Her mind raced. He was only trying to comfort her. Brother to sister. As if she were kissing Tristan. Yeuch.

Only it wasn’t yeuch. And it wasn’t remotely like how she imagined kissing her brother would be.

She rested her palms on his chest, surprised at the firmness of his muscles beneath her fingers. She’d seen him shirtless in the summer, hugged him and given him teasing pushes a gazillion times, but she’d never touched him. With his lips still slowly brushing hers, and her heart thudding, she moved her hands up and traced his collarbone beneath the white shirt, and then lifted her hands over his shoulders and around his neck, expecting him to draw back, laughing.

Instead of pulling away, Kit’s arms came around her, strong and tight, his hands sliding down her back to her hips. He pulled her against him, and to her complete and utter shock, pressed the hard length of his erection against her, obvious proof he didn’t feel as if he were kissing a sibling either.

Enya’s mouth opened and she gasped, inhaling sharply when his warm tongue brushed hers. For a second she froze, completely taken aback by his reaction, as confused as she had been in her dream by what he was doing and her reaction to him. He stilled, but before he pulled away, desire shot through her, and her instincts took over. Plunging her tongue into his mouth, she threaded her hands through his hair, pressing herself against him, molding her body to his.

Kit groaned, his hands tight on her butt. Unfamiliar yearning swept through her, and she tightened her hands in his hair, grazing her teeth against his bottom lip, pleasure mounting as he deepened the kiss.

She’d forgotten about the heels. She didn’t wear them very often, and when she lifted herself on tiptoe to press her breasts against his chest, she lost her balance. His weight pushed her back the six inches to the wall behind her, and she hit it with a jolt hard enough to make her gasp and break the kiss.

Kit stepped back. “Shit.” He ran both hands through his hair and then surveyed her, hands on hips, apparently lost for words.

Enya pressed shaking fingers to her lips, her head spinning.

I kissed Kit Fawkes!

She met his gaze nervously. Would he apologize or get angry because she’d turned his comforting peck into a full-blown embrace? Accuse her of threatening their friendship?

Instead, his lips curved.

Enya dropped her hands and tucked them behind her butt against the wall, unable to stop the smile spreading across her face too. She lowered her gaze to the obvious sign of his arousal in his smart black pants.

He glanced at his erection before looking back at her. “What? You’re surprised? Honestly? You’re wearing an incredibly sexy satin dress and your cleavage is...well...” Humor sparked his eyes again. “Very impressive.”

Pleasure at his comment warmed her right through, but she played it light. “I’m only a ‘D’ cup, for God’s sake. I’m hardly Dolly Parton.”

“Sweetheart, you’re thin as a rake, which only serves to make them more prominent. Take it from me–I’m a breast expert. They’re fantastic.”

Their eyes met and locked for about ten seconds. In the scheme of things, it wasn’t a long time at all, but at that moment, it seemed like a geological age.

“So you do find me attractive?” she whispered.

“Oh,” he replied, just as quietly, “If we weren’t in a public place, I’d have you naked by now.” He swiped his fingers over his chest. “Cross my heart.”

Along the hallway from them, someone cleared their throat.

They both turned to see Kit’s father, John, watching them, one eyebrow raised. He looked at Kit and then moved his gaze to Enya. Had he heard what Kit said? For the second time in about five minutes, her cheeks burned.

“Lisette’s looking for you,” John said, walking toward them.

“Thanks.” Enya couldn’t look at Kit. She turned and scurried along the corridor and down the stairs to the ground floor, not giving him another glance.

 



 


 

Chapter

2

 

Kit watched her run down the stairs, hoping she wouldn’t fall and break her neck in her eagerness to get away from him. “Shit,” he said again, under his breath, wondering what had made him kiss her. He’d wanted to comfort her–that was all.

Yeah, right. He’d been totally noble when he groped her ass and stuck his tongue down her throat. It was the fucking dress. She’d been soft and slippery under his fingers, and the light blue color complemented her beautiful fiery hair perfectly, to say nothing of the fact that she had such an incredible cleavage in the tight bodice that he’d practically been able to see down it to her knickers from his high vantage point. She had a stunning figure. He hadn’t been able to take his eyes off her all day.

He brushed his hand across his face and glared at his father. “All right, enough of the disapproving glare.”

John tipped his head. “What are you doing, exactly?”

“I have no idea.” Kit heaved a sigh and stared at the ground for a moment. Then he lifted his chin defiantly. “I’m not doing anything. She broke up with Andy.”

John frowned. “Oh, that sucks.”

“Yeah. She was upset.”

“So...you kissed her?”

Kit gritted his teeth. “I tried to comfort her.” John raised an eyebrow, and Kit rubbed his forehead. “Yeah, I know.”

John joined him at the balcony, and they both looked down as Enya walked across the foyer. Her elegant grace combined with an enticing wiggle in the high heels. She paused outside the foyer and opened the small bag looped around her wrist, then took out the red lip balm she used all the time and applied a brief slick. He knew now that it was cherry flavor. And if he were to press his lips against hers, he also knew they’d be slightly sticky. He grew hard again at the thought.

She disappeared into the hall, and Kit sighed.

John leaned on the balcony. “How long’s this been going on?”

“Nothing’s going on, Dad. Really. It was just a kiss.”

“That wasn’t a brotherly peck, son.”

Shit. John had seen it all. Kit winced and scratched the back of his neck. “Ah...no, I suppose it wasn’t.”

“How long have you felt like that about her?”

Kit frowned. “I’ve never thought about her like that.” His father raised an eyebrow.

“All right,” Kit continued. “I’ve always thought about her like that–since she was seventeen or eighteen anyway. She’s gorgeous. But I’d never, ever act on it. Tonight was, well, a blip. She’s family.”

“She’s not your sister.”

“No.” Kit mulled on that.

Now it was John’s turn to sigh. “Son, I’ve never told you how to live your life, have I?”

Kit looked down. “No.”

“And ultimately, it’s your decision. But here’s my advice, whether you want it or not–stay away from Enya O’Donnell.”

Kit looked up to meet his father’s gaze. John’s words surprised him. “I thought you liked Enya.”

“I do. I love her dearly, like she’s my own daughter. You of all people should understand that.”

Kit nodded. John and Cate had always made him feel as if he was their real son, and he knew Sasha felt the same way. His parents were as open and loving with all their friends. He was proud of them for that.

“But she’s damaged goods, Kit.” John’s eyes were gentle. “I’m telling you–don’t go there.”

Kit stared at him, shocked at his father’s warning. “Don’t talk about her like that,” he said icily. “She’s the most fearless, courageous woman I know.” He pulled away from John’s comforting hand. “I can’t believe you’d say something like that about her. I know what happened to her, remember? I helped Tris through it. And it doesn’t matter, it doesn’t change how I feel about her.”

“I’m not talking about that,” John said, his voice heavy with exasperation. “Give me some credit.”

Kit studied him, coldness settling in his stomach. “What do you know that I don’t?”

“Something told to me in confidence.” John gave him a determined stare. He clearly wasn’t going to elaborate.

“I wouldn’t hurt her,” Kit said softly. “I love her, Dad. How can you doubt that? You know how I feel about my family and friends. I’d die to defend you all.”

“I know. It’s you I’m worried about, son.” John looked as if he wanted to say more, but eventually he sighed. “Come on, we’d better get down to the hall. Tristan’s going to be looking for you.”

Kit nodded and followed John down the steps to the foyer. But his mind whirled. What had his father meant? ‘She’s damaged goods.’ The phrase made his blood boil, but he knew John well enough to believe he hadn’t meant it in a derogatory sense. He was trying to warn his only son that a relationship with her would not be a good idea.

As if Kit didn’t know that already.

He sighed and rubbed the bridge of his nose. She’d split up with her boyfriend. She was hurting, but clearly she’d wanted to keep it quiet because she didn’t want to upset anyone on the day of the wedding. Andy wasn’t a close friend of his, but he did mix in their broader social circle. Andy and Enya’s breakup would no doubt cause problems in their group. It had happened in the past. Enya had already pointed out that most of them had cross-dated, even if only briefly, and when the relationships came to an end, it inevitably made things awkward.

Kit was the only one who hadn’t dated anyone in their group. It had been a determined effort rather than a coincidence. Kit thought the world of his friends, and he would never do anything to jeopardize the safety and security he’d built up around himself over the years. The thought of dating one of the girls only to have them refusing to speak to him if they split up made him go cold.

So what was he doing kissing the little Celt?

He stood in the doorway to the hall. She was at the top table helping the bride arrange her dress and train. Enya had been striking as a child with her mop of red curls, and over the years she’d grown into a stunning beauty, tall and slender but with a surprisingly generous bust. Graceful and determined, she was also resolute and incredibly courageous considering what she’d gone through in her teens. As she’d grown into a woman, Kit had carefully maintained his brotherly role. He’d not been blind to her beauty, but in spite of that, he’d refrained from letting himself dwell on her as a potential partner. As Tristan’s sister, he’d considered her out of bounds and fought the natural attraction that sparked whenever she was close.

Something had popped inside his head, however, when she pressed herself against him, sending his sensible thoughts out of the window and all the blood in his body to his groin. But it had been a blip, hadn’t it? He didn’t think of her in a sexual way.

She bent over to do something with the skirt of Lisette’s wedding dress and he got a perfect view of her butt, and he sighed as he remembered sliding his hands over it and pulling her toward him.

Okay, yes. He was attracted to her, very much. Who wouldn’t be?

Why had she broken up with Andy? Was the guy nuts? Who would pass up the chance to have Enya O’Donnell in his bed every night? The thought of having her naked beneath him–or on top of him, he wasn’t fussed–nearly made him cross-eyed with lust.

But that didn’t mean he would act on it.

“Don’t go there,” his father had said, and no doubt he spoke sense. Regardless of whatever secret John refused to tell him, starting something up with her wouldn’t end well. Firstly, she’d split up with Andy and was therefore on the rebound, never a good idea. And secondly, as one of his closest friends, if it went wrong, he couldn’t bear to lose her friendship.

But her passionate reaction to what had started as an attempt at comfort had somehow lifted the familial barrier that had previously existed between them, and suddenly he couldn’t see her as anything other than a young, sexy, incredibly hot woman. She’s no different to your sister, he thought desperately as she moved around Lisette’s chair and bent forward to pick something up. But the reaction he got when her breasts nearly popped out of her low-cut bodice was not brotherly in the slightest.

“Crap.” He gave a heavy sigh as Tristan spotted him and beckoned impatiently, and he walked toward the table. This was going to be more difficult than he’d thought.

* * * *

Enya finished sorting out Lisette’s dress and circled the bride’s chair to find her place at the large circular table. It was only then that she realized what an idiot she’d been. She’d completely forgotten about the seating cards, and of course, Lisette had put her next to Andy. “Shit.”

She watched her ex make his way over to the table. Andy Hart had attractive blond hair and, as tighthead prop for the local rugby team, his wide and heavy build drew most girls’ eyes. As he approached the table, he saw her and slowed, meeting her gaze warily.

Enya bit her lip. She’d been determined not to spoil Lisette’s day–and Tristan’s, for that matter. She’d told Andy to keep their breakup–and the reason for it–a secret until after the bride and groom had left for their honeymoon, but now she wished she hadn’t been so noble about it. She was going to have to sit for hours through the wedding breakfast with him by her side, playing over that fateful moment in her head when she’d finally realized her first long term relationship had come to an end. She didn’t want to do it, but she clenched her teeth and lifted her chin. She was doing it for her best friend and her brother. Surely she could survive the few hours until the end of the night?

At that moment, however, Kit leaned across her and picked up Andy’s nameplate. He put his in its place, walked around the table, and put Andy’s on the other side where he’d originally been seated. Andy walked forward, about to say something to her, but Kit stepped in front of him. He didn’t give the impression of bulldog strength like Andy, but she couldn’t help noticing that he topped her ex by several inches, and his shoulders were as wide as Andy’s in his black tux.

“Problem?” Kit said to him.

The two men stared at each other. She knew they weren’t good friends and had suspected in the past that Kit didn’t like him much, although he’d never say so. But she saw from the glint in his eye that he wasn’t joking when he refused to step aside. In spite of his gentle demeanor and carefree manner, she knew he saw himself as the alpha of their group, probably because he was the oldest by six months. She studied him, equally interested and annoyed by his aggression.

Andy held up his hands. “No worries.” Without looking at her, he walked to his new place, sat and poured himself a glass of wine.

Kit turned to look at her, and she glared back at him. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Keeping the peace.” He poured her a glass of red wine and handed it to her. “Get that down your neck–you look like you need it.”

She met his gaze coolly and accepted the glass. “I don’t need rescuing, Kit.”

A frown flickered across his brow, and he looked at the floor for a moment. When he looked back up, his eyes were reflective, troubled. “Fair enough. Sorry.” He glanced over at Andy and said to her, “You want me to change it back again?”

She shook her head. Truth be told, she was relieved she didn’t have to sit next to Andy, and causing a fuss to make a point seemed childish. “No, it’s okay. Let’s get on with the meal.”

* * * *

Enya worried what Lisette would think when she saw the place settings had been swapped. And she worried about the fact that she’d kissed Kit–the best male friend a girl could have–and given him a hard-on when he was her brother’s best mate. And she worried what John thought and whether he’d be angry and consider her a loose woman for kissing his son when she’d only just split up with another of their circle. She worried for about half an hour, and then she realized Lisette was too busy enjoying her wedding to notice where Andy sat, and John hadn’t even looked over at her, and Kit was his normal teasing self. So she finally relaxed and decided that que sera, sera and she was going to get drunk and dance until she fell into a coma.

“Are you trying to get hammered?” Kit commented when she poured a third glass of wine. The dessert had arrived, and she pinched a strawberry from his helping of pavlova before taking a sip from her glass. He didn’t protest, she noticed.

“Absolutely.”

“Fair enough. I think I’ll join you.” He held his own glass out for her to fill.

She did so, but couldn’t help adding, “Don’t you think you should wait until after the big event before you get wasted?” Kit was in charge of the special fireworks presentation that evening. He and Tristan ran a fireworks company called Catherine’s Wheel that put on shows at weddings, New Year’s Eve parties, and other formal occasions.

“That would be a good point, except I’m renowned for having an exceptional ability to hold my drink.”

“Normally I’d agree with you, but I seem to remember the last time you told me that you blew up a rather nice marquee.”

“How long are you going to bring that up for? That was five years ago.”

“Oh, I don’t think that story will ever go out of fashion.” She grinned at him, and he smiled. She’d seen that smile a hundred thousand times, and knew it intimately–the way his eyes crinkled at the edges and how white and even his teeth were. But this time when he smiled at her, shock rippled through her and her heart gave an unexpected thump. She blinked, confused by this sudden turn of events. Their gazes met and locked.

Something had changed.

The kiss had been an irreversible chemical reaction, like burning paper, and instinctively she knew they weren’t going to be able to go back to the way they’d been, brotherly-sisterly, even if it had been superficial. She was sad but also excited, and to her surprise, she saw an echoing interest in his eyes when his lips curved with amusement.

“Kit,” her brother yelled from a few places along the table. “Speech time.”

“Okay.” Kit sighed. “Game on.” He got to his feet and tapped on his glass to get everyone’s attention.

Enya sat back in her seat, prepared to enjoy herself. Kit was an accomplished public speaker, and she’d heard him speak confidently at several formal functions, captivating everyone within a few sentences. This evening he didn’t disappoint, and by the time he finished relaying the anecdotes he’d dredged up from Tristan’s past, she had tears rolling down her face and a stitch in her side.

He let his audience quiet down before saying, “I never thought I’d hear myself say this, but that’s enough embarrassing stories about Tristan.” He smiled as someone cheered for more, making everyone laugh. “We’re here tonight to celebrate the marriage of two of my best friends. I’ve known Tristan and his family for eleven years now, and we became best mates the first day he started school. We’ve both known Lisette the same length of time, and I’m thrilled the two of them are getting married. It’s always good when a relationship is founded on a great friendship.”

He cleared his throat, looking down at his glass for a moment, and Enya stared at her plate, hoping her cheeks weren’t going scarlet.

After a few seconds, he carried on. “As you know, Tris and I own Catherine’s Wheel, and we’ll be putting on a display for you shortly. Before that, I’d like to read you a poem I’ve written for this occasion. It’s called Fireworks.”

A poem? Enya looked up at him, surprised. He winked at her before turning to the bride and groom, reciting it from memory.

“They kiss in the garden, surrounded by flowers

Dahlias burst in orange and pink showers

He holds her face, strokes her hair for hours.”

Cheers echoed around the hall. He smiled and held up a hand as he continued, posing like a Shakespearean actor.

“Scarlet peonies explode in bright pairs

He caresses her cheek, wipes away her tears

Her wedding ring glitters with crimson stars.”

Lisette blinked away tears, and Kit reached out and held her hand as he read the third verse.

“Fish meander through the flickering shallows

Chrysanthemums sparkle in greens and yellows

Pale blue embers descend from the willows.”

By now, everyone was listening and the place had fallen quiet. His voice was low, almost mesmerizing.

“The diadem of stars frames her pale face

The spider spins fragile gold like lace

Time rains silver, dazzling their embrace.”

He kissed Lisette’s hand before lifting his glass to the happy couple, and everyone toasted them, cheering after they’d sipped their champagne. She’d listened to him and Tristan talk about fireworks since she was ten, and knew enough about them to recognize the effects in the poem like ‘wedding ring’ and ‘time rains.’ She thought she knew everything about him, but she didn’t know he wrote poetry.

But then there were things about her he was unaware of, she reminded herself. No two people could know each other completely. It intrigued her, though. What else was there about him she didn’t know?

He held up his hand to still the clapping. “And if you’re not keen on that, perhaps you’ll prefer the following joke by Tommy Cooper. Police arrested two kids yesterday. One had eaten battery acid, the other had eaten some fireworks. They charged one and let the other one off.” There were roars of laughter and he bowed and sat down.

“Smooth,” Enya said.

He winked at her and sipped his wine. “I have many hidden talents.”

“Mm.” She thought about the way he’d kissed her.

He met her gaze, the look in his eyes hot and amused. “Stop it.”

“What?”

“You know perfectly well what.”

She went to protest, but Tristan stood up to speak, and she bit her lip. She only half concentrated on her brother’s speech while her flustered mind played on what had happened up on the balcony. Kit had kissed her. And she’d enjoyed it. And he’d enjoyed it too, judging by how his body had responded. What did it mean? Was it something they could–or should–act on? Or should she pretend like nothing had happened?

Glancing up, she caught Andy’s eye, although he looked away immediately. Her gaze fell back to her plate and she pushed the dessert away, half eaten. She’d hoped for comfort, that was all. Her breakup had left her unsettled and insecure, and she’d wanted reassurance that she was still attractive and not fatally flawed, as Andy had implied. Kit had been convenient, and that was hardly fair to him. They were good friends, and losing that would be devastating.

Also, she was hardly Kit’s type. He’d kissed her because she’d thrown herself at him–he was a red-blooded male after all. But he usually dated gorgeous blondes, often models, women who obviously knew a thing or two about what to do in the bedroom and had a myriad ways to keep him entertained. He’d never made a secret of the fact that he enjoyed sex, and liked women who enjoyed it too. Insatiable. The term continued to fascinate her, but she knew she was far too naive and clueless to keep him interested.

He adored her the same way she idolized him–because when you weren’t dating someone, you overlooked their flaws and hid your own from the other person. He couldn’t be perfect, although he often appeared so to her. He’d have his faults, and if they dated, he’d discover hers, and they’d both end up disillusioned and disappointed. She didn’t want that. She liked the way he treated her like a princess, how he felt the need to protect her, even though it sometimes irritated her that he didn’t seem to have realized she’d grown up. He never criticized her, always stood up for her, and she knew she could do no wrong in his eyes. But no relationship was perfect–how would she feel if she went out with him and then she started annoying him–if he began making excuses not to be with her? It would break her heart.

And of course, she mustn’t forget the most obvious reason that she was so wrong for him. This being that Kit wanted his own family, and Enya couldn’t have children.

She was certain he didn’t know. Nobody knew, as far as she was aware, except for her parents, Tristan, and Niall. And she was happy to keep it that way. She wasn’t sure what it meant for her future relationships. She hoped if she found a nice guy who seemed interested in settling down, if he loved her enough, he’d be willing to overlook her problem and consider adoption. But Kit–being adopted himself–wanted his own children, and she couldn’t blame him for that. Kit wasn’t meant for her. She’d accepted that a long time ago.

The kiss had been fun, but she shouldn’t think of it anymore. She loved Kit dearly, as a brother, and her loneliness and insecurity after breaking up with Andy had made her mind focus on things it shouldn’t have. It was never going to happen, and the sooner she came to terms with that, the better.
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After she’d told herself that Kit was out of bounds, Enya relaxed and tried to enjoy the evening as much as she could. She danced with Lisette until her feet hurt and then kicked off her shoes and danced some more. She joined Kit in entertaining the kids, doing the ridiculous dance songs with them, and laughed as she watched him sliding across the polished wooden dance floor with them in his socks. She watched him charm the plain teenage girls and dance and flirt with the elderly aunts. But she kept her distance and was careful not to catch his eye in a flirtatious way again.

When it got to ten o’clock, he disappeared, and she knew he’d gone out to check on the firework display he’d organized with his staff earlier in the day. Aware that he might miss Tristan’s help, at twenty past she wandered out after him, finding him under the colonnade outside the hotel talking to one of his managers, looking up at the sky.

“It stopped raining then,” she said, joining him and checking out the stars. “See, I told you booking the weather would work.”

He laughed, pulled her toward him, and kissed the top of her head. His lips lingered on her hair, and she shivered.

“Are you okay?” he asked. “You put on a good show, but I can tell you’re still feeling down.”

“I’m fine.” She smiled, moving away from him. “Anything I can do to help?”

“No, everything’s ready.” He hesitated, but someone had taken the microphone to tell everyone the display was ready, and she walked along to the hall before he could speak. “Celt?”

She turned and smiled. “Good luck. I hope it goes well.”

He waited until she met his gaze. “I’ll talk to you later. You’re still hiding something from me–I can tell, and I’m determined to find out what it is.”

“You don’t have to know everything about me.”

His gaze was challenging. “Yes, I do.”

She looked at him coolly. “You really don’t.”

Something flickered in his eyes, but people were starting to filter out so, giving her a final thoughtful glance, he left her and went over to where he’d set up his computer at the end of the colonnade, ready to control the digital remote firing systems for the fireworks.

Enya sat in one of the seats lined up facing the lawn. She turned to watch the guests while they took their seats, and her heart gave a thump. Right at the back, Andy sat with Julie Lang, a girl she’d gone to school with who socialized with them occasionally. Enya bit her lip. It wasn’t shocking that they were talking–what made her breath catch in her throat was the fact that they were holding hands. They released them as they joined the others, but it was too late–she’d already seen them.

She looked across at Kit, startled to see he’d followed her gaze and, from his frown, had seen them holding hands too. Keeping her demeanor calm, even though her heart thumped, she turned back to the lawn. She wasn’t going to think about it now. She loved the Catherine’s Wheel presentations, and knew Kit would have made a special effort for Tristan and Lisette’s wedding.

Sure enough, as Handel’s Music for the Royal Fireworks filled the air, jumping jacks, skyrockets, and fountains threw pyrotechnic colored stars into the night sky, accompanied by the oohs and aahs of the audience. The beautiful music echoed around the hotel grounds as the stars exploded in dahlia and willow effects, silver-and-gold crossettes, and a spinning Catherine wheel that made the audience catch their breath as one.

The presentation went smoothly–not that she would have expected anything less. Kit and Tristan had been running the business for four years now, and they’d quickly grown to be the number one fireworks firm in Auckland. With Tristan’s practical expertise, Kit’s vision, and their combined fascination with blowing things up, she was sure they’d soon be the biggest pyrotechnic firm in the whole country.

The music drew to a climax, and her cheeks were damp when the presentation ended. The fireworks always moved her, and of course they were especially meaningful today especially when she saw the finishing piece–a huge heart with T and L in the middle, lit with silver and golden stars. But she wiped the tears away before anyone saw them, and joined the others in cheering as Kit and Tristan hugged and Lisette gave them both a huge kiss on the cheek, and everyone laughed.

* * * *

The dancing continued, but over the next couple of hours, the wedding guests gradually retired to their rooms in the hotel. Those with younger children and the elderly were first, and then slowly everyone else followed as the alcohol and energetic dancing took its toll.

In the end, only the small group of friends and their parents remained, and they collapsed with tiredness in one corner of the hall as the band packed up.

“I’m shagged.” Tristan yawned.

“Great,” Lisette said. “Guess I’m out of luck tonight then?”

Everyone laughed, and Lisette squealed as he grabbed her hands and pulled her out of her chair and onto his lap, whispering in her ear, and she slapped him before she giggled and he nuzzled her neck.

Niall O’Donnell rolled his eyes and got up. “I’m going to bed.”

“Don’t worry, little brother,” Tristan called after him. “It’ll be you next.”

Niall gave him the finger and disappeared. His parents laughed. “I don’t think so,” said Patrick O’Donnell. He raised his eyebrow at his wife. “I think it’s more likely to be Enya next, don’t you?”

Maria O’Donnell nodded. “Definitely. Where is Andy, anyway?”

Enya gritted her teeth as everyone turned to look at her, but managed to force out a smile. “Gone to bed–he was tired.” She’d booked herself another room the day before, but hadn’t yet told her parents they’d broken up. Julie had gone to bed too. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Kit watching her, but she didn’t look at him. “I might make my way up, actually.”

As the others gathered their bags and jackets, she slid her high heels back on. She’d spent most of the evening shoeless, and they were tight now. Standing, she cursed beneath her breath as she tried to keep her balance. How much had she drunk? She’d alternated wine with lemonade, but she’d been drinking steadily all evening. She still didn’t feel as drunk as she’d hoped she’d be, though. She’d planned to lose herself in the alcohol and numb the disappointment and regret at the thought of her recent broken relationship, but the hurt and anger still felt new and bright, burning in her stomach like acid.

“Watch where you’re going,” Kit called from behind her suddenly, but his warning came too late. She hadn’t seen the step up to the dais area, and she stumbled and fell. Kit ran across to catch her with an arm around her waist, but not before she’d managed to twist her ankle in the heels.

“Enya?” Her father hurried over. “Are you all right?”

She leaned on Kit as she tested her weight, wincing and giving a squeal. “Damn it.”

“Have you sprained it?”

“I think so.”

Kit lifted her easily into his arms. “Luckily it’s the end of the night or you’d have been resigned to a chair all evening.”

Kit’s mother, Cate–after whom he’d named Catherine’s Wheel–lifted up the bottom of Enya’s skirt and examined her ankle. “Oh love, it’s already swelling. It’ll be black and blue in the morning.”

“I’ll take her to the bar and get some ice,” Kit said.

“Thanks, son,” Patrick said. “Are you sure you can manage? She weighs a ton.”

Enya clouted him with her handbag. “Thanks.”

Kit laughed. “She’s incredibly light actually.” He smiled at her. “Clearly you need feeding up.”

She didn’t reply. Her mouth was close to his jaw line, now dark with stubble, and she fought every instinct to lean forward and kiss it. She closed her eyes. She needed to get to bed. She was more drunk than she realized.

“Can you make sure she gets up to her room okay?” Maria asked Kit. “We’re off to bed.”

Enya opened her eyes and saw John Fawkes watching his son. He was frowning, and Kit shook his head impatiently.

What was that about?

But Kit only said, “Of course, sleep well,” to her mother, and they bid good night to the bride and groom before he carried her out of the hall.

He crossed the foyer toward the bar, where only a couple of people remained finishing off a late night tipple. He asked the barman for a pack of ice and then carried Enya across to a window seat, depositing her there before he went back to collect the ice pack. He sat next to her and lifted her feet onto his lap, taking off her shoes. Sliding her long blue dress up to expose the ankle that was already swelling, he placed the pack on it.

“Ooh, that’s cold.” She shivered. “I’m freezing.”

“Yeah, I noticed.” Kit stared at the floor for a moment before casting her an apologetic look. “Sorry. Did I really say that?”

She looked down. Her nipples stood out like two buttons. “Kit. Honestly.”

He pulled her wrap closer around her shoulders. “Sorry. I didn’t think I was drunk, but I’m beginning to wonder.”

She studied him, noting his half-lidded eyes and the careful way he moved, as if afraid he might knock something over. “You’re trashed.”

“Takes one to know one, Celt.”

They both laughed.

The barman came over. “Would either of you like a drink?”

Kit raised an eyebrow at her. She nodded fervently and said, “Yes please. Double whisky.”

He grinned. “Me too. The Bowmore please. On ice. Can you put it on room 124?”

Enya nodded her agreement but pulled a face as the barman walked away. “I’m not as keen on the Islay malts. Too peaty–like drinking medicine.”

“You want a Glenlivet instead?”

“Nah, it’s okay. I just want to get drunk so the malt’ll do fine.”

He tipped his head at her as he shifted the ice pack, making sure her ankle was covered. “You know I saw them. Andy and Julie.”

She sighed, defeated. “Yeah.”

“Something you want to tell me?”

She leaned her head on her hand. “I walked in on them in bed together.”

He stared at her. “You’re kidding me.”

“Nope.”

“He cheated on you? Fucking bastard.” His voice rose.

She gave a short laugh, followed by another sigh. “It was already over–we just hadn’t said the words. We haven’t slept together for weeks. Doesn’t mean it hurts any less, of course, but that’s the truth. I asked them not to tell anyone until after the wedding. I knew it would upset Lisette, and Tristan would go all caveman on me and threaten to stuff Andy’s head down the toilet or something.” She shrugged. “It’s done. Pointless to cry over spilt milk.”

 



 


 

Chapter

4

 

Kit studied her. She looked sad but resigned. “Why was it over?”

Her beautiful green eyes met his for a moment, and then she shrugged and looked away.

“Oh no,” he said. “You don’t get away with it that easily. Come on, you obviously haven’t talked to anyone since then. Tell me what happened.”

They looked up as the barman approached with their drinks, and they accepted the tumblers with the amber liquid. Kit held his up to her. “To new beginnings.”

He’d actually meant it in terms of her breakup, but when she raised her gaze to his, his heart missed a beat, and he was suddenly speechless. She was so gorgeous. Her refined hairstyle had almost collapsed and red curls framed her pale face. Her hair was the most amazing color–not ginger, nothing like that harsh orange tone, but a lovely red-gold that shone in the low lamp light. “New beginnings,” she whispered, and sipped her whisky. Then she pulled a face. “Oh, gross.”

He laughed and took a mouthful, welcoming the burn of the peaty malt into his stomach. Shifting the ice pack again, he moved it around to the underside of her ankle and rested her leg on top of it. Then he placed his hand on her cool skin.

She sighed and her head fell back until it met the wall with a bump. “It’s not something I can talk to you about, Kit. Much as I love you, there are some things I can’t discuss with you.”

He frowned then. “You can talk to me about anything, sweetheart.”

“Not this.”

“If you can’t talk to me, who can you talk to?”

She tilted her head to look at him. “I don’t know.”

“Can you talk to your mum?”

She looked at her glass. “Not really.”

“Lisette?”

“No.”

“Tris?”

She laughed. “God, no.”

“Then talk to me.”

She sipped her drink. “It’s personal.”

“Of course it’s personal or you’d have told me the first time I asked you. What is it about, sex?”

Her lips started to curve. “Maybe.”

He pointed to himself and then flicked out his hand. “I know everything there is to know. I’m a sex guru. Ask away.”

She laughed and shifted on the seat. She looked tired, but as he settled himself, waiting for her reply, she finally gave a long, resigned sigh. “Oh, all right. Well, I haven’t been with many guys.”

“Yeah, I know. Three, unless there are any one night stands I don’t know about.”

“No, Christopher, no one night stands.”

“Don’t full name me. You do that and I’ll leave you to hobble up the stairs on your own.”

She smiled, but her eyes were sad. She leaned her head on her hand, elbow propped on the windowsill, and studied him. “It’s...I’m not very good in bed.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I sincerely doubt that.”

She shrugged. “That’s not only my opinion.”

So at least one of her partners had told her that. Kit frowned.

They looked up as the last man in the bar got up and went out, leaving the two of them alone with the barman. “Are you waiting for us to go?” Kit called to him.

“No, we’re open until two,” the barman called back.

Kit looked at the clock–it read one thirty. “Can we have another couple of whiskies then?”

“Sure.”

Kit looked back at Enya, who watched him with her bright green eyes. She suddenly looked young. But she was only six years younger than him–they were twenty-one and twenty-seven, not ten and sixteen. And he wanted to help her. He stroked her ankle. “So what’s the problem?”

She shrugged again.

“Did you ask them what they like in bed? Ask them to show you what they wanted?”

“Yes...I have an idea what men like.” Her eyes twinkled for a moment. Then she looked down.

“So... Did they want to do things you didn’t like or felt uncomfortable doing? Because there’s nothing wrong with saying no to kinky stuff you don’t fancy. Everyone has their limits.”

For the first time, twin spots of red appeared on her cheekbones. “Kinky stuff?”

He shrugged. “You know. Handcuffs. Watching porn. Sex toys. Anal sex.”

“Kit!” She went completely scarlet.

“What?” He laughed. “That’s twice in one day you’ve blushed in front of me.”

“It’s technically another day now,” she protested.

“Even so. I’m surprised you still get embarrassed with me.”

“Well, come on. It’s not every day I talk about butt sex with my best friend.”

He grinned. “I think we should make a new rule that we talk about it every day.”

She pushed him with her foot and then winced. He winked at her and took another swallow of the whisky, finishing off the glass as the barman came up with their next round. “Drink up,” Kit told her. “You’re lagging.”

She finished off the whisky, wincing as she swallowed, and accepted the new one from the barman, who took their empty glasses back to the bar. Sliding down the seat, she waggled her foot, and Kit smiled and began to stroke it again.

“So,” he said, determined to get to the bottom of her problem. “It’s not kinky stuff that’s bothering you.”

“No.” She looked sad. “Just regular, run-of-the-mill sex.”

“Then...”

She sighed and rested her cheek on the glass. “I have difficulty...letting go.”

“Is that anything to do with...” He couldn’t think how to phrase it, and his voice tailed off.

She met his gaze. “The fact that I was raped?” Her voice was soft. “It’s okay, Kit. You can say it.”

Kit studied her for a moment and a wave of compassion and admiration swept over him. She’d come through the ordeal like an Amazon, determined even at the age of fifteen that she wasn’t going to let it define her. But he knew the experience must have affected her in ways that weren’t obvious. “Is that what the problem stems from?” he asked gently.

“Yes. I suppose. I want to have a good sex life–I like sex itself. Or the idea of it, anyway. But...when I actually get down to it with a guy, I find it difficult to relax, you know? To let go. I mean, it’s not like I’m lying there thinking about what happened before or anything, but I find I tense up automatically.”

“I would think that was perfectly normal, honey. Have you spoken to your counselor about it?”

“I don’t see her anymore. I didn’t feel like she was helping much.”

He turned toward her in the seat, her feet still in his lap. The ice pack was cold on his thighs, but he didn’t care. He wanted to help her sort this out. In spite of her supportive parents, her close friends and her partners, she clearly didn’t feel she could talk to anyone about it. “The guys you’ve been with... Were they sympathetic about it? Did they understand?”

“I didn’t tell them.” She circled the ice cubes in her glass. “I don’t tell anyone.”

He knew that at the time it happened, he and his parents were the only people outside her family who knew she’d been assaulted. But he’d assumed she’d told Lisette because they were such good friends, and it surprised him that none of her partners knew. “So Andy...”

“No. He doesn’t know.”

“Do you think it might have been better if you’d told him? That then he might have been more understanding?”

“Maybe. But...it worries me that once I tell a guy, he’s going to look at me differently, you know? Like I’m damaged goods.”

Kit frowned, remembering his father using the same phrase. “Who called you that?” he asked sharply.

“No one.” She shrugged. “That’s how I feel, though.” She pressed the glass to her temple and gave him a tired smile. “I think I’m broken.”

He studied her wordlessly. She’d always been so determined the event wasn’t going to affect her that he’d assumed she didn’t think about it much anymore. Rather than being afraid to go out at night or being wary of men, she’d always been outgoing and vivacious, full of life. He thought she’d dealt with it, put it behind her, and moved on. How stupid of him. Of course it had scarred her.

And that was what finally made up his mind.

She was looking up at the ceiling. “I don’t want it to be the first thing a guy thinks when he looks at me, Kit. It would be perfectly understandable, but I couldn’t bear it.”

“I know about it, and I swear it’s not the first thing I think about when I look at you.”

She gave him an unusually pathetic look. “It’s not?”

“No. The first think I think about is how big your tits are.”

She stared at him, and then they both burst out laughing. She took a large swallow of her drink and sighed loudly, sliding down in the seat a little more. “You’re good for me, Kit Kat,” she said, rolling her head on the wall to look at him.

He smiled and then pointed a finger at her. “I haven’t finished with you yet. I want more details.”

“Like what?”

He stroked higher up her leg. “Tell me what you like in bed.”

“Kit, goodness.”

“What? It’s a perfectly sensible question. Did they ever ask you?”

She blinked. “Not really. I only slept with Gary twice and Sean four or five so there wasn’t a lot of time for deep conversation.”

“And Andy?”

“With Andy it was more of a case of ‘let’s complete steps one through seven.’ Usually missing out two, three and four. And sometimes five and six.”

That made him angry, but he kept it down. She didn’t need to hear about his feelings toward her ex lovers. He hooked her gaze and held it. “Did they give you any orgasms?”

She flushed again, but didn’t look away, growing bolder as the whisky took hold. “Honestly? No.”

“Not once?” Her answer astonished him.

“Not once. I faked it every time.” She sighed. “After a while, I become conscious it’s not happening, and then I get worried about how long it’s taking, and then it’s definitely not going to happen, you know?”

He nodded, suspecting that she was far from being the only woman who had this sort of problem. “What about oral sex?” He tipped his head at her. “I’ve never met a woman who didn’t like that. Do you come when a guy goes down on you?”

She blushed beautifully. “I haven’t. Same problem. I can’t relax, and then I get worried about the fact that it’s taking too long, and when he starts sighing and fidgeting, it kind of kills the moment.”

He said nothing, frowning. He felt ashamed of his sex, angry that not only had she been assaulted, she’d never yet met a man decent enough to take the time to please her in bed. He wanted to strangle Andy. It didn’t matter that the guy hadn’t known about what she’d been through. In a way, it made it worse. He hadn’t even had the excuse of worrying that he’d hurt her or that she’d be thinking about the assault. It was plain laziness and selfishness, and that made him angry.

Something else was worrying him now, though. He’d never discussed the physical details of her attack–he wouldn’t have dreamed about asking her such an intimate question, but now he wondered if she’d suffered more than he’d realized physically. He reached out and held her hand. “Honey, when you’re on your own, are you able to pleasure yourself?”

That made the smile return to her lips. “Yes, Mr. Nosey. I can ‘pleasure myself,’ as you put it so nicely. And don’t raise your eyebrows like that–I’m not giving you details.” She sighed. “It’s not physical, Kit. Everything works fine. There are no problems in that area. It’s all up here.” She tapped her temple. “Sex is about relinquishing control, release, and trust. Or it should be, anyway. And I don’t seem to be able to open up enough to...well, you know.”

He leaned his head on his hand and studied her. If she pleasured herself, there was nothing seriously wrong physically, which meant she was right–it was a psychological problem. And perhaps that was something he could help with. “So maybe you should have sex with someone you trust. Someone you’ve known for a long time.” He waited for her eyes to lift up to his. “Know anyone who fits the bill?”

Her green eyes lit with a mixture of excitement and caution. “Kit... We can’t have sex!”

“No? You don’t find me sexually attractive?”

“Oh, ha ha. You know you’re hotter than lava.”

He grinned. “So...”

“Why would it be any different to being with Andy? He was a friend too.”

He snorted. “You’re comparing our friendship to what you had with that idiot? Come on, I’ve known you over ten years. You trust me, don’t you?”

She studied him. “You know I do.”

“Don’t you think that would make a difference?”

She frowned then. “I don’t want to lose you. You’re one of my best friends–the best male friend I have, apart from my brothers. I...I love you, Kit. I couldn’t bear to lose that.”

“I know. Me neither.” He swallowed the last mouthful of his whisky and leaned on his hand again. “So what if we agreed we’d just do it the once?”

Her lips curved, but she bit the bottom one, trying not to smile. “What do you mean?”

“Like an experiment. To see if it’s different for you with someone you’re friends with, someone you trust.”

Her lips parted, and he had a sudden memory of how they’d felt sticky beneath his own, and how eagerly she’d thrust her tongue into his mouth. He would have got a hard-on if he hadn’t had an icepack in his lap.

“But if it was no different,” she whispered, “I don’t think I could bear for you to be disappointed with me.”

He frowned then and reached out to cup her cheek. “You could never disappoint me, love. You’re gorgeous, beautiful, and brave.” He let his gaze rest on her lips, not missing how she inhaled when he did so. “And if I can’t give you an orgasm, Enya O’Donnell, I’ll be very, very surprised.”

Her eyes widened. “You’re sure of yourself,” she squeaked.

“I’m sure of us. I love you, and I think you love and trust me too. Honey, if I can’t get you to come, I don’t think anyone can.”

She’d gone scarlet again. But her eyes were filled with longing.

 



 


 

Chapter

5

 

Kit looked up at the clock and she followed his gaze. It was nearly two AM. His deep blue eyes fixed back on her.

“Bed,” he said firmly.

Enya was speechless and couldn’t have protested if her life had depended on it. She let him take the icepack off her ankle and return it to the barman, and then he came back and lifted her, somewhat unsteadily, carrying her out of the bar and across to the lift.

“Room number?” he asked.

“320.”

He pressed the button, missing it twice, and she giggled while they waited impatiently for it to descend. He went inside and pressed her floor number before stepping back to let the doors close.

She put her arms around his neck as the lift ascended, meeting his gaze. She wondered whether he’d kiss her, but he just studied her, his eyes hot. Her head spun, and it wasn’t only from the whisky. They couldn’t do this, could they? They might regret it in the morning. She might disappoint him, whatever he said. But his words rang in her ears. Honey, if I can’t get you to come, I don’t think anyone can.

The lift dinged and the doors opened, and he walked along the corridor until they reached her room. She fumbled for her passkey in the small handbag looped around her wrist and fitted it into the slot, pressing the handle as he pushed the door open. Automatically, she took out her lip balm as well and twisted it up to apply a slick to her lips. It was habit–she did it a hundred times a day, but Kit’s gaze fell on her mouth and she froze. “What?”

He laughed, letting the door shut behind him, and moved his hands from under her legs so they slid to the ground.

“Nothing.” He reached over and flicked the switch so the light came on above the bed. “Jeez, it’s warm in here.”

“I think I turned the thermostat up a bit high.” She threw her shoes and handbag on the floor and tried putting her weight on her other leg, wincing as pain shot through her ankle. He put his hands on her hips and turned her so her back was against the wall.

Her heart pounded, but she made herself look up at him calmly. He was devastatingly handsome. How would she feel if he touched her?

He studied her for a moment. Without her shoes, she was a lot shorter than he was, and she had to look up to meet his gaze. His blue eyes were hot, but still he hesitated, and she realized he was having doubts.

“Perhaps I should go,” he said.

Disappointment flooded through her. She desperately wanted him to stay. But she nodded.

He didn’t move, but he did try again. “It’s probably not a good idea if I stay.”

She shook her head, but she knew her eyes must be pleading for him not to go. She opened her mouth to ask him to stay, but the words wouldn’t come.

What if he said no? How could she bear it?

Instead, she moistened her lips with the tip of her tongue, and in response, he gave her an exasperated look.

“You’re going to have to tell me to go,” he said huskily. “Tell me you want me to go.”

Her heart pounded–he wanted to stay. Courage flooded through her, and she met his gaze and shook her head.

He stepped closer to her and cupped her face. “Tell me you don’t want me to kiss you.” He bent his head and let his lips brush hers, adding softly, “Tell me you don’t want me inside you.”

Desire threaded through her veins, hot and neat as the whisky, and she gave in and threw her arms around his neck, lifting her lips to his.

He slid his arms around her and kissed her deeply, pushing her up to the wall, pressing his hard, masculine body against hers. He was so gorgeous, and so incredibly sexy, Enya thought she might faint. She gave a sigh deep in her throat, and he groaned in response, moving his hands to her butt and pulling her tight against him. Once again, she felt the long, hard length of his erection press into her soft flesh, and she gasped as he moved his hips, arousing her with gentle pressure.

He really wanted to have sex with her. The realization hit her so hard, she nearly squealed out loud. Unbuttoning his jacket, she pushed it off his shoulders, and he let it fall to the floor before bringing his arms back around her. She pushed him back, though, needing to see him in the white shirt and silky grey vest.

“Oh my God you’re so sexy,” she whispered. “I’d ask you to keep it on, but if I only get one go at this, I want you naked.”

He laughed and flicked open the buttons on the vest before letting it fall on top of his jacket. She pulled his bow tie, and when it unraveled, slid it out from under his collar, and that joined the growing heap of clothes.

Then she began undoing his shirt buttons. He nuzzled her ear as she worked her way up, and her heart hammered when his lips grazed the sensitive skin of her neck, his tongue tasting her as her fingers brushed his warm skin. When she reached his tight top button, he had to help her out, and then the shirt slid down his back and fell to the floor.

Enya rested her hands on his chest, catching her breath at the sight of his defined muscles and powerful arms. “Wow,” she whispered.

He chuckled. “You sound surprised. You’ve seen me without a shirt before.”

“Yes, but I’ve never looked, you know? I wouldn’t let myself look too closely–it’s not what you do to friends.”

“And now?” He rested his hands on her hips and moved closer to brush his lips over hers.

She ran her fingers up his ribs and then, ever so lightly, over his nipples, looking up at him.

He lifted his head and raised an eyebrow. “No fair.” He pulled her toward him. “My turn.”

He investigated how her wrap was attached to the bodice of her dress. “It’s not rocket science,” she said, wobbling on one leg and starting to laugh as he struggled to unhook it at the back.

“Female clothes puzzle me.” Eventually he undid it and released the wrap. “They’re all straps, poppers and hooks–very alien. Guys have buttons and zips. They’re a lot simpler.”

“That’s because men’s brains are a lot simpler.”

“True.” He threw the wrap onto the floor. “And I’ve had a few whiskies–that doesn’t help.”

She held her breath as he lowered his gaze to her breasts, which were squeezed together in the tight bodice of the blue satin dress. She could almost feel the heat from his eyes cutting through the dress like lasers. “For God’s sake, help me get it off. I want to feel your hands on me.”

He gave her a pained look before she turned around with a hop and offered him her zipper, leaning against the wall to keep her balance. He sighed. “I wanted this to be nice and slow, but you’re not making it easy.”

“I don’t want it nice and slow,” she said, looking over her shoulder at him. “I’m desperate for you, Kit.”

“Any more talk like that, and it’ll be over before it’s started.” He pressed his hips against her butt as he undid her zip. She gasped at the hardness of his erection, pushing back and making him grunt. He lowered the zip to the bottom and then rested his hands on her shoulders.

This was almost the last point she could stop, she realized. Any further, and she’d be naked in his arms. She rested her hands on top of his, suddenly hesitant, her body tensing. Was this what she wanted? What if it wasn’t any different with him? If he couldn’t help her relax? What if she had to fake an orgasm with him so he didn’t feel bad? Would he be able to tell?

He kissed her shoulder. Then her neck, planting soft, light kisses up to her ear. Removing his hands from beneath hers, he investigated the clips holding up the last remnants of her hairstyle and gradually removed them, one by one, tossing them onto the pile of clothes.

“You like my hair, don’t you?” she said, touched by the gentleness of his hands.

“I do.” He removed the final clip and let her hair tumble around his fingers, spreading the curls around her shoulders. “It’s like fire. And it always smells nice.”

She smiled. “When have you ever smelled my hair?”

“I do it every time I kiss you on the top of your head. Have you never noticed?”

She laughed. “No.”

He brushed his fingers down her arms as he nuzzled her ear again. “I admire you in a hundred different ways every day, Enya O’Donnell, my naive little Celt. You think today is the first day I’ve noticed how sexy you are?” He brought his hands back up to rest on her shoulders.

She tingled all over. He thought she was sexy. Her emotions whirled with a strange mixture of old familiarity and new sensuality–she knew him so well, and yet, at that moment, she didn’t know him at all, and it made her tense.

He kissed her hair. “Do you remember the time you came to our house wearing that bright green bikini? You were seventeen, I think.”

She smiled at the memory. “Yes. You were sitting on the deck, looking cool with your shades on. You refused to go swimming with me.”

“That’s because I had such an incredible hard-on, I couldn’t get up for about half an hour.”

She started to laugh. “I did not know that.”

“Oh... I have plenty of those sorts of stories.”

She knew what he was doing–reminding her of their long past, that they’d been friends for what seemed like forever. She loved him, trusted him implicitly. And with that thought, the last of her mental barriers fell away.

She let him push the dress off her shoulders, and it slipped to the floor in a rustle of satin.

Kit caught his breath, resting his hands on her hips as he kissed her shoulder. She knew he was looking at her breasts, only partially encased in the half-cups of white lace. He traced the top of her panties around to her stomach and then slid his hands slowly up her ribcage to cup her breasts, warm on her skin. He brushed her nipples through the lace with his thumbs, and her heart pounded.

He ran his fingers underneath her straps over her shoulder and down to her back, before pushing the clips of her bra together. The elastic eased, and she dropped her arms so he could slide the garment off her and let it drop to the floor. Then he turned her to face him.

Trying to quell the urge to cover herself up, she tucked her hands beneath her butt, leaning back against the wall, basking in his warm perusal. Her breasts were probably her best feature, apart from her hair, and she glowed inside at the obvious admiration on his face.

“Fucking hell,” he said, confirming her thoughts. “You’re absolutely stunning.”

“Thank you.”

He raised his gaze to hers and laughed. “You’re welcome.” He kissed her then, deeply, his tongue playing with hers as he cupped her breasts in his warm hands. Raising his head, he said huskily, “Tell me what you like, Enya.”

Enya, not Celt. Their relationship had shifted subtly, finally maturing in the dull light of the hotel room that was so warm she saw moisture glistening in the hollow of his throat. They weren’t kids any longer, fumbling teenagers more intent on the act than with whom they were doing it. They were adults, man and woman, wanting to take pleasure in each other’s bodies and give it in equal measure. He’d said he wanted to help her, and knowing him, she was aware that would be true, but he wasn’t completely selfless. He wanted her–it was obvious in the way he looked at her, in how he couldn’t seem to stop touching her. And in the impressive bulge in his pants, too.

“I don’t think I need to explain,” she said, sliding her hands up his arms as he kissed her neck and stroked her breasts. “You seem to know...oh...exactly what I like.”

“I want you to tell me how you like to be touched.” He lifted his head to watch her, circling his fingers over her nipples and watching her reaction. “Softly, like this?” He brushed the tips with his thumbs. “Or firmly, like this?” He rolled her nipples between his fingers.

She gasped and tipped her head back on the wall, pushing her breasts into his hands. “Oh God, yes.”

He grunted in approval and bent to take a nipple in his mouth, sucking and flicking the tip with his tongue before transferring to the other one. Enya slid her hands into his hair and tightened her fingers, overwhelmed with sensation. “Kit...oh...”

He straightened to kiss her again, continuing to play with her now wet and sensitive nipples, and a deep ache grew between her thighs. As if he’d read her thoughts, he slid his hands to the top of her panties and then pushed them down her legs, bending to help ease them over her injured ankle, then standing to lift her slightly for her to flick them away.

“Whoa,” he said, running his gaze down her. “The carpet does match the drapes.”

She glanced at her red pubic hair and followed it with an exasperated look, and he chuckled. He leaned his left forearm on the wall above her head and fixed her with his gaze. Giving her a sexy smile, he traced light fingers along her lower stomach, making it quiver.

“I’m going to touch you now,” he said huskily, brushing her pubic hair. He kissed her and then raised his head again. “Trust me?” His deep blue eyes were gentle.

Enya licked her lips then nodded.

Watching her, he moved his fingers down into her hot centre. They slid easily into her warm flesh, and she knew she must be slippery with desire.

She gasped. Kit’s eyes–those eyes she knew so well–weren’t sparkling with humor or teasing now, they were fiery hot, filled with lust. He slid his fingers lower, and then lower still, moving them inside her, and she finally closed her eyes as he brought them back up, slick with her moisture, to begin caressing her.

“Tell me how to touch you,” he asked her again, pressing kisses to her lips, her cheeks, her eyelids. He began with short, light brushes of his fingers, and then when she whispered, “Slower,” he changed to long, firm strokes, pressing against her swollen, sensitive flesh, and she sighed.

She couldn’t believe he was touching her like this. Tender, generous Kit, determined to show her she was capable of passion and love, trying to teach her to trust, to open herself metaphorically and literally to him. He kissed and caressed her until her breathing grew irregular before finally lifting his head. She ached for him, and when he finally undid his belt, she didn’t complain, her trembling fingers joining his as he unbuttoned his pants and slid down the zipper. Taking out his wallet, he left it on the nearby table as he pushed down his pants with his boxers and flicked off his socks before coming to stand before her.

“Oh my God.” Enya stared. “Kit Fawkes in all his glory. Who’d have thought?”

He chuckled and cupped her face. “No secrets left now, eh?”

“No.” She couldn’t take her eyes off him. “Jeez, Kit, I never guessed you’d be so... Wow.”

His lips curved with amusement. “I guess that’s a better reaction than ‘is that it?’”

She met his gaze. “Oh, you’re so many miles away from ‘is that it?’ I couldn’t tell you.” She saw she’d pleased him with her words, but it wasn’t false flattery. The guy was magnificent. Her heart thumped as he kissed her. Sliding her hands down his body, she closed her fingers around his impressive erection, enjoying his intake of breath as she stroked him. A deep, dark urge to pleasure him rose within her. She wanted to arouse him to the point of no return, to see him come apart, knowing it was because of her. He closed his eyes as she continued to stroke him, his breathing growing quicker, and when she reached up to kiss him, he returned it hungrily, delving his tongue into her mouth.

Suddenly everything became urgent, their kisses insistent and demanding, tongues probing, teeth grazing as they explored each other’s bodies with their hands. He kissed down her neck and stroked his tongue over her nipples, and she clawed his back and tightened her fingers in his hair, trying to pull him closer.

Clearly unable to bear it any longer, he turned and picked up his wallet, only to swear as he opened it and found it empty. “I didn’t plan on getting laid,” he explained as she raised an eyebrow.

“I thought you always came prepared.”

“Very funny.” He cupped her face. “I’m so sorry, love. I’ll have to nip down to the gents’ in the foyer.”

“Kit...” She hesitated. “I’ve always used a condom, but I am on the pill for medical reasons, if you want to leave it. It’s up to you.” It was a lie, but she couldn’t get pregnant, so it didn’t matter.

He stared at her. “You’re sure?”

“I’m clean, Kit. I...I have regular checks because of...you know...what happened.”

His eyes flicked over her. His hand was warm on her face. “I’ve never had sex without a condom.”

She nodded. It didn’t surprise her that he was usually so responsible. “It’s up to you,” she said again.

His gaze caressed her, and finally he nodded. “Okay. Last chance then, sweetheart, before I screw you senseless. Are you sure?”

She wanted him so much it was hurting, and his words–and the wolfish smile he gave her–made her shiver. In reply, she took his erection in her hand and stroked him slowly. He leaned his forehead against hers as she did so, his hands curling into fists on the wall. Meeting his gaze, she licked her lips and said, “Yes, I’m sure.”

He pulled her toward him, forgetting about her ankle, and she squealed as she tried to put her weight on it. He laughed and picked her up, wrapping her legs around his hips, and turned to face the room. She thought he was going to take her to the bed, but instead he walked over to the table and, in one swift move, swept the pamphlets, hotel information and other bits and pieces onto the floor before lowering her onto it.

“Here?” she said, giggling and leaning back on her hands as he nibbled down her neck.

“Here.” He kissed her, cupping her head and thrusting his tongue into her mouth, and Enya’s head spun as his erection pressed against her soft folds, parting them. To her surprise, without further ado, he slid inside her in one smooth move.

She gasped, sobering as quickly as if someone had thrown a bucket of cold water over her. Kit’s blue eyes were wide, and she knew the same thoughts were going through his head. This is real. They weren’t playing any longer. Their humor fled. She felt him inside her, all the way up, thick and hard. This wasn’t flirting, pretending to wrestle or splashing each other in the pool–this was sex, skin on skin, grown up and sensual and sexy as hell.

Her legs were still wrapped around his waist, and he leaned forward now, a hand either side of her on the table, and his lips hovered over hers. “Want me to stop?” Before she said anything, he withdrew until he was almost out of her, then slid slowly back in.

It was exquisite, and Enya closed her eyes and let her head fall back, a soft sigh escaping her lips. “Ah... Kit... If you stop, I think I’ll die.”

“Thank God.” It was such a heartfelt response she would have laughed if her concentration wasn’t centered on the amazing sensations flooding her body at that moment.

He made love to her, sliding in and out of her so leisurely that at one point she begged him to take her faster, but he just laughed and shook his head, continuing the patient, relentless movement of his hips that was driving her so crazy.

Sometimes he gave short, shallow thrusts, letting the head of his erection tease her tight entrance with a gentle sucking sound that was so erotic, it made her blush yet again as he raised his head to watch her with a sexy smile. Then he’d follow with a long, deep thrust that made her moan and eventually collapse onto her elbows, her head falling back so her hair tumbled across the tabletop. As he continued to move inside her, he ran his hands over her body, playing with her nipples, sometimes bending his head to take one in his mouth, at other times planting kisses up her collarbone to her neck, tasting her skin there and giving her little nibbles that drove her crazy.

She wasn’t sure if was the fact that she was probably a lot drunker than she realized, or whether it was indeed Kit himself–her old and trusted friend–who had removed her inhibitions, but she’d never felt like this while making love, so abandoned and sexy. She kept waiting for him to speed up, for his body to take over, but he maintained his regular pace, gradually slowing down, if anything. Eventually, she realized he was keeping a tight control on his own desire, concentrating on drawing out the pleasure for them both, making it last as long as he could, so confident he could fulfill his promise to make her come that he was happy to make her wait.

Drowsy with lust, spiraling out of control, she eventually let her elbows slide and lay flat on the table, giving herself completely to him. She raised her arms over her head, enjoying watching him as he leaned over her, his impressive arm muscles taut as they bore his weight. She tightened her legs around his waist, encouraging him to thrust deeper, and for the first time he did so, plunging inside her, increasing his pace.

“Ah, Kit...”

His blue eyes were hot, slightly unfocussed. “I know, honey. This is heaven. You are so beautiful.” He bent and kissed her, then slid his hand between them, finding the sensitive spot between her legs with his thumb and beginning to stroke it firmly.

“Oh God...”

He lowered his mouth to her nipple, and the combined sensations of his hot mouth on her breast, firm but gentle fingers, and hard erection sliding into her swollen flesh, drove her over the edge. He lifted his head to watch her, obviously sensing the build of her climax. “Let go, love.” His eyes were filled with affection and desire. “Trust me.”

“I do... Oh!” The orgasm began deep within her, radiating out, and she observed its arrival as if from a distance as her internal muscles tightened around him and she cried out as they squeezed in tiny pulses. It was exquisite, and from afar, she was aware of his deep blue eyes watching her all the way, gaining satisfaction from her climax, enjoying her pleasure.

Only as she floated back down to earth did he relinquish his tight control, and it was her turn to watch with delight as he shuddered, groaning aloud as his body tightened and spilled inside her.

She stretched out beneath him, not an ounce of reservation or reluctance left in her body, completely and wholly his at that moment. It was warm in the room, and she observed how his hair curled damply around his temples, his skin glowing. She watched as his breathing gradually slowed, and eventually his eyes flickered open, his gaze focusing on her body before sliding up to meet hers.

They studied each other for a moment. Then, at the same time, their lips curved.

“Told you,” he smirked.

“No need to be so smug about it.”

Still inside her, he raised a hand to brush back a curl from her forehead before bending to give her a leisurely kiss. “That was nice.” He raised his head to look at her again.

“And that was the understatement of the year. It was fan-fucking-tastic.”

He laughed, then winced and withdrew from her, pulling her to a sitting position. She put her arms around his neck, and he lifted her easily, carrying her over to the bed and bending to let her pull back the duvet before placing her on the mattress.

For a brief moment, she wondered whether he’d pull the duvet back over her and start getting dressed before returning to his own room. But he didn’t. He lowered the thermostat, giving her wry smile. Then, to her delight, he slid in beside her, turning her onto her side away from him and drawing the duvet over them as he curled around her.

He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her neck. “Are you okay?”

“I’m incredibly okay,” she whispered, tired, but so very, very happy.

He nibbled her ear. “You’re a good shag.”

She laughed. “You too. I can see how you got your reputation. No wonder you like doing it so much, if it’s always like that.”

He lifted his head then and surveyed her thoughtfully. “It’s not always like that.”

“No?” Her heart beat faster.

He didn’t elaborate. He pulled the pillow down a bit to make himself comfortable and kissed her shoulder. “You don’t want me to go, do you?”

“Oh Kit, of course not.”

“Good. I don’t think I’d be able to find my room anyway.” He nuzzled her hair sleepily. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Jeez, couldn’t you tell?”

He chuckled. “I thought maybe you’d faked it.”

“I’m not that good an actress.”

“I’m glad.”

He said nothing, and she thought he’d fallen asleep. His arm was deliciously heavy across her stomach, his chest warm against her back. She supposed that maybe in the morning they might regret what they’d done, but right now, at that moment, she couldn’t have been more pleased.

Unexpectedly, he mumbled, “You’ve got a nice ass.”

Her lips curved sleepily. “You too, sweetie. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. It was my pleasure.”

“I noticed.”

She felt him give a short laugh. And then sleep threw its blanket over them, and she drifted into darkness.
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They’d forgotten to draw the curtains. The early morning bright sunshine woke Kit, and he blinked as he opened his eyes.

For a brief moment, he couldn’t remember where he was as he looked around the unfamiliar room. Then he glanced at the woman in his arms and everything came flooding back.

She was still facing away from him, pressed along him from chest to knees, her red hair spread over the pillow. Her body was soft, warm, and relaxed against him. Her ribcage rose and fell with her regular, slow breaths.

What was the time? He lifted his head and looked at the hotel clock on the cabinet on her side of the bed. Seven fifty-two. Eek. Breakfast was supposed to be at eight thirty, so they should think about getting up. He lay back down, needing a moment to think about what had happened before he woke her.

Jeez, how drunk was I? What on earth had he done? She’d broken up with her boyfriend, she was vulnerable, hurting and, yes, pretty drunk too. And had he given her a shoulder to cry on and wiped away her tears? No, he’d talked her into bed and screwed the living daylights out of her. No–correction–he hadn’t even had the decency to use the bed. He’d taken her on the table, for crying out loud.

He turned his head to look up at the ceiling, resting his arm on his forehead. He wanted to strangle himself. He’d convinced her he was trying to help her, but you weren’t so bloody noble once she got her clothes off, were you? He vaguely remembered staring at her breasts like a fourteen-year-old looking at his first porn magazine. Giving a silent groan, he closed his eyes. He was supposed to be her friend. How could he have used her like that?

But it worked, his heart insisted. He couldn’t stop a smile creeping onto his lips as he thought about the look on her face when she’d come. The expression of surprise, of exhilaration almost, at the realization that there wasn’t anything wrong with her. She wasn’t ‘damaged goods.’ She’d just needed the right...encouragement.

Wasn’t that why he’d suggested it? Okay, he hadn’t been completely self-sacrificing–she’d looked incredibly hot in her sexy dress and he was happy to admit he’d wanted to get her into bed. But he had also wanted to help her. She’d looked so sad when she told him how she thought she was ‘broken.’ But at least he’d managed to prove to her that, providing she hooked up with a guy she loved and felt comfortable with, she was going to have no problem gaining satisfaction in bed.

He turned to look at her, his gaze following the line of her slim, white neck and the place behind her ear he now knew she liked to be kissed. She’d pleased him, anyway. Apart from the moment when he’d sensed her hesitation undressing her, she’d shown no sign of being nervous or reserved. In fact, quite the opposite–she’d given herself to him with complete abandon, driving him crazy with her sighs and moans and the way she’d stretched out beneath him, all inhibitions gone. He grew hard now thinking about it, and he sighed, moving back from her so he could stuff the duvet between them. He’d learned from experience that being nudged with a broom handle in the back was not the way most girls liked to be woken up.

He’d never doubted she’d be a firecracker in bed. The red hair was too much of a giveaway. And he’d been convinced that if he got her into bed, they’d be dynamite. For the first time, however, he wondered what he’d have done if he’d made love to her and she’d been unresponsive, too nervous to open up to him.

Jeez, my ego’s the size of Australia.

Why had he thought he would be the one who could magic away her self-consciousness?

And yet he had. The copious amounts of alcohol probably had something to do with it. But he knew that wasn’t the whole story. Something that had lain sleeping for eleven years had awoken when they kissed on the hotel balcony, like a dormant volcano that had erupted, showering them with its intense heat. They hadn’t just had sex. That would be bad enough. They’d had great sex. And that was terrible.

Terrible because now they were going to have to cope with the morning after–and what was he going to say to her? How was she going to react to him when she woke up? Would she be embarrassed at her inhibition and abandon? Would she feel as if he’d taken advantage of her vulnerability, and be angry with him? Would she tell anyone? Lisette, Tristan?

Oh God, Tristan.

Kit nearly groaned aloud again. Tris would kill Kit if he found out what Kit had done to his little sister. So would Patrick O’Donnell. And so would his own father. He was going to have a posse come after him if word got out.

Next to him, Enya shifted in the bed, and his heart thumped when she stirred, lifted her head and looked at the clock, and then turned her head to look over her shoulder at him.

She studied him for a moment, blinking as if she’d wondered for a second if she was dreaming, and then she turned over onto her left side to face him. She looked rumpled and gorgeous with her mussed red hair, and she surveyed him seriously for a moment.

Don’t hate me, was his first thought, surprising him.

She raised her head, propping it on a hand, and smiled impishly. “Hey you.”

“Hey.” He smiled back, propping himself up in the same pose, relief washing over him. “How are you feeling?”

“Muzzy. I have a headache. But I feel...good.”

“I’m glad.” His relief must have shown on his face, because she laughed.

“Were you worried I’d panic this morning?”

“Kinda. Or hate me.”

A frown marred her brow then. “Hate you?”

“Well, you know. Because I took advantage of you.” As soon as the words left his mouth, he could have kicked himself–what a thing to say to a woman who’d been sexually assaulted.

But Enya just laughed. “Took advantage of me? I don’t think so. Sweetheart, I was totally up for it.”

“But you were drunk,” he pointed out.

“So were you.” She seemed to be enjoying teasing him. “Did you consider that I might be worried I’d taken advantage of you?”

His lips curved then. “No.”

She reached out and touched his cheek. “Do you regret it?”

He had a sudden, vivid image of her stretching back on the table, languid and drowsily erotic, sighing as he plunged into her and stroked her breasts. “Not bloody likely.”

She laughed and caressed the stubble on his cheek with her thumb.

“Do you regret it?” he asked.

Her eyes met his. They were soft and gentle, but as he stared into them, they lit with a spark of desire.

“No,” she whispered. She dropped her hand, but continued to smile at him warmly. “How could I? Thank you so much. It was…mind-blowing.”

He wrapped his arms tightly around her. “God, you’re welcome, sweetheart. And thank you, too.”

She pulled back and looked up at him. “Was...was I any good?”

He thought about how she’d wrapped her legs tightly around him and encouraged him to go deeper, tipping her head back and offering her breasts to his mouth. “Er...you could say that.” He smiled. “You were fantastic.”

Relief spread over her face. “I think that’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

He studied her thoughtfully. A surge of naughtiness spread through him as she shifted, pulling the duvet to her and propping up her bust in the process, giving him a great view down her cleavage.

I shouldn’t.

She lifted a hand to run it through her hair, exposing the soft, pale underside of her arm and the swell of her breast, and he sighed.

Fuck it. You only live once.

“Your lips look dry,” he said.

She blinked. “Huh?”

He leaned across her and picked up the small handbag she’d left on the side. Bringing it between them, he popped it open and ferreted around for her lip salve. Bringing it out, he pulled off the cap and twisted the stick up.

Enya’s eyes widened, but she chuckled as he applied the salve to her lips, both of them laughing as he struggled to keep it within the edges. When he’d made sure they were completely covered, he clipped the lid back on, replaced it in her bag and put it back on the table. Then he settled himself back next to her.

“What was that for?” She pressed her lips together the way women do, smearing the lip balm across them, and his heart thumped.

He didn’t say anything. He leaned forward, closed his eyes, and touched his lips to hers.

He wasn’t sure why, but there was something about the lip salve that gave him an immediate hard-on. He tasted cherry as he kissed her, moving his lips across hers slowly, enjoying the soft, waxy, slight stickiness of her mouth beneath his. For a moment, he wondered if she’d pull back and tell him that last night was one thing but this morning was something else, and he shouldn’t assume she’d be interested again. But instead, she parted her lips, and when he brushed his tongue into her mouth, she gave a soft sigh of approval, resting her palm on his chest as her tongue joined his in the slow kiss. He brought up a hand to cup her head, deepening the kiss, passion surging through him. She slipped her arms around his waist, and he rolled onto his back, pulling her with him. He filled his hands with her breasts and groaned as she opened her legs and let his eager erection press between them.

When someone knocked on the door, they both froze, locked in the kiss, but then they heard Tristan’s voice yell through the door, “Are you up yet?” and they pulled apart in horror.
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Enya sat up, tempted to thump the pillow with frustration.

Kit got up so quickly he tangled in the duvet and fell off the side of the bed. Trying to stifle her laughter, she gathered up his clothes from the floor, wincing as she put her weight on her sore ankle, and then stuffed them in his arms as he came around to collect them.

“Go in the bathroom,” she whispered, sobering as she saw the alarm on his face. He didn’t think this was funny–he was worried about what Tristan would say if he found out Kit had spent the night.

“Just a minute,” she yelled when her brother pounded on the door again. She pulled on the large T-shirt she’d left beside the bed to sleep in, but never got around to wearing. Kit disappeared into the bathroom, pulling the door almost closed, and she hopped over to the door, giving one quick glance around the room to make sure there were no obvious signs of his presence.

Opening the door, she glared at her brother. “Stop banging. You’ll wake up the whole floor.”

“What were you doing? You took ages to answer the door.”

She indicated her ankle. “I can’t walk on it.”

Sighing, he looked her up and down. “Breakfast is in thirty minutes. You’d better get a move on.”

“I will if you stop hassling me.”

He glanced behind her, checking out the room. “You know where Kit is?”

Her heart thumped, but she made herself look puzzled. “Kit? I’ve no idea, why? Isn’t he in his room?”

“No. Or if he is, he’s dead to the world. I’ve rung him and banged on the door.”

“Well, he’s not here,” she said irritably. “I’ve just got up. Why would he be in my room?”

He gave her an exasperated look. “I thought he might have popped in for a chat. Jeez, someone got out the wrong side of the bed this morning.”

She ran her hand through her hair. “Sorry. My ankle’s throbbing, and I haven’t got long to get ready.”

“All right.” He nodded at the room. “What happened there?”

She followed his gaze, cursing beneath her breath as she saw the items that had previously resided on the table scattered over the floor, and remembered Kit sweeping them off before he’d lifted her onto the surface. “Ah, I knocked into it last night, what with the ankle and the wine, you know? Haven’t tidied up yet.”

Tristan sighed. “You’re so clumsy. Look, if you do see Kit, tell him I’m looking for him, eh?”

“Yes, Tristan, if I come across him in my shower, I’ll tell him you need him.”

He rolled his eyes at her. “I’ll see you downstairs.”

“Yeah.” She watched him walk down the corridor, and then called out, “Tris?”

He turned around, walking backward. “What?”

“How does it feel to be an old married man?”

“Fantastic. Shags on demand. Better than cable.”

She laughed, and he grinned and disappeared around the corner.

She went back into the room and shut the door. “He’s gone,” she called out.

Kit came out of the bathroom, now dressed in his suit, looking ruffled and sheepish. “Did he suspect anything?”

“I don’t think so. But he’s looking for you–you’d better be careful when you go.”

He studied her and ran a hand through his hair. “Enya–”

“It’s all right,” she said softly. “Go on.Go back to your room and get changed. You’ll have to come up with an excuse as to why you weren’t in your room, though.”

“Yeah.” He walked up to her and paused. “I’m not ashamed of what we did.”

She laughed. “I know. But we don’t want everyone knowing, do we? It’s our business. Nothing to do with anyone else.”

His eyes softened. “You’re a sweetheart.”

“Yeah, you too.”

He moved toward the door and then hesitated. “We’re okay, aren’t we?”

She frowned. “Of course.”

“I don’t want to lose your friendship.”

She smiled then. “Oh come here, you big softy.” She moved closer and slid her arms around him and hugged him. “We’ll always be friends, Kit Fawkes. Forever and ever.”

“Amen.” He gave her a squeeze before letting her go. “So we’re okay for China?”

She stared up at him, blinking as she remembered the trip they’d organized for next week. Kit’s friend had family in Beijing, and he wanted to introduce Kit to a couple of firework factories over there. Kit and Tristan had booked a couple of tickets ages ago, not realizing at the time that Lisette was going to want to get married super quick. Kit had talked Enya into going with him, promising to take her to a real Chinese tea-tasting session. She’d thought it would be fun–it wasn’t the first time they’d travelled together. Now, her heart thumped at the thought of being in such close contact with him for four days, but she pushed her worry away and gave him a bright smile.

“Of course. I’m looking forward to it. Now go and get changed before Tris comes back.”

“Okay.” He let her open the door and peer out to make sure the coast was clear, and then he slipped out. “See you at breakfast?”

“Yeah.”

His blue eyes met hers and her heart raced. For a moment, she thought he was going to kiss her, but in the end, he just smiled.

“Are you going to be okay getting ready with that ankle?”

“I don’t need help in the shower, if that’s what you’re implying, Kit Fawkes.”

He grinned. “See you later.” He walked off along the corridor, giving her one last glance over his shoulder before disappearing around the corner.

Enya went back into her room and hobbled over to the bed. Lowering herself, she sat there for a moment, unable to stop her mind filling with images from the night before, of Kit moving slowly between her legs, leaning over her and watching her with his dark blue eyes.

“Oh God.”

She put her head in her hands. What had she done? How could she have let this happen? It was a terrible, terrible mistake.

Not because he was best mates with her brother, although she knew he was worried about that.

Nor because the outcome of their encounter had been completely the opposite of what she’d been so concerned about. To think she’d been worried about being so nervous that she’d have to fake an orgasm for him.

“Hah!” She flopped back onto the bed, cheeks scorching as she thought of the way she’d unraveled under his expert touch, and stared up at the ceiling. No, the problem was that, having experienced the infamous Romeo himself in bed, now she wanted more.

She put her hands over her face. If Tristan hadn’t knocked on the door, they’d be having sex right now. Hot, passionate, incredibly erotic, mind-blowing sex. Possibly with her on top. Almost certainly culminating in another amazing orgasm. Cursing her brother with all the names she could think of, she knew she should be thanking him instead.

He’s not for you.

She pressed the heels of her hands into her eyes. It was sad–especially now she knew how good he was in bed–but Kit’s path and hers didn’t lie together. He wanted hearth and home, a family to call his own, and she couldn’t provide that for him, even if he wanted her to. Which was by no means certain, she reminded herself. Just because they’d had sex, it didn’t mean he wanted to spend the rest of his life with her.

Kit liked sex. He was pretty good at it, and he’d wanted to help out an old friend. And he had, hadn’t he? He’d shown her that she wasn’t faulty. He’d shown her that first, she had to get to know Mr. Right as a friend, and then once she felt relaxed and comfortable with him, everything else would follow.

Okay, perhaps he should have explained this to her, and she should have sat there and listened and nodded. He shouldn’t have felt the need to demonstrate his advice, and she shouldn’t have accepted his offer. But it was pointless to worry about that now. They’d slept together, and it had been wonderful, but it was time to put it behind her and get on with her life. She loved him, and she had to be grateful for the piece of him she’d been given and accept that whoever managed to eventually lasso him was a lucky woman.

She bit her lip and pushed herself up from the bed. She was not going to cry over Kit Fawkes. Not now, not ever. Shower, she told herself firmly. Then breakfast, acting as if nothing had happened. China was going to be difficult, but she’d remain friendly and professional, and everything would be fine.

She hopped into the bathroom, trying not to think about the way his eyes had glittered with satisfaction as she came in his arms.

Keep telling yourself that and you might begin to believe it.

By the time she was dressed and had limped down to breakfast, everyone had gathered and they were tucking into their cereal and croissants while the delicious smell of bacon and eggs drifted over from the hotplates. Andy and Julie sat together at a table further down the hall, but for the first time she really didn’t care.

“Enya.” Her mother stood and came over to help her as she limped toward the table. “How’s the ankle?”

“Sore.” They’d left a place for her next to Lisette and Sasha, and she slid in beside them, glancing at Kit, who watched her across the table while eating a humungous bowl of cereal.

“Couldn’t you fit any more Weet-Bix in the bowl?” she asked him sweetly, unable to resist the tease.

“I appear to have a large appetite this morning.” He took a mouthful of the cereal and studied her, eyes gleaming. “No idea why.”

She studied the toast rack, trying not to laugh as Tristan started talking about what time to leave for the airport, amidst squeals from Lisette about going to Fiji.

“I’m so excited,” Lisette said breathlessly.

“I’d never have guessed,” John Fawkes said with a smile.

“You want us to pick you up when you get back?” Patrick O’Donnell asked.

“Nah.” Tristan buttered a piece of toast and ladled Vegemite onto it. “Niall said he’d do it.” He gave his brother an apologetic glance. “She should have worn herself out by then, don’t worry.”

Lisette stuck her tongue out at them. “I’m going on holiday,” she sang.

“What did you put in her tea this morning?”

Tristan crunched his toast and winked at his wife. “Not enough vodka, obviously.”

“Ha ha.” Lisette was in too good a mood to let anyone wind her up. “You’re just jealous.”

“You could be right.” Enya reached for the jug of orange juice–at exactly the same time as Kit. Their hands bumped, and she snatched hers away, cheeks burning.

Kit met her gaze and grinned, gesturing at the jug. “After you, Celt.” He held her gaze for a moment, and she was unable to stop her thoughts from dwelling on the moment he’d stripped off in her room to stand before her, magnificent in his nakedness. He raised an eyebrow, and she dropped her gaze and picked up the jug, pouring herself a glass. Would she ever be able to look at him again without thinking of how wonderful he was in bed?

She poured her juice then returned the jug to the middle of the table. Glancing up, she caught John Fawkes’ eye. He looked from her to Kit and back again, frowning, and suddenly she had the terrible thought that he knew exactly what they’d gotten up to the previous night. She dropped her gaze and concentrated on her toast, and didn’t say much for the rest of the meal.

John disapproved of her in some way, she sensed it. What had she done to upset him? Was it because he’d seen Kit kiss her on the balcony? She felt strangely hurt by his disapproval. They’d always got on well, and she tended to think of him as an uncle. Both he and Cate had been incredibly supportive when she’d had the trouble in her teens, and she’d thought he had a soft spot for her. But she was obviously wrong.

Once again, she cursed herself for kissing Kit back. She shouldn’t have been so weak and given in to her lustful urges. Well, never again, she swore to herself firmly. That was the last time she let her heart rule over her head. Well, maybe not her heart. Her hormones. She wasn’t going to let them have free reign again.

“Are you okay?” Lisette leaned toward her while the others were talking, and squeezed her arm.

Enya looked up at her, surprised. “The ankle’s a bit sore but it’s not too bad.”

“I didn’t mean your ankle.” Lisette nodded toward Andy and Julie sitting on the other table. “I’m guessing you two have split up?”

Enya stared at her, wishing she could deny it, but knowing it was too obvious due to the fact that they hadn’t sat together either that morning or the day before. “Yes,” she confessed eventually. “I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want to spoil your big day.”

Lisette gave her a sympathetic smile. “What happened?”

Enya sighed. “I walked in on them in bed.”

“No...! Having sex?”

“I think so, unless she was auditioning for the bedroom Olympics.” She sat back, depressed. “He didn’t even apologize. Do you know what he said? ‘Hi Enya. I’m kinda busy. Can you close the door on your way out?’”

Lisette stared at her. “The jerk! I’m sorry to tell you this, sweetie, but I never liked him.”

“Don’t be sorry. That makes me feel better.”

“And as for Julie. What a bitch.”

Enya glanced at her brother, currently laughing at something Kit had said. “Don’t tell Tris.”

“I won’t. He’ll want to strangle him.”

“I know. I’m sorry–I didn’t want to tell you on your wedding day.”

“It’s not my wedding day,” Lisette pointed out. “And I wouldn’t care if it was–I’d always want you to tell me if you’re unhappy.” She picked up Enya’s hand and squeezed her fingers gently. “There’s someone out there for you, sweetie. And when he arrives, you’ll know it’s meant to be. You’re such a wonderful person–you deserve to be loved. I tell you, when Mr. Right turns up, he’s going to knock your socks off.”

Tristan nudged Lisette, waiting to ask her a question, and she turned to face him, leaving Enya pondering her toast thoughtfully.

Up until now, she’d not given a huge amount of thought to the fact that she couldn’t have children. When the doctors had first told her it was unlikely because she’d contracted an STD after the rape, she’d been upset, but determined she wasn’t going to let any part of the assault play a negative part in her life. It was how she’d dealt with it–by convincing herself it didn’t define her, and it wasn’t going to affect the rest of her life.

And it had worked. In ninety-five percent of her daily life, it didn’t even register on her scale of Things That Mattered. She’d continued doing well at school, had gone to university to study food technology, and with her father’s help had opened up her own tea shop, determined even at the age of twenty-one to work for herself and make it a success. And she was incredibly good at it. In the current boom of coffee shops, Tea & Biscuits had proved an intriguing alternative, and had been a resounding success. She was beginning to think it wouldn’t be long before she’d be able to open another shop somewhere.

But when it came to her personal life, a piece of her remained tarnished by what she’d endured, like a discolored patch on a silver necklace that wouldn’t brighten no matter how much she polished it. At twenty-one, she didn’t particularly want children–she had her business, her social life, and plenty of things she wanted to do and see before she thought of settling down. But she was aware that one day she might want to consider having a family.

When she’d found out about her probable infertility, her parents had used the Fawkes family as an example of how successful adoption could be, and had convinced her that it was still possible for her to have children and a family life. But what they’d failed to tell her was what would happen if she met someone who wanted children of his own.

She wasn’t thinking of Kit in particular. Although everyone talked about men as being generally anti-commitment, Enya knew there were plenty who were content to settle down and have families once they reached a certain age. And how many would happily choose adoption as a choice, even if they weren’t adopted themselves? So far, she’d kept it quiet, not wanting to bring it up at the beginning of a relationship. But she knew she was going to have to start mentioning it before she got too heavily involved with a guy. What was the point of getting to the heartbreaking stage only then to find out he couldn’t entertain thoughts of adopting? Better to get it out in the open earlier on. And hopefully there would be a man, one day, who’d be prepared to sacrifice having his own children because he wanted to be with her.

Tears pricked Enya’s eyes, and she bit her lip. She wasn’t going to cry at the breakfast table, surrounded by her friends and family. She really wasn’t.

She looked up–straight into Kit’s eyes. He’d been watching her, she realized, and he wasn’t smiling.

Standing, she turned and limped over to the coffee pot, pouring herself a cup slowly, taking her time topping it with milk. As she stirred it, she felt a pressure at her elbow and turned as Kit leaned forward to collect a cup.

“Are you okay?” he asked softly.

“Fine, thank you.” She tapped the spoon on the side of the cup and left it on the saucer, turning back to the table.

“Enya...”

“You’re not my boyfriend,” she said sharply–sharper than she’d meant.

“I know,” he said easily. “But I am your friend, aren’t I?”

She couldn’t take his sympathy now. For some reason it stung, like a beautiful flower that, when picked, brought you out in a rash. Saying nothing, she limped back to the table. They’d slept together, they were friends, but they weren’t confidants, and he didn’t have to know everything about her.
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Kit pushed open the door to Tea & Biscuits and entered the warm interior. The tearoom was attached to a second-hand bookshop, and customers were encouraged to browse the books while they tried out the different teas and the heavenly smelling biscuits displayed in the glass cabinet. It wasn’t a large tearoom, but it was bright and clean, with circular white tables and comfortable chairs with blue and yellow checkered cushions. Enya was serving at the counter, and she glanced over at him and stared for a moment before turning back to her customer with a bright smile.

It was a week since the wedding, and the first time he’d seen her since they’d slept together. After her sharpness at breakfast the following morning, he’d decided it would be best to give her some space, although he had continued to text her the way he’d always done, once or twice a day. All week, her texts had been stilted, like a stranger asking politely about the weather, and it had started to bother him. Had he ruined their friendship? They were supposed to be off to China in two days–it was going to be extremely awkward if she was going to give him the cold shoulder for four days, and he couldn’t bear to think that she might never talk to him properly again.

He walked up to the counter, waiting for her to finish serving the elderly gentleman in front of him, and studied her while she took the old man’s order. She gave her full attention to the customer, offering her opinion on the various teas and suggesting particular biscuits she thought he might like before asking him to take a seat.

Only then did she turn her attention to Kit. Her green eyes were cool, her smile brief. “Hey.”

“Hey.” He smiled back. “Can I have a pot of your finest? And half a dozen biccies, any sort.”

She smiled properly then. “Sure. Any tea in particular?”

“You choose for me. I trust you.” He slid some notes across the table.

She pushed it back. “When have I ever asked you to pay? Sit down, I’ll bring it over.”

“Fancy joining me? For five minutes?”

She hesitated, and for a moment he thought she was going to refuse. Then her eyes met his and she softened. “All right. It’s time I had a break.”

He took a seat at the nearest table as she finished the tea for the old guy and served it to him with a couple of soft ginger cookies. Then she made a pot for the two of them, bringing it over on a tray with a plate of assorted biscuits, leaving the counter to one of the women who worked for her.

“Okay,” he said as she took a seat opposite him. “So what’s this one?”

“Rooibos Vitality,” she said, swirling the leaves gently in the pot.

“Eh?”

“It’s sometimes called Red Bush tea, from the Cederberg region of the Western Cape of South Africa. It’s caffeine free and it has a variety of health benefits.” She pushed down the plunger, sealing off the leaves and leaving a beautiful, green-tinged, honey-colored tea in the pot. She poured a cup and pushed it over to him, gesturing to the milk pot. “I know you like milk in it, you heathen.”

He took the pot and poured a generous measure before stirring it. “I’m a bloke. Blokes need the calcium. It makes our bones strong.”

Usually she would have made a gag about how his bone didn’t need much strengthening or some such, but today she gave a small smile and stirred her own tea, keeping her eyes lowered. She was still cross with him. Light frown lines marred her forehead, and her posture seemed tired and defeated. His stomach knotted with disappointment

He’d enjoyed their time together and had thought it would cheer her up. She had to realize she wasn’t at fault, and that once she met the right man she’d have no trouble in bed. But he only seemed to have made things worse, because now she still seemed upset and she was annoyed with him.

He sipped the brew. It was slightly sweet and quite pleasant. Before Enya started her business, Kit’s knowledge of tea had been limited to whether he felt like PG Tips or Tetley’s, but since she opened her shop, she’d introduced him to all sorts of herbal and green teas. He still liked a basic brew, but he was always willing to try something different to please her.

Biting into a crunchy chocolate-chip biscuit, he thought about that as she sipped from her cup. He liked pleasing her. His gaze lingered briefly on her mouth, but he wrenched it away. He’d given himself a stern talking to over the past week every time he’d thought about making love to her again–which was pretty much every minute of the day. He had to move on. It had been wonderful, but it was only the one time–they’d both agreed to that, and he couldn’t fixate on it or he’d go mad. He mustn’t think about the way she’d arched her back and dropped back her head, offering him her large white breasts with the beautiful rosy pink nipples just waiting to be sucked…

Fighting the urge to bang his head on the table, he cleared his throat and said, “Are we okay?”

Her gaze lifted to meet his. It was friendly enough, but held a hint of wariness. “Of course.”

All of a sudden, his appetite disappeared, and he put down the biscuit he was about to crunch into, reaching out to take her hand. “Don’t be mad at me, Celt.”

A frown flickered between her eyes. “I’m not mad at you.” She sighed. “I’m mad at myself.”

A wave of sadness washed over him. “Do you regret what we did now, then?”

She smiled then. “No, I don’t regret it. It was...wonderful.”

There was a hint of longing on her face for a moment before she leaned back, playing with her teacup. “I wasn’t in a good place, that was all, what with Andy and everything, and I had such a fantastic time with you that I felt confused and muddled afterward.” She thought for a moment. “You showed me that sex with someone I love and trust is going to be amazing, and that I haven’t got anything to worry about when I meet the right man. And I’m so grateful for that–you can’t comprehend how much. But…it did change our relationship.”

“I know.” He wasn’t stupid–of course, their feelings toward each other had changed after such an intimate and passionate encounter. Never mind that they’d both had too much to drink, they’d known perfectly well what they were doing. All the alcohol had done was loosen Enya’s inhibitions and help her relax, and make him brave enough to suggest what he’d wanted to do for a long time anyway.

But she was obviously still unsure how she felt about what they’d done. “I…I look at you differently now. And although I honestly don’t regret it, a part of me is uneasy at how I…feel about you.” Her cheeks pinkened.

They sat quietly for a moment, sipping their tea, as he processed her words. What did she mean, how I feel about you? How did she feel about him, then?

“Do you regret it?” she asked eventually.

“No.” He waited for her eyes to meet his, and then he gave her a slow, honest smile. “Of course not. How could I? You were...” He caressed her fondly with his gaze. “Sublime.”

She went completely red then. “Kit...”

“What?” He raised his eyebrows. “Do you want me to sit here and say I’m sorry we had sex? Because I’m not. You were fantastic and I thoroughly enjoyed myself, and I don’t regret making love to you at all.” A hint of a smile appeared on her lips, and he grinned in response. Then he sighed. “But I do regret the fact that it’s made things difficult between us. I suppose it was inevitable. But we were friends before we went to bed together. That must count for something, surely?” He leaned forward and took her hand again. “What we had was good, honey. I don’t want to lose our friendship over it, and I don’t want either of us to wish it hadn’t happened.” He must have looked earnest, because her frown softened, and her fingers curled around his.

“I don’t want to lose you, Kit.”

He smiled. “You won’t. Why would you? I’m your knight in shining armor. I’ll come to your rescue whenever you need me. You only have to shout, you know, and I’ll be there for you.”

Her gaze met his, and for a moment he was lost in the depths of her eyes. They were like green forest pools, dark and deep, her emotions moving behind them like shadows of trees on the surface. She was troubled–you didn’t have to be a psychologist to see that. Once she’d have told him what was bothering her. Or maybe he just thought she’d told him everything. She’d obviously kept her real feelings about her assault repressed, and now he wondered how much he really knew. He found that saddening and strangely stirring, and his heart picked up its pace as he looked into her eyes and saw wariness, curiosity, and desire flickering there.

It was as if in all the years he’d known her, she’d been wearing a mask, acting out a part, but now she’d revealed her true self to him, letting him see behind the costume to the real Enya. Even when they’d made love, he’d half thought of her as Celt, the young girl he’d known for so long, although his body had responded to the fact that she’d grown up. But now, for the first time, he forced himself look at her, from the babyish ringlets that had grown into silky curls, to the childish body that had developed mature curves, to the eyes that reflected her womanly heart–no longer filled with teenage angst and self-obsession, but glowing with adult emotions, complex and thoughtful.

She blinked, and he forced himself back to the present. He withdrew his hand, looked down, and chose another biscuit from the plate, trying not to think about the longing in her eyes.

“Still on for Beijing on Monday?” he asked, dunking the biscuit in his tea, and stopped when he caught her raised eyebrow at his faux pas. “Sorry.”

She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Yes, I’m still going. What time does the plane leave again?”

“Seven. Dad’ll pick us up around five, okay?”

“Yep.”

“It’s going to be hot,” he warned her. “You realize that, right?”

Enya sipped her tea. For the first time, mischievousness lit her eyes, as if the cloud of whatever had been bothering her had finally passed.

“I was talking about the weather,” he said wryly.

She chuckled. “I know.”

His lips curved. “Are you going to be trouble?”

She sat back then, giving him a smile. “No, I promise. You’re fun to tease, that’s all. So what’s the average temperature there at this time of year?”

Taking another biscuit—a golden ANZAC this time–he tried not to look as she stretched out her legs. She wore a smart grey miniskirt and opaque black tights. He remembered running his hands up her thighs when her legs were wrapped around his hips as he plunged into her. With a quiet groan, he said, “It’s in the hundreds, but it’ll feel hotter because it’s often seventy to eighty percent humidity.”

“Eek. Light clothing, then.”

“Yeah. And sunscreen and a hat, with your coloring.”

“Okay. And Charlie’ll meet us at the hotel?”

“Yep, the morning after we land. He arrived there a week ago.” Kit had met Charlie Liu at university and they’d soon become firm friends. Charlie had been born in New Zealand, but his parents returned to Beijing regularly to visit family. He spoke Mandarin, Wu, and Cantonese, the three most widely-spoken languages in the People’s Republic of China. He was desperate to introduce Kit to his country, as well as to the contacts he had.

“I’m looking forward to it,” she said. “It should be fun. And I guess you’re excited about the fireworks?”

“I’m always excited about fireworks.” He winked at her. “I know I should have been a terrorist.”

“Yep. You’re never happier than when you’re blowing things up.” She smiled and studied him for a moment. He let her, finishing off his tea, happy that she didn’t seem cross with him anymore. “I’m so glad Catherine’s Wheel is doing well,” she said. “You deserve to be a success, after your hard work.”

He shrugged. “It’s hardly hard work, playing with rockets and Roman candles. It’s a dream come true.”

She gave him an admonishing look. “Yeah, you make light of it, but you and Tris have worked damn hard to get where you’ve got to. I do admire you.”

He was unused to her compliments and, feeling decidedly bashful, concentrated on his tea. Maybe it was because usually women assumed he’d never grown up, and badgered him about when he was going to get a ‘real’ job. Beatrix had tolerated his fixation with fireworks when it had started to succeed financially, but he’d known from her occasional comments she was hoping he’d use his business acumen to get a more grown up job. He rarely had anyone praise him for his work, apart from Tristan, and he didn’t count because he was as obsessed as Kit was.

Enya touched his face, and he looked up to see her smiling.

“You’re so sweet sometimes,” she said cryptically. Then she sighed. “I’d better get back to work.” She collected their plates and cups on the tray and then slid a tiny tube of lip salve out of the pocket on her hip. She slid the lid off and twisted it up, and he watched, transfixed, as she smoothed it across her lips, leaving them glossy and red. She pressed her lips together, smoothing the wax, and her gaze met his and she froze. “What?”

He shook his head, lost for words. He had to stop doing this or he was going to drive himself insane, but he couldn’t help it. She was gorgeous and he wanted her more than anything else in the world.

Enya studied him. Then, taking him by surprise, she came closer and leaned forward, hands on the arms of his chair. She winked, and then she kissed him.

Kit sat there spellbound, closing his eyes as her lips pressed softly against his. She held them there for three or four seconds before lifting her head, her sticky lips peeling from his in a movement so sensual that his erection appeared as if by magic.

She met his gaze. “For old times’ sake,” she whispered.

“Thanks,” he said grumpily. “Now I’m going to have to sit here for five minutes before I can get up.”

She burst out laughing and collected their cups and plates, taking them out to the kitchen. As he sat there, finishing off the last biscuit, she bustled about happily, and he realized how much he liked watching her.

How much he enjoyed being with her.

The realization surprised him, but he’d never thought about it before. He’d always enjoyed her company, but it was only now, studying her as she spoke to the next customer with a smile, tilting her head in that lovely way she had that he fully appreciated her loveliness.

And not just her loveliness, but how damn sexy she was. 

Once isn’t enough.

It dawned on him slowly. Getting her into bed hadn’t sated the lust that had struck him when he’d kissed her on the balcony. He still wanted her. Her lips beneath his, those full breasts in his hands. He wanted to slide inside her and watch that look of surprised wonderment spread over her face as she came for him. To show her in as many different ways as he could, that with him, she was whole and perfect.

Here, it wouldn’t work. They’d agreed that neither of them wanted to lose the other as a friend, and here it was too serious, surrounded by their friends and family and their real lives. But soon they’d be going away. To another country–another continent. A place renowned for keeping secrets, where they could remain unseen by those who knew them. Except for Charlie, and he didn’t count–Kit had known him a long time, and knew he could rely on his discretion.

Would she be up for it? Four days of unbridled passion before they came back and got on with their lives? He wasn’t sure. Clearly, she’d felt uncomfortable with him after the one time, and he didn’t want to ruin their friendship.

At that moment, however, she glanced across at him, her cheeks flushing prettily. She wanted him, and although she was trying to fight it, the signs were there. He was happy to provide some encouragement.

He stood and pushed his chair under the table, and winked at her as he made his way out of the shop. China was going to be very interesting.
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At five o’clock on Monday morning, Enya was packed and ready, waiting for John Fawkes to pick her up. John passed her house before Kit’s, so she knew she’d be the first to be collected.

She waited for him, nibbling her nails. She’d known John the same amount of time she’d known Kit, around eleven years, and she was closer to him and Cate than she was to any of her relatives, bar her parents. And yet, she remembered the look on his face when he’d caught them kissing and at breakfast the morning after the wedding. For some reason he disapproved of her, and she found that oddly hurtful. Of course, she had no intention of getting serious with Kit, but why would John be upset if she had?

John pulled up at the house she’d shared with Lisette until the wedding, and Enya carried her hand luggage and suitcase out to his car.

“I thought you were only going for four days,” he said, raising an eyebrow as she pulled it around to the trunk of the car.

“Ha ha. Give me a hand, will you?” Together they lifted the suitcase in, and then they walked around and got into the car.

“Must be funny without Lisette,” John said as they buckled in and he drove off.

“It is. Very quiet.”

“I suppose you’ll be looking for someone else to share the house with soon?”

Enya nodded. “Pru–one of the girls at Tea & Biscuits–is talking about moving so she might be interested.”

“That’s good, especially if it’s someone you know.”

“Yeah.” Enya looked out of the window, watching the shops and houses flash by as John headed out of Ponsonby toward the CBD. The Fawkes family had been incredibly supportive after her assault, and she knew John and Cate had provided much needed support to her parents as they tried to help her through it. They rarely talked about it nowadays, but John had always been as protective of her as he was of his own daughter, Sasha. At the time, Enya had rebelled against them placing too many restrictions on her freedom, but she’d always appreciated that they wanted to keep her safe.

John drove without speaking, and Enya looked across at him, unnerved by his unusually taciturn manner. It wasn’t as if the heavy traffic demanded his close attention, as the roads were fairly empty due to the early hour.

She cleared her throat. “Is everything all right, John? Only I get the feeling something’s bothering you.”

He glanced at her briefly before returning her gaze to the road. He didn’t immediately deny it and she knew she’d guessed correctly. When he eventually spoke, his voice was hesitant, as if he had something to say, but was reluctant to let the words past his lips. “I’m worried about Kit.”

“Oh?” So she was right. He had disapproved of the kiss. “Why so, exactly?”

He glanced at her again. “I think you know why.”

Her lips parted as she went to protest, but the words she’d been about to say faded away at his direct gaze. She closed her mouth and looked out of the window again. “I see.”

“Enya...” He sighed. “You’re a lovely girl, and ordinarily I’d have absolutely no qualms if Kit became interested in a relationship with you.”

“But you want me to keep away from him,” she said flatly. “Because I’m damaged goods.”

He looked at her sharply before exclaiming, “Enya.” A guilty look flashed over his face, although she wasn’t sure why.

“What? Kit didn’t like me saying it either, but it’s true, isn’t it?”

He frowned, pulling up at a set of traffic lights, turning to face her. “Sweetheart, you’re a beautiful, spirited, courageous, wonderful young woman, and Kit could do a lot worse than fall for someone like you.” He gave a her a fond, wry smile. “In fact, I’ve been waiting for it to happen. It was only a matter of time.”

She stared at him, surprised. “What do you mean?”

“Cate and I thought something would happen between the two of you eventually. He’s crazy about you, and I think you’re pretty fond of him, too.”

Enya couldn’t form a thought–she could only blink at him stupidly.

John looked up at the lights, saw them change, and pulled away. “Kit’s loved you since the moment he met you. He’s hidden it behind familial affection, but it’s always been more than that.”

Her heart pounded. John didn’t know what he was talking about. Kit didn’t love her–at least not in the way a man loves a woman. He loved her like a sister, but that was all it was.

Wasn’t it?

John headed the car under the Auckland-Hamilton motorway and along Victoria Street West. He pulled up at another set of lights and turned to her again. “But the problem is that Kit wants a family.”

Enya’s shoulders sagged like a balloon that had been half-blown up and then popped suddenly with a pin.

“Being adopted, he wants kids of his own, love, and I want him to have that blood tie, that security.”

Her eyes met his. “You know, don’t you?” she whispered. “You know I can’t have children.”

He nodded again. “I’m so sorry, love. I know this sounds cruel, and I so want you to meet someone and be happy, but I have to be honest and say that I want Kit to have everything we couldn’t give him. I want him to watch his wife get pregnant, and to be at her side when she gives birth. You’ve got to understand, love, I’ve been there–I’ve had to go through it all, watching Cate get so upset because she couldn’t have children. And I don’t want Kit to have to go through it too.”

Tears pricked her eyes, but she bit her lip hard and blinked them back. She wasn’t going to let John Fawkes see her cry. “I understand.”

He studied her. His eyes were compassionate, but hard, and she suddenly saw him in his role as lawyer, determined and uncompromising, willing to do anything to get what he wanted. It was the first time she’d ever thought about the fact that he wasn’t Kit’s real father, but at that moment, she couldn’t see a bit of him in his adopted son. Kit would never be this cruel, this pitiless. “I hope you understand,” he said, his eyes as cold as the slate-grey winter’s sky.

Ordinarily, if someone else had given her such an instruction, she would have told them in no uncertain terms where to put it. Half of her burned with indignation at his casual disregard of her feelings. His words were incredibly cruel, clawing across her sensitive heart like barbed wire.

The only thing that stopped her speaking out was she knew he was right. Kit did deserve to have a real family. Hadn’t he told her himself that he wanted one? John was trying to protect him, and she couldn’t blame him for that. She couldn’t imagine how difficult it must be to be adopted, and not have the security of knowing where you came from or who your parents were. Kit wouldn’t want his children to go through the same thing. John was right, even if it did sting.

“Of course.” She forced herself to smile. “You only want the best for your son. And so do I. I have no intention of taking our relationship further. Don’t worry, John. I won’t lead him on.”

The lights changed, and he pulled away. The flinty look faded from his eyes. “I’m sorry, Enya. I must sound cruel to you.”

“Not at all. I hope my father would be as defensive of me. That’s what parents are for.”

He seemed relieved that she’d understood. “I hope the two of you have a nice time in Beijing, anyway.”

“Yes, it should be good fun. I’m looking forward to it.”

He nodded.

They didn’t talk again until they reached Kit’s house.

Over a year before, while he was still with Beatrix, Kit had bought himself a house in Newmarket. It was a pleasant home, with three decent-sized bedrooms and a living room overlooking a beautiful garden full of jacaranda and pohutukawa trees. Enya had puzzled over why he hadn’t asked Beatrix to move in with him at the time, and she wondered now whether things had already been going wrong between the two of them. It would make a lovely family home, and she could almost see it full of three or four children, possibly with a dog causing added chaos, Kit holding a toddler in one arm as he played soccer with another. The thought filled her with sadness, and as John pulled up, she took a shaky breath to gather herself before she got out of the car.

Kit came out carrying a hold-all and his laptop case, looking bright and breezy in a sky-blue shirt under a black V-neck sweater and faded jeans.

“Morena,” he said to his father, the Māori word for good morning. He placed his luggage in the trunk of the car and held Enya’s upper arm as he gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Hey you, all ready?”

Enya forced away the warm glow that enveloped her as he approached. He kissed her on the cheek, and she stiffened, conscious of John’s eyes on them. “Yep, ready to go.” She turned away from his hand, opening the passenger door and sliding in.

He hesitated, but his father was already walking around the car, so he got into the front seat and buckled himself in, and John started the engine and pulled away.

“Bit of an early start,” Kit said cheerfully. “Can’t remember the last time I got up before eight.” Enya and John both mumbled their agreement, and Kit turned in the seat, raising an eyebrow. “Okay, what’s going on?”

“Nothing,” Enya said, smiling at him. “I’m still half asleep. What time’s the flight again?”

“Seven.” Kit still looked suspicious, but he didn’t press it, although he gave his father a frown. But John changed the subject, asking what their itinerary was, and they spent the fifteen or so minutes’ drive to the airport talking about what Charlie had planned for them, as well as the visit to the fireworks factory.

At the airport, John helped them out with their luggage and shook hands with his son.

“Stay safe,” he commanded. Then he came over to Enya. She had to force herself not to step back as he kissed her on the cheek, resentment still burning inside her, even though she understood why he’d said what he said.

“I’ll be back to pick you up on Friday night at eleven,” he told them, and got back in the car and drove away. Enya watched him go, relieved to be alone with Kit at last.

“Okay,” he said, shouldering his laptop case and picking up his bag. “Out with it. What’s he said?”

“John? Nothing.” She feigned a look of surprise. “Which gate are we at?”

“Dunno yet, haven’t checked the ticket. Come on, O’Donnell, I know you better than that. You two have had an argument, haven’t you?”

“God, no.” And that was the truth. She hadn’t argued back. “Come on–we might as well get checked in.”

“Celt.” He stopped her with a hand on her arm. “Talk to me.”

She shook his hand off. “Why do you think you need to know everything that’s going on in my head? We had sex, Kit. Not a mind-meld.”

Hurt flickered in his eyes and his hand dropped away. Guilt flooded through her. She’d upset him, nice, dependable Kit, who was so sincere and protective of her. Emotion rushed through her, and she slid her arms around him, relieved when he dropped his case and wrapped his tightly around her.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“It’s all right.” He kissed the top of her head. “You’re right. You don’t have to tell me everything that’s going on in your life.”

“I do usually, Kit. Honest. I like being able to talk to you. We talk about things I can’t talk to anyone else about.” Tears pricked her eyes, and she bit her lip again to stop them falling.

“Hey, come on.” He rubbed her back. “We’re going on holiday! It’s going to be warm and fun, we’re going sightseeing, we’re going to eat Chinese food and act like tourists, and screw everything else.” He kissed her hair again. “We’re best friends, right? BFF?”

She laughed, in spite of herself. “Yeah.”

“Well, then. Nothing else matters, honey.”

She gave herself a few more seconds to hug him, comforted by the strength of his arms and the thud of his heart beneath her ear. “Kit?”

“Mm?”

“Did you sniff my hair when you kissed me?”

He chuckled. “Might have. I can’t help it–it smells nice.”

She pulled back, and smiled wryly. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For being you. Come on then. Let’s get checked in.”

* * * *

Kit knew something had transpired between Enya and his father, but she clearly didn’t want to talk about it, so he didn’t push it. He did puzzle on it, though. What could John Fawkes possibly have said to upset her so much? As far as he knew, Enya and his father had always got on well, like an uncle/niece relationship. They had obviously argued and that bothered him, especially because Enya wouldn’t talk about it, but he resolved that he’d ask her later, hopefully after she’d thawed toward him.

It was clear to him that she was still holding back from him, although the hug she’d given him in the airport cheered him up slightly. But gradually, over the course of their twenty-one hour journey, things returned to normal between them. On the long flight from Sydney to Beijing, they watched films together, talked about what Charlie had arranged for them to see, and ate their meals as they chatted about their businesses and what plans they had for them for the future. Enya curled up and rested her head on his shoulder while she helped him out with his crossword, and when she finally fell asleep, a deep sense of relief and satisfaction swept over him. He leaned over and kissed her hair before he too dozed off.

* * * *

By the time they landed in Beijing–twenty-one hours later and five hours behind Auckland time–Enya was weary and slightly disoriented. The flight assistant announced it was eleven thirty at night, but her body clock kept telling her it was four thirty in the morning, and she had trouble keeping her eyes open, even though she’d dozed frequently on the journey. It was incredibly warm and humid in the airport, even at that late hour, and she quickly removed the sweater she’d worn on the plane, conscious of her rumpled T-shirt beneath it.

Kit, in comparison, looked as fresh as a daisy as he stripped off his sweater to reveal his smart blue shirt, as if he’d woken up after a ten hour sleep, showered and changed.

“I hate it when you do that,” she mumbled as they waited for their luggage.

“Do what?”

“Look so good when I feel like a wrung-out rag.”

He smiled. “Hardly. You look beautiful, as always.”

The hair at her nape prickled. Whether it was because she was half-asleep or because she was still vulnerable from the altercation she’d had with his father, Enya wasn’t sure. It had been a throwaway comment–he’d hardly glanced at her as he said it, and he strode away to lift their bags off the luggage rack, but his compliment lingered the same way his aftershave lingered on her clothes where she’d been leaning against him as she dozed.

He lifted his bag off and then pretended to struggle with hers as if it weighed half a ton and she poked her tongue out at him. She tingled as he lifted the bag effortlessly when he’d finished playing the fool. His arms were tanned and muscular, and his shirt stretched tight across his broad chest. He looked like one of the men you might find on a poster advertising jeans or an energy drink, fit and healthy, every woman’s dream. Without his shirt, he could easily have doubled for one of the men in the fire fighters calendar that one of the girls at Tea & Biscuits had pinned up in the kitchen, with bulging biceps and tanned flesh...

“Careful.” He reached out a hand and caught her arm. “You were about to walk straight into that post. How tired are you?”

“Practically comatose,” Enya said, determined it was lack of sleep and not remnants of lust that had made her faze out of reality for ten seconds.

“Come on, Miss Zombie. We need to get you to bed before you pass out.”

His words conjured a vivid image of him curled up beside her in the hotel room, rolling onto his back and pulling her on top of him, and Enya sighed, shaking her head as she trotted after him.

Oh, I so need to get some sleep.
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Luckily, the hotel wasn’t far from the airport, only fifteen minutes’ drive through the bright lights of Beijing, and by twelve thirty they’d checked in and been given their room keys.

“Want to have a drink before we head up?” Kit asked as they walked across the foyer, pausing in front of the lifts.

“Ah, no, I don’t think so. That didn’t end well last time.” Enya gave him a wry smile.

Kit’s eyes met hers, and for the first time since they’d left Auckland, a glimmer of naughtiness flickered in their depths. “Oh, I wouldn’t say that. I think it ended very well.”

His gaze hooked hers like a fish, and she found herself unable to free it. The last time he’d looked at her like that had been in the hotel before the wedding breakfast, after he’d kissed her. ‘If we weren’t in a public place, I’d have you naked by now,’ he’d said, and he’d gone on to prove his words later that evening. For a brief, panic-stricken moment, she wondered if he’d invited her to China to have his wicked way with her, like a Regency rake who’d kidnapped a blushing debutante and whisked her off to his country mansion.

Then he grinned, and she blinked and realized she’d been staring at him. “Don’t look so worried,” he said. “I haven’t brought you here to chain you to the bed and keep you as my sex slave.” He ran his gaze down her and slowly back up. “Unless you want me to, of course.”

Vivid images of Kit cuffing her to the bedpost filled her head, and she backed away until she met the wall. She pressed the elevator button hastily. “I’m really tired, Kit. Almost asleep on my feet here. I’ve got to get to bed.”

His blue eyes were light, amused. “I’m teasing you, Celt. Don’t worry. I’m not going to sneak into your room at night and do terrible, kinky things to you.” His wicked smile suggested exactly the opposite.

The elevator doors pinged open and she backed in hastily. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Sure. I’ll be up shortly.” He winked at her. The last thing she saw as the doors slid shut was his tight butt as he bent over to pick up his bag.

She swiped her keycard and pressed the floor number, leaned against the wall of the elevator and closed her eyes. The only way she’d managed to talk herself into going on this trip was by convincing herself that what had happened between her and Kit was an aberration, born out of alcohol and depression that she’d split up with Andy. But the way he’d looked at her… She shivered. He still wanted her. And that wasn’t good news at all.

John Fawkes’s words came back to her then. Kit’s loved you since the moment he met you. He’s hidden it behind familial affection, but it’s always been more than that. Was it true? Did Kit really harbor feelings for her?

The elevator dinged and she made her way along the corridor, finding her room halfway along. Kit’s room was next door, but she ignored it hurried inside, and flipped the bolt across.

She walked across the plush cream carpet to the window, which overlooked the sparkling city lights of central Beijing. But she couldn’t see anything but the desire in Kit’s eyes and she dropped her bags and flopped back onto the bed.

This was not good. She could resist him if he played along with the brother/sister routine, the ‘we’re nothing but best friends’ story, but what was she going to do if he started making passes at her?

She’d tried so hard to put what they’d done behind her, to convince herself it didn’t mean anything. Kit was young, virile, and a hundred percent male–he liked sex, he was single, and he wasn’t the sort of guy to turn down an open invitation like the one she’d given him. And they’d been drunk, which hadn’t helped. But she’d thought he was as keen as she was to keep their friendship. He’d looked pathetically distraught when he thought she was upset with him. And so she’d assumed he’d want to move on from their mistake.

From the look in his eyes down in the lobby, however, Kit didn’t seem to think it had been a mistake. I think it ended very well, he’d said, and even now, she shivered from the memory of his intense blue gaze. He’d flirted with her openly. Why? He loved her as a friend, and he didn’t want to lose that. Was it something to do with the fact that they weren’t at home? As if it didn’t count if you had a different country’s stamp in your passport. Maybe he’d decided he was going to have some fun with her while they were away.

She shivered, and her nipples tightened. She wished she could say she hadn’t thought about sex with Kit since the wedding, but of course, that wasn’t the case. She’d tried to steer her mind away from the thought of him kissing her, thrusting into her, laughing and shaking his head as she begged him to take her harder and faster, but the memories had returned repeatedly, haunting her like a stubborn phantom intent on driving the owner of the house he inhabited insane.

What was she going to do if he came on to her again? Could she turn him down? Normally, she would have said she had impressive willpower. She found it easy to refuse chocolate or wine when she decided she wanted to lose a few pounds, and she considered herself a strong character, easily able to say no when asked to do something she didn’t want to do.

But if Kit Fawkes knocked on her door, gave her one of his sexy smiles and pulled her into his arms? Could she push him away?

She groaned and covered her face with her hands. At that moment, her whole body throbbed for him. She could probably control her lust all the time he was controlling his. But if he let his free...

And then she thought of John, and his warning on the way to the airport. He wanted her to stay away from his son. That stung, and it was difficult to shake off the feeling that he thought she wasn’t good enough for Kit, but deep down she knew that wasn’t fair. He’d been cruel, but only to be kind. Kit wanted a family–she knew this, and she wanted it for him too. John said Kit had feelings for her, feelings that weren’t familial. That sent a frisson of excitement through her, but she had to make sure his interest didn’t develop into anything deeper. It was up to her to keep this relationship platonic, before one–or both–of them got seriously hurt, and she couldn’t bear the thought of losing him.

No, she had to make sure she rebuffed his flirting and ignored his innuendo. He’d soon find another girl to obsess about. Mr. Insatiable couldn’t be single for long.

Enya stared up at the ceiling. She clenched her fists at the thought of Kit with another woman, plunging into her as he whispered how beautiful she was. But he wasn’t for her. She’d been lucky enough to have a free sample, to explore what sex was like with someone you love and trust, but that was as far as it was going to go. And the sooner she came to terms with it, the better.

* * * *

Kit lingered in the bar, enjoying five minutes alone with a whisky after a torturous twenty-four hours with the Celt. The journey had started pleasantly enough, but somewhere in the depths of the night–or was it morning? His body clock was all over the place–he’d awoken to find Enya curled up beside him, arms wrapped around one of his, leaning on his shoulder while she dozed. She wore a dark green T-shirt that complimented her hair and eyes perfectly. The top had a deep V, and from where he was sitting, he’d been able to see straight down her cleavage.

For the rest of the flight, he’d been unable to stop himself having sexy thoughts, and it hadn’t helped when they arrived at Beijing and the atmosphere was hot and sultry, even at midnight. The deep V had been damp with moisture, and she’d looked hot and bothered, just like she had in that overheated hotel room in Auckland, while he’d screwed her senseless on the table.

He was going to have to keep to his original plan to seduce her when they were away. When they went back to New Zealand, things would return to normal, but for these four stolen days, they were going to explore the world of pleasure together.

She thought she could resist him. She’d been reluctant to react to his subtle advances–a brush of his arm against hers, holding her gaze a second too long–each time, she tried to move or glance away. But gradually she’d weakened. It had been fun to tease her as she got into the elevator, and the pretty blush that had spread across her cheeks had reinforced his guess that deep down, she still wanted him, even though she was trying to fight it.

He finished off the whisky and made his way over to the elevator. When he got to their floor, he walked along to his room, pausing as he passed Enya’s. He was incredibly tempted to knock on her door and ask whether she wanted a nightcap, but Beijing was five hours behind Auckland, and he was nearly asleep on his feet. He’d start tomorrow. He swiped his card and let himself into his room.

He didn’t bother unpacking–just undressed quickly and fell into bed. He was so tired, he would be asleep in seconds.

And yet his brain refused to rest, entranced by the thought of Enya through the wall, either naked or in some kind of skimpy nightwear, her body soft and pliant with sleep. He imagined letting himself in her room, sliding into bed beside her, pressing himself up against her. She’d turn over and open her mouth to his kiss, roll over onto her back and open her legs. He’d used his fingers first, and he’d stroke her until her sighs turned to moans before moving on top of her and sliding inside her...

Kit cursed out loud. Now he had an erection the size of the Statue of Liberty. There was no way he was getting to sleep without doing something about it.

Hot and slightly irritable, he closed his eyes and thought of Enya’s breasts heavy in his palms as he proceeded to take himself in hand and avail himself of some room service.

* * * *

In the other room, Enya was wide awake, her body heavy with sleep but her mind buzzing. Was Kit going to knock on her door? And what would she do if he did? She lay there, heart pounding, not sure if she was hoping he’d knock or walk straight by. Her answer came when she heard footsteps along the corridor that paused outside the door, only to carry on to the next. The disappointment that welled over her was answer enough.

She heard him go into his room, and then his door closed. For a minute or two, all was silent. Was he thinking of her? Or was he already asleep? Then, she thought she heard him say something, short and sharp, as if he’d sworn out loud. Maybe he was finding this as difficult as she was. Perhaps he was lying there, dreaming about her naked, just as she was thinking of him standing before her after he’d undressed, her first view of his glorious erection, large and firm enough to make her wet without being touched. She groaned.

Perhaps he was thinking about her naked, picturing the two of them together, imagining the way he’d plunged into her on that table, slowly at first, the sucking sound as he thrust in and out of her the sexiest thing she’d ever heard. And maybe he was now touching himself, turned on by the thought of being inside her, dreaming about taking her again, in different positions, with her on top, or from behind, bringing her to the dizzy heights of ecstasy again and again.

Enya gave a soft groan and slid her fingers down into the moist, swollen part of her that begged for release. There was no way she was getting to sleep until she eased the throbbing between her legs. Not that it would take long. The thought of him lying next door, pleasuring himself with long, slow strokes as he thought of her, turned her on so much that it was only minutes before she felt a tightening in her stomach muscles and the orgasm swept over her. She gasped, picturing him doing the same, spilling his silky fluid over his hands as he came. “Oh God...”

She lay there in the dark, sticky and exhausted, wishing he was there with her. This was hopeless. Why was she torturing herself like this?

It’s just lust. The realization struck her, and with it came a wave of relief. It was hot and sultry, and the remnants of their previous encounter had been lingering like thunder in the air. He’d awakened something within her that had been dormant since...well, forever, and that was all it was–a thirst to taste it again, to experience the moment of glory he’d shown her in his arms. And like thunder, it would pass–they’d both go on to find other people, and then things would go back to normal between them. They’d be good friends who’d once slept together, and eventually their fling would fade in their memories until they’d wonder if it had actually been as special as they’d thought at the time.

Sadness settled over her. It was inevitable, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t grieve for it. Developing a relationship with Kit, going to bed with him every night, learning to love him...that would have been something else. But it wasn’t her destiny, and no amount of longing was going to make it come true.

She turned over and pulled the pillow down and hugged it to her chest. She wasn’t going to cry. She really wasn’t.
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Despite going to bed late, Enya woke at five thirty the next morning, realizing it was ten thirty in Auckland. She arose with a renewed sense of purpose and determination to put her feelings for Kit to one side for the rest of the trip. They were sightseeing, and then they had some business to attend to–a trip to the fireworks factory first, followed by a tea tasting session, which she was looking forward to. They would be busy, plus Charlie would be with them, so there’d be no time for sexual daydreams.

Her determination lasted until she knocked on his door just before seven, and he answered naked from the waist up, in the process of shaving.

“Hey.” He backed away from the door, indicating for her to come in. “You’re up early. Come in–I won’t be long.”

Enya froze in the doorway, entranced by his broad shoulders and bare skin. “Perhaps I should wait here,” she said weakly as he disappeared into the bathroom.

“I can’t hear you,” he called from inside. “Come in, Celt.”

Reassured by the fact that he’d used her nickname, she walked slowly into his room. She paused at the bathroom doorway. He stood over the sink, removing the foam on his cheek with careful strokes of the razor. He glanced up, his eyes meeting hers in the mirror.

“Sleep well?” he asked.

Unbidden, she thought of what she’d done before she fell asleep, and her cheeks grew warm. “Yes, thanks.”

“Hot, isn’t it?”

“Very,” she murmured. He’d not yet done up the top button of his shorts. The white band at the top of his briefs showed above the denim, along with a glimpse of...was that dark hair? “Oh dear.”

“What?” He rinsed the razor in the sink, raising an eyebrow at her. “Are you all right?”

“I think I may be coming down with something.” Yes, a huge attack of the lusts. She tried to tear her eyes away from his naked back and failed miserably.

He turned then, drying his face with a towel, and looked at her with concern. “Oh? Do you want to stay behind today?”

His chest was even more captivating with its scatter of dark hair, manly nipples and defined muscles.

Jeez. When did he become so sexy?

She backed away, meeting the wall with a bump. The temptation to plead sickness and stay behind was tempting, but she knew that would be chickening out. “No, I’m okay.”

“Good.” She thought for a moment that his eyes glimmered with amusement, but he turned back to the sink to tidy up, and she watched as he splashed on some aftershave.

“Ouch.” He winced.

Enya swallowed when the sandalwood scent assailed her senses, knowing she was staring at him, but unable to do anything about it. He buttoned up his shorts then picked up a light blue T-shirt and came to stand before her, slotting his arms through and pulling it over his head. He brought the material down over his muscled torso and his eyes met hers. “Ready for some breakfast?”

He ran his hands through his hair, smoothing down the ruffled strands, only for them to stand up again immediately afterward. 

“Mmm.”

He put his hands on his hips. She shivered as he ran his gaze briefly down her, and she glanced down to her legs, left bare by the orange and yellow tie-dyed cotton dress, where his gaze lingered. Their eyes met, and a small smile played on his lips for a moment. “You look good.”

“Thanks.”

He leaned toward her, and for a brief second she thought he was going to kiss her. Her heart pounded, and she opened her mouth–although whether to protest or accept the kiss, she wasn’t sure. But his hand moved past her to pick up his wallet from the shelf, and he straightened and tucked it into his pocket.

“Come on then.”

He led the way out of the room, and she followed him, frowning slightly. If she didn’t know better, she’d think he was trying to turn her on purposefully. But that was ridiculous, wasn’t it?

They went down to the restaurant and found a seat near the window, overlooking the city topped with a layer of thick smog. Beijing was fast, busy, and with surprisingly few western tourists. She’d already caught several people staring at her hair, and guessed that redheads were few and far between in the city.

She’d brought her iPad with her, and concentrated on reading the headlines from the New Zealand Herald while she nibbled her toast, trying not to watch Kit demolish a full cooked breakfast as he flicked through an international paper. By seven forty-five, they’d finished, and they made their way back to their rooms to collect their cameras and the other bits and pieces they needed for the day ahead.

This time it was Kit’s turn to knock on her door, and she slipped the strap of her bag over her head, letting it rest on her hip, picked up her camera, and opened the door.

“Ready?” he asked, leaning against the doorjamb.

“Yep.” She checked her reflection one last time and slicked on some lip balm, not wanting her lips to dry out in the hot weather. Then she went to slip by him, but he put his arm up, stopping her. She turned to face him, heart thumping. “What?”

He didn’t say anything. His blue eyes studied her for a moment, and then, before she could resist, he slid a hand to the back of her neck and held her there as he lowered his lips.

She rested both hands on his chest, intending to push him away, but it was like trying to push a brick wall. His mouth was hot on hers, his tongue insistent as he brushed it into her mouth, and desire shot through her at the speed of light. She gasped, and he deepened the kiss, pushing her up against the doorjamb, overwhelming her with his scent and taste, and the heat and hardness of his body. Her senses spun, and when he finally pulled back, she could only stare up at him with eyes wide as saucers.

“What was that for?” Her voice came out as a squeak.

His blue eyes were hot, intense. He tucked her hair behind her ear, his gaze lingering on her mouth. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you last night, when I went to bed.”

She swallowed. She’d been right–while she was lying there pleasuring herself, he was doing the same, on the other side of the wall. “Oh.”

His eyes met hers, dark, intense. “I want you.”

She blinked furiously, trying to still the hammer of her heart. “Well...well, you can’t have me.” She’d meant it to sound determined, resentful, but it came out more breathless and tempting.

“We’ll see.” His voice was husky. His expression said If I want you, I’m going to have you, and there’s not a lot you can do about it.

“Kit...” If he’d taken her hand then and pulled her into the room, she would have capitulated and let him make mad, passionate love to her, but unfortunately at that moment some hotel guests appeared around the corner of the corridor, and he moved away.

Enya let the door shut and followed him as he walked toward the elevators, her mouth dry and her pulse pounding. Why did he have this effect on her? He only had to look at her with those intense blue eyes and she melted into a puddle at his feet. It was like the bones and muscle had been removed from her body, leaving her as a pile of hormones and pheromones that basically meant she was permanently turned on and had inappropriately damp panties ninety-nine percent of the time.

This was not good.

She had to gather her willpower and do her best to resist him, otherwise this was not going to end well. Following him into the elevator, she stood at the back, Kit inches away from her, the other guests filing in front of them. They waited silently for the doors to close and the elevator to descend.

She didn’t look at him, but she felt his presence from the tips of her toes to the roots of her hair, as if he were emitting some kind of magnetic force that was pulling her toward him. Everything tingled, and the subtle but sexy scent of his aftershave only added to her heightened state of awareness.

“Stop it,” she whispered furiously.

He looked down at her, raising an eyebrow, and murmured, “Stop what? I’m not doing anything.”

“Yes, you are, and you know perfectly well what I mean.” She met his gaze, giving him her hardest stare, but his gaze was warm with amusement, and he only chuckled in response. He dropped his gaze to scan her once again, lingering insolently on her legs and breasts, and her cheeks burned with indignation before his eyes returned to hers. She glared at him again, but it didn’t seem to make any difference, and eventually she looked away, tossing her hair. He nudged her with his elbow, and when she ignored him, did it again. She turned an exasperated look on him, and bit back a smile when he winked at her. He was enjoying teasing her, and he was irresistible when he was in this mood.

The lift pinged open, and they entered the foyer. Charlie Liu sat on one of the central benches, reading a newspaper. They walked up to him, and he stood and put down his paper, holding out a hand.

“Kit,” he exclaimed.

“Hey, Charlie.” The two men shook hands and then exchanged a manly hug, clapping each other on the back. Enya knew Kit was exceedingly fond of Charlie. He’d shared a flat with Kit and Tristan at university.

“And Enya.” Charlie enveloped her in a bearlike hug, not an easy feat when he was the same height as her at five foot nine.

“Good to see you, Charlie.” She hugged him back. “And great to see your country at last.”

He waved a hand. “It’s not impressive at first glance–so much smog. It’s because it’s so hot and humid at the moment. But you’ll fall in love with it by the time you leave, I’m sure.” He gestured toward the front doors. “Are you ready? We’ve got lots to see.”

* * * *

Charlie took them to the famous Tiananmen Square, then north through the gate to The Forbidden City. It was immensely busy everywhere, but Enya was surprised once again at how few western tourists there were.

“There were once said to be 9,999 rooms here,” Charlie said as they walked through the Hall of Supreme Harmony.

“Why not ten thousand?”

“Because ten thousand was the number of rooms supposed to be in heaven and to take that number would be an insult to the gods, but the emperor wanted to make the statement that he was next to a god.”

“Amazing.” Enya stopped by a mural depicting the signs of the Chinese zodiac. “Oh, this is beautiful.”

“Mm,” Kit said, looking at her rather than at the mural.

She flicked him a warning glare before Charlie turned to face her. “I don’t know my sign unfortunately.”

“I looked you both up before you arrived.” Charlie smiled at Enya. “You’re a horse—they are free animals and adore travelling, love, and intimacy. They are supposed to be great at seducing.” He winked at her.

“Oh.” Her cheeks burned and Kit chuckled.

“Don’t laugh too soon,” Charlie said. “You’re a rat.”

“Figures.” Enya poked her tongue out at Kit.

Charlie laughed. “Rats are quick-witted, clever, charming, sharp, and funny. They have excellent taste, and they welcome challenges.”

“I think that about sums me up.” Kit held her gaze, and she remembered the way he’d kissed her in the door of their hotel room. We’ll see, he’d replied in answer to her statement that he couldn’t have her. I want you. She shivered at the memory of his words. How was she going to be strong enough to tell him no?

For lunch, Charlie offered with a straight face to take them to the exclusive penis restaurant to sample the dishes made from the private parts of deer, snakes, yaks, horses, seals and ducks, but they politely declined, so he treated them to a light meal of roast duck pancakes instead.

Afterward, he took them to the Thunder Dragon Fireworks Factory, where they spent several hours having a tour of the site, followed by a meeting in the manager’s office to discuss business. Enya sat quietly as the men talked, unable to stop her eyes drifting over Kit. He was at his most animated when talking about Catherine’s Wheel, and she watched him sit forward, elbows on knees, gesturing enthusiastically while he told the manager about his business.

This was a side of him she saw rarely, because when they were together, he didn’t talk about his company, other than to mention new fireworks he might have found, or events he had organized. She’d hardly heard him talk business at all, although she’d known he was the cool head behind the firm, whereas Tris was more involved in the practical side of things. It was nice to sit and listen to him talk about shipping prices and exchange rates, and to have the chance to study him when he was too busy to notice.

At one point, however, as he was talking, he reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. He didn’t look at her, almost as if it was an involuntary movement, unthinking. Her cheeks burned, although none of the men present batted an eyelid, but it was as though he was marking his territory. Mine, he was saying. Enya’s heart thumped in response. She wasn’t his, but couldn’t squash the feeling of pleasure that rose within her at his possessive gesture.

Kit came out of the meeting buzzing with enthusiasm. “That was excellent. We’ll make significant savings on many of our regular buys.” He shook Charlie’s hand. “Thank you so much for organizing this.”

“You are welcome.” Charlie patted him on the arm.

Kit turned to Enya, blue eyes alight with pleasure. “Thank you for coming with me.”

“That’s okay. Now I’m going to make you sit through a tea ceremony,” she teased.

“I don’t care–I’d do anything for you.”

Charlie laughed and walked off, but Enya caught her breath as he pulled her against his firm chest. It was an extremely hot and humid afternoon, and the subtle smell of his aftershave rose from his warm skin to assault her senses. Moisture glistened in the hollow at the base of his throat, and his hair curled damply around his neck.

He released her, and she flicked him a quick smile, but the thudding of her heart continued for some time.

* * * *

Charlie took them to a traditional teahouse. The muted tones of its decor gave it a relaxed and peaceful air. An elegant Chinese lady wearing a beautiful blue silk dress carried out the tea ceremony.

She went through the various steps of warming the pot and rinsing the leaves as Enya asked several questions, and the woman appeared thrilled to have a customer who actually knew something about tea. It was an interesting ritual, but Kit’s eyes were constantly drawn back to Enya. Her cheeks glowed and her eyes shone with enthusiasm at the methods and techniques she was shown.

When the woman took Enya to show her the different teas she used, Charlie and Kit were alone for the first time since they’d met in the hotel.

“So how’s things?” Charlie studied his old friend. “Tristan told me you broke up with Beatrix.”

“Yeah.” Kit sipped his tea, wishing he had a chocolate biscuit to dunk in it. “A while ago now.”

“Seeing anyone else?”

Kit met Charlie’s teasing gaze. “No...”

Charlie grinned. “Does she know?”

“Does who know what?”

“Does Enya know how you feel about her?”

Kit’s gaze flicked over to her and then back to Charlie. “I don’t know what you mean.”

Charlie tipped his head. “Yeah. Of course you don’t. Come on, man, it’s written all over your face.”

Jeez, was it that obvious? “She’s Tris’s sister.”

“Yes... I know that. It was only a matter of time though before you two got together.”

Kit stared at him, startled. “What do you mean?”

Charlie shrugged. “She’s loved you since day one, man. I wondered how long it would take you to work it out.”

“She loves me like a brother, Charlie, nothing more.”

“If you still think that, you’re completely blind.”

“It’s...it’s not love. We had a thing.”

“Had?”

Kit’s lips curved at Charlie’s cheeky grin. “Okay, we’re still having a thing. But only until we get back to Auckland. It’s not a long term thing.”

“Why not?”

Kit studied him. “I don’t know.”

They had to stop there because Enya came back, but Charlie’s words had started off a chain reaction in Kit’s mind.

They’d decided it would only be a one-night thing because they didn’t want to ruin their friendship. But who was to say it would be ruined if they got together permanently? Kit studied her as she sat back beside him on the bench. Today she’d pinned her red hair up tightly because it was so hot, but several rebellious strands had escaped the knot to curl around her face. She was so elegant and graceful, funny, warm, courageous, and kind. She’d make a beautiful wife any man would be proud of, and a wonderful mother.

Hold on, mother? He’d only slept with her once. What was he doing thinking about kids? He shook his head, trying to force his brain down another track, but it was too late–he was picturing Enya pregnant, then with a baby at the breast, then with children running around her. His children. His heart leapt at the thought.

She glanced at him, frowning suspiciously. “What?”

“Nothing.” He finished off his tea. This was crazy–she didn’t even want to sleep with him again. Okay, so he was planning to seduce her, and she might even succumb, but it would only be for sex. She’d been determined to keep him as a friend only, and he knew she was stubborn.

Still, for the rest of the afternoon the pictures haunted him, and he knew they weren’t going to go away.
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Charlie stayed with them in the hotel for dinner that evening, choosing his favorite dishes for them to sample, and keeping them entertained with stories of Chinese life. Eventually, he announced he had to go, and they walked through the bar to the exit with him.

“Are you sure you don’t want to stay for a drink?” Enya was desperate to stave off the inevitable moment when she would be alone with Kit.

But Charlie shook his head. He smiled at them. “Have a great evening, you two.” He kissed Enya on the cheek and shook Kit’s hand. “I’ll see you both at eight tomorrow.”

They said goodbye, and he disappeared around the corner. Finally they were alone.

Kit leaned on the bar and motioned to get the bartender’s attention. He ordered himself a double whisky before finally turning to where she stood, frozen on the spot, unable to move. Linking his fingers, he studied her as the bartender poured his drink. He didn’t say anything. He was waiting for her to make up her mind.

If she stayed now, she knew where this was going to end. There were a thousand reasons she should say no and go to bed. She forced herself to think of his father, to remind herself that it was dangerous to spend more time with Kit, because he wanted a family, and the last thing he needed was for her to complicate their relationship. She should go up to him now, kiss him on the cheek, and say thank you for a lovely day before heading up to her room.

He’d understand– he wasn’t pushing her now and that proved to her that he understood what a quandary she was in. All day he’d teased her and openly tried to seduce her, but now he was saying to her–without actually saying anything–that it was her decision, and he would abide by it.

Go on feet, move.

The bartender put the glass in front of Kit, and he sipped the whisky, replacing the tumbler on the bar before he glanced back at her. The bartender looked at her expectantly. “Would you like a drink, madam?”

It’s just a drink. But it wasn’t, and she knew it. If she said yes, she was telling Kit they were going to have sex.

She couldn’t make up her mind, torn with indecision, between what was right and what was in her heart. As she hesitated, she waited for Kit to frown impatiently, to roll his eyes or sigh and tap his foot, but of course he didn’t. Because he was Kit, patient, gentle, passionate, and kind. He wanted her–he’d made that quite clear–but he also wanted the final decision to be hers. He waited, and studied her with his gorgeous blue eyes, letting her come to the conclusion that he’d probably known she’d come to from the beginning.

Even as she made the decision, he obviously saw something of it in her face, because his lips curved and he winked at her. She sighed and smiled at the bartender. “I’ll have a whisky as well, please.” He nodded and took another glass. As he went off to the pour the drink, she gave Kit a sideways glance. “You needn’t look so smug.”

He chuckled and sipped his drink. “I’m not smug. Just very, very relieved.”

She met his gaze. Was it true–had he thought she’d say no? As she looked into his eyes, she realized he hadn’t been lying–there wasn’t any smugness there, only pleasure at the fact that she’d stayed, and a spark of excitement at the thought of the evening to come. Her heart gave an answering thump, and she didn’t move when he leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers. Just a quick kiss, but it was enough to make her blood race through her veins. They were going to have sex. Now she’d made the decision, she was excited at the thought. He wanted her. She wanted him. It was only temporary–for a few days. Where was the harm in that?

The bartender brought her drink, and Kit gave him his room number. Then they carried their glasses to a long seat that overlooked the inner garden of the hotel. Enya sat one end, kicking off her sandals and curling up with her feet under her–Kit sat at the other end, turned toward her.

They sipped their drinks in silence, the thought of what was going to follow hanging in the air between them like the rising moon in the sky outside.

In spite of the air conditioning, Kit’s dark hair curled damply around his temples, and moisture still glistened in the hollow of his throat. He sat relaxed, propping his head on his hand as he leaned on the windowsill, looking back at her. He ran his gaze down her body, examining the curve of her legs and pausing on her breasts before returning to her face. His eyes were bright with amusement, but he still didn’t say anything, sipping his drink. He was so damn sexy she was close to pushing him back on the seat and doing him right there and then, but she didn’t think the bartender–or the other guests dotted around the bar–would appreciate that.

“Hello,” she said, wanting to break the silence.

He smiled. “Hello.”

She couldn’t help but protest one last time. “We shouldn’t be doing this, Kit.”

He swirled his drink around the glass, cooling it on the ice. “Yeah, I know.” His smile broke into a wide grin. “That’s what makes it such fun.”

She gave him a reprimanding look, sipping her own drink. “You’re a bad boy.”

“Yeah. And you’re such an angel.” His amused gaze dared her to argue with him. Her lips curved, and they both started laughing.

“You lead me astray though,” she complained. “It’s your fault.”

“I can think of far worse things to be accused of.”

She smiled wryly. “You like the thought, don’t you? That you’re corrupting me. Showing me things I haven’t done before.”

“Maybe.”

She looked out at the garden. Kit said nothing, seeming content to let her think. “I didn’t mean for this to happen again,” she said eventually, turning her gaze back to him.

“I know.”

“I didn’t mean for it to happen the first time. I don’t know why it did. I think the alcohol had a lot to do with it.” She looked ruefully at her glass. “And I was down because of Andy. I feel a bit guilty because of that–like I was using you.”

He shrugged. “Doesn’t bother me. Did it cheer you up?”

She smiled. “You know it did.”

“Well, then.”

“That’s not the point. It feels...unfair. I was so on the rebound.”

“I knew that. It’s didn’t bother me, love. I wanted to help. Andy was a jerk to cheat on you, and it cut me up to think he couldn’t please you in bed.”

“He tried,” she said half-heartedly, “and it was my f—”

“Don’t you dare,” he said sharply, cutting her off mid-sentence and pointing his finger at her. “Don’t you dare say it was your fault. There’s no excuse for not being able to please your partner in bed–all it takes is willingness to put aside your own desires–and I’m talking for half an hour here, not a decade or anything.”

She blinked, slightly shocked at his anger. “I think that ability is rarer than you realize.”

“Sorry, I don’t buy that. There’s no excuse for a guy being bad in bed. I’m no Casanova. I don’t know any secret techniques, and there are no magic buttons.” He thought about it as she raised an eyebrow, and he smiled. “Okay, maybe one or two.” Her cheeks grew warm at the memory of how he’d known exactly what buttons to press to arouse her.

He picked up her hand, lacing their fingers together. “But seriously, it doesn’t take years of training to become a good lover. You have to want to please your partner, that’s all. And take the time to find out what they like, because everybody’s different.”

She studied their interlinked fingers, pondering on his words. “Do you think the secret to a good sexual relationship is finding someone who likes to do the same stuff as you in bed?”

He thought about it. “I suppose it helps. But not necessarily. I mean, Beatrix wasn’t adventurous in bed and wasn’t keen on kinky stuff, but I loved her–or thought I did at the time–and that wouldn’t have stopped me from staying with her if everything else had been right.” He stopped talking, and raised an eyebrow.

She blinked. “What?”

“Your face is a picture.”

She glanced around, making sure she wasn’t being overhead before she spoke quietly. “Kit?”

“Yes...” he asked warily.

“Would you describe yourself as kinky?”

“Er...I suppose it depends on your definition.”

“Let’s take your definition. What was it you said? Handcuffs. Porn. Sex toys.” She moistened her lips, feeling her cheeks grow warm. “Anal sex.”

He stared at her for a moment, his lips beginning to curve. “I’ve been known to indulge.”

“In which ones?”

He held her gaze. “All of them.”

“Oh.”

They studied each other for a moment. Eventually he grinned. “You look like I said I won a million dollars.”

“You shocked me.” She swallowed a mouthful of her whisky, and it burned down to her stomach.

“Those things aren’t that unusual. You’re just surprisingly innocent.”

“Which you like,” she said, knowing she’d guessed right when he gave a careless shrug and smiled. “What else have you done?”

He chuckled. “You want a list?”

“If you like.”

“I’m not going to give you a complete rundown of my sex life, Celt. A man has to have some secrets.”

“Yeah, yeah.” She took a cube of ice into her mouth and crunched it. “Okay, tell me. Um… Have you ever gone to a strip club?”

“Yes.”

“Had a lap dance?”

He grinned. “Yes.”

“Slept with a prostitute?”

An exasperated look. “No. Jeez.”

She tried to think what else to ask him. “Ever had a threesome?” He opened his mouth, but as his eyes met hers, his lips curved and he looked away, unable to deny it. “You have,” she exclaimed. “Kit Fawkes.”

“I was very drunk.”

“Don’t try to get out of it. Who was it with?”

“Someone from uni. It was after a party. And lots of whisky.”

She met his gaze, intrigued. “So it was a girl, and...another girl? Or a guy?”

He scratched the back of his neck. “A guy.”

“Ooh. Anyone I know?”

Again he went to deny it, but clearly he had trouble lying to her, because the words stuck in his throat.

“Charlie?” she wondered aloud.

He laughed. “No.”

“Who then?” She studied him, frowning at his amused gaze, and realization suddenly dawned. “Tris? Oh my God, Kit!”

“As I said, we were very drunk, it was very late, and I don’t remember much of it.” He sipped his drink.

“Did you and Tris make out?”

He coughed into the whisky. “Enya! Fucking hell, no, of course not.”

She giggled. “So you didn’t snog or anything.”

“Far out...I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“Absolutely you should. Now I have perfect blackmail material.” She winked at him. A pained look crossed his face, and she sighed. “Don’t worry. I won’t say anything. Yet.” She studied him for a moment, intrigued and titillated at the thought of him sharing a girl with her brother. “So...what happened?”

“I refuse to say anything else in case I drop myself further in it.”

She poked him with her toe. “You can’t leave it there. Who was the girl? Was it Beatrix?”

He started laughing then. “No. God no. There’s no way she would have done anything like that. It was pre-Bea.”

“Huh.”

He tipped his head. “Something tells me you’re not disappointed with that. I thought you liked her?”

“I tried to like her because you liked her.”

“But it didn’t work?”

“No.” She looked at her glass. “You deserve better.”

“Better?”

“Someone who...appreciates you.”

“You don’t think Beatrix appreciated me?”

“If I bought a several thousand dollar computer that played hi-quality computer games, DVDs and music, and did wonderful presentations, I wouldn’t use it as a calculator, you know?”

He grinned at her. “That’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

She met his gaze, unable to stop the smile spreading across her face. “I’m going to call you Kinky Kit from now on.”

He laughed. “Why are you so fascinated?”

“I don’t know. It’s that word. Kinky. It even sounds kinky. It suits you perfectly.” She moistened her lips again with her tongue. “How does it work? When there are two guys?”

“Oh come on, you must have read some of those sexy ménage books out there.”

“Humor me. I’d like details.”

He gave her an ‘I’m not going to play’ look. “Pieces of the male anatomy are inserted into various orifices.”

“Ooh, you make it sound so romantic.” They both laughed. “At the same time?” she prompted.

“Sometimes. Use your imagination.”

She shivered with erotic fascination. “What’s your favorite orifice?”

He just looked at her.

“Come on, tell me. Which one did you...inhabit, during the threesome?”

He scratched his neck again. “Various. It was a long evening. Can we change the subject?”

“Do you like anal sex, Kit?”

He tipped his head at her again, giving the same sort of look a parent gives a child when they repeatedly shout the word ‘butt’ to them in public. “Enya...”

“What? You’re supposed to be educating me. Do you like it?”

“Yes, Enya, I happen to enjoy anal sex. There. Satisfied?”

She met his gaze, a frisson of desire running up her spine. “Mm.”

“Do you?”

Her cheeks went hot. “I don’t know. I’ve never done it.” She watched his gaze settle on her mouth. “Yet.”

“Do you want to?”

Her chest rose and fell rapidly as her breathing sped up. “I...I don’t know.”

“Okay, let me put it this way. Do you think you’re kinky?”

She nibbled her bottom lip. “I don’t know. I didn’t used to think so.”

“And now?”

Her gaze met his. Her cheeks grew warm in answer.

Smiling, he finished off his drink. “Another?”

“Sure. Why not?” He sauntered off to get them another whisky.
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Enya watched him walk to the bar, her heart pounding. It felt incredibly wicked, talking to him about the sort of things she wouldn’t have dared to speak to anyone else about. And yet there was also something safe about it, because it was Kit, and she knew he wouldn’t hurt her, or embarrass her–only in a sexy way, anyway.

He returned with their drinks and sat closer to her this time, pulling her legs across his lap, laying his arm behind her, along the window sill. They were tucked in the corner of the bar, and nobody appeared to be watching. The hair stood up on the back of her neck. His chest was firm against her arm, and the scent of his aftershave rose off his warm skin. The whisky threaded through her veins, and some of the tension of the day slipped away, along with some of her inhibitions.

She cleared her throat. “Kit, would you have a threesome with me and another guy?”

“Absolutely not.”

She blinked, surprised at his vehemence. “Why not?”

“I’d kill another guy if he touched you.” He didn’t smile. He looked perfectly serious. She shivered at the thought of Kit, a teddy bear incarnate, threatening violence because another man touched her.

He smiled sexily. “But fantasy’s something else. I’m happy to use my imagination.”

“Oh.”

He played with her hair, curling it around his fingers, and she shivered. “Would you like another man or a woman in your threesome?”

She licked her lips. “Another woman would be interesting. We could play with each other while you watched.” His gaze went slightly unfocussed as his eyes widened, and she giggled. “You should see your face.”

“Hey, girl on girl? That’s every man’s fantasy.”

“You’re so predictable.”

“Of course I’m predictable. I’m a guy.” His fingers stroked the nape of her neck. “What about with another guy?”

“Mm. Not Tris, though.”

He laughed. “No, maybe not. Too much like a Greek play for my liking.”

She giggled and then caught her breath as he placed a kiss on her neck. “Ooh.”

He raised his head and gave her another sexy smile, moving slightly closer to her so she nestled in the crook of his arm. “So what other erotic fantasies have you been dreaming about in the quiet of your bedroom, Miss O’Donnell?”

She thought of how she’d pleasured herself the night before, thinking of him. “Um...”

He nuzzled her ear. “Come on, tell me.”

“I don’t know. I’m embarrassed.”

He ran his tongue around her earlobe, chuckling as she shivered. “Rubbish. You just asked me if I like anal sex, for Christ’s sake.”

“It’s one thing to ask you something like that–another to tell you the sort of deepest, darkest fantasies I’ve never told anyone else.”

He lifted his head and studied her. “Okay, I’ll make it easier for you. Let’s start with something easy. Would you like...oral sex?” He brushed his lips across hers.

“To give or receive?”

“Either.”

“Um...yes.”

“Which?”

She sighed as he kissed her neck again. “Both.”

“Hm.” He shifted on the seat, placing his glass on the table for a moment, and as he adjusted his pants, she realized it was because he had a raging erection. She laughed.

He picked up his glass again, raising an eyebrow. “You’re surprised?”

“Not really. I’m beginning to understand the male libido. I’ve read that men think about sex about ten times an hour–do you think that’s right?”

“Oh, I’d say that was a vast understatement.” His eyes glittered in the lamplight.

“In your case.”

“Well, I can only speak from personal experience.”

“So how many times an hour do you think about sex?”

“Fifty-nine.” He grinned. “The other minute I’m usually thinking about food.”

She laughed, liking this intimate banter, enjoying teasing him, and enjoying the obvious effect she had on him. She shifted her feet in his lap, ‘accidentally’ brushing his erection, and giggled when he sighed.

He swallowed a mouthful of whisky, amused. “Okay, so where were we?” He studied her, his eyes half-lidded with drink and desire. “Oral...hmm...what about...sex toys. Ever used a vibrator?”

“No.”

“Ah. That’s a crime. They’re one of mankind’s better inventions.”

“I’m embarrassed to say I don’t know much about them. Other than they look like penises and vibrate.”

“Not always,” he said, amused.

“Huh?”

“There are lots of different kinds. Some are phallic. Then there are some smaller ones that you insert and walk around with.”

“Ooh.”

“Mm. And imagine if I was in charge of the remote control.”

She shivered at the thought of it.

“What about handcuffs? How do you feel about me chaining you to the bed and carrying out all manner of wicked things to you?”

She looked into his eyes, heart thumping. “I...don’t know...” Could he sense why she was hesitant?

He studied her for a moment. Then he brought his hand up and tucked her hair behind her ear. “Let’s get one thing clear. If at any moment, I do or say anything you don’t like, you only have to say one thing–stop. Understand?”

She nodded. He raised an eyebrow. “I mean it, Celt. I’m not a mind reader. I like teasing you, and I admit the thought of carrying out every fantasy in the book with you turns me on, but I wouldn’t do anything without your permission.” He stroked her cheek. “Do you believe me?”

Tears welled in her eyes. He was so kind, so gentle. She loved him so much. She nodded again. “I trust you, Kit.” She swallowed.

He obviously saw her emotion, but he didn’t comment on it. Instead, he slid his hand to the nape of her neck and pulled her toward him.

His mouth moved across hers, his lips soft, and sweet with whisky. He made the kiss slow, exploratory, tender, and yet the heat began to build between her legs, her breasts tingling as he brushed his tongue against hers.

Enya was lost. She wanted him so much she couldn’t concentrate on anything else. She pulled back and looked up at him, pressing her lips together. “Kit?”

“Hmm?”

“What does ‘insatiable’ mean?”

“You want a definition? I’m sure I saw a dictionary in the foyer somewhere.”

“I know what it means. But...Beatrix once called you it. I’ve always wondered how many times you must have wanted sex to earn that label.”

“Knowing Beatrix, once a week would probably have done it.”

Enya stared at him, dumbfounded. “There was something seriously wrong with that girl.”

He laughed at that.

She cleared her throat. “I have a proposition for you.”

“Oh?”

“We have three nights–two days–left.”

“Mm.”

She let her gaze rest on his mouth. “How many times do you think we could have sex in that time?”

His lips curved. “Would we have to leave the room?”

“I suppose so. Poor Charlie has an itinerary.”

He laughed. His fingers continued to brush her neck, and shivers tremored through her. “So you’re proposing I have you to myself at night for the duration of our stay?”

“Yes.”

“I would say that sounds like an interesting suggestion. On one condition.”

“Oh?”

His pupils had dilated, and his eyes looked black. “If I agree to this, it won’t be as your friend. I’ll agree because I want you, and if I get you to bed again, I’m not going to hold back.”

“Oh,” she said in a squeaky voice.

He hadn’t finished with her yet. “If I have you to myself for two whole nights, don’t expect to get much sleep. I’ll want you every which way, as often as I can manage it. I’ll want to show you everything I know, and explore a few more things together, if we have time.” His gaze caressed her. “Do you think you can cope with that?”

Her heart pounded. “You mean I get Kinky Kit, not brotherly Kit?”

“Absolutely. If you want him.”

Did he know that was what she wanted? So badly, it was making her burn? “Okay.”

He nuzzled her ear. “Do you know how much I want you?”

She closed her eyes. “I’m starting to get the idea.”

“Tell me...” He bit her earlobe, hard enough to make her gasp. “How wet are you, right now?”

“Kit!” Her cheeks burned.

He chuckled. “I think I need to find out. Drink up.” He finished off his glass.

Her heart hammered as she swallowed a large gulp of the whisky. “Are you normally this bossy in bed?”

“Yep. I’m very demanding.”

“Oh.”

“I’m not a missionary position, lights out kind of guy.”

She took another swallow of the amber liquid. It sounded as if she was going to need it. “I’m beginning to understand that.”

She’d thought she understood why women found Kit so attractive. He was handsome with a great body to match, charming, funny, kind. She’d always thought him sexy, but had never analyzed why. His girlfriends had sometimes talked about how much he liked sex, and she’d occasionally watched him with a girl, seen him turn on the charm, touch them, whisper things in their ear that made them giggle and blush. But she’d never experienced it herself. He’d always been more likely to pull her hair than stroke it, and his endearments had never extended to calling her anything more than ‘Celt,’ which had been about as sexy as Tristan calling her ‘shrimp.’

But now...his eyes held a deep, dark desire she’d never seen a man harbor for her before. It thrilled her and scared her equally. No, not scared–she would never be frightened of Kit. But she was apprehensive. She wanted him so much, but this was territory she’d never explored before, and she was nervous about starting out on this journey. Last time she hadn’t been nervous because she didn’t know what to expect. This time...she knew what he was like in bed, how he made her feel. How much better could it get?

I’m not going to hold back, he’d said. I’ll want you every which way, as often as I can manage it. The thought of his words made her panties grow damp with desire. How many ways are there? How many times can he manage it?

He was watching her, tapping his fingers impatiently on the windowsill, so she finished off her drink, the whisky burning its way to her stomach. Immediately he stood, holding out his hand to her. She took it, allowing him lead her out of the bar and through the foyer to the elevators.

He pressed the button, and they waited silently. Could he hear her heart hammering against her ribs? He laced his fingers with hers, and she looked down at them. If I agree to this, it won’t be as your friend. I’ll agree because I want you... He wanted her. She shivered, seeing him smile, and knowing he’d noticed.

The doors pinged and opened, and Kit led her inside, sliding his room key through the slot and pressing their floor number. The doors slid closed and the elevator ascended with a slight jolt.

Immediately, before she said a word, he turned and slid a hand behind her head, pulling her toward him and crushed his mouth to hers with a mind-blowing kiss. She gasped as he pushed her back to the wall of the elevator, but he didn’t stop, instead taking the opportunity of her open mouth to plunge his tongue inside, his free hand pulling her hips to his so she felt his eager erection.

She could barely breathe, but she was so turned on, she didn’t care overmuch. She gripped the railing that ran at hip-height around the elevator with both hands, steadying herself as her head spun, moaning as he pushed his erection against her soft mound, arousing her as he moved his hips against hers. She’d never felt like this before. She was going to explode. Literally–she’d be the first incident of spontaneous combustion since the Middle Ages. Scientists would investigate her smoking shoes for years afterwards.

The elevator dinged again, and she exclaimed as Kit tore his lips from hers as the doors opened. He caught her hand, marching out of the elevator, and she struggled to keep up with his long legs as he strode along the corridor. “Kit!”

“What?” He stopped outside his room and swiped his card. “Changed your mind?”

“No...”

“Good.” He opened the door and pulled her in, and before she said anything else, his mouth was on hers again, kissing the living daylights out of her.

“Oh God.” She gasped as his lips left hers briefly so he could kiss her neck, tasting her with his tongue.

Raising his head, he caught hold of the bottom of her short dress with both hands and drew it up. She lifted her arms automatically, overwhelmed by his passion, her heart pounding at the desire in his eyes when his gaze fell on her breasts, lifted and displayed by the white, lacy demi-bra.

Desperate to see him naked, she tore off his T-shirt, and when he took her in his arms, their skin stuck together from the heat, which she found so sexy she moaned again. Kit grunted his approval, his hands finding the clasp in the middle of her back, and then the bra was on the floor and her breasts were in his palms. He drew back, and she looked down as he studied them. Her nipples were swollen, aching for him to touch them. He watched her as he took them between thumb and forefinger and squeezed gently, and they tightened at his touch. She closed her eyes, sighing, as he lowered his head and took one then the other in his mouth, sucking and teasing them with his tongue until she dug her fingers in his hair.

Her panties soon joined her top, and she fumbled at the button of his shorts, tugging insistently until he rid himself of them, following quickly with his boxers. She shivered at the sight of his erection, imagining it sliding inside her. He cupped her mound with a palm, his mouth hovering over hers as he slid fingers into her white-hot heat, moving so easily she knew she was slippery with moisture. Groaning, he kissed her again as he caressed her most sensitive spot firmly with his fingers.

Within only a couple of minutes, her breathing had turned irregular with her growing desire, and Kit moved both hands to her butt. Expecting him to carry her to the bed, she put her arms around his neck, squealing as he lifted her and wrapped her legs around him, pinning her to the wall. The tip of his erection parted her swollen flesh, and then he slid into her in one smooth thrust.

Impaled on him, she gasped and tipped her head back, almost coming on the spot. The sensation of him inside her–hot and hard, all the way up–was deliciously erotic, incredibly sensual.

“Christ, Enya.” His voice was deep with desire, almost a growl. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

She shivered, overwhelmed by his passion, shocked by the animal lust firing her senses. He hardly ever swore, but somehow it only turned her on even more.

She slipped her hands into his hair, hovering her lips over his.

Let’s see if it works on him, too.

“Come on Kit,” she whispered. “Fuck me senseless.”

Groaning, he closed his eyes, his fingers digging into her butt as he drove into her. She clenched her hands in his hair, pulling his mouth to hers, welcoming his tongue as he continued to thrust inside her.

In the end, it was only minutes before she felt the approach of her orgasm, and she tipped her head back again, shocked by the speed of its arrival, never having experienced it so quickly before. “Kit...”

“Oh yeah. Let it go, honey.”

So she did, crying out as everything tightened, only half aware of him coming with her, the friction of his chest hair on her nipples drawing out her climax until she sagged in his arms, limp and spent.

Kit rested his forehead on her shoulder as their breathing gradually slowed. His skin was slippery beneath her fingers, and sweat ran between her breasts.

“Jeez, it’s hot in here,” she said.

He gave a short laugh. “You’re telling me.” He lifted his head to look at her, his eyes amused, still intense.

“I meant the atmosphere.” Her pulse was still pounding, and it wasn’t helped by the way he was looking at her.

He kissed her. “Enya O’Donnell, you are so very, very sexy.”

If she wasn’t so hot, she’d have blushed. “Thank you.”

Lifting her off the wall, still inside her, he carried her over to the bed. Finally withdrawing, he lowered her onto the mattress and lay beside her, pulling her against him. “Sorry about that.”

She pushed up onto an elbow, raising an eyebrow at him. “What are you sorry for?”

“For not even making it to the bed.” He looked helpless. “I couldn’t wait.”

“I’m taking it as a compliment.”

“You should.” He ran a finger along her cheekbone. “It’s what you get for driving me mad with lust.”

“I’m guessing this is the sort of thing I can expect for the next few days?”

“Absolutely. I’m going to make the most of you while I’ve got you.” She shivered and he laughed. “You like the sound of that?”

“Mm.” She leaned her hand on his chest and put her chin on her hand. “So what’s next?”

“Already? I might need a few minutes, love.”

She laughed. “I didn’t mean right now. But I’d like to know what I have to look forward to.”

He slid his hand into her hair, threading his fingers through her red curls. “You want to know what I want to do more than anything else?”

“Mm, yes.”

In a smooth move, he lifted up and turned her onto her back, looking down at her as he trailed his fingers along her body. “I want to taste you.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh.”

He brushed his lips over hers. “Would that be amenable to you?”

“Ah...um...”

He laughed. “But not yet. We have to prepare you first.”

“Prepare...me? What does that involve? Marinating me? Seasoning? Hitting me with a mallet?”

He kissed her. “I’m going to get you relaxed. Then I’m going to give you the best orgasm of your life.”

Her heart had only just started to slow from their lovemaking, but now it started to speed up again. “Oh dear.”

He chuckled. “Why ‘oh dear’? Don’t you like the sound of that?”

“The orgasms you’ve already given me have been pretty amazing. I can’t believe they get any better than that.”

He gave her the sexiest smile she thought she’d ever seen on a guy. “Then you’re going to have a wonderful surprise.”
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Settling himself comfortably beside her, he kissed her again, taking the time to explore her mouth with his. He ran his tongue along her lips, nibbled them, brushed her tongue, and murmured appreciative comments as he stroked her body.

Enya lay there, sighing, wondering if she’d been in some fatal accident without noticing and gone to heaven. Not that Kit was angelic. He kissed around to her ear and bit the lobe, and she gasped, smacking him on the arm. No, he was distinctly devilish, and that in itself was proving to be a huge turn on.

She’d not imagined this at all. She’d thought having sex with her best friend would be comfortable and relaxed, a bit like a nice cup of tea.

Having sex with Kit was not like having a cup of tea.

She giggled at the thought, and he raised his head. “What?”

“Nothing.” But the giggles wouldn’t stop, and they bubbled out of her, prompting a mildly exasperated look from him.

“FYI, uncontrollable laughter isn’t the best aid to a great erection.”

“Sorry.” She stroked his cheek, liking the brush of bristles on her thumb. “I was thinking that having sex with you is much better than drinking tea.”

“Coming from you, that’s quite an accolade. I’ve seen the way your eyes roll when you pour a cup of Earl Grey.” Chuckling as she slapped him again, he rolled off the bed. “I’m going to put the bath on.”

“Bath?” She remembered what he’d told her he was planning to do. “Oh. To clean me up, right. Fair enough.”

He stood before her, hands on hips, unbothered by his nakedness. “On the contrary–it’s only to relax you. Normally the last thing I’d want you to do is have a wash.”

“Kit! That’s disgusting.”

“I am disgusting. Are you only just beginning to figure that out?”

“I never realized quite how much.”

He smirked. “Get used to it. I’m going to do many more disgusting things before this holiday’s over.”

Her mouth dropped open. He walked off into the bathroom, and soon the sound of water running filtered into the room.

This was such new territory to her that it was difficult to come to terms with it. Having a man lust after her so openly was shocking, but so sexy. Andy had been so laid back in their relationship. He’d seemed to enjoy sex with her, but it had been so run-of-the-mill that she’d never felt as if he desired her, more that she was convenient, a way to expend his sexual energy when he got the urge.

With Kit, however, it was so different. Of course, she knew he had an impressive sex drive, and she wasn’t stupid, realizing he was hardly going to turn her down when she’d offered herself to him on a non-commitment plate. But still, he managed to make her feel as if she were the only woman in the world for him. When he looked at her... Enya sighed and stared up at the ceiling, remembering the heat in his eyes, the way he’d hardly been able to get through the door before taking her. She was being silly and romantic, but it was nice–if only for a few days–to imagine that for the first time in her life, she was special to someone, as if no other girl would do.

* * * *

Kit paused in the doorway of the bathroom, leaning on the doorjamb as he watched Enya lying on the bed. She stared up at the ceiling, raising her arms and sleepily examining her hands before dropping them behind her on the bed, stretching lazily. She looked content and satisfied, like a smug cat who’d stuck her head in a large bowl of cream. Pleasure surged through him at the thought that he was the cause of her contentment.

There’s no magic to it, he thought, a ripple of irritation running through him as he pondered on what her sex life with Andy must have been like. Incredibly mediocre, by the sound of it. Probably involving her lying there, thinking of England and other European countries and occasionally wincing as he missed his aim, certain there was something wrong with her because she wasn’t automatically turned on by her boyfriend taking his pleasure with her as if she were a blow-up doll.

Kit wanted these few days to show her how wonderful sex could be. He didn’t consider himself a Casanova, but he was aware that he knew what women liked, as well as the patience to ensure they enjoyed themselves in bed with him.

And of course he was nuts about her. That helped quite a bit.

He studied her slim body. Her skin would be soft under his fingertips. Her hair looked like molten copper where it lay spread out on the duvet. With Charlie’s words still ringing in his ears, he was quickly beginning to realize that now he’d discovered his feelings for her, it was going to be hard not to feel them when the holiday was over–a bit like trying to get a sleeping bag back in its cover once you’d taken it out. And the worst thing was, he didn’t want to ‘unfeel’ his emotions because she’d told him that after they returned to Auckland things would have to go back to normal. He didn’t want to go back to normal.

He wanted Enya forever.

Of course, there was his best mate to consider. What would Tris think of him making a move on his sister? Would he kill him? Or would he say, ‘Yeah, that was always going to happen? ’ Because Kit was beginning to have a sneaky feeling he’d always felt this way about her, but hadn’t admitted it to himself, convinced she was out of bounds, determined to treat her like his own sister so he didn’t make a fool of himself.

He smiled as she stretched again, singing to herself.

How long had he loved her?

Months? Years? Since the first time he saw her? He’d ignored the elephant in the room, politely pretending there wasn’t a huge grey mammal sitting between them, because he respected Tris, and she was younger than him, and, well, the timing hadn’t been right. But now... He remembered when she’d told him about her dream of kissing him in the orchard–how her eyes had lit with curiosity and interest, the first time he’d ever seen her look at him with longing. It had taken him, what, ten seconds before he’d glued his lips to hers? And her reaction–her instant explosive reaction–had flipped his switch from affection to desire instantly.

She glanced over at the doorway, her eyes widening as she saw him watching her. He didn’t move for a moment, though, observing the flush that spread across her cheeks, knowing she could see he was already hard for her, even though she’d only just milked him dry. He needed her to know how much he wanted her. Because he was heading for trouble. He felt it coming, like the vibrations of the tracks when a train approaches. It was going to hit him hard when it arrived, but it was a few days off yet. Plenty of time to show her how wonderful it could be with him, to make it more difficult for her to come to the conclusion he knew she’d already reached.

He walked toward her, and she sat up as he approached, eyes wide, as if she thought he was going to leap on her. He smiled, though, holding out his hand. “Come on sexy. Bath time.”

* * * *

It was a large bath, and she wasn’t surprised when Kit got in with her, politely taking the tap end and stretching out his long legs around her as she sank into the bubbly bliss. The water was only lukewarm, but Kit was right, it did relax her. Not that she was tense particularly–after the speech-depriving orgasm she’d had, it would have been difficult to be too tense. However, heat flamed in her cheeks at the thought of this kind, sexy man going down on her, taking his time to pleasure her, and it was nice to take a bit of time in between these experiences to savor the moment.

He’d brought in a couple of glasses and a bottle of wine, and even though she was already pleasantly woozy, she accepted a small glass, sipping it as they talked. It was so odd to see him with new eyes. He sounded like the old Kit, his voice deep and mellow, blue eyes warm and crinkling at the edges when he smiled. She still recognized the mannerisms she knew well, like the way he frequently ran a hand through his hair as if conscious of the rebellious strands at the front, only for them to spring up seconds after he lowered his hand. He spoke of places they’d been, people they knew–he was incredibly familiar, someone she’d known for so long, she almost couldn’t remember life without him.

And yet... It was as if all along they’d been acting out roles on a stage, and now finally they’d met behind scenes, and she was talking to the real Kit. She was seeing things she’d never noticed before, such as the way his chest hairs curled, and why had she never noticed how muscular his arms were, how toned and fit his whole body was?

“Do you work out?” The words prompted a look of surprise from him, as he’d been talking about the meeting he’d had with the fireworks firm.

His lips curved. “Sometimes.”

“Mm.” She sipped her wine, studying his chest with approval before raising her gaze to his.

His blue eyes had taken on that saucy, interested look she was beginning to know and love. “Turn you on, does it?”

She smiled. “Maybe.”

Holding her gaze, he put down his glass and took her hand, pulling her toward him. It was a struggle squeezing between his legs and not letting the water slop over the side of the bath, and they were both laughing by the time he had her half on his lap and in his arms.

He kissed her, and Enya sighed, drowsy from alcohol and jet lag and unused to being in such a sexual haze. She threaded her fingers through his short, dark hair, and then ran her hand down his neck, feeling his broad shoulders, the firmness of the muscles in his chest. Her hand dipped lower, and his lips moved from hers to nibble her earlobe as he said, “Aren’t you a bit old to play with toys in the bath?”

“Submarines is my favorite game.” She stroked him, finding him already hard and ready for her. “Looks like your periscope’s up, anyway.”

He chuckled, pulling back and lifting himself up out of the water. “Okay, time’s up.” He toweled himself dry and then extended his hand to her. “Come on, O’Donnell. We have some serious loving to do.”

She let him dry her, her heart rate speeding up as he led her into the bedroom. He climbed on the bed and pulled her toward him, and she lay down, smiling shyly as he stretched out next to her.

He kissed her, stroking her arms, running his fingers lightly along her stomach and around her breasts. He didn’t touch her nipples yet, but traced around them with teasing circles. As he aroused her, the room grew warm. “I should put the air conditioning on,” she said.

“Nuh-uh.” He kissed down her breastbone and ran his tongue lightly under her breast. “I want you hot and sweaty.”

“Kit!”

“What?” He raised his head, amused.

“You’re…you’re…” Words failed her.

“Disgusting? Revolting? Perverted?”

“All of the above.”

He laughed, stroking down the outside of her thighs and up the inside. “I’m really not. Sex shouldn’t be sterile and clean and in the dark, all neat and tidy. It shouldn’t be polite and full of ‘pleases’ and ‘thank yous.’” He looked at her intensely. “Good sex is sweaty and dirty and loud. It’s overwhelming and inelegant and vulgar–it’s about bumping teeth and getting buttons caught in hair and feeling comfortable enough with the other person to lose control.”

“Oh.”

He grinned. “Your eyes are like saucers.”

“I’m…shocked. I mean, I’ve seen sex like that in movies, and read about it in books, but I thought it was fabricated. I wasn’t sure I believed it could be like that.”

His fingers reached the top of her thighs, and for the first time he let them brush against her pubic hair. “And now?”

She caught her breath. “I…I’m still not sure I’d describe myself as ‘comfortable’ with you. It feels strange, us being together, and I feel a bit self-conscious and…I don’t know, worried about pleasing you, I suppose.” She wondered if that comment might make him frown, but instead he laughed.

“That’s the least of your worries, love. I’m easy to please.”

“Most men are. I didn’t mean like that, though. I meant more that I know your aim is to show me how good it can be, and you have, but I still feel concerned that if I find it difficult to relax, you’ll be disappointed. I don’t want to disappoint you.” It wasn’t until she spoke the words she realized how much she meant them.

Something akin to pity flickered in his expression, and he stroked her cheek. “I understand what you’re saying. And I think that’s perfectly normal considering what experience you’ve had so far. But honey, if you can’t relax, there’s something wrong with the guy’s technique. I’m not saying it’s all down to the man–of course it isn’t, but women take longer than men to get aroused, and because of that, they need more foreplay. Different foreplay to what a guy needs.”

“I think that’s why some men get impatient–because they’re ready to go with a few flicks through a raunchy mag.”

“Yeah. We don’t need foreplay as such.” He gave her a sexy smile. “But most of us like it.”

“I suppose I just need to find someone who likes it as much as you do.” She winked at him.

He didn’t smile though. Something flashed across his face, but it was gone too briefly for her to catch. Instead, he kissed her, his fingers beginning to brush across her again.

Enya sighed as his lips left hers and trailed down her body, his tongue occasionally tasting, and she shivered as it laced across her skin. He closed his mouth over a nipple, sucking gently, and she quivered as he returned his hand to her thighs. He pushed them gently, and she opened them, feeling his fingers threading through the triangle of hair between her legs. They slid down into the heart of her, and she murmured her approval as he began to arouse her.

After a while, he slipped his fingers inside her and curved them, stroking firmly against the front wall of her internal muscles, making her gasp with pleasure as he found what he was looking for. It wasn’t long before tension built inside her, but to her surprise he stopped then, withdrawing his fingers and lifting his head to look at her.

“You tease.” She was breathless and a bit resentful. She’d thought he wanted to give her pleasure.

He smiled. “Not at all. The longer we draw it out, the more powerful it’s going to be.”

“Oh.”

He kissed her. “We’re going to play a game.”

“Snakes and ladders?”

He chuckled, continuing to stroke her with feather light brushes. “I want you to tell me out of five, how turned on you’re feeling. One–not at all. Two–toes starting to tingle. Three–relaxed and hmm, maybe you can see an orgasm’s on its way.” When she smiled, he laughed and kissed her. “Four–oh yeah, now we’re getting there, everything’s starting to tighten. Four and a half–impending climax. And hopefully we won’t reach five for a while yet.”

She realized he was so certain of making her come, multiple times, that he wanted to draw it out and make it even better for her. “Gosh, I envy the girl who gets you for life. I hope I find someone like you, Kit.”

His eyes met hers. “Not a chance. They broke the mould when they made me.” Ignoring her laugh, he lifted himself up and kissed down her stomach, moving and settling between her legs. Her heart thumped as he pushed her thighs wider, leaving her exposed to his hot gaze. “Remember, marks out of five.”

“Okay. I’m still about two at the moment. My toes are tingling.”

He brushed his tongue right through the centre of her.

Enya gasped, closing her eyes at the sensation of his hot mouth on her sensitive skin. “Oh God, three and rapidly rising.” He chuckled, but he didn’t stop, continuing to arouse her with his mouth and fingers.

For a while she was self-conscious, worried about what he might be thinking, concerned about taking too long, but then gradually her awareness faded and her attention focused on the sensations he was awakening in her, causing tremors that fluttered through her body. It was like swimming in a tub of melted chocolate, so warm and sensual, so utterly blissful. She wanted it to go on forever, so she had no trouble saying, “Oh, four…four-and-a-half!” when she felt the orgasm begin to build. Kit lifted his head, withdrawing his fingers and stroking and kissing her thigh for a moment as the ripples died away.

It was excruciating, agonizing, but heavenly, and when his mouth returned to her, she gave a long sigh of appreciation, welcoming the heat and softness of his tongue as he stroked it through her soft folds.

He repeated the process several times more, pausing each time the feelings got too intense, so that eventually she was a quivering wreck, her chest heaving with deep breaths as she groaned, desperate for gratification.

“I can’t last much longer,” she complained when he began again for the fifth time. “I’ll die, I swear.”

“What a way to go.” He chuckled, brushing her so lightly she shivered. “And yes, you can wait. I haven’t finished with you yet.”

“What…what do you mean?” She was finding it difficult to think straight.

“Do you trust me?”

“Um…”

He withdrew his fingers, blowing lightly on her sensitive skin and she moaned.

“Do you?” he repeated.

“Yes.” Her voice was barely a whisper. At that moment, she’d let him do anything he wanted. He had complete control over her body, and she was his completely.

He pushed up her legs a little more. Watching her, he slipped his fingers inside her, coating them with her wetness. Then he stroked them down, to the sensitive skin of her butt. Enya closed her eyes, biting her bottom lip as he eased the tip of one finger into the tight muscle there.

“Oh…” Her cheeks flamed. She couldn’t believe he was doing something so intimate to her, something that nobody had done before.

He lowered his head and caressed her with his mouth again as he teased her with his finger. Then suddenly she felt his other hand on her arm. He lifted her hand and placed it on her breast. He wanted her to touch herself. She sighed as she brushed her nipples with her fingers. Seconds away from fulfillment, she held her breath as everything became increasingly hypersensitive.

Still he made her wait. Moving his fingers so slowly, pausing in between each lick to study her, watching her touch herself. He wanted to make it last as long as possible, and she tried, she tried so hard. But eventually she reached a point where she was hovering on the brink of an orgasm, and when he stopped touching her, all she did was teeter on the edge, not falling over, but not retreating either.

“Kit…” She moaned, dizzy with desire as he stroked slightly in and out of her, conjuring up such exquisite, unique sensations. “Please...”

“Not yet...”

Every muscle throbbed, desperate for satisfaction. “Please, Kit,” she begged, her voice little more than a whisper. “Please...”

Finally, he gave in. “All right, honey. Get prepared.”

He slid his finger deeper inside her, at the same time slipping his thumb where she knew she must be swollen and wet, and lastly he lowered his mouth, sucking gently.

She’d thought that when he allowed her to come, it would hit her like a sledgehammer, fast and furious, but in the end it was nothing like that. As his tongue gently coaxed her, she brushed her nipples with her thumbs, and her climax began from what felt like a mile away. It started with a gradual tightening of the muscles in her stomach and thighs, a sort of reversing of the ripple effect, gradually focusing and centering the whole of her attention on the tiny sensitive button that pulsed beneath his tongue. Everything clenched around his fingers, and his deep groan only added to her ecstasy. She lost it completely, knotting her fingers in his hair, crying out with the intensity of it. It was agonizing and blissful at the same time, stronger than she’d ever thought possible, more pleasurable than she’d ever imagined, going on and on until it left her a sobbing wreck, limp and spent.

Kit withdrew his fingers gently and then lifted himself alongside her, pulling her into his arms. And Enya curled up beside him and cried.
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Something changed between them after that. The following morning, Charlie took them to the Great Wall and they spent several hours following the ancient landmark across the Chinese countryside, talking and laughing, but all the time, Enya was conscious of her feelings for Kit morphing into something else.

After her mind blowing orgasm, he’d held her for ages, stroking her hair and calming her until her sobs ceased. He seemed to understand without her having to say anything just what an overwhelming experience it had been. In only a few simple lovemaking sessions, he’d completely rewritten her understanding of sex and pleasure, and he’d shown her she wasn’t faulty–in fact there was absolutely nothing wrong with her at all. Obviously, it was a matter of trust, and of feeling comfortable enough with someone to let go.

But was that all it was? Enya had lain there in the dark, listening to him breathe, feeling his hand brushing her skin, and told herself that all she had to do now was find herself a man like Kit and everything would be fine... But the problem was, she wasn’t sure there was another man out there like Kit. Or, more specifically, another man who could make her feel the same way Kit did.

Because she loved him.

It wasn’t surprising. She knew she’d probably loved him all along, and this was the first time she was admitting it to herself. But she couldn’t ignore it any longer. The feelings she had for him weren’t familial, and they weren’t those that a friend had for another–even very close–friend. She loved him the way a woman loves a man, with all her heart, and every time she worshipped him with her body, she fell that bit further in love with him.

Fuck!

It was so inconvenient. She’d closed her eyes and bit her lip, trying to stop the curse exploding from her lips. How had she been so stupid? How had she ever thought she’d be able to sleep with her best friend and not fall in love with him? But then before, she hadn’t understood how wonderful he was. She’d known him as a brother figure, but she hadn’t been the subject of his full attention. He hadn’t let her see Lover Kit, Kinky Kit, passionate and sexy and ever-so-slightly disgusting in a wonderful way that made her heart thump to think about.

Before him, sex had been sober and polite and slightly awkward, ordinary and vanilla, ‘let’s get it over with so I can watch the rugby at eight,’ kind of sex.

Sex with Kit was not vanilla. It was ‘let’s have sex now because I’ve only got a couple of hours and I want to do it as many times as we can,’ kind of sex. It was ‘I haven’t a clue what color the curtains are in this room because all I can see is you,’ kind of sex. It was overwhelming and intense and she wanted to cry.

Because even though she now knew she was in love with him, it didn’t make any difference.

What she should have done, of course, was get straight out of his bed and go into her own room, re-book her flight and fly out the next morning. But she didn’t. Because even though she knew it had to end when they flew back to Auckland, she wanted to hang onto the beauty of what she had for a few more days. She already knew she was going to be broken hearted when they went back and she had to watch him starting to date other girls again. What did another couple of nights with him matter?

The thought of watching him holding another woman, seeing him kissing her, hearing he was getting married, or worse–that his new girlfriend was pregnant–was enough to make Enya wipe away her tears and turn to Kit in the bed, desperate to make the most of him while she had him. She’d covered him in kisses, working her way down his neck and chest and even further until his laughter turned to sighs. It pleased her to prove to him that he wasn’t the only one who could make magic with his mouth. She teased him to a climax using only her lips and tongue until he exploded deep in her throat with a guttural growl that stirred her most primal desires. The thought of another woman doing this for him made her clench her fists until her nails dug into her palms. But she knew it had to come to an end.

She kept her desperation well buried, though. As they walked along the Great Wall, looking down over the forested slopes under the baking sun, she made an effort to enjoy the day, listening to Charlie’s tales of Chinese history and laughing at the boys’ banter. But there was a small part of her brain that could only focus on Kit–on the way he frequently held her hand, seemingly unbothered that Charlie might comment on it; on the brightness of his smile when he looked at her as if she were the only woman in the world for him; on the sweetness of the moment when he suddenly stopped and slipped a hand to the back of her head, holding her still so he could kiss her while the Chinese tourists pushed past them, eyes widening at the public display of affection by these westerners. When he’d finished, Enya blushed scarlet, certain that Charlie would exclaim and demand to know what they were doing, but he laughed and continued walking, and she realized Kit must have told him what was going on between them.

How had he described their relationship? She pondered on that question as they made their way back along the wall to where they’d started. Had Kit told Charlie they were seeing each other–had he even mentioned the word “relationship”? Or had he said they were just having sex, emphasising the casual nature of their association?

For the first time, Enya noticed the way Kit smiled at her, his affectionate glances, and the way he had to be touching her whenever they were close together. It made her heart feel as if it were shuddering to a stop in her chest. Was it possible he was falling for her too?

Now it was not only her feelings she had to think about. John had told her Kit’s loved you since the moment he met you, but she’d not been able to believe it. The thought had excited her initially, but when she knew a relationship with him was impossible, she’d forced herself to assume John was wrong, and that Kit was having sex with her out of nothing more than a desire to help her, aided by his ‘insatiable’ sex drive.

But now? Was he expecting something more?

It should have been even more of an incentive for her to end things, but she couldn’t bear to see the look that would appear on his face if she told him it was over. When they returned to Auckland, it would have to be over, because there was no way she could continue the relationship permanently. Therefore she was going to allow herself these few days, and she’d deal with the consequences later.

They had lunch, and then Charlie drove them to the Temple of Heaven. As they walked around the magnificent buildings where the emperors of the Ming and Qing dynasties had prayed for peace and good harvests, Enya pushed all thoughts of the future out of her head and concentrated on now, and on the man who continued to hold her hand. She noticed that his touches were gradually growing more intimate–he’d slip a hand around her waist, drop a kiss on her shoulder, or stand behind her and nibble her ear when he thought Charlie wasn’t looking. As she turned to look up at him, she saw the desire in his eyes and she caught her breath. He wanted her again.

From that moment on, she couldn’t stop thinking about having sex with him. Every movement he made, every time he laughed, drew her eyes to him, and she started noticing the little things–the way the sleeves of his T-shirt stretched across the muscles of his arms, how long his legs were, and although his hands were large, they were gentle and graceful, and he gestured with them as he talked. Why had she not noticed these things before? Her skin burned where he touched her, and every glance from him sent her pulse racing. She felt faint at the thought of going back to the hotel with him, spending the night with him. What delights would he show her tonight?

She could hardly wait to return to the hotel and fidgeted through dinner, although she did enjoy the fabulous cuisine, letting Charlie choose a range of dishes to sample. But she was glad when it was over and climbed in his car quickly, eager to get back.

She’d thought that when they returned to the hotel, Kit might drag her straight up to the room, but as Charlie pulled up outside the hotel doors, Kit asked her if she’d mind waiting in her room while he popped out with Charlie. Surprised, and irritated because she was close to stripping off his clothes and making love to him as soon as they walked through the bedroom door, she agreed. Laughing at what must have been a sulky look on her face, he kissed her.

“It’ll be worth it,” he whispered in her ear before he walked away.

She went up to her room puzzling on that. What was he up to? She didn’t have a clue, and her heart pounded as she tried to come up with answers to the question. Did he know that he had her in a sexual haze at the moment, shivering every time she thought of him touching her? Unfortunately, she thought he probably did.

She sighed and went into the bathroom. Maybe a cold shower would calm her raging libido for a few minutes.

* * * *

Half an hour later, Kit waited impatiently for the lift to ascend, tapping his fingers on the metal rail as the numbers lit up. He hadn’t even seen Enya yet and he had a hard-on. But then again, he’d had a hard-on practically all day. He hadn’t been able to stop thinking about taking her to bed–every time she smiled at or brushed against him, his blood surged through his veins, and the longing in her eyes had almost done him in. Only seconds now, he promised himself.

The doors pinged open, and he strode along the corridor to her room, knocking on the door. After only a few seconds, it opened, and Kit caught his breath as she smiled shyly, standing back to invite him in. She wore only an overlarge T-shirt that barely covered her butt, and she’d obviously just had a shower because her hair was wet, hanging around her shoulders in tight ringlets, the color of beaten copper.

He walked in, threw the package he was holding onto the bed and wrapped his arms around her. “Hey, you.”

“Hey.” She sounded surprised but slid her arms around his waist. “Missed you.”

“I missed you, too.” And it was true. He held her tightly, molding her soft body to his, her breasts pressed into his chest. He was struck with a sudden urge never to let her go again. They only had two nights left, and he wasn’t yet sure what would happen on their return to Auckland. He knew what he wanted to happen, but he also knew how stubborn she could be. Surely she wasn’t going to let this come to an end though, was she? He’d never felt this way about another woman–not even Beatrix. He’d loved her, but she’d never opened up to him like Enya had–never returned his affections so wholeheartedly, always holding that piece of herself back, which had frustrated him.

Enya, however, gave him everything, or so he thought. But did she love him? Or was she only doing this for the sex?

He drew back and cupped her face, looking into her eyes. She’d always adored him, but had her childish puppy love matured?

“What?” Her lips softened into a smile. “You look so serious.”

“Sorry.” He forced himself to smile back. “I was thinking how lovely you are.”

“So lovely that you left me, sexed up and with nobody to take it out on?”

He grinned. “I asked Charlie to take me to a special shop.”

“Oh?” She glanced at the paper bag on the bed and looked back at him warily. “What did you buy?”

“Something to continue your kinky education.” He put his hands on her hips, nuzzled her neck and walked her backward to the bed.

He felt her cheeks redden before he saw them, her skin burning against his. “Oh my God, what did Charlie say?”

Kit shrugged, kissing the hot skin across to her lips. “Don’t worry–he was too busy availing himself of a few items for his boyfriend to pay any attention to what I was doing.”

“Boyfriend? Is Charlie gay?”

“Yep.”

“Oh, I never knew.” She sounded surprised. “Does that bother you?”

“Why would it?” He slid his hands to her butt and pulled her against him, pressing his erection into her beautiful, soft body. “Whatever lights your candle.”

She placed both hands on his chest and pushed him back slightly to see his face. He raised an eyebrow as she surveyed him. There was a strange light in her eyes, a smile on her lips. She reached up a hand and brushed her thumb across his mouth, cupping his cheek. “You’re a special man, Kit Fawkes.”

“Hey, love’s in short supply in this world. You have to grab it when you see it.” He caught her gaze and held it for a moment. Her green eyes were bright, uncertain. Lowering his head, he let the full force of his desire flood through him and kissed her, hot and hard, and she gasped as he slid his hand to the back of her head and held her there, his other arm crushing her to him.

“Ooh,” she said when he finally raised his head. “It’s hot in here.”

“It’s going to be volcanic by the time I’ve finished with you.” He was done with waiting. He wanted her, now.
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Grabbing hold of the bottom of her T-shirt, he whipped it off her in one smooth move, and she squealed. Ripping his own top off and adding his pants and boxers to the pile within seconds, he pushed her backward onto the bed and fell on her, rolling so she was on top of him. She felt heavenly, her skin slightly damp from the shower, so soft in his arms, her breasts heavy as he cupped them with his palms. He wanted to twist her underneath him and thrust into her, take her hard and fast, but he forced his desire down and turned her gently, reaching over to pick up the packet on the bed.

She swallowed. “Should I be worried?”

“Definitely.” He fixed her with a hot stare. “You’ve been teasing me all day.”

“I have not.”

“Have so. Brushing against me, giving me ‘come hither’ looks...”

“You are so imagining that.”

“No I’m not. Look me in the eye and tell me you didn’t mean to give me a view down your cleavage when you picked up your hat in the Temple.”

“Ah...” She laughed. He was right–she had done it on purpose.

“I knew it.” He pulled the box out of the packet. “Well, this is your punishment.” He opened it and pulled the item out.

It was a vibrator, about eight inches long, a shiny metallic blue color, with a black disc on the bottom.

Enya stared. “Oh.”

“The nice lady in the shop even put batteries in it for me.”

“Oh!” Her cheeks went pink.

Kit started to laugh. “What are you embarrassed about?”

“I don’t know...” She wouldn’t meet his gaze. “You’re so...”

He threw the packaging on the floor and settled himself beside her, propping his head on a hand. “So what?”

“Naughty.”

He placed a finger under her chin and lifted it until her eyes met his. Holding her there for a moment, he watched with amusement as the pink in her cheeks turned a deep red. “It’s only me, Celt.”

The humor faded from her eyes and with it the girl he’d once known. Suddenly she was all woman, her gaze filled with dark desire. “I think we both know we’ve moved on a long way from the friendship we once had.”

He nodded. Then, because he couldn’t think of anything else to say, he picked up the vibrator and turned it on. She jumped as it started buzzing, and he chuckled. “Don’t worry, we’ll start slow,” he promised. He trailed it up her arm, across the top of her breasts and down the other side. “They’re actually quite good massage tools. Good for relaxing.”

“Mm.” She sounded doubtful, and her pulse pounded in her throat.

“Close your eyes.”

She did so, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly.

He propped himself up on an elbow and leaned over her. Lowering his lips to hers, he kissed her as he continued to brush the vibrator across her body.

Enya sighed, opening her mouth to him, and he deepened the kiss, enjoying the taste of her, remembering the heat of her mouth as she’d closed around him in the dark that night. He groaned and pressed his erection against her, and when her hand closed around him, he let her caress him for a brief, blissful ten seconds before he pushed her hand away. She fought him playfully, though, and they were both laughing by the time he eventually grabbed both her wrists and pinned her down.

“Right,” he said. “That does it.” Turning off the vibrator and rolling off her, he went over to her bag and rifled around inside, finally extracting a long silky scarf she used to tie up her hair. He came back, dangling it over his finger, and her eyes widened.

“Uh-oh.” She tried to roll away from him, but he caught her and brought her back, leaning over her.

“Do you trust me?”

“No.”

He grinned. “Come on, O’Donnell. Don’t you want to play?”

“Um...”

He tied the scarf around her right wrist as he kissed her. “Don’t you want to explore your kinkiness?” He kissed her again. “With me?”

She sighed, shivering. “Yes.”

“Well, then.” He tied the scarf loosely and raised her hands above her head. Slipping it through the bars of the headboard, he looped it around her other wrist, tying it in a simple knot. Then he paused. “Remember, Enya, it’s just play. You can undo it yourself, look–it’s not tight. And you want me to stop, you tell me, okay?”

Her eyes were huge, green discs in the pale oval of her face. “Okay.”

Fondness threaded through him, along with growing desire, and he kissed her. “I love you.”

She blinked and her eyes glistened. “I love you too, Kit.”

As a friend, or was it more than that? He wanted to ask her, but he didn’t have the courage, in case he didn’t like the answer. Instead, he stretched out beside her, turned on the vibrator, and stroked it across her pale skin.

She watched as he played with her, although he couldn’t fathom the look in her eyes. He concentrated instead on her body, running the vibrator down her sides, along the outside of her thighs, up the insides, skating around her hipbones and across her stomach.

“You have a beautiful body.” He moved the vibrator up to where her hands rested above her head and trailed it across her fingers. Then he moved it along the soft, white skin of her wrists and from there down under her arms, tracing it to the point where her breast swelled. There he bent and kissed. “This is one of my favorite places.”

“You’re a strange man.”

He chuckled. “Not at all. Nobody else gets to see this place here–it’s like the inside of the thigh–intimate without being sexual.”

“It feels sexual.” She licked her lips, and he couldn’t help but kiss her, tasting her slowly. As he did so, he traced the vibrator in a figure of eight around her breasts, gradually making it smaller until he was brushing around her nipples, eventually giving in and including them in the game. Enya’s eyelids fluttered, and he bent his head and covered first one nipple, then the other with his mouth, returning the vibrator to the wet skin and enjoying her quick intake of breath. She wriggled on the bed, trying to squirm nearer and hook her leg over him, but he pushed her away, laughing.

“Slowly, honey. No rush.”

“I’ve been at about four-and-a-half all day,” she complained. “And it’s your fault.”

He grinned and nudged her legs opened, moving the vibrator down, drawing patterns on her stomach and dipping down to her thighs. “Patience is a virtue.”

She grumbled under her breath, sighing as he finally drew the metal rod up lightly between her legs. “Oh.”

“Nice?” He brushed the tip down and then back up again, watching as she moaned quietly.

“Mm.”

“How about this?” He pressed firmer, letting it slide into the slippery, swollen skin.

“Oh...”

He guided it down, adjusting the angle to slide it inside her.

“Oh, Kit.” She opened her eyes, startled.

His lips hovered over hers, and he kept his hand still, letting the vibrations move through her. “Want me to stop?”

She breathed quickly, her breasts pressing against his arm, shuddering at the sensations. Finally she swallowed, shaking her head and whispering, “No,” and closed her eyes again.

“Good.” He kissed her, using his thumb to tease her most sensitive spot as the vibrator continued to arouse her. He moved his mouth down to her nipples again, and it wasn’t long before her breathing started to grow erratic.

Lifting his head, he withdrew the vibrator, watching her. She opened her eyes and glared at him, chest heaving. “Kit!”

“What?” He feigned innocence. “Did I do something wrong?”

Frustrated, her cheeks flushing, she rolled away from him, lifting herself onto her elbows and starting to pick at the knots in the scarf, but he caught her hands, half laying on her so she couldn’t move away. “You think that will stop me?” he murmured in her ear. Still holding her hands with one of his, he pushed her legs apart with his knees and brushed the vibrator up her thigh to her beautiful butt.

She caught her breath. “You wouldn’t.”

“Wouldn’t I?” He moved the tip down to catch some of her slippery moisture, then back up to tease her tight entrance.

“Kit!” She rested her forehead on his hand. “Oh God.”

He kissed her neck, pressing the vibrator so the tip slid in and out. “Oh yeah.”

“You are...”

“What am I?” He watched her lift her head and he turned her face to kiss her, thrusting his tongue into her mouth.

She groaned. “Terrible. Wicked. Depraved.”

“That sounds like me.” He continued to torture her. “Actually, it sounds a bit like you, too.”

“No it doesn’t. I’m...innocent.”

He laughed, biting her earlobe. “Yeah, right.”

“Ouch. Well, I was. Until you corrupted me.”

He pressed the vibrator deeper inside her. “Don’t you like it, Enya?” He studied her flushed cheeks and the way she’d caught her bottom lip between her teeth. “Do you want me to stop?”

She opened her eyes then. “You love teasing me, don’t you?”

“Yep.” He held the vibrator still, letting it work its magic as he kissed her again. “Because you look so fucking sexy when you blush.”

“Kit!”

“What?” He groaned as she moved her hips, enjoying the movement of the vibrator inside her. “That’s it. If I’m not in you in, like, five seconds, I’m going to explode.”

“And that would be such a waste.” She gave a long moan as he withdrew the vibrator.

He switched it off, putting it to one side, and moved on top of her, guiding the tip of his erection into her soft folds. “I’m afraid I don’t vibrate.”

“True, but you do have other, added benefits.” She lifted her hips and he thrust inside her in one smooth move. “Oh... My... God... Kit...”

Supporting himself on his hands, he closed his eyes, reveling in the feel of her so hot and wet around him. Slowly, he moved inside her.

“Oh...” She looked over her shoulder at him and he kissed her, long and deep. He gave several short, shallow thrusts, and she dropped her head again with a moan. “Kit...”

“Tell me what you want.” He slid his hand beneath her and teased her with light strokes of his fingers.

“I want you.”

“How do you want me? Tell me.” She’d started to lose control, and it thrilled him.

“Hard,” she said, surprising him. “Fuck me hard, please Kit...”

He didn’t need telling again. He’d tried to be gentle with her, afraid of hurting her or scaring her, but now he realized she needed more than that. She wanted all of him–wanted to taste the depth of passion he’d hinted was inside them both. She didn’t want him to hold back. So he gave into his desire and took her hard and fast, driving into her and losing himself in her, his skin sliding over hers with sweat, filling the room with the sound of flesh meeting flesh and their groans and cries. They came in a clench and burn of muscle, hoarse shouts and a rush of heat that left them wet and exhausted and panting in the humid air of the room.

Kit withdrew from her and fell back on the bed, aware of her finally unpicking the knots of the scarf before lying on her front, unmoving and completely sated.

She spoke first. “Wow.”

He didn’t have the energy to laugh. “Yeah.”

“I mean... Wow. You are amazing, Kit Fawkes.”

“Thanks. You too.”

“No, I mean it. I won’t be able to walk for a week.”

He glanced over, concerned. “Did I hurt you?”

“No.” She smiled, suddenly shy. “But I haven’t done it like that before.”

He managed to raise an eyebrow. “You’ve never been taken from behind?”

“Jeez... Nicely put. But no.”

He rolled onto his side, propping up his head, studying her flushed cheeks. “What did Andy do in bed, exactly?”

“Kit...”

He sighed and reached out to stroke her face. “Did you enjoy it?”

“It was...feral.” Her eyes glittered. “Animal.”

“Like a lion taking a lioness?”

“I was thinking more of a couple of horny mongrels.” They started laughing.

She moved closer to him and kissed him, lingering, her lips brushing his. “Thank you.”

“Oh, you are so welcome sweetheart.”

She curled up against him, and he put his arms around her.

“We’re sticky,” she complained.

He yawned. “Good sex always is.”

“I don’t know why you’re not married ten times over.”

Because I was waiting for you.

He didn’t say it though. He tightened his arms around her and kissed her hair. She wouldn’t let him go after what they’d experienced during their holiday, would she? She couldn’t–it would be an absolute crime.

He debated whether to talk to her about it, but decided he didn’t want to ruin the mood if she argued with him. There would be plenty of time to discuss it when they got back. For now, he’d just enjoy being with her.

* * * *

Enya watched him fall asleep. Gradually his arms loosened around her and his breathing grew regular and shallow. Most people looked younger when they were asleep, but Kit looked the same, because he so rarely wore a frown and was always smiling. He was such a strong, kind, gentle man–she hadn’t expected him to have this layer of intense sexuality, this depth of feeling, or to be so commanding in the bedroom. She’d assumed there would be heat between them, but she hadn’t expected fireworks. She’d thought they’d go back to being friends, their relationship enriched by the experience they’d shared.

Of course, she’d been incredibly naive. How was she going to be able to go back to being friends with him when they returned, when every time she looked at him she was remembering him kissing her as he moved inside her? How could they stay friends when she was going to be eaten alive with jealousy if she saw him kissing and touching another woman? Her stomach roiled and acid burned in her throat at the thought.

But she’d have to deal with it. What was the option? Never see him again? Tears pricked her eyes. Besides which, it was impossible, because he was Tris’s business partner and she didn’t want to cause Tristan trouble. No, when they returned she’d have to cope as best as she could and move on, looking the other way whenever Kit brought a new girl home. And eventually, one day she’d find someone else and it would stop hurting.

Was there another man out there who could make her feel how Kit made her feel? She studied his face, running her gaze down his body where he lay sprawled, uncovered by the duvet, his skin still shining with moisture in the heat of the room. There would be other men with great physiques, with significant bedroom skills, who could make her laugh. But would she ever be able to trust them as she trusted Kit? Maybe, eventually. But it would take a long time. And maybe she’d never be able to find anyone who made her feel like he did.

She should tell him that she couldn’t have children. She knew it instinctively. He deserved to know–she should have confided in him ages ago. And knowing would ensure that he realized there was no future for the two of them. But she couldn’t bring herself to do it, because the admission came with a tinge of shame, even though she knew it was ridiculous and it wasn’t her fault. But she didn’t want him to see her as less than perfect. Not yet, anyway.

She’d got herself into this predicament–she’d have to get herself out of it. Until then, she had one more day and night to enjoy his company, and she wasn’t going to waste it.

She kissed his ear. “Kit?” She ran her tongue around the rim and blew on it, then nibbled the lobe. “Kit...”

He stirred. “Mm?”

“Come and play with me.” She slid her hand down his damp chest into the curls of hair in his groin and threaded her fingers through them.

“I’m asleep.”

She propped herself up and pressed her breasts against his chest, giving him soft kisses, running her tongue along his bottom lip. He gave a short laugh and opened one eye. “I thought I’d satisfied you.”

“I’m never satisfied when you’re around.”

“A man needs to recharge, Enya.”

“I thought you were insatiable.”

“It’s you that’s insatiable.” He sighed as she stroked him, his body responding and hardening in her hand.

“There’s a good boy.” She kissed him again. He brought up a hand and cupped her head, holding her as he deepened the kiss. She continued to stroke him, eventually lifting her head and saying, “Do you want me to stop?”

“Never.” He pulled her on top of him, making her squeal. “The word no isn’t in my vocabulary where sex is concerned. It’s like rainclouds in Africa.”

“Wet?”

“Few and far between, and you have to make the most of it when it comes because you might not get anymore for a while.”

She laughed, sitting astride him and welcoming him inside her.

Just think about now, this moment. Worry about the future later.
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They had sex once more in the night and again the following morning, sleepy and sticky in the already humid air. Kit took his time making love to her as if he had all the time in the world, intent on drawing out the experience and delighting in her body. But for Enya desperation twisted her inside each time she held him, as if the impending end of their relationship hung over her, unstoppable as a stampede.

Their last day in China was bittersweet for her. Charlie took them to the Summer Palace, such a romantic location with the beautifully named Longevity Hill rising above the quiet waters of Kunming Lake. They went on a boat trip around the lake, observing the pagodas rising through the forested slopes, and Kit held her hand, comforting her just by being there.

In the afternoon, Charlie took them to a market, and she watched with amusement as Kit bartered with the locals, buying a selection of T-shirts and knickknacks to take back to their friends and family. After this, they went for dinner, another sumptuous meal at a classy restaurant.

When Charlie went to the bathroom, Kit took her hand and said apologetically, “He wants to take us to a fireworks show tonight. He’s so enthusiastic about it–I’m not sure how to get out of it.”

“That’s okay, I don’t mind.” Enya smiled, meaning it, knowing that in spite of his eagerness to get her into bed, Kit would adore a Chinese fireworks show. And also, although she was looking forward to getting back to the hotel room, suddenly it wasn’t just about having sex with him. She was enjoying being with him, talking with him, listening to his witty anecdotes. She had it bad, and it was only getting worse. Thank goodness they were going back the next day. And yet also she couldn’t believe the wonderful time she was having was coming to an end.

She sat through the show, holding Kit’s hand the whole time, and enjoyed the display, as well as his obvious delight in the pyrotechnics. And then it was time to say goodbye to Charlie, who promised Kit he’d call in and see him when he returned to Auckland in a few weeks’ time. They waved goodbye to him at the hotel entrance and then made their way up to their rooms.

Outside the door, Kit paused. “Your place or mine?” He cupped her cheek. “Or do you want some time alone? I have rather commandeered you this holiday.”

“No, I don’t want to be alone.” She slid her keycard through the slot and pushed open the door, bringing him with her.

Inside, she turned on the lights over the bed, because she knew he liked to watch her while they made love, and left the air conditioning off, because he liked it when the room grew warm and their skin became slick with sweat. Pushing him up against the wall, she kissed him, pressing herself against the length of his body as he tightened his arms around her, and she slid her hands into his hair, scraping her nails along his nape until he shivered.

She undressed him slowly, taking her time to unbutton his shirt, then his pants, enjoying revealing his muscular body piece by piece, covering his skin with kisses as she discovered it. Kit let her explore him, watching her fondly, seeming to understand that she wanted to be in control, liking the way she caressed with her hands, lips and tongue.

When they were both naked, she led him to the bed and pushed him onto it, and continued to cover him with kisses, loving the way he sighed and stretched out, reveling in her ministrations. His hands wandered over her body as she loved him, his fingers stroking her skin, arousing her gently, and by the time she made her way back up to his mouth, she was ready to take him inside.

She straddled him and moved her hips until she felt the tip of him part her soft flesh, and Kit closed his eyes, his arms above his head, sighing as she slid down him, encasing him. It was the first time he’d been so passive–usually it was he who drove the pace of their lovemaking, moving her into different positions, determining the speed of her desire–but this time he waited, content to let her take the reins.

She moved on top of him, watching his expressions as she rocked her hips and he slid in and out of her. He brought his hands down to cup her breasts and play with her nipples, and she let him for a while, but then took his hands and moved them back above his head, pretending she was strong enough to hold him in place. He let her, the smile turning to a groan as she pushed down hard with her hips and welcomed him deep inside her.

“That’s it,” she whispered, bending to kiss him. “Come on, love, you’re going to come for me.”

“You first.” He always made sure she achieved her orgasm before he let himself lose control.

“No.” She grazed her teeth on his lower lip. “I want to watch you–I want to know you were thinking of me.”

Something fluttered in his eyes, puzzlement and maybe even hurt that she’d think anything else, but she needed to know, to remind herself that here, in this room, it was just the two of them, and whatever happened when they returned, for that one moment she had him, whole and complete.

She kissed him. “Can you do that for me?”

“I think I’ll probably be able to manage it.”

She laughed and plunged her tongue into his mouth, her breasts scraping across his chest as she continued to move. He opened his hands so their fingers linked, holding her tightly as she taunted him with short, shallow thrusts. She followed by a deep one and he gasped. Her own climax was approaching, but for the first time she held it in, a small part of her acknowledging the fact that she was now able to control it to the extent that she could make herself wait if she wanted.

She increased the pace of her thrusts, her skin sliding across his as they grew hot and slippery in the warm room. The hair on his chest teased her nipples and she bit her lip as she tried to keep the orgasm from overtaking her. Luckily Kit was first to the finish line, and she watched the approach of his climax, studying him as pleasure engulfed him. His body tightened, a frown flickering across his brow. His fingers clenched hers and he groaned, pushing his hips up and burying himself deeply inside her, shuddering as his body spilled into her.

Only as his eyelids flickered and his blue eyes focused on her once more did she give herself over to the sensations she’d been holding back, feeling everything tighten around him, crying out with the intensity of it before collapsing onto his chest, exhausted and sated.

* * * *

Kit slipped a hand into her hair, letting the silky red strands curl around his fingers. “Better now?”

She sighed. “Mm...”

“What was that about?”

She pushed herself up. “What do you mean?”

He studied her. It had been clear that she wanted to take charge and he’d let her happily, content to give up control for once and let her drive the pace, but he’d sensed the desperation underlying her touch, almost as if she were trying to commit his body to memory. She was still planning to end it, he realized, once they returned to Auckland. She thought tonight was their last night.

He looked into her green eyes, but couldn’t bring himself to talk to her about it yet. He didn’t want to argue with her and spoil the evening. They had a whole night before they had to catch their flight, and he wanted to make the most of it. There would be plenty of time to convince her once they got back to New Zealand.

Putting his arms tight around her, he flipped her over, still inside her. Enya gasped and he grinned, moving his hips. “I hope you’re not expecting to get much sleep tonight.”

She gave him an exasperated look tinged with pleasure. “Aren’t you ever sated?”

“I could never have enough of you, Enya O’Donnell.”

“Smoothie. Bet you say that to all the girls.”

He opened his mouth to tell her he loved her, but the words melted away at the uncertainty in her eyes. He’d told her the other night, and she’d repeated it back to him, but he still wasn’t sure if she’d meant it fondly rather than passionately. It wasn’t time for that discussion.

He kissed her. “Only the pretty ones.”

She stuck her tongue out at him and he kissed it, and she giggled. Withdrawing from her, he pulled her into his arms. “Half an hour,” he promised. “If you want any sleep, you’re going to have to take it in pieces.”

“Sounds good to me.” She snuggled up to him and to his surprise her breathing soon grew regular, and her body softened against him. She’d worn herself out. He smiled and kissed her hair, inhaling the smell of roses. He wasn’t going to worry about anything while he had her in his arms.

Still, sleep eluded him as the thought of losing her danced around his head.

* * * *

True to his words, Kit kept her up most of the night, only letting her settle into deep sleep as the sky grew light through the curtains. Their plane flight wasn’t until one o’clock the following afternoon. When they finally awoke they still had several hours in the morning before they had to vacate their hotel room. They didn’t waste a minute, continuing to find pleasure in each other’s arms until eventually they couldn’t put it off any longer and it was time to go.

Kit returned to his room to pack, kissing her at the door, his eyes troubled as she flashed him a quick smile before the door closed on him. She turned back to the room, biting her lips as she saw the rumpled sheets, remembering the various ways they’d made love. How he’d pushed her up against the window, brushing aside the curtains in spite of her protestations that someone below in the streets could see them. The way he’d taken her on all fours, rough and hard, shocking her with a series of smacks to her rump until she tightened around him. How he’d covered every inch of her with kisses, making her come with just his tongue. Kit Fawkes, tender, passionate, affectionate, lusty, every inch a man. She adored him.

But it was over.

She wasn’t going to cry–not now. There would be plenty of time for that once she got home, in the privacy of her bedroom. Then and only then would she look back on these few days and mourn the love she’d lost.

She packed quickly and dressed–they’d showered together previously and she was clean in spite of the fact that he hadn’t been able to resist taking her under the lukewarm spray–and waited outside the room, suitcase in hand and bag over her shoulder. Her body ached and she felt positively radioactive down below, but it had been worth it.

Kit came out of his room carrying his bag, looking gorgeous in one of the new, tight All Blacks rugby shirts that clung to his muscular arms and wide chest.

“Hey.” He smiled at her. “All ready?”

“All ready.” She swallowed down the swell of panic that threatened to wash over her. “Shall we?”

“Yeah, let’s do it.”

* * * *

The further they got from the hotel, the more Enya withdrew from him. At the airport, she leaned her head on his shoulder as they waited in the departure lounge, and again on the plane on the way to Hong Kong, dozing lightly after she complained to him that she hadn’t had much sleep the night before, making him chuckle. But once they’d boarded the plane to Auckland, she curled up in her own seat away from him and leaned against the window. And although she didn’t pull away when he held her hand at one point, when the flight attendant came around with drinks she accepted one, and he noticed that she didn’t search out his hand when the attendant left.

He started to feel panicky that she was determined to finish things between them. Could she really bring herself not to sleep with him again? What would that mean for their friendship? Fuck their friendship, what would it mean for them as a couple? He didn’t want to be friends with her. He wanted her as a lover, he wanted to marry her, have children with her.

To be with her forever.

Granted, he hadn’t told her that yet, so maybe she was worried that he wanted to end it in Auckland. But once again, he didn’t want to talk to her about it on the plane. He’d wait until they’d landed, until she realized their lives were back to normal–and he still wanted her.

His father was waiting for them at the airport, and John hugged them both, asking them about their journey and what sights they’d seen while he helped them with their luggage. Enya said little, smiling when she was spoken to but otherwise remaining quiet, and it was left to Kit to make conversation and keep his voice light, trying to stave off the worry he felt every time he looked at her pale face.

John navigated his way through the traffic, eventually reaching Kit’s house, and they got out of the car, John retrieving Kit’s bag from the boot. Her hands stuffed into her pockets, her shoulders hunched from the rain, Enya smiled and was clearly about to say goodbye, but Kit interrupted her. “Come inside for a moment.”

Her eyes widened warily. “No, I’ve got a lot to do, I should get going.”

He fixed her with a firm stare. He wasn’t letting her get away with that. “Celt–come on. I need to talk to you.”

She glanced at John, and he took the bag from his father, saying apologetically, “Do you mind waiting here, Dad? I need a few minutes with Enya.”

“Sure.” John’s gaze flicked to Enya, who looked away, but he didn’t say anything, getting back in the car.

Enya followed Kit to the house mutely. He opened the door and dumped his bag inside, then walked through into the living room, waiting for her to follow. She stood before him, hands in the pockets of her jeans, looking at the floor.

He stood before her and waited until she lifted her gaze to his. “Okay,” he said, hands on hips. “What’s going on?”

She studied him. “What do you mean?”

“I mean why is there an atmosphere between us?”

She sighed and folded her arms. “Come on, Kit, don’t be dense. This was always going to be difficult.”

“Enya...” He closed the gap between them and cupped her face. “Sweetheart, how could you even think it’s over between us?”

Her blue eyes were icy. “It’s over, Kit. I told you that when we returned to Auckland it would come to an end.” He lowered his head and touched his lips to hers gently. She didn’t move away, but neither did she return it. “Don’t make this harder,” she whispered.

“I’m not letting you go.” He fixed her with a firm stare.

“It’s not up to you.” She lifted her chin out of his hands and moved away. “I’ve enjoyed our holiday, and I’ll always be thankful for what you’ve shown me.” She turned and bit her lip, looking up at him longingly. “You’re a wonderful lover, an amazing man, and I’m sorry it’s not going to work out between us, but it’s over.”

“It’s not.”

“Kit...”

“It’s not!” He moved toward her again. “I don’t know why you’ve got it in your head that it’s not going to work out, but I’m absolutely determined to talk you into staying with me. Don’t you get it, Enya? I love you! I love you, and I want to marry you and have children with you and live with you forever...” His voice trailed off as she closed her eyes, and bit her bottom lip again. It trembled, and to his shock, tears trickled between her lashes.

“I’ve got to go...” she whispered.

“No.” He was angry now. “You’re going to tell me what this is about. We’re good together, really good. I’ve always loved you, honey, don’t you understand? Right from the beginning, only I made myself ignore it because you were young, and because of Tris, but I don’t care anymore. I want you, and I’m not going to let you go.” He was almost shouting, and he never raised his voice, shocking himself.

Enya went white. “Kit...” Tears streamed down her face.

“Talk to me!” he yelled.

Her gaze flicked to the door, and he turned to see his father standing there, his face surprisingly calm.

“You tell him.” She spoke to John before walking to the door. Kit caught her hand when she passed him, but she wrenched it free and slipped past John, running out to the car through the rain.

Kit went to pass his father, but John put his arm across the doorway, stopping him. Kit glared at him. “What’s going on?”

“Leave her, son.”

“Why?” He was angrier now than he’d ever been before. “I love her, Dad.”

“I know.” John looked frustrated. “I tried to save you from this–I thought she had more sense.”

Kit slammed his fist into the wall. “For fuck’s sake, tell me what’s going on!”

“She can’t have children, Kit. She’s infertile.”

Kit stared at him. The words bobbed around in his head like a dinghy on the sea, and for a moment he struggled to make sense of them. Then gradually they sank in, filling him with a sick feeling that made him catch his breath. She’d told him they hadn’t needed to use a condom because she was on the pill. But that had been a lie. She couldn’t get pregnant. “That’s what you meant,” he whispered, “when you said she was ‘damaged goods.’”

“I wanted to spare you this, son. She’s a lovely girl, but she can’t give you what you want.”

“How do you know?”

“Patrick told me. When she was assaulted, the bastard gave her an STD. The doctors treated it, but not before it damaged her ovaries.”

Bile rose in Kit’s throat. “Does Tris know?”

“I think so. But nobody else. Only your mother and me.”

Kit stared at him, feeling hollow inside. He remembered talking to her about the importance of having his own children years before–he’d told her then he would never consider adopting, but she’d never said anything. Why hadn’t she told him?

He knew he should be honorable and declare it didn’t matter, but the words stuck in his throat. The urge for a baby of his own flesh and blood was overwhelming. He wanted his child to have roots, to know who his real parents were, to have what he hadn’t had. He wanted to watch his wife’s belly grow, to go to ante-natal classes with her, to stand at her side when she gave birth. He’d imagined Enya’s face as she held that baby, imagined the two of them exultant at the birth of their child. But it was never going to happen. Enya had known and she’d tried to tell him. But he hadn’t listened.

“I’m sorry, son.” John rested his hand on Kit’s arm. “Look, I think it’s best if I take her home. The two of you can talk later.”

Kit couldn’t think. He felt that he should hold her and comfort her, because he knew she must be hurting. “I should go to her.”

“And say what? You’re sorry? You think that’s going to help?”

Kit knew his father well enough to know he was being handled, but at that moment he couldn’t find it within himself to argue with him. He felt foolish at having declared his love, and angry at her for keeping such an important secret. She’d known they couldn’t be together, but she’d still slept with him, making it even more difficult for them to make the final break. How had she made love to him so passionately when she knew it couldn’t come to anything? When she knew she was going to leave him? She’d used him for sex, like a therapist, to make her feel better–had she been laughing behind his back all along? His disappointment and hurt was overwhelming, and he didn’t want her to see it.

“Okay.” His voice was strangely hoarse. “Tell her...” His voice trailed off.

John seemed to understand. “I will.” He walked out, closing the front door behind him.
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Enya sat rigid in the car as John got in beside her and said nothing when he started the engine and pulled away from Kit’s house. She watched the wipers trying to sweep away the rain that lashed at the window. He drove through the busy Auckland streets, not talking, but as they passed beneath the motorway, he sighed and glanced across at her. Enya turned her head away, biting her lip so hard she tasted blood. She didn’t want him to see her tears, but she couldn’t stop them pouring down her face.

“I’m sorry,” John said.

She gave a short, sharp laugh. “For what? For having your son’s best interests at heart?”

“No. I’m sorry that the piece of scum who assaulted you left you infertile too.” John had been the prosecuting lawyer in the courtroom when the man who attacked her went to court. John had made swift work of convincing the jury of the man’s guilt and securing a guilty verdict, but he was unable to persuade the judge to give him more than eight years. Two more years and he’d be free. Whereas she was cursed for the rest of her life.

She closed her eyes, determined not to feel sorry for herself. She’d never let self pity rule her life, and she wasn’t about to stop now. Her relationship with Kit in China had been a fleeting thing, a flicker of beauty, like a firework in the sky that took your breath away but burned out a moment later. She’d told him she wasn’t for keeps–if he’d misunderstood that, it was his fault.

“He’ll get over it,” she said flatly.

“Yes, he will. Eventually.” He pulled up outside her house and left the engine running. “But you should know, Enya, he does love you.”

“I know.” She met John’s grey eyes. “But not enough.”

* * * *

There was a bottle of extremely rare MacLeod’s 1997 Laphroaig whisky in the cupboard over the sink. The wrapper around the top was untouched, and the bottle glowed a light amber in the fading light. Kit had been saving it for a special occasion.

By sunset, it was a third empty.

He lay on the sofa, a half-full whisky glass resting on his chest, staring up at the ceiling but seeing only Enya’s face framed by her beautiful copper curls. When the knock came at the door, he jumped. He got to his feet unsteadily, wondering if it was her, if she’d come back to talk to him. Heart pounding, he went to the front door and opened it. It was Tristan.

Kit stared at him. “You’re in Fiji.”

“I was in Fiji. Flew back this morning.” Tristan looked at the glass in Kit’s hand. “How many of those have you had?”

“Enough.” Kit didn’t step back. He didn’t want Tristan to come in, didn’t want company. He wanted to lie there and slide into oblivion with the help of the Laphroaig bottle. “What do you want?”

Tristan met his gaze, his green eyes so like his sister’s. “I want to talk to you about Enya.”

So Tristan knew about Kit and his sister. Had she told him?

“Fuck.”

“Fuck indeed. You going to let me in?”

Kit looked at him warily. Was he angry? He didn’t look it. “Dunno. Are you going to flatten me if I do?”

Tristan looked amused. “Do I need to?”

Kit sighed and stepped back. “Come in.”

Tristan walked past him and along to the living room. He sat in one of the armchairs opposite the sofa and pointed at the bottle standing on the table. “I thought you were saving that for a special occasion.”

Kit sat heavily on the sofa. “I was. Desperate measures.” He finished off the glass and poured himself another, gesturing to Tristan with the bottle.

Tristan shook his head. “I drove here.”

Kit sat with one arm along the back of the sofa and sipped the drink. He met Tristan’s gaze and waited. They’d known each other a long time—the same amount of time as he’d known Enya, obviously, but he’d spent far more time in Tris’s company. They’d gone to school together, shared a room at uni, even shared a girl, although he doubted Tris would remember much about it as he’d been even more drunk at the time than Kit. Kit had supported him after Enya’s assault when Tris had been depressed, knotted with anger and guilt at what had happened to his sister. And now they ran a business together and saw each other nearly every day. He could count the amount of times they’d argued on the fingers of one hand. They were as close as brothers. And now Kit had done the unthinkable by seducing Tris’s sister, and he’d put the whole of his life into jeopardy. He could lose both Tris and Enya because of what he’d done. His chest tightened at the thought.

Tristan still hadn’t spoken, and Kit couldn’t bear the silence any longer. “How is she?”

Tristan leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “You know Enya. She put a brave face on it, told me she was fine. Got angry, told me to fuck off. Then burst into tears. She wouldn’t tell me why, but the two of you have got back from a trip–it doesn’t take a genius to work out the gist.”

Kit leaned his head on the back of the sofa. Perhaps he was having a heart attack. The pain in his chest was almost unbearable.

“What happened, man?” Tris prompted.

“It’s not what you think.”

“You mean you didn’t seduce my sister and have sex with her in China?”

“Okay...maybe it is what you think.” Kit lifted his head. “Are you going to hit me?”

Tristan frowned impatiently. “Dude, come on. I know you well enough. You’ve always been crazy about her. I’m just surprised it hasn’t happened before now.”

Kit stared at Tristan mutely, dumbfounded and embarrassed.

“Has it happened before now?”

“Only once. At your wedding.”

Tristan studied him. “Huh. So that’s why you weren’t in your room.” His eyes narrowed. “Were you in hers when I knocked on the door?”

Kit didn’t see any point in denying it. “Yes.”

“I see.” Tristan frowned. “But you and her–you hadn’t got together before then.”

“No. And we didn’t plan it. It wasn’t like we went behind your back–it just happened.”

Tristan tipped his head. “Are you under the impression that I’m mad at you?”

Kit blinked. “Well, aren’t you?”

“Kit, for fuck’s sake, I’ve already said I was surprised it hasn’t happened before now. It was only a matter of time.”

Kit shook his head. “I would never have...I mean, I didn’t mean...” He paused as Tristan rolled his eyes. His chest burned. “Why didn’t you tell me? That she couldn’t have kids?”

Tristan was silent for a moment, as if he’d suddenly realized what the problem was. “I didn’t think it was any of your business.”

“No. I suppose it wasn’t.” Sadness rolled over him. “I wish I’d known, though.”

“What difference would it have made?”

“I wouldn’t have...” His eyes met Tristan’s.

“Fallen in love with her?” Tristan smiled. “Dude, she had you the day she met you, age ten. You may not have noticed, but everyone else did.”

Kit tried to protest. “I never planned this to happen. I would never have made the first move, I swear.”

“Yeah, I knew it would be up to her. The hussy.” Tristan grinned.

Kit gave a half-hearted laugh and sipped his whisky. He let it sear down to his stomach. The pain in his chest had subsided, although every time he thought about the fact that he’d upset Enya, it tightened again. “Do you ever think about him now?”

“Who?”

“The guy who assaulted her.”

Tristan stared at him before dropping his gaze to look at his hands. “I did. I wanted to kill him.”

“Yeah I know.”

“But now?” Tristan shrugged. “It wasn’t fair, or right. But it happened. Your dad got him sent to prison. We dealt with it, and we moved on. What else could we have done?”

Kit leaned his head back and stared up at the ceiling again. “When it happened, I forced myself not to think about him. I wasn’t her brother, and I felt it wasn’t my place–I tried to support you, and her of course. But now, I keep thinking about him. Because of him, she can’t have children. She doesn’t deserve that. I keep imagining her pregnant, or with a baby in her arms–the picture won’t go away, but it’s never going to happen. It’s tearing me up inside, Tris.” He stopped before he made a fool of himself and drank the rest of the glass in one gulp.

Tristan sat back in the chair. “You can’t do that to yourself. That way lies madness.”

“I know. And I don’t like how it makes me feel.”

“How does it make you feel?”

“I want to kill him. I’ve never wanted to kill anyone before.”

“I can’t imagine you killing anyone. What are you going to do, talk him to death?”

Kit closed his eyes. All he knew was that if the animal that hurt her was in the room now, he’d happily put his hands around the man’s throat and squeeze the life out of him.

“Jeez,” Tristan said, “you’ve got it worse than I thought.” He sighed. “Look, what you do now’s up to you. I know you’ve always wanted a family of your own–I get that. I do think you and Sasha are a perfect example of how adoption can work, but I also know you’re probably the best case scenario and lots of families have trouble. Yes, Enya’s my sister, and yes, she’s madly in love with you, but I don’t want that to influence your decision.”

Kit lifted his head and glared at him. “Are you trying to make me cry?”

Tristan laughed. “Kit, either way, it’s not the end of the world. She’ll get over you. Things won’t be the same–how could they? You both knew that before you jumped into bed. But we’ll always be a family. We’ll always be there for each other. I just wanted to come around today and tell you things are good between us either way. I knew you’d probably be planning a ritual hari-kari or something similar.”

Kit’s eyes grew hot. He’d definitely drunk too much. “Fuck off, Tris.”

Tristan laughed. He stood and walked past Kit, patting him on the shoulder. “Enya’s gone away for a few days. She’ll be back on Tuesday–you can talk to her then.”

The front door banged. Kit pressed his fingers into his eyes, trying to stop the tears. He wasn’t going to cry–he wasn’t that much of a girl.

Where had she gone? Maybe up to the beach house her parents owned in the Bay of Islands. What was she thinking about? How to get over him?

He ought to be thinking the same–working out a way to get back to being friends. How to move on. Perhaps he should go out tonight, find a girl, and wipe the memory of Enya from his mind and body.

But the thought sickened him. He didn’t want to hold another girl–he wanted Enya, with her pale skin, her fiery hair, her courage, and her sassy attitude. He wanted to watch her skin blush prettily as he gave her pleasure, then hold her tightly in the night and keep her safe. He didn’t ever want to let her go.

He wanted her more than he wanted a family.

The realization made him catch his breath. It wasn’t her fault she couldn’t have children. Beatrix had told him that was how it was going to be, and he had to like it or lump it. But Enya’s decision had been taken from her. And now he understood–she’d tried to keep herself distant from him because she hadn’t wanted him to have to make the choice between her and a family. That was what his father had told her the morning before they flew out. John had told her to keep away from him. She did love him. And that was why she’d been so torn in two.

They’d both acted in his best interest, he knew. He couldn’t blame either of them for wanting the best for him. But it was time to put aside everyone else’s wishes and needs. For once, he had to be selfish and think about what he wanted. What was more important to him? Having children of his own flesh and blood? Or having Enya?

Kit lay there as day turned into night, staring into the darkness, until the answer became clear.

 



 


 

Chapter

19

 

The next day, Kit sat on the porch outside Enya’s house until she arrived at three in the afternoon. It was raining, and he felt cold and stiff from sitting for so long. As her car pulled up, he stood and groaned, feeling old.

She looked across at the house and saw him. Her eyes widened, and she looked down for a moment, as if wondering whether she should get out and confront him, or drive off. Eventually she got out, however, and he walked up the path to meet her.

She wore jeans and a green jumper that complimented her hair perfectly. She looked pale and wary, but so beautiful she took his breath away.

She opened her mouth to say something, but before a single word left her lips, he put his arms around her and held her tightly to him.

“Kit!” she gasped.

Pleasure flooded through him at the feel of her soft body pressed against him. “God, I’ve missed you.” He kissed her ear. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.” To his relief, she didn’t push him away, but melted against him. “How long have you been here?”

“Since nine this morning.”

“Are you crazy?”

“Yes. Out of my mind with worry at the thought of losing you. I haven’t been able to think of anything else.”

“Kit–”

He pulled back and pressed his fingers to her lips. Rain poured down over them both, but he hardly noticed it. “I’m sorry I let you walk away without saying anything the other day. I was upset and confused, that was all.”

“That’s okay, I–”

He kissed her to stop her talking. “I love you.”

“I love you too, Kit, but I–”

He kissed her again. “Will you marry me?”

She stared at him. There was a full ten seconds of silence as the rain soaked their hair and clothes. “What?” she said eventually.

“Honey, I can’t bear to think of being apart from you. I want you to be in my life forever. And ever. I love you. I want to grow old with you.”

“But what about children?” Her voice was little more than a whisper. “You want your own family. You’ve always said so.”

“I know.” He brushed her cheeks with his thumbs. “But Celt? I want you more. We can adopt. Or foster. We’ll look into the options. I don’t care. Being a parent’s not about having the same blood, Enya–it’s about loving and caring for your children. I realize that now. All I want is to be with you.”

“Oh.”

She didn’t look as thrilled as he’d hoped. She looked completely shocked. His heart gave a strange stutter in his chest, and he frowned and stroked her cheek. “I love you.” He swallowed. Had she decided she definitely didn’t want to be with him while she was away?

She cleared her throat. “I’ve got something to tell you.”

“What?”

“Can we go indoors? I’m freezing.”

He blinked, finally seeing she was completely soaked through. “Christ, I’m sorry, of course, yes.”

They ran up the path and she let them in and closed the door. She turned to him with wide eyes, looking apprehensive, her lovely red hair hanging in wet strands around her pale face.

His heart in his mouth, he asked, “What is it?”

She looked up at him. “I’m pregnant.”

* * * *

Enya’s heart thumped so fast she had to lean against the wall in case her legs gave way.

Kit couldn’t have looked more shocked if she’d slapped him with a wet fish. “What?”

She swallowed. “I’m pregnant. Not far–I’ve only just missed my period. But I’m always regular, and up at the beach house I realized I was late, so I took a test and it was positive, and I thought...” She let her voice trail off. She was talking too fast, and he didn’t appear to be listening.

“But...” He stared at her stupidly. “How?”

“You want a diagram?” He didn’t smile, and she bit her lip. Now wasn’t the time for jokes. “I don’t know. The doctors said I would probably be infertile. But I guess nature found a way.”

Still he stared at her.

“It’s yours, by the way,” she clarified.

Still nothing.

“You’re going to be a daddy, Kit,” she said softly. “Aren’t you happy? I thought you’d be happy.”

His gaze dropped to her stomach. It stayed there for a long moment before lifting back to hers.

And then he smiled. Enya’s heart soared as he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her, long and heartfelt, before releasing her lips and holding her, resting his cheek on the top of her head.

“Are you smelling my hair?”

He laughed and pulled back, holding her face in his hands. “I can’t believe it. It’s like a dream come true. My head’s spinning.”

“It’s very early days,” she said hesitantly. “There’s obviously a chance of miscarriage and we shouldn’t tell anyone yet.”

He nodded. He had a wondrous look in his eyes, as if she’d said she’d seen an angel.

She still had to ask, though. “Are you sure about this? Is it what you want? I mean, I know we didn’t plan it, and we did originally say we’d finish things when we came back to Auckland...”

He stopped her words with a kiss.

“But I–”

He kissed her again.

“I just meant are you sure–”

He kissed her once more, laughing this time. “You’ve made me the happiest man alive today.” He brushed away the tears that ran down her cheeks. “Don’t cry.”

“I can’t help it. I can’t believe you were willing to give up on having a family for me.”

He’d shocked her speechless when he’d told her. Although she’d been fairly certain he wouldn’t be upset that she was pregnant and would look after her, part of her had wondered whether he would feel as if he had to stay with her because of the baby. But when he’d told her he wanted her even though he hadn’t thought she could get pregnant, her doubts had fled.

He stroked her cheek tenderly. “I thought about it all day yesterday, trying to tell myself I should stay away from you because I’ve wanted a family for so long, but I couldn’t get you out of my head, or my heart. I’ve loved you forever, Enya O’Donnell. I don’t know why I didn’t realize it before. And the thought of being apart from you... Well, it’s laughable. You and I–we’re meant to be, I know that now. And once I realized that, there wasn’t a decision to make. I love you.”

Fresh tears ran down her cheeks. “I love you too.”

“So, will you marry me? You haven’t answered me yet. Way to keep a guy on tenterhooks.”

She laughed, exhilaration flooding through her even as the tears continued to run. “Yes, I’ll marry you, Kit Fawkes.”

He kissed her again. And then he held her, and she rested her cheek on his chest, so happy at the outcome she thought she might explode.

She felt his hand move to her stomach. He kissed her ear. “I still can’t believe it. We’ve made a baby. That’s kind of fantastic, don’t you think?”

He sounded so thrilled. She sniffed and wiped her face. “You won’t be able to blow things up when it’s sleeping.”

He kissed down her neck, his tongue lacing against her skin. Her lips started to curve. Mr. Insatiable was getting in the mood. “That’s okay.” He walked her backward along the corridor to her room. “I guess we’ll have to keep the fireworks confined to the bedroom. Fancy letting off a few rockets now?”

“Time rains or gold spiders?”

“Wedding rings,” he clarified. “Mrs. Fawkes-to-be.”

She sighed as he took her wet jumper in his hands and lifted it over her head. “With a surname like that, I suppose you couldn’t have had any other sort of job.”

“I draw the line at blowing up the Houses of Parliament though.” He tore off his own top and pulled her into his arms. “Ready to see some stars?”

“Always, with you.”

Kit lowered his lips, and Enya prepared herself for the pyrotechnic display.
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