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Playing with fireAn excerpt
“You probably already know this. But …” She leaned forward with both hands 

and stroked his cheeks, pushed his hair back with small caresses. “I guess I’m in 
danger of falling in love with you, too. Or I already am. But I’m holding back, 
too.” 

He closed his eyes and reached out his arms, tugged at her shoulders. And all 
she could do was fall into them. 

“No,” he whispered. “I didn’t know that.” He buried his face in her neck and 
hair and held her tight.

They held on to each other for a few moments, Autumn nestled against Jory’s 
chest. It wouldn’t be long. And she’d be free. Free to … do what? What would 
change except for the one thing standing between them?

She kissed his cheek as his hands drifted to her hips. She smiled and pushed his 
hair away from his forehead, stroked the side of his nose and his closed eyelids. 
The patio was dark except for the glow from the pool and a little light from her 
studio windows, and all she could see was this beautiful man, this angular face that 
not so long ago had shed boyhood softness. But there was so much more to him 
than that, so much more than caramel-cocoa eyes and lips that begged to be 
touched, caressed, kissed.

She traced a finger over his mouth and, on impulse, slid her finger between his 
lips. He responded with his tongue and she pushed deeper until he grabbed it and 
sucked. Too much. She pulled out slowly and traced her finger down his chin, his 
neck.

 She was playing with fire, and she knew it. He had to know it too, but he 
didn’t stop her as she slipped her fingers under his soft shirt to the back of his neck 
and massaged, caressed. She watched as his chest rose and fell faster, as his eyelids 
squeezed tighter, as he swallowed and his mouth fell open slightly.

Nothing about him said no as she undid a button with her other hand. It was as 
if he waited, to see what she would do. And she waited for his reaction. The door 
was wide open.
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They could play, she decided, but maybe she should check in with him. She 
pulled her hands away and curled into his side, her lips at his neck as she 
whispered.

“Is it okay? To play a little, I mean.”
He nodded. She could feel it, and she wondered why he didn’t speak.
“Are you sure? I’ll jump in the pool if I can’t take it.”
He laughed out loud.
“It’s okay. More than okay.” He fell on his back and sighed, eyes wide open. “I 

can’t hold back anymore. Don’t want to.” She heard his sharp intake of breath. 
“But I’ll run to the pool if you don’t.” He shook with laughter, and she couldn’t 
help but giggle, too.

“I’ll play nice, I promise. Just a little.” She sat up and reached for her wine. 
She took a sip and offered it to him. He shook his head.

“Have to drive,” he whispered. 
“Okay.” She finished it and set it on the table. Swung her leg over and 

straddled him, knees supporting her weight. And she picked up where she’d 
stopped and unbuttoned his shirt. He reached to help but she grabbed his wrist and 
set his hand gently to the side. Shook her head.

“Shh. Relax.” He raised an eyebrow but laid back. Closed his eyes as the 
corner of his mouth turned up.

She sank down and pressed tiny kisses across his shoulders and chest. Finally 
explored beyond the V that exposed a bit of his chest and made her want to see 
more. Hair, soft and silky and light, concentrated in the center of his chest. Her 
fingertips traced loose circles over it and outward. Nothing bushy or bristly; it was 
exactly right. And his chest muscles were developed more than she’d expected—he 
wasn’t thin, just lean.

And his torso—not a gym-built six pack, but the outline of muscle was clear. 
Natural. Perfect. She leaned down again and nuzzled her nose in the space between 
his neck and shoulder. Kissed until she reached his flat belly and the soft hair that 
began there. Pressed her palm lightly over his navel and moved down, circled, 
searched, watched his face until he gasped and his eyes scrunched together. She 
moved her hand away and back as she watched his breath quicken.

The electricity, the heat in her hands tingled in her arms as her fingers caressed 
again. She tried to be light, exploratory, but she couldn’t help but move up and 
massage his chest and nipples and watch as she pulled hard and squeezed. His eyes 
closed, and he bit his lip as his breath came faster and the fire got hotter between 
her legs and radiated. Too tempting. Too tempting to not lean down to kiss. Too 
tempting to not press into him, to not feel his hardness, to not press against it, to 
not kiss a nipple, to not suck it. Too tempting to remember what she had promised 
just a few moments ago.
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And far too tempting, when his hips arched against her, to not kiss him. To 
close her lips around his, to taste his tongue and teeth and mouth, to breathe in his 
precious breath.

And the fire was lit. It was too late. His mouth crushed hers, and he was no 
longer merely the recipient. 

She gasped as he pulled her closer, wrapped his legs around her back, explored 
every part of her mouth as his hands slid under her T-shirt.

Jory moved his mouth to her cheek, his breath fast, his voice low.
“Can’t take it anymore.” He shook his head. “This is what I dream about, every 

single night. Touching you, wrapping myself around you. . . . ”

Want more?
Need more?

Yes please. Amazon
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