
 

 

Pour a glass of your favorite libation, kick back, and enjoy.  
 

Excerpt from Chapter 23 

Colors 
“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “Forgive me?” 
Autumn let out her breath. “It’s okay. It was just funny to hear you curse, that’s all. I didn’t realize 

you’ve been wearing your professional cap just like I’ve been wearing mine. I mean, I toss out F-
bombs all the time.” She twisted around and looked up at him. “You should hear Natalie. Together, 
we’re a couple of sailors.”  

His hand trailed over her shoulders as he pivoted like a dancer and stood in front of her. Held 
her gaze until she was locked in the madness of the sensations sweeping through her body. The fire.  

“Maybe we should take them off, then. Hmm?” His voice was hardly more than a whisper as his 
finger lightly traced a line up her neck and chin and back down again. 

Her breath caught, and she crossed her arms over her chest as her fingers dug into her arms. She 
bent her head and closed her eyes, her breath becoming quick, shallow, and erratic as it always did. 
Not now, not now. But why not? Why hold back anymore? For what—to think about her problems? 
To honor the marriage that had existed only in her imagination?  

They had this moment. They might not have it again. Tomorrow might not come. What was she 
waiting for? Would they schedule sex for the day or the hour after her divorce was legally final, and 
would that change anything or absolve her of moral responsibility? Her marriage was done and over 
with in every way except legalities. And everything else was beautiful. This moment was beautiful. Jory 
was beautiful. 

She opened her eyes to his, still watching, waiting for her decision. And she let the fire rip through 
her as she watched it blaze over his face.  

She nodded a tiny nod and stood up. Still locked in her eyes, he took a step forward and crushed 
his body and lips into hers. 

 
 

 
This kiss was not like any other kiss. This kiss unleashed a force, a power beyond her 

comprehension that shook her to her core. She knew they were in the grip of something far beyond 
their ordinary realm, beyond anything she had ever known.  

“Jory?” Autumn leaned back against the counter, breathless. 
“Hmm?” He was kneeling, unzipping her jeans. He tugged one of her legs inward and pulled the 

jeans to her knees. She kicked out of them as his hands swept up her thighs and she gasped. 
He slid his palms under her panties, thumbs curved in, and kissed the front and around them 

before slipping them off. And as he worked his magic, she couldn’t help but grab his hair and press 
him harder against her, trying not to smother him as the fire licked up her legs and her torso quivered 
in on itself. She had to let go and brace herself with both hands on the counter, her heart pounding, 
gasping for breath as her knees buckled beneath her. But it was just an appetizer. 

“Upstairs?” He stood and pulled her up, held her close. 
Autumn could only nod.  



 

 

He kissed her cheek, took her hand, and led the way down the polished wood to the stairs. On 
thick carpet now, their steps were silent. And at the door to her bedroom, Jory stepped aside and 
gestured. She led the way and fell on the bed, with Jory right behind her.  

She scooted up, still panting, as Jory stood and watched. She removed her blouse and bra herself. 
She didn’t want pretense. Didn’t want to play coy or hard to get. Not that she ever had with anyone. 
But with Jory, there was no way to be anything but brutally honest, not just with him, but with herself. 

And she wanted him. She leaned forward and tugged at the button and zipper of his jeans but 
remembered something. 

“Just a sec.” 
She kissed him and padded over to her closet, aware of his eyes on her and relishing it. The box 

was in the back, hidden behind a suitcase. She pulled it out and tucked it under an arm and stopped. 
Strips and slivers of fabric hung over an open drawer, and she scooped them up with one motion and 
hid them behind the box. She smiled as she dropped the box at the side of the bed and quickly crawled 
over Jory, stretched out with jeans off, to the other side.  He sat up and peered over the edge of the 
bed. 

“They’re all yours.” Autumn said. “Go ahead and laugh. No, on second thought, don’t laugh. I 
went a little overboard.” She rearranged the pillows and sat back. 

“Wow.” He pulled up the box and dug his hands in. The colorful condom samples and toys and 
little envelopes slid off his hands. He peered at one of the boxes and looked up at her. 

“Forty-eight per box? Four boxes? We’re all set for … oh, a few weeks.” He grinned and held up 
one of the toys.  

“Two in One G-Spot Stimulator? Remind me. Looks like fun.” He winked as he tossed it back 
in the box. 

“I clicked the wrong button,” Autumn said. “I thought I ordered small boxes.”  
“So when did you order all this?” He reached for his jeans and pulled something out of a back 

pocket. He lifted his hand: two condoms in simple black and gray wrappers. 
Autumn laughed. “So you had this on your mind since … this morning?” 
He stared at her. “I’ve had this on my mind since the moment I met you. I’m a guy. What do you 

expect? I always have a couple of these when I’m here—just in case.” 
“Hah. And here I had you pegged as a shining example of virtue and self-denial. And I’m 

surprised at the man-box reference.” 
He grinned and shrugged. “Some things are just guy things. So when did you decide to buy the 

condoms?”  
She raised an eyebrow. “The next day. I’m a woman. What do you expect?” She shrugged, 

attempting nonchalance but broke into a grin when he did.  
“Seriously?” 
“Of course. I’ve had this on my mind since the moment I met you,” she quipped. 
He dropped the box over the side. Smoothed her hair back with both hands and kissed her softly 

on the lips. “Touché,” he whispered. “I’ll never take anything for granted again.”  
 Her eyes traveled up and down his body, naked except for his underwear. Definitely silk. Or 

maybe satin. Ultramarine hipsters. She closed her eyes, shook her head for a moment. Unreal. She 
reached out to touch them. Silk. 

“Are all your underwear this color?” 
“Huh?” He looked down. “Uh, no. I bought a bunch on sale a couple months ago, and they only 

had a few colors left. So I guess I have a couple other pairs like this. Why?” 
“I don’t know. I had this fantasy awhile back. And I dressed you in underwear just like this.” She 

ran her hand over him. “You were in your bedroom, or the bedroom I made up for you, stretched 
out on your stomach.” 



 

 

“You like?” He laughed. 
“Very much. Would you roll over?” She gave him one last caress and pulled away. 
“Sure.”  
His back was perfect. Strong shoulders, broad but not overly so, and more muscle than she’d 

been able to see when they were undressed at the pool. He was lean, not as thin as she’d thought, and 
the slope of his lower back as it narrowed to his hips was exquisite. His legs—slender but muscled—
begged to be touched. And the fine, light-colored hair on his inner thighs, the silky underwear 
stretched over the most beautiful male backside she had ever seen …  

“I want to paint you like this.” 
She slid over and crawled on him, straddled him just as she had in her fantasy, reached back and 

ran her hands up his thighs, kissed his neck and shoulders until the fire was raging again. But it wasn’t 
what he had in mind. He slid out from under her, and somehow, suddenly, she was on her side and 
he was kissing her, wrapped around her, stroking her face and trailing down to her breasts. 

 He stopped. Cocked his head. Autumn heard it too. Her cell phone rang again. She’d left it on 
the counter, and the sound echoed all the way up from the kitchen. It finally stopped and then started 
again. 

Jory kissed her again and traced his fingers over her nipples. She shivered and ran her fingers 
through his hair. 

“Your phone?” 
“Mm-hmm. But I can’t imagine who it could be. Probably telemarketers. Friends have their own 

ringtones, and that’s just the general ringer.” 
“Really? I’ve never bothered with that. What ringer did you give me?” 
Autumn laughed. “I’ll play it for you sometime.” She pulled him back against her as he pulled on 

her nipple. Hard. Her high-pitched, tiny scream was muffled in his shoulder. 
He moved down with his lips and sucked hard as his other hand pinched and prodded and 

kneaded as her soft cries became louder. 
His mouth left her as he pushed her on her back and kneeled over her thighs.  
“You can still say no.” He gazed down as she reached up, eyes closed, and stroked his belly and 

inner thighs with her palms. 
“So could you.” She opened her eyes to his. His smile was almost a smirk—part flirtatious, part 

determined. Almost angry. Almost frightening.  
“So that’s a yes, in other words.” Her laugh was short. “You?” 
He nodded. “Yes, and we have the rest of the afternoon,” he said. “Evening too. Is that okay? I 

mean, are you free or do you have to go anywhere?” 
“There’s nothing, nothing I’d rather do than be here with you.” 
His smile took on a hint of something she hadn’t seen before as he stroked her belly and moved 

down. Something beyond … Something. 
“Then we can just relax.” 
“Yes.” 
“And love each other.” 
“Yes.” She started panting again. 
“And send each other to some place beyond heaven.” 
“Oh, yes.” 
“And maybe fuck each other’s brains out.” 
“Please …” Autumn moaned and thrashed to her side as the fire exploded again. He grabbed her 

and pinned her arm down. 
“So you’re okay with total, mindless fucking. You sure?” His voice was deep, husky, and his eyes 

sent chills up her back. 



 

 

Her eyes narrowed. “Only if you’re okay with it.” 
One side of his mouth twisted into a smile. “And just tell me to stop if you’re uncomfortable, 

okay?” 
She nodded. Had someone accused him of something? She thought fast. Maybe … 
“Warning word: faites attention. Safe: arrêtez.” She cocked an eyebrow. How much French did he 

remember from college? 
He sucked in his breath. “That works.” She saw the surprise in his eyes. Shock, even. 
She returned his twisty half-smile. They could talk later. 
 One hand returned to her breast and the other moved lower. He was like a cat ready to pounce, 

torturing her in a corner like a mouse. She kept her eyes on his and watched, even caught up in him 
as she was, from way inside herself. And as their eyes locked and the fire burned even hotter, as her 
breathing sped up and forced her to breathe through her mouth, she watched the same changes come 
over him.  

He pressed against her, licked at her breasts, and moved up to her mouth. But she wanted him. 
She needed him. Inside of her. Just as much—more—as that first moment she laid eyes on him. 

“Jory?” 
“Yeah?” 
“Fuck the foreplay. Autumn lesson number one: fucking is foreplay.”  
He blinked and his jaw fell open before he collapsed on her, his mouth burying hers, and his 

tongue and lips moved so fast and hard she couldn’t keep up. He kissed her neck, her shoulders, and 
returned to her mouth, just as rough, so hungry. 

“I’ve wanted you for so goddamned long,” he whispered against her cheek before rising once 
again to his knees. 

“I know, I know. Me too,” Autumn breathed. She couldn’t think. Could only feel the heat, the 
shimmers. 

One hand behind her hip now with the other holding himself, he studied her as if deciding what 
to do or how to do it. His face finally relaxed. 

With one motion, he pulled her toward him and lifted her legs over his shoulders. He nudged 
closer on his knees as his eyes fixed on hers, steady and serious. 

“You know this is the first and the last time we’ll do this. The only first time. It will never be 
repeated, will never happen again. We won’t be able to turn back.” His voice was solemn as he watched 
her. 

She could only nod. She didn’t care. She only wanted one thing. Him. 
He smiled. “You can still say no.” 
Autumn looked in his eyes. Was that worry in the minuscule crease between them?  
“Stop it already,” she whispered. “I want you to fuck me. As in yes. Y. E. S.” She’d never been 

so sure of anything in her life. 
And as he kneeled in front of her, she understood. This was truly a gift they gave each other, just 

as Natalie had described. A precious gift. A beautiful gift, when given with an open heart. Even while 
desperately wanting what the other is offering, what one offers is still a gift. And he was making sure 
she wanted his.  

He pressed within her folds and back and around. He moved deeper, little by little, eyes fixed on 
hers, breathless. And with every degree, each millimeter, as her hands pulled him closer, she fell deeper 
into sensation, lost in the whirl. 

She closed her eyes and twisted as the pleasure became too much to share. But he yanked her 
back and pressed his hands and full weight on her shoulders. 

“No. Stay with me. Look at me. Now!” 
She opened her eyes just as he slammed into her. 



 

 

She screamed. And as the fire became all-consuming, her eyes filled with tears. She bit down on 
her lip, but she couldn’t stop the crying that erupted for no reason at all. 

“It’s okay,” she whispered between wracking sobs. He nodded as he watched, as if he’d expected 
it. He eased up on her shoulders, spread her legs wider, and lifted her to his chest as the tears fell faster 
and her hips moved in rhythm with his. And as she felt his thrusts and his energy and her own climax 
building, she cried harder, even as her sobs mingled with cries of pleasure. 

Suddenly, he stopped.  
“No! Don’t—” 
He scooped her up and flipped her over. Pulled her up against him again.  
Her body became alive like it had never been before. And when she writhed in the colors, her 

sobs were mixed with laughter and a sort of triumph, a rapture beyond the beyond. And he tried to 
hold her, caress her, but she wasn’t done.  

She wiggled out of his arms and turned him on his back. Straddled his thighs, panting. Reached 
to the pillows and snagged the scarves she’d hidden there. She raised an eyebrow and pulled them 
between her fingers, caressed them, slid them back and forth, slowly, against her breasts. 

“Yes?”  
He nodded, eyes alight. 
“Say it. Yes or no.” She wound a scarf tight around her wrist and yanked hard, then unfurled it 

slowly, theatrically. 
“Yes,” he whispered. 
“Et rapelles-toi bien. Warning: Faites attention. Safe: Arrêtez. D’accord?” 
“Oui.” He closed his eyes. 
“Non, non. Ouvrez tes yeux.” He opened them. 
 “Donc, maintentent je vais attache tes mains.” She tied two scarves together quickly and grabbed his 

hands. Wrapped the scarves around his wrists a few times, checked the snugness, and tied a knot in 
the back. She couldn’t remember the right knot, but it didn’t matter. It was just play. She lowered his 
hands to his belly. Maybe something more extreme some other time, but for now … 

“Pour tes yeux, peut-être?” She unfurled the long, black chiffon scarf enticingly and draped it over 
her own eyes. 

“Oui, oui, s’il te plâit.” His breath was erratic, shallow like hers so often was.  
 She studied his face as she smoothed the scarf. Maybe this wasn’t play. She locked her eyes on 

his and felt the fire blaze as his eyes disappeared. She lifted his head and wound it around twice before 
fastening it snugly at the side. He moaned. 

“You like that?” She leaned over and kissed him. The heat, the energy coming from him was 
palpable; she could almost hover on it. 

“Mm-hmm. Yes.” The corners of his mouth turned up as his teeth bit down on his lip.  
 She caressed his hands and moved up his arms, not losing contact as she stroked along his neck, 

his jaw, and then grazed his lower lip with one finger. She leaned over his mouth and pressed her lips 
softly against his and pulled back, allowing him only flickers of the tip of her tongue. He reached for 
her but she moved away, only to kiss him harder the next time and escape just as quickly as he moaned 
and laughed a little. With her mouth still playing with his, she left off with trailing and her fingers 
pinched a nipple. Startled, he let out a gasp as his shoulders squeezed together and his bound hands 
pressed against his abdomen. She moved down and kissed the offended nipple, licked it, and then 
pinched both nipples, harder, and reveled in his reaction.  

She kissed and licked them both before she moved down and caressed his inner thighs, kissed 
them and moved up while avoiding his erection. She was tempted, and his movements told her that’s 
exactly what he wanted, but it would spoil the game. One hand teased his upper thighs as she moved 
the other up and pressed a finger in his belly button, hard, until the pressured nerve hit his groin and 



 

 

he went wild. Teased and teased until he breathed hard, his legs trembled, and she couldn’t take it any 
more than he could.  

Her lips planted little kisses around his lips and she finally gave in. She kissed him hard, her tongue 
licking and pushing into every crevice of his mouth as he returned her passion. She lowered and slid 
herself over him with a cry, and his hips rose to meet her as she pinned him down and delivered the 
same pent-up energy he’d pounded into her, over and over and over until each found peace, and each 
let go. 

 And when she collapsed on him, swimming in myriad flashing lights and colored patterns like 
nerves and panting, she knew beyond a doubt there was nothing she wanted more than to be with 
Jory. Like this, like any way.  
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