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Аннотация
Perfectionist Erin usually loves Christmas, but this year things aren't going exactly as planned. Lost gifts, too much work to do and organizing the office Christmas party are stressing her out. When Dex Mitchell, the gorgeous Director of Finance, who she's had a crush on forever comes by, she turns into a stammering klutz. What more could go wrong this Christmas? How about too much to drink at the Christmas party, a sexy encounter in the ladies' room and an embarrassed hangover the next day? Can anything turn this around so Erin gets what she really wants for Christmas


Kelly Jamieson
�All I Want for Christmas


Chapter One

"I'll be Cloned for Christmas"
(To The Tune �I'll be Home for Christmas")
I'll be cloned for Christmas,
There'll be three of me;
One to work, and one to shop,
And one just for parties.
Christmas Eve, I'm certain,
I won't be alone;
I'll be home for Christmas,
Or else I'll send a clone!
"I'll be Home for Christmas� played on the radio on her desk, and Erin Nordman substituted the words to �I'll be Cloned for Christmas� as she sang along in her mind, her fingers flying over her computer keyboard. While everyone else was out shopping, having long Christmas lunches and partying, she was hard at work in the office, muttering un-seasonally under her breath about fairness and justice. Christmas was only three days away, work still had to be done, and someone had to do it.
On top of all the usual Human Resources work, this year she was in charge of organizing the staff Christmas party to be held tomorrow night, and her boss had assigned her the task of picking out the gifts for everyone in the department. Usually he got his administrative assistant to do it, but she was home with mono so he'd delegated that task to Erin.
Normally, she loved shopping and, with someone else's money, it was even better, but this year she didn't have time to do her own shopping, and these year-end reports still needed to get done.
The phone rang. It was the hotel calling with last-minute questions about the hors d'oeuvres being served at the party. She'd just dealt with that when another call came from someone from Marketing who'd forgotten to RSVP and wanted to know if it was too late.
She glanced at her watch and saw it was lunch time. She debated with herself what to do. If she hurried she could kill two birds with one stone by running out to get the office gifts and at the same time pick up new gifts for her family. Her stomach tightened, and she rubbed her forehead.
This year she thought she'd been so smart by ordering everyone's gifts over the Internet, but here it was December 22, and none of them had arrived yet. The only gift she had was the bottle of body spray she'd bought for her friend and coworker Kayla, and that was just because one day they'd been out shopping at lunch time and Kayla had exclaimed over how much she loved it. Her parents� gifts, her sisters� gifts, and their children's gifts were all lost somewhere in cyberspace.
And as usual, she'd spent way too much money so, while the gifts hadn't arrived, the credit card bill certainly had.
She leaned back and put her hands over her face for a moment. Just for a moment. If she had to go buy presents, she'd be even more broke. But perhaps after Christmas when the other stuff showed up she could return it. Sure, that's what she'd do.
"Um ... is everything okay?"
The deep, masculine voice startled her, and she almost fell backwards in her office chair. She quickly dropped her hands and stared up at Dex Mitchell, director of finance, standing in the door to her cubicle.
God, the man was insanely gorgeous. For a bean counter. No, for anyone, actually. Every time she saw him it was all she could do to keep from drooling. Ever since she'd started working at ICS Software Development, she'd had a crush on Dex Mitchell.
"Um, yes, yes,� she finally stammered, straightening up in her chair. �I just have a tiny little headache, that's all.� Yeah, tiny like sledgehammers being swung inside her skull.
"Need some painkillers?"
"I ... have some,� she replied nervously. She smiled. �Thanks, though. Really, I'm fine. I'm just about to go for lunch. Probably that'll help. Sometimes when I don't eat I get a headache, and all I've had today is a banana, and that was at seven-thirty this morning.... �She realized she was babbling like an idiot, and her voice trailed off. She stood up and grabbed her coat off the coat rack in the corner of her cubicle then pulled her purse from the bottom drawer of her desk where she stored it.
"I was just looking for someone to ask about some payroll questions,� Dex said, moving aside so she could exit her cubicle.
She carefully squeezed herself small so she wouldn't brush against him, although she wanted to.
"You seem to be the only one here."
"No kidding. Everyone else is either off today or out for lunch.� She winced at the bitterness in her tone.
"Okay. I can check back later."
"Maybe I can help you?� She stopped with her coat half on, her arms hung up in the sleeves.
His lips twitched. �You need to go for your lunch,� he reminded her.
"Yes, but I can wait ... what is it you need?"
"Go,� he directed her firmly, his beautiful lips curved into a smile.
She was about to argue more, but the look in his eyes made her change her mind and, with a nervous smile, she whirled around and scurried out of the office. She waited for the elevator and gave a big sigh. She always felt like such a goof around him.
Out on the busy downtown street, crowds pushed along the sidewalks, everyone laden with shopping bags. Gentle fluffy snowflakes floated around her, creating a very Christmassy atmosphere, but Erin had no time to enjoy it. She darted across the street on a red light, and a horn blared at her. She waved a gloved hand and pushed through the revolving doors of the department store luckily near her office building.
Inside it was a Christmas paradise. Extravagant Christmas decorations hung from the ceilings. Green, red, gold and silver balls adorned draped swags of greenery, little white lights sparkled everywhere, and lushly decorated trees stood at the foot of the escalator. Christmas music filled the air.
She could have sworn the tune was �Jingle Bells� but the words sounded like �Dashing through the mall ... On a late December day, through the stores we go, charging all the way ... Ching ... Ching ... Ching ... Bells on registers ring, making checkbooks light, oh, what fun it is to buy up everything in sight!"
She grinned as new words to the familiar song ran through her head.
She paused at the cosmetics counter, looked at beautifully wrapped gift packages of fragrances. Yes, the girls in the office would all like something like that. Actually, so would Jason, she thought with a grin. The only male in the HR department besides their boss, it was surprising how well he fit in.
But when she checked the price tags and calculated how many gifts she needed, these would all be much beyond the budget she'd been given. What about her mother? No. She sighed. Her mother had worn Chanel, and nothing but Chanel, for the past thirty years. Her sisters? Ditto.
Onward. She pushed through crowds to the escalators and waited impatiently as she rode up to the next floor. What, oh what was she going to get?
An hour later she'd wandered aimlessly through the huge store, overwhelmed with choices, none of which seemed exactly right. When she checked her watch and realized it was time to get back to work, she was still empty-handed.
Desperate, she returned to the accessories department and grabbed some fuzzy socks for her mother and sisters. They were atrocious gifts, but she had to have something to show for the hour she'd just wasted.
Gifts for the office were going to have to be booze and chocolates. Again. How unimaginative and impersonal but, if not that, it would be nothing because she was running out of time.
She sprinted back to the office to find a few people had returned from long boozy lunches and were sitting around eating a box of chocolates that had just been delivered from their photocopy repairman.
She stuffed her shopping bag and her purse back into her desk.
"Did you get the presents?� Kayla, manager of organizational development and her best friend at work, appeared in her cubicle.
"No,� Erin sighed, not looking up from her computer. �I'll go tonight.� Except tonight she had to try to find presents for her family�besides the dumb socks she'd just bought. Socks. She shook her head in disgust.
"Oh. Is there anything I can help with?"
Erin looked up at her friend, small, cute, with long red hair. She smiled. �Thanks, Kayla, but I know you're swamped, too."
Mother of three young boys, Kayla looked impossibly young for that. She nodded. �Tonight is the Christmas concert at the boys� school. It will be hectic getting home, getting some food into them and getting there on time."
"So leave early,� Erin said. �Everyone else is."
Kayla grinned. �Great idea."
"Hey, Erin.� One of her coworkers, Cheryl, appeared in the door of her cubicle. �I have a little problem. I was supposed to take all the door prizes to the hotel tonight, but my boyfriend just got invited out to a Christmas cocktail party at his boss� house, and I really have to go to that."
Erin sighed. �Can't you drop them off on your way? It won't take long."
Cheryl shook her head. �No. I made an emergency appointment to get my hair done, so I'm going to leave a few minutes early."
"But you took a long lunch!� Erin pushed her long hair back off her face. �And what about those reports on the training outcomes for this year? They have to be to the executive team by January second."
"I'll get them done, no problem,� Cheryl said cheerfully. �There's still all day tomorrow."
"But...� Erin gave up. �Never mind. I'll take the prizes. Where are they?"
"In the cupboard in the staff room. Thanks, Erin! You rock."
Erin grimaced and turned back to her computer where numerous emails had accumulated even in the short time she'd been gone. If she was the only one working, which it certainly seemed like, who was sending her all the emails?
Apparently the executive team was still working and still had questions about the big presentation they were doing for the Board of Directors early in the new year. She sighed but decided she needed to deal with her persistent headache before she got into replying to them.
Erin was just popping more painkillers into her mouth when she looked up into the amused eyes of Dex Mitchell. Again. �So, anyone here that can help me out now?� he asked, eyes glinting.
She almost choked on the pills and took a big gulp of water, which of course dribbled down her chin and onto her silk blouse. She wiped ineffectually at it as she felt her cheeks grow hot and no doubt red. �Jason is back from lunch,� she told Dex, swiping at her boobs. �He does the payroll. He's just around the corner.� She flashed a smile that she hoped looked helpful and confident, praying that Jason wasn't sitting there with his feet on his desk eating chocolates and wearing the plush Santa hat he'd had on earlier.
She heard Dex go around the corner and start conversing with Jason in a low voice, and she slumped back in her chair. Why, why, why did he always have to catch her at her worst?
She was scrawling her signature across some vendor invoices a few moments later when Dex returned.
She looked up at him inquiringly.
"I hear you're in charge of the party tomorrow night,� he remarked.
"Yes.� She was almost reluctant to admit it. What if the whole party bombed? It would be all her fault. No, it was not going to bomb. She'd checked and rechecked every detail with her usual thoroughness (or was it paranoia?). �Did you have a last-minute addition to the guest list?"
He shook his head, a smile touching his mouth. �No. I'll be there, but I'm coming alone. I just wondered if you'd arranged for taxi service to take people home."
"Of course!� The company provided taxi vouchers for anyone who wanted them to make sure that nobody drove home after drinking.
"Perfect. Don't want any unfortunate incidents at the holiday party."
Erin shook her head. �No, of course not."
At that moment, Erin's phone rang. She grabbed for the receiver.
"Good afternoon, Human Resources, Erin speaking, can I have you?"
There was silence at the other end of the line, and Erin closed her eyes rather than face Dex. �I mean, can I help you?� she gasped.
A laugh came over the line. �You can have me any time, honey. My wife might not like it, though. It's Carl in Research."
"Hi, Carl.� Her cheeks burned.
"Just a quick question about the party..."
She dealt with his question then hung up and looked at Dex, still standing there, looking very amused.
"So, I guess I'll see you at the party then,� he said.
She stared at him. Why was he making small talk with her? She smiled brightly. �Absolutely. I'll be there. I'm going alone, too."
Shit. Why had she said that? It sounded so lame. She turned back to her work again with flaming cheeks and bent her head.
"Hey!� Kayla whispered seconds later. �What did Dex Mitchell want? I saw him talking to you!"
Kayla was the only other person who knew Erin thought Dex Mitchell was a hottie. She looked up at her friend and grinned.
"He came to talk to Jason about some payroll stuff, and then he was asking me about the party."
"Really."
"He told me he's going alone to the party."
"He told you that? Just out of the blue?� Kayla's brows rose almost into her hair. �Hmm."
"But look at me!� Erin whispered, dipping her chin. �I was just downing Aspirin when he arrived, and he made me slop water all over myself. Then I answered the phone, and I said...� She paused, closed her eyes again in mortification. �'Can I have you?� instead of �Can I help you?��
Kayla's eyes widened, and then she collapsed against the wall of the cubicle in laughter. �Oh, my God!� she cried a moment later, wiping her eyes. �That is so funny! I can't believe you did that!"
"Har,� Erin said, a bit miffed at her friend's enjoyment of her discomfiture. She sighed. �I'm such a loser."
Kayla stood up straight and rolled her eyes. �As if,� she said dryly, trying not to smile. �You're gorgeous and smart and funny ... we all want to be you."
Erin snorted. �Well, he's never seen that side of me.� She picked up some papers and shuffled them in her hands. �Hey, you'd better get going so you make it to that concert on time."
Kayla left with a quick wave of her hand, and Erin turned back to her desk. She really needed to get one more report done before she left. She glanced at her watch. But the liquor store was miles from her home, the hotel was not even close to there, and she still had to hit the mall.
Feeling guilty, she decided to leave, too. Although why she felt guilty when the office was deserted she had no idea. Even her boss was gone.

Chapter Two

Dex took the stairs from Human Resources on the twelfth floor to his office in Finance on the tenth. How many more excuses could he make to go to HR? The payroll questions had been completely bogus. Maybe he could have some kind of staffing issue. Or maybe he needed advice about a performance evaluation.
Yeah. Erin was the resident expert on their new performance evaluation system. He could have lots of questions about that.
He grinned as he remembered watching her dab at her breasts. The thin silky red blouse had done little to cover their round shape and tight little nipples as she'd tried to swipe the water away. It was just lucky for him that she seemed to be especially klutzy when he was around. But he didn't want to embarrass her. He just wanted to look at her, undress her with his eyes while his imagination had him doing more than just watching.
He sighed as he sat down behind his desk. It was crazy, chasing around after the hot little HR advisor. She'd been working there for a year now but, over the last few months, his obsession with her had grown to almost uncontrollable levels. It was getting scary. Soon he was going to do something to embarrass himself.
Why didn't he just ask her out? It's not as if he were her boss or anything. He knew they had some things in common. In the summer they'd both played for the company baseball team, and this year they'd both participated in the pool tournament held between departments. She'd almost kicked his butt at pool, the sexy little shark. He grinned.
Well, tomorrow night was another social event, another opportunity to flirt a bit, feel her up, oops, he meant feel her out, about whether she might be interested in going out with him.

It took Erin three trips to load all the door prizes from the cupboard in the staff room into the trunk of her car in the parking garage beneath their office building, riding up and down the elevator. On her last trip down, who should step into the elevator on the tenth floor but Dex Mitchell.
He eyed her arms laden with loot. �Need a hand?� he asked. He was holding a case that no doubt contained his computer, and he looked devastatingly handsome in a long black coat over his suit.
"Oh, that's okay,� she answered cheerfully, propping her loot against the elevator wall to take a bit of the weight. �This is my last trip. Door prizes for the party tomorrow night,� she explained.
She watched each floor light up as they rode down.
"At least let me help get those to your car,� Dex said. As the doors slid open, he moved closer and took some of the parcels from her. Awkwardly, they transferred bags and boxes from her arms to his without dropping anything�thank you, God!�and he followed her into the parking garage.
After loading them into her trunk, she slammed the lid and stood there. Dex looked down at her and smiled. �You've put a lot of work into this party, haven't you?"
She smiled a bit. �Well, yes, but I've had help. There is a whole committee working on it."
"I overheard you earlier talking to Cheryl and Kayla, and it sounds as if you're doing everything."
She gulped. He'd been in the office when they'd been talking to her? �Well, everybody's really busy at this time of year,� she started to explain.
"Well, it is appreciated,� he told her warmly.
God, those eyes, those golden-brown eyes that sparkled with intelligence and humor. Thick dark lashes framed his eyes beneath straight brows and, when he smiled, dimples appeared in each cheek. That was really so unfair. He was a finance guy, a boring number cruncher. Why did he have to look so good?
She smiled back at him. �Thanks. Christmas comes but once a year!"
"Yeah. Well, again, I'll see you tomorrow. At the party."
She nodded and stood there, jingling her car keys in her gloved hands as he strode away toward his own vehicle.
Bemused, she got into her car and headed first to the hotel. She dropped the gifts off, knowing she'd be back the next afternoon with her crew to decorate. The hotel had a lunch function going on there that day so they couldn't get in to decorate until three o'clock, which was cutting it tight. She'd given up on the idea of having her hair done.
Then she drove to the liquor store. After wandering around the store trying to decide what everyone would like, she finally admitted defeat and bought a case of wine. Everyone would get the same thing and ... oh, well.
Wine in her trunk, next stop was the mall.
(To the tune of �Deck The Halls")
Wreck the Malls this Christmas Season
Fa la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la;
Blow your cash for no good reason
Fa la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la;
(Refrain)
Push your charge card to the limit;
Fa la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la;
Your checkbook now has nothing in it.
Fa la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la.
She had to park on the far edge of the parking lot because there were so many cars there. She was so far from the mall door she needed a ride. She sighed as she trudged through lightly falling snow into the mall, another Christmas wonderland of decorations and music. It was a zoo in there, kids crying, mothers frustrated, shoppers bashing into each other with shopping bags, and a long line waiting to see Santa.
She stopped momentarily to watch two children have their picture taken with Santa. All dressed in red velvet and white lace, their blonde hair in curls, they made such a pretty picture and, as they hopped down from Santa's lap with a candy cane in hand, they chorused, �Thank you, Santa!� so politely. Erin smiled, something in her chest feeling warm and soft. Then she watched as one of Santa's elves placed a chubby baby on Santa's lap, who proceeded to scrunch up his face and scream in terror. She laughed and continued on her way.
It was hot in the mall, even though her long coat was open, and it wasn't long before she was sweating, frustrated and hungry. Swiping limp strands of hair off her face, she stared at a rack of dolls. These were the latest, trendiest doll that her two nieces absolutely had to have, the ones that she'd ordered weeks ago on the Internet and were now lost in cyberspace. She sighed and grabbed two of them from the rapidly dwindling stock. She handed over her credit card at the checkout, biting her lip as she thought about the already inflated balance.
Now she had to find something for her parents, sisters and their husbands. Yikes. Maybe she should just tell them their gifts didn't arrive and she'd give them to them in the new year. But she just couldn't bear the thought of not having something for them on Christmas Eve when her family traditionally exchanged gifts.
She'd found perfect gifts on eBay�rare piece of the pottery that her mother collected and a special book about photography for which her father had been searching. She'd ordered dishes from a specialty supplier for her sister Anna and brother-in-law, part of their hard-to-find (and so expensive) set, and a sculpture by an up-and-coming artist that her other sister, Jillian, loved. She would never find anything so perfect, and she'd already spent a fortune.
Chocolates. She had to buy chocolates to go with the wine for the HR staff. She stopped in front of the little shop that specialized in gourmet Belgian chocolate. It was packed in there, so full you could barely squeeze another person in. Again, she blew out a long breath, wondering what kind of selection would be left.
As she stood there, debating whether to forge on in or find something to eat and try back later on the off chance it would be less busy, Dex Mitchell emerged from the store.

Chapter Three

Dex looked surprised to see her. �Well, hi!� He stopped in front of her. �Doing some last minute shopping, too?"
She surveyed the bundle of elegantly wrapped boxes in his arms, done up in gold paper and gold and white ribbons. He, too, looked elegant, still dressed in his suit and long black overcoat, the satiny tie impeccable and not a hair out of place. Unlike her, with her lank hair, face probably shiny with perspiration, and no lipstick left on her lips.
"Yes,� she sighed. �All my shopping is last minute this year."
"Oh.� He lifted a brow. �You sound discouraged."
She forced a cheery smile. �'Tis the season.� She glanced into the store. �Do they have much left in there?"
"Not much,� he admitted, eyes gleaming. �I ordered these,� he indicated the boxes in his arms, �a month ago. I'm just picking them up."
"Ah. Very smart.� She nodded, wishing she'd done that, too. �Well, I'd better get in there before there's nothing left. Bye!"
She pushed her way into the crowd, and an hour later emerged with a shopping bag full of Belgian chocolates and another large credit card charge. At least she'd get some of that back when she submitted the expenses for the staff gifts.

"Okay, let's get this done.� Erin instructed her team of fellow decorators where to place balloons, streamers and table centerpieces. The decorations were lovely, if she did say so herself. Not traditional but elegant metallic balloons and streamers in shades of lime green, fuchsia and turquoise matched the towering tree in the corner the hotel had provided. Each table centerpiece was a stylized Christmas tree of green, turquoise or fuchsia sequins, surrounded by gleaming curly ribbons and shiny balls.
They worked quickly, everyone eager to go home and get ready for the party. As Erin climbed up onto a ladder to hang balloons, Kayla handed them to her and held the ladder steady. �Be careful,� she warned.
"Yes, Mom.� Erin grinned.
"I can't help it; I am a mom. We don't want you falling and breaking a leg right before the big shindig."
"That would be just my luck right now,� Erin agreed. Crappy presents for her family and coworkers, an appalling credit card balance and endless work at the office that still needed to be done before the Christmas break. Sure, a broken leg would just top that all off perfectly. She'd hardly eaten in two days because she hadn't had time, and her stomach grumbled hungrily. �I need this party tonight."
"Yeah, you do. You need to cut loose and let off some steam. You're not driving tonight are you?"
"Yeah. How else would I get here?"
"Take a taxi, for heaven's sake."
"Oh, yeah, like that'll be easy to do at this time of year."
"Okay, then Brent and I will pick you up. You can take a taxi home."
"You don't have to do that."
"It's no problem. You don't live that far out of our way. We'll pick you up at five o'clock."
Erin glanced at her watch. Lord, how was she going to get ready on time? �That means I needed to leave here an hour ago.� She looked down at her friend as she climbed down the ladder. �How are you going to get ready on time?"
Kayla shrugged. �It doesn't take me long. I'm a mom, I don't have time to get all fussed up. I just hope the babysitter shows up on time, that's all.� She smoothed down the red suit that hugged her petite curves.
Erin studied her work. �I need to move those a little to the left."
"No,� Kayla said. �They're fine."
"No, they're not quite centered...."
"Erin!� Kayla's voice held a friendly warning. �They're fine. They don't need to be perfect."
Erin sighed. �You're right."
"If you weren't such a perfectionist, we could have been done by now,� Kayla added, a smile taking the sting out of her words. �I'm outta here. See you at five."
Everyone else had already left even though there were still a few things left to do. Erin arranged all the door prizes attractively on the table, added a few decorations, then surveyed the room. It looked spectacular, really gorgeous and Christmassy. She beamed with pride at the work of her team then grabbed her coat and purse and headed for home.
It was a rush to shower, shave her legs, blow dry her hair, apply make-up and wriggle into the new dress she'd bought for the party, but she made it, and Kayla only had to wait a few minutes at her front door while Erin transferred some money, her cell phone and lipstick into a sparkly little evening purse.
"You look incredible,� Kayla said enviously, looking her up and down. �That dress is amazing on you."
Erin looked down at herself. She'd fallen in love with the dress on a lunch-time shopping expedition with Kayla, who'd convinced her to buy it despite the ridiculous price. It was black and strapless, fitting her curves from breasts to knees, with a little flippy ruffle around the bottom. Black beads and sequins sparkled on the bodice. The black killer stilettos weren't new, but matched perfectly.
They were among the first to arrive at the party, and Kayla's husband Brent disappeared to get them drinks. The dim lighting in the room sparkled off the decorations and silver and glass on the tables, and everyone looked so elegant in their formal clothes. The software guys were almost unrecognizable in their suits and ties. Erin grinned.
Brent handed her a glass of wine, and she took it with a smile of thanks and tossed it back. �Whoa,� Kayla said. �Slow down, honey."
Oops. Erin made a face. �I've been rushing for the last week. It's kind of hard to slow down now.� She was hyper, practically vibrating as they stood there. �Let's find a table."
She set down her purse then headed to the bar for another drink, deciding to be efficient by ordering two at once.
"Well, you said I needed stress relief,� she told Kayla upon seeing her friend eyeing the two drinks.
"You go, girl,� Kayla said with a grin. They started making small talk with some others from the department as more and more people streamed into the ballroom.
They were still standing near their table when Erin spotted Dex Mitchell arriving. He looked as yummy as ever, his golden-brown hair stylishly tousled, his dark suit perfectly fitted to broad shoulders that tapered down to a slim waist and narrow hips. Apparently the finance group was sitting at the table next to theirs, and he started weaving around tables to cross the room.
Dex spotted Erin the minute he walked into the room, over there talking with Kayla and a few other people. Wow.
She'd left her hair down, and he was happy about that because he loved her long, silky dark hair. But that dress ... holy shit. It hugged her curves the way he'd fantasized doing, sparkling as she moved, talked and laughed. A little ruffle at the bottom of the skirt drew attention to her long, slender calves, looking so smooth and silky he wanted to run his hand over them, down to her feet, wearing shoes that were probably illegal in some states.
His mouth grew dry as he took in the sight of her, and he had to refocus on what his boss, the VP of finance, was saying to him.
"Uh, yeah, I'll talk to you tomorrow about the auditor's report,� Dex replied to the older man. He turned his attention back to Erin and started moving toward the Finance table which, praise the Lord, was right next to the table where Erin appeared to be seated. She stood beside a chair, a glass of wine in her hand, laughing at something someone had said, and it took his breath away.
He recalled how he'd trailed her through the mall last night. Jesus, he was a sick puppy. He'd spotted her and had followed her up and down the mall at a distance. When she'd stopped to watch the kids on Santa's lap, smiling and laughing, he'd studied her from the doorway of a nearby store. God, she was sweet. Something had expanded almost painfully in his chest.
Her long dark hair had hung down her back in silky tendrils, her long camel coat open over her red silk blouse and snug black skirt. She'd changed the black pumps she wore in the office for a pair of knee-high black boots with high heels that made him think evil thoughts involving leather and bondage.
He'd lost her in a department store so he'd gone to pick up his chocolates and lo and behold, like a star in the East, there she was right in front of him, all glowing and pretty. He'd feigned surprise at seeing her, knowing he wasn't that great of an actor, but she didn't seem to realize.
"Hi, Erin,� he said, approaching the table. Joe and Marty were already seated there, and he gave them a smile and a salute. �How are you?"
She turned to him and those dark, melting chocolate eyes sent a wave of warmth over him. He resisted the urge to tug at the knot of his tie. �Hi,� she replied, smiling. Her mouth was all red and glossy, leading to thoughts of her mouth on him, sucking him ... he shook his head. �I'm fine.� She seemed a little tense still, her fingers moving restlessly on the back of the chair, fidgeting a bit on her high spiky heels.
"Everything got done? Your work is finished?"
She nodded. �Barring any unforeseen disasters, we're all set.� She glanced at the table next door. �Are you sitting there?"
He nodded.
"Oh, great.� She smiled brightly and took a big sip of her wine, managing to not spill any, to his great disappointment.
"I should get a drink,� he murmured. �What are you having? White wine?"
She nodded and started to say something but, before she could, he turned and made his way to the bar. He'd buy her a drink. That was a nice, friendly thing to do.
Dex had bought her a drink. Whoa. She accepted it from him, saying, because she felt she should, �You didn't need to do that."
He shrugged. �I know. It's Christmas. And you put a lot of work into the evening. You should enjoy."
"I intend to,� she said, finishing one glass of wine and setting it down on the table. She took a sip from the glass he'd just handed her. She saw Kayla eying them.
"Did you get your shopping done last night?� he inquired.
She sighed. �Not all of it. I'm not having very good luck with my gifts this year."
He looked interested so she told him about all the stuff she'd ordered and how it hadn't arrived and how she had nothing except a big fat credit card bill. He laughed as she told the story, making her feel mildly better about things.
"And tomorrow's Christmas Eve, which is when the family exchanges presents, and I've got crappy gifts for some people and nothing for others.� She sighed. �And I've got a million things to do at work so I don't know when I'm going to have time to shop."
"Work can wait,� he said.
She looked at him in surprise. �I thought you were a workaholic.� She sipped her wine.
He grinned. �I am. Normally. But it's Christmas. Christmas and family come before work."
She considered that. �I'm glad you have your priorities straight,� she told him thoughtfully. �What about you? Do you spend Christmas with family?"
"Yup. This year it's my turn to host Christmas. My family won't get here until Christmas day though."
"Where are they coming from?"
"My parents live in Minneapolis. They're driving, and my two brothers are flying in from New York."
"Are you cooking Christmas dinner?� she asked with some amusement, picturing him in a frilly apron holding a wooden spoon. Then suddenly in her fantasy, he was naked beneath the apron, and his shoulders and chest were sleek and bare and really ... hot. She took a breath, quickly sipped more wine.
"Well, sort of,� he said, grinning. �I've kind of got the meal being catered."
"Kind of?"
"Okay, it is. Actually, this hotel is doing it. They do the whole dinner for you and deliver it to your home."
"Wow. That's the way to do it. My mom will be slaving in the kitchen for days."
He nodded. �Mine would, too, if we were at her place. But since it's my Christmas, we do things my way. And the food is really good here."
"Yes, it is. Let's hope tonight is as good as usual."
They stood there talking, almost close enough to touch, and suddenly Erin realized Dex was looking at her mouth. Looking very intently at her mouth. She touched a finger to the corner of her lips.
"Is my lipstick smeared?� she asked hesitantly.
He quickly shook his head. �No,� he said, his voice a bit hoarse. �It's perfect.� He cleared his throat. �You look beautiful, by the way."
"Um, thanks."
This was like the Twilight Zone. Dex Mitchell, the man of her dreams and hot fantasies, was standing with her, complimenting her, talking to her about family, and looking at her mouth as if he wanted to kiss her. Everything inside her melted and pooled in a low puddle of lust deep inside her, making her ache and burn. Even as she watched his face, she could swear his eyes darkened with something ... arousal? Definitely heat. Was that for her?
Oh, God. She needed to fan herself. It was suddenly very warm in the room. Or maybe it was the three glasses of wine she'd had on an empty stomach. Warm and pleasantly dizzy, she smiled back at Dex, unable to resist looking at his mouth, too. Firm lips, nicely shaped, curved in a smile, and she inadvertently took a tiny step nearer to him.
At that moment, the CEO of the company took the microphone on the dais to announce that dinner would be served shortly and everyone should take their seats.
With a smile that looked regretful, Dex said, �Enjoy your dinner."
"You, too.� He pulled out her chair for her, and she slid into it, allowing him to push it in under her in a surprisingly graceful move. For once, she wasn't spilling things or tripping over herself. Dex took his seat at the table next to her, behind her where she couldn't see him, although if they both pulled their chairs back they'd be practically sitting side by side.
"What was that all about?� Kayla hissed in her ear.
Erin smiled and sipped more wine. �Just chatting."
"You saw him last night?"
"At the mall."
"Erin, he's hot for you,� Kayla insisted with a soft little laugh. �Did you see how he was looking at you?"
Oh, yeah, she'd seen all right, and the heat in his gaze melted her. She let a server place a salad plate in front of her. �Yes,� she whispered back to her friend when the server had moved away. �What should I do?"
"Go for it, honey,� Kayla advised, picking up her salad fork. �He's yummylicious."
Erin laughed at the silly word and played with her salad.
Everybody was in a happy holiday mood, and there was a lot of laughter around the table throughout dinner. Delicious food and the bottles of wine on each table compliments of management added to the holiday cheer. Jazzy Christmas music played in the background as they ate and talked and laughed.
Erin was conscious of Dex sitting right behind her the whole time. In the break between dinner and dessert, she and Kayla decided to go to the ladies� room (together of course), and she pushed her chair back and found herself right beside Dex. He smiled and held her chair for her as she got up.
"Thanks.� She could feel his eyes on her as she and Kayla walked across the carpeted room to the exit.
Once out of the ballroom and his sight, she fell against the wall, letting her head thunk back. �God, Kayla!� she moaned, leaning there. �I can't believe this."
Her friend laughed and pulled her upright, leading her down the hall to the ladies� room. �Get a grip, girl. Has it been that long since you flirted with a guy?"
"Yes,� Erin groaned.
The washroom was the nicest one she'd ever been in. Each stall was huge, with its own red velvet chair and tiny vanity with a mirror. She collapsed onto the velvet chair and stared at her reflection in the mirror. She took out the shiny red lipstick and touched up her mouth, removed a tiny speck of mascara from one cheek. Eyes dark and shiny, her face glowed with excitement�and maybe from all the wine she'd drunk.
"If you want him, go for it,� Kayla advised from the other side of the wall.
Erin's mouth curved into a smile. �Why not?� she murmured.

Chapter Four

Dex barely touched his dessert, waiting for Erin to return from the ladies� room. As she made her way back to the table, she stopped numerous times to talk to various people from work. Before she'd even made it back to the table, some of the execs were giving their speeches, mercifully keeping them short and sweet. They drew for a few door prizes, creating a buzz in the air as people claimed their winnings, then the lights were lowered, and the dancing started.
Several couples immediately took to the dance floor while others just stood up and started mingling.
"So who's going to be the talk of the office tomorrow?� Marty, one of the accountants, asked with a smirk.
"It's always someone,� Joe replied. �Remember last year, when the CEO's secretary did a striptease?"
"Ha! Do I! That was a classic! How about the year that Bob Russell puked all over the VP of Marketing?"
"Man, he was in rough shape that night,� Marty agreed.
Dex listened with amusement. Yeah, these parties were just an invitation for trouble if you weren't careful. He turned in his seat and pushed his chair back so he could talk to Erin.
"How was dinner?� he asked.
"It was great. Did you enjoy it?"
"Oh, yeah.� He paused. �Would you like to dance?"
There was the briefest of hesitation, and then she said, �Sure.� They stood up and walked to the dance floor. Dex didn't mind dancing, but usually it was something he did because women expected it. Erin was a good dancer, not too flamboyant, and they moved to the beat of a current popular dance song. They stayed up for one more song, conversation difficult with the loud music, and then a slow song started. Erin hesitated, but Dex had been waiting for this and took her hand in his and pulled her close.
"Um...� Erin started to say something.
"What?� He bent his head. He was much taller than Erin, but she felt incredible in his arms.
"Nothing.� She smiled up at him, eyes warm and sparkling, cheeks flushed. God, she was gorgeous. He smiled back at her as they swayed slowly to the music.
"Did I tell you that you look gorgeous tonight?� he murmured.
The corners of her mouth kicked up. �Um ... no. Actually, you said I looked beautiful."
"Oh. Well. Beautiful and gorgeous. And hot."
"Are you flirting with me?� she asked, tilting her head appealingly to one side.
"Yes."
"Oh.� She swallowed. �Okay, then. Good."
"Is it good?"
She nodded slowly, her dark eyes fastened on his, and the rest of the room faded away as they moved to the slow, sensuous music, their bodies pressed together. They moved well together, no stepping on feet or awkward moves. When the song ended, it was several heartbeats before they realized and stepped away from each other.
Erin reached up and moved a long shiny tendril of dark hair away from her face. �How about another drink?� he offered and led the way to the bar.
He kept her by his side for the rest of the evening, while they mingled and talked to coworkers, danced again, waited with bated breath for door prizes to be drawn, commiserated when they won nothing. He'd never had more fun in his life. She was vibrant, entertaining, sexy as hell.
"How old are you?� Erin asked him when they were actually alone for a few minutes.
"Thirty-one. You?"
"Twenty-six."
"A baby.� He grinned, and she smiled back.
"Have you ever been married?"
He shook his head, sipped his drink. �No."
"Me neither. Have you ever been in love?"
"Whoa, what's with the questions?� he asked lightly. �Yeah, I guess I have."
Erin nodded thoughtfully. �Just trying to get to know you better. I know you're very smart because you're the youngest director in the company. Apparently you're a mathematical genius. I know you like playing baseball and pool, and I know you work long hours. Although you surprised me earlier when you said family takes precedence over work."
Why would that surprise her? Did he have some kind of reputation as a workaholic slave-driver or something? �Of course family is most important,� he said. �I also like to ski and play hockey, and I'm not a mathematical genius. I just like numbers."
"I dislike numbers very much,� she told him. He laughed. �And Excel spreadsheets and I do not get along."
"If you ever need help with a spreadsheet, I'm your man,� he said softly, touching a long curl that rested on her shoulder.
"Good to know."
"What about you? Tell me more about you. I know you're also a hard worker, you're smart and funny and a bit of a pool shark. Do you ski?"
She nodded. �A little. I'm not very good. Definitely don't play hockey."
He laughed again. �That's okay."
"I like going out for dinner and trying new restaurants, shopping and doing stuff with my nieces on weekends."
"How old are your nieces?� He remembered her watching the kids visiting Santa at the mall.
Her face softened. �Four, five, six and seven."
"Yikes."
She grinned. �The four-and six-year-olds belong to my sister, Anna, and the five-and seven-year-olds are my other sister, Jillian's. They're very competitive, and it was a race to produce the first grandchild. Jillian won."
"No boys yet in the family?"
She shook her head. �No. Anna and Jillian say that's up to me.� She laughed. �Could be waiting a long time for that, though."
"Don't you want kids?� He'd gotten the impression she really liked kids.
"Oh, yes, some day I do, but you kind of need a man for that. Well, actually these days I guess that's not totally true. But I'm not sure I'll ever get to the point where I'd go to a sperm donor just so I could have a baby."
Usually talk about having babies made him extremely nervous, but for some reason tonight the idea of Erin going to a sperm donor annoyed him. He had no idea why. It's not as if he were going to father her children ... although ... the idea wasn't as off-putting as it should have been.

The evening was a joyful haze of Christmas lights, music and laughter as Dex took her arm and kept her with him while he mingled with staff. Before tonight, she'd admired him from afar, although she did know some things about him. She'd been in meetings with him many times, and it wasn't just his good looks across the boardroom table that made her pant with desire. He was sharply intelligent, and he cared about the people who worked for him. She'd seen him stand up for someone who'd made a mistake because he encouraged his people to take risks. Unusual for a Finance guy. Usually they saw everything in black and white. She'd seen him argue for a decision that he believed in and others didn't, and later seen him proved right. But tonight, getting to know him better on a more personal level made him even more attractive. The way he looked at her so intently, those sparkly golden-brown eyes seeming to see right inside her, made her feel all warm and melty. He laughed at her jokes and smiled deliciously down at her, dimples deepening, giving her all sorts of achy, yearning feelings that she wasn't entirely sure what to do about.
Go for it, had been Kayla's advice.
So she stayed with him, smiling and making conversation with the two vice presidents at his side even as she wondered what they were thinking about Dex and her being together. A few people were giving them curious looks but, maybe because it was Dex, nobody said anything.

They danced again later in the evening, another slow dance, surrounded by couples barely moving to the music. Erin felt so good in his arms, but the boner in his pants was starting to get noticeable. As they danced, he tried to keep Erin at a bit of distance so as not to embarrass her (or himself), but she was determined to get closer to him. When she snuggled in against him and felt the happy package, her gaze flew up to his. He met her eyes steadily, watched her pupils explode, ready for her to pull back. Instead, she moved closer, if that were possible, letting go of his hand to wind both her arms around his neck. Her soft breasts pressed against his chest as she nestled closer, and he put both arms around her.
He realized they were practically standing on the dance floor making out and were starting to attract some knowing looks. But damn it, he did not want to move away from her at that moment. Or ever.
"Erin?� he murmured in her ear.
"Mmm.� She moved her hips against his enticingly. Jesus.
"People are looking at us. I don't mind, but..."
She raised her head and looked at him. �You don't want to be the talk of the office tomorrow?"
"Like I said, I don't care.� Hell, people could say what they wanted about him; it was Erin he was concerned about. �You might care, though. Somehow guys can get away with more."
She looked up at him and blinked. �True.� Then she smiled. �But I've wanted this forever."
"Really?� He smiled back at her, pleased and excited by her admission.
"Really. You're so hot, Dex.� She stroked his shoulder gently. �I've had such a crush on you."
He swallowed. �Uh ... wow.� She nodded dreamily, barely moving to the music. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. She was into him, too! Although she did seem the tiniest bit woozy, her words ever-so-slightly unclear. He hoped like hell it wasn't the booze talking.
The song was coming to an end. �Meet me out in the hall in five minutes."
Huh? She pulled away from him and disappeared through the crowd, presumably back to her table. He followed at a slower pace, back to the table where he'd sat for dinner, found the drink he'd left sitting there. He talked to a couple of people there for a few minutes then, as instructed, left the ballroom. The small hallway outside was empty except for Erin, standing by the door to the ladies� room. When she saw him walking up to her, she grabbed his hand, pushed open the washroom door, and dragged him inside.
"Whoa!� Startled, he tried to resist but the element of surprise was on her side so, despite his much greater size, she was able to drag him into one of the stalls and slam the door shut.
"Shh!� she hissed. She locked the door then turned to him. He glanced around. Wow. Ladies� bathrooms were really nice. She turned him and pushed him down to sit on the chair with the red velvet seat. He could just stare at her as she hiked her snug skirt up over her thighs so she could straddle his lap.
Holy shit. All the blood in his veins immediately rushed to his dick, which hardened painfully and made him dizzy. �Erin...� he croaked.
She put her hands on his shoulders and leaned in to kiss him, a luscious, soft, lingering kiss. He put his hands on her waist almost helplessly and held her, kissed her back. Her lips were velvety and warm and, when she opened her mouth over his and touched her tongue to his lips, his head started spinning.
He slid a hand up her back, over the smooth bare skin above the strapless dress and into her long silky hair to hold her head. He tilted her head for a better angle and deepened the kiss. On and on it went, deep, open-mouthed, devouring, something he'd wanted to do for months.
"Erin,� he groaned. Her small hands clamped onto his shoulders through the suit jacket, and he felt her squirming on his lap to get nearer. �God, Erin.� Then her hands were in his hair, gripping and tugging. Jesus, she was hot.
He moved the hand that was on her waist down so he could slide it along the silky skin of her thigh, and she moaned into his mouth. He was throbbing everywhere, insanely turned on by this outrageous conduct, even more aroused by the knowledge that all their coworkers were just feet away merrily partying.
She wriggled closer to him, and he could feel the damp heat of her panties against his crotch. Then she bit his lip, just hard enough to make him jump. �Sorry,� she whispered, and licked his bottom lip. Then she kissed him again. My God, she was going to kill him. Lust rose in him like a tidal wave, threatened to sweep them both away, and he ate at her mouth hungrily, fiercely.
She sat up and arched her back in invitation, her breasts so close to his face. He hesitated only a nanosecond before reaching for the back of her dress.
"The zipper's at the side,� she murmured, and lifted her left arm. He found the tiny tab and yanked it down, loosening the snug bodice, then tugged it down to her waist. God in heaven, her breasts were a work of art. High, round, just full enough, with tight dark nipples that begged to be sucked. He salivated as he looked down at her in awe.
"Beautiful, Erin,� he muttered and, closing his eyes, he bent to taste her. He took the tip of one breast into his mouth, and she was sweet against his tongue. He felt her quiver, arch her back even more, head falling back so her long hair was on his knees. He fisted one hand in that hair and tugged hard, tugged her back even farther, and he covered her chest with kisses, returning to the other hard little nipple to tug and suck.
"Dex, oh, God,� she cried out softly.
"Shh,� he whispered. �We have to be quiet."
"Yes, yes, quiet,� she babbled mindlessly. Then she let out a long moan as he sucked hard on the budded tip of her breast. Her pelvis pressed against his hard-on, and he pushed her thighs farther apart to allow her closer. Rocking against him, she was clearly seeking satisfaction.
"Hold on, gorgeous,� he whispered and shoved his hand inside the black lace panties she wore. His fingers found her wet and hot and slick, and he stroked through her creases, as low as he could go in the position they were in, finding the entrance to her tight sheath, then back up over the swollen button that was her clitoris. She jerked on his lap when he touched her there, bit her lip, eyes closed.
"Is that good?� he asked softly, stroking her there.
"Yes,� she sighed. �So good."
He felt the tension building in her body, her thighs quivering, muscles tightening, and then they both heard the door to the ladies� room open. High-pitched voices chattered as two�or was it three?�women came in.
Erin and Dex tensed and leaned their foreheads together, panting, trying not to make a sound. Erin didn't recognize the voices. Damn! She'd been so close! She tried to suck oxygen into her lungs. Her head whirled, and she throbbed between her legs.
She put a finger on Dex's lips and smiled. He looked panicked, and she almost giggled. She sat there on his lap, throbbing and aching to finish what they'd started while the girls took their time fixing their makeup and gossiping.
Dex tried to remove his hand, but she grabbed his wrist and glared at him. He grinned and left his hand where it was, resumed stroking and rubbing ... yes ... right ... there. A whimper escaped her mouth, and she clapped a horrified hand over it.
The bathroom grew quiet, and Erin heard muffled giggles. Oh, no. They probably spotted Dex's shoes beneath the door. The door of the stall went almost to the floor, so she'd been hoping they wouldn't notice the shiny black dress shoes. Maybe they hadn't. Maybe they were giggling about something else. She closed her eyes, quivering with need.
When the room was silent again, she opened her eyes to look at Dex. He was fighting a smile, eyes gleaming. �I think they might have noticed us,� she whispered.
He nodded and bit his lip. �Ya think?"
"I'm sorry, Dex."
He grabbed her ass and hauled her closer. �Might as well finish what we started."
His hand delved into her panties again, his fingers slick with her moisture, and her body tightened and twitched as he stroked her. �God!� she cried out, unable to keep quiet as the tension spiraled up and up and over, her body shuddering in delight as she collapsed onto Dex's broad chest.
She lay there, limp and quivering. The room tilted and twirled around her, and she wasn't sure if it was the orgasm or the wine that made her all dizzy and weak.
"I can't believe we just did that,� he muttered in her ear, laughter tingeing his deep voice.
"Believe it,� she whimpered into his chest. �That was incredible.� Then she lifted her head. �But not for you.� She started to move on his lap, and he put his hands on her hips to still her, shaking his head ruefully.
"It's okay,� he said, his voice raspy. �You owe me, but I'll collect later."
She looked into his eyes and smiled slowly. �I owe you."
She climbed off his lap and straightened her clothing, enjoying the admiration and lust she could see in his face as he watched her. He ran his hands through his hair and straightened his tie, but otherwise he didn't look any worse off. Her reflection, on the other hand, revealed a wanton woman with tangled hair, swollen lips and just the faintest hint of whisker burn on her chin. She rolled her lips in as she dug in her little purse for her lipstick.
He stood behind her, stroking her long hair back off her face and running his fingers through it to tame it. �I don't have a hair brush,� she whispered.
"It looks fine,� he told her. �Very sexy."
She stood up and turned to face him. He was sexy. Insanely sexy. She kissed him lightly on the mouth, then rubbed the lipstick away with her thumb. �Thank you,� she said softly.
"Don't forget. You owe me,� he reminded her with a wicked gleam in his eye.
He let her leave first as a scout. She checked the hallway and finding no one there, beckoned him. He then disappeared into the men's room so she wouldn't go back into the ballroom with him.
Erin walked casually back to her table. Kayla and Brent were sitting there.
"Hey,� Kayla said, looking Erin up and down. �Where were you?"
"Dancing,� she replied, picking up a half-drank glass of wine.
"Oh. �Cause Wendy and Melissa just came back. Apparently there's a couple getting it on in the ladies� room."
Erin fought to control the heat that would make her cheeks pink and hot. �Really?� She tipped the last of a wine bottle into her glass.
"Are you okay?� Kayla asked. �You look kind of flushed. Maybe you've had enough wine."
"There you go, being a mother again,� Erin teased. �I am totally fine.� Although she did feel a nice little buzz. She sat back in her chair and wondered where Dex had gotten to. Oh, man, did he know how to get a girl off. She'd been so wound up and hot for him it had hardly taken anything. Now they just had to hope that no one would realize it had been them in there.
She looked around at the party. It was getting late, and some people had started to leave. In fact, Kayla was picking up her purse and looking for her husband.
"Do you want to come with us?� she asked Erin.
"Um...� She wanted to see Dex again. But if she didn't get a ride with them, she'd have to take a taxi. She looked around the room for him, but didn't see him. Since they'd left the ladies� room he'd disappeared.
Oh no. Maybe she'd been a bit too aggressive. Maybe she'd scared him away.
They'd been having so much fun, she'd really thought he was as attracted to her as she was to him and that maybe this evening was the start of something more. What an idiot she was.
She bit her lip. Oh, God. Had she just made a total fool of herself with the director of finance? What on earth was she going to say to him the next time she saw him in the office?
Trying to maintain her composure, she smiled brightly at Kayla. �Sure, I'll take that ride."

Chapter Five

"Please turn that music down,� Erin begged Jason the next morning. He'd brought in a CD player and had Christmas songs playing at full volume. Her head pounded, her eyes hurt, and her stomach felt a little iffy.
"Someone had a bit too much to drink last night,� he teased, but he lowered the volume a notch. That silly red plush Santa hat perched on his head again.
"And someone was getting very friendly with the director of finance last night,� Cheryl added with a sly smile.
"Not as friendly as that couple in the ladies� room,� Melissa put in. �I'm dying to know who that was."
"You and everyone else,� Cheryl agreed with a laugh.
"Does everyone know about that?� Erin asked with a frown. She took a big gulp of the Grande Starbuck's coffee and scalded her lips.
"Are you kidding? Of course! Now that is juicy gossip.� Melissa looked at her speculatively. �Hey. Maybe it was Erin and Mr. Mitchell."
Erin's brain pulsed. She tried to wave a casual hand and gave a little laugh. �Please. As if."
The others all looked at each other and raised their brows, and Erin knew the rumors were going to fly. Great. Just what she needed.
"I'll find out who it was,� Cheryl said confidently, and Erin's heart skipped a beat. Cheryl was the mistress of the office grapevine and, if anyone could find out, it would be Cheryl. But surely she and Dex were the only ones who knew, and he would never say anything ... would he? She bit her lip.
"Here,� Cheryl said unexpectedly. �This is for you.� She handed her a little wrapped present. Erin stared at it in dismay. She had nothing for Cheryl! Why on earth was she giving her a Christmas present?
She took it slowly. �Thank you, Cheryl,� she said uncertainly. Could she run out and pick something up? God, there was no time. They finished work at noon, and it was eleven-thirty. In fact, most people would be leaving soon. She took a breath. �I'm sorry, I didn't get anything for you...."
Cheryl waved a cheery hand. �That's okay. It's just a little something. Merry Christmas, Erin."
Damn, she hated that. Why hadn't she thought to pick up a couple of extra little things? Probably because she'd been so busy and stressed running around buying all the staff gifts, organizing the party, and trying to figure out what she'd get her own family. She sighed.
As the others all started to leave, calls of �Merry Christmas� and �see you in the new year� were exchanged. Kayla gave her a hug, and Jason came over to wish her Merry Christmas and plunked the foolish Santa hat on her head. Erin sat in her cubicle and stared at the spreadsheet on her computer monitor. If she could finish this report today, it would be ready to go when everyone was back in the office in January.
Too bad the top of her head was coming off, though. The Aspirin she'd taken earlier had done nothing, and she really, really wanted to sleep. When the office was quiet, she slid down in her chair and leaned her head back, closing her eyes. Ah.
In a few minutes she'd tackle that report. Too bad there was a damn spreadsheet in it. On the best days that was an issue for her, never mind when she was hung over. When she was done, she'd scoot out and pick up the other gifts she had to get before the stores closed and be over at her parents� by six o'clock as required.
"Nice hat."
She opened her eyes and met those of Dex, standing in the opening to her cubicle, watching her with amusement, eyes gleaming, dimples flashing. Her heart stopped for one beat then picked up a painful thumping in her chest.
"Thanks."
She sat up and went to remove the hat.
"No, leave it,� he said, coming closer and adjusting it on her head. �It looks cute."
She gazed at him wide-eyed. �Um ... do you need something?� She was completely, hotly mortified to see him after what had happened last night. She wanted to slide right out of her chair and under the desk.
"Oh, yeah,� he replied softly. �I need to collect my debt."
"Huh?� She looked at him blankly.
"Remember? Last night you said you owed me."
Oh. My. God. He could not be serious. She felt her cheeks scorching and put her hands up to them.
"Look, I am so sorry about last night,� she began, her voice trembling. �I had way too much to drink and kind of got carried away...."
He paused. �So ... what are you saying? It was just a drunken mistake?"
"Um...� God, she didn't know what to say. Why was he here? Why was he doing this to her? Surely he didn't just come here expecting her to ... her mind couldn't even go there.
He drew back a bit, and his face had a look on it that was almost ... hurt. His eyes shuttered, and the amusement that had deepened his dimples and curved his mouth was gone.
"Please,� she whispered. �I don't know what to say. I don't know what's going on, or what was going on last night. You disappeared after..."
He blinked. �I went to the men's room, and then I went and talked to some other people. I didn't want any rumors to start so I was just staying away from you for a little while. Then I couldn't find you. Why did you take off?"
"I got a ride home. With Kayla and her husband. I thought you'd left. God, I was so embarrassed.� She pressed a hand to her aching eyes.
"Why were you embarrassed? No one knows that was us."
She shook her head. �No, I mean I was embarrassed because I behaved like that. I have never been so slutty in my life, and you must have been absolutely horrified."
"Are you kidding me?� He looked incredulous. �That was even better than my best fantasies about you."
She blinked, uncertain if she'd heard correctly. �You ... have fantasies ... about me?"
He nodded slowly. �Hell, yeah. All the time. But I couldn't even have imagined that. Christ, it was hot."
She softened, relaxed a little, her tummy still doing flips, and now it wasn't just the hangover. �Oh.� She swallowed. �Um ... you were taking a chance coming here. People are talking. Everyone is wondering who it was getting lucky in the ladies� room."
His eyes warmed again and he put a hand to his heart. �I swear I will never tell anyone,� he promised solemnly.
"Me either.� Suddenly her headache was better. �But people did notice us together last night."
He shrugged. �Nothing wrong with that."
"Really?� She gazed at him. Things seemed much merrier than they had a short while ago.
"I would have made up another stupid payroll question if the others were still around,� he told her, sitting on the edge of her desk. �But here you are, all alone."
She nodded. He'd been making up payroll questions? God!
"I actually came to see what you're doing tonight. My family doesn't arrive until tomorrow, and I'd like to ... see you. You know. Go out."
"Like ... on a date?"
He nodded, eyes watching her carefully.
"Oh.� She sighed, and tingles of warm pleasure zinged through her body. �Oh, I would really like that. But tonight is the night my family exchanges gifts."
"Oh.� He looked disappointed. �Well, what about right now? We could go for lunch."
She sighed and looked at her computer. �I was really hoping to finish this report before I leave,� she said, and bit her lip. �Otherwise I'll have to come in over the holidays and finish it. And I really need to go pick up some gifts."
"Oh.� He looked at the spreadsheet on her monitor. �Maybe I could help. If we get it done quickly, you'll have time for lunch."
"Um ... okay."
"What are you doing here?"
"I'm trying to create a pivot table, but it's not working, and I have no idea what I'm doing wrong."
"Piece of cake,� he murmured, reaching for her mouse. �Tell me what you want."
She told him, and with a few clicks he had her pivot table done and saved in the report. �Awesome,� she breathed, feeling better and better.
"Now,� she rolled her chair closer to the keyboard. �I have a few things left to copy and paste.� She worked quickly for the next ten minutes then saved the document. �Done.� She gave a big sigh of relief and smiled at him. �Thank you so much."
"Hey, any time. Now, I'll buy you lunch."
They went to a restaurant nearby where the lunch crowd had already started to thin out. Erin's stomach wasn't feeling totally normal, but maybe eating something would make her feel better. Strangely enough, the headache was almost gone.
Wow. She'd been so sure she had totally humiliated herself last night, but here she was seated across from Dex who was smiling warmly at her, laughing at her description of her hangover. They talked and laughed and ate lunch, and Erin was horrified the next time she glanced at her watch to see it was almost five o'clock.
"Oh, my God!� she exclaimed. �We've been sitting here for three hours!"
Dex nodded, unperturbed. �Yeah. Amazing. It only feels like a few minutes."
"But my Christmas shopping! I'll never make it to the mall on time!"
His face fell. �Shit. I forgot about that. I'm sorry, Erin. Let me take you."
She shook her head, frantically gathering up her things. �That's okay."
"Oh come on. I can help. Just tell me what to do. I'll be your gopher."
She stopped and stared at him, shaking her head, lips twitching. �You in no way resemble a gopher,� she told him, and he grinned. �All right, come on then."
They went and got in his car in the parking garage. In the dim light, he turned to her, white teeth flashing. �Thanks for having lunch with me,� he said and leaned across to give her a kiss. Oh.
It was a slow, sensual kiss, soft and lingering, his lips warm on hers. She opened for him, touched her tongue to his, heard his low groan. He cupped the back of her head and pulled her closer, tipping his head for a better angle, deepening the kiss. She grabbed the lapels of his soft coat, drawing herself closer, wishing they weren't in a car with a console between them.
His fingers came up to her cheek, stroked her softly, and then he moved away, his thumb running over her bottom lip. She gazed at him. �Wow,� she managed to breath.
"Yeah.� His voice was husky. �Damn, I like kissing you."
"Me, too."
He hauled her closer, over the console, wrapped his arms around her, and she clutched him, and they were kissing again, feverishly, mouth crushed against mouth, his tongue filling her mouth in a way that made her ache way down low.
Thick and bulky winter coats frustrated both of them, and Dex growled. �Damn,� he said. �Let's go to my place."
"Oh, yeah,� she moaned, kissing him again. Then common sense returned, and she almost cried. �I can't,� she wailed softly. �I still have stupid Christmas presents to buy."
They both looked at the clock on the dash of his Lexus then back at each other. �I'll never make it now,� she groaned. She thunked her forehead down on his chest.
"I'm sorry, Erin,� he murmured, kissing the top of her head. �It's my fault."
"No, it's not.� She stayed like that for a moment. �This just isn't a good Christmas."
"It's okay,� he soothed.
She looked up. �I'll pick up something at 7-Eleven,� she said, sighing. �I guess that's all I can do."
He looked as if he was going to laugh. �It's not funny.� She scowled. Now he did smile and pushed a strand of hair off her face.
"It is funny,� he said. �Maybe you don't see it right now, but you will."
She sat back in her seat and leaned her head against the headrest. �Yeah, maybe.� She took a deep breath. �Well, if I'm not going shopping, I guess I should just go home. I need to change to go over to my parents� place tonight."
"Oh."
She turned and looked searchingly at him. �Would ... would you like to come? It's a family thing, but ... they won't mind.� At least they could have more time together.
"I wouldn't want to impose."
She shook her head. �Don't worry about that. My family would love to have you, really. I don't know how much fun it will be for you, but they won't mind."
"Okay then. I'd love to come."
"You don't know my family,� she warned. �My brothers-in-law are both rude and crude, there'll be four wound-up little girls running around waiting for Santa to come, and my parents will probably be checking you out to see if you're good enough for me."
He grinned. �I can handle it. How late do we have to stay?"
Something warm and liquid slid down low inside her, and she smiled. �As late as we want. Maybe after, we could have that date ... sort of. We could go back to my place and have some hot chocolate or something...."
"That sounds awesome.� He paused then gave a wicked smile. �Remember, you owe me."
She swallowed as warmth rushed over her at the thought. Then she gave him her address, and they arranged a time for him to pick her up. With a long, hard kiss, they said good-bye.

Chapter Six

Erin's family was a hoot. Her father was even funnier than Erin. Her sisters were sweet. Their husbands were ... okay, yeah, they could be rude and crude but in a completely inoffensive way that made him laugh. They all welcomed him as if he'd been with Erin for ages, not a total stranger to them, even though it was Christmas Eve and a family party.
The house was a big old house in a well-to-do neighborhood, exquisitely decorated with lush greenery, twinkling white lights everywhere, and a lavishly decorated tree. When he got closer to the tree, he saw with amusement that many of the ornaments were old and even home-made, created and garishly painted by little hands.
"Is this where you grew up?� he asked Erin as she handed him a cup of eggnog.
She nodded.
"I want to see your bedroom,� he murmured and watched her cheeks turn pink.
"Dex!"
"Hey.� He pulled her in close so he could whisper in her ear. �If you can drag me into the women's washroom and have your way with me, I think we can sneak away to your bedroom for a few minutes.� He paused. �Don't worry, I won't collect my debt here."
She laughed breathlessly, and he loved how he could get her going like that.
"Okay,� she said. She leaned her head back on his shoulder to look up into his face.
"Auntie Erin! Auntie Erin! Come show us that thing that tells us where Santa is!"
Dex raised a brow at her.
"It's a Web site,� she told him with a little laugh. �It's tracking Santa's progress."
She'd introduced him to Ashley, Brittany, Courtney and Destiny, and he'd grinned. He would never remember all the names. Numbers he could remember, names not so much. Although the alphabetical thing might help. He followed behind her and the herd of little girls as they went into the den and she opened up the Web site. �See, right now he's in England,� she told them seriously. �And this is where we are.� She pointed to the screen.
"He's coming, he's coming!� They all squealed excitedly and ran from the room. Dex grinned.
"They get a little hyper,� she explained affectionately. She stood up, and Dex moved right up so they were touching, looking at each other.
"Erin?� Her mother appeared in the French doors of the den. Dex jumped back a little, prompting a glimmer of amusement on her mom's face. �We're going to open gifts now. Are you coming?"
"What about Santa?� Dex inquired as he followed the two women out of the room.
"He brings presents for the kids,� Erin explained their family tradition. �They'll open those in the morning. Tonight, we just exchange family presents.� She bit her lip. �Such as they are."
He could see how distressed she was about the whole present thing. She was a bit of a perfectionist, he was coming to realize. It was very sweet.
She was apologizing all over the place about the gifts as they opened their presents, until finally her mother set down the fuzzy socks she was holding and scolded her.
"Erin, just stop,� she said firmly. �You're here, and we love you. It doesn't matter about the presents. You could wrap up dog poop, and we'd still love you."
Dex snorted with laughter but pulled Erin in for a hug.
"Yeah, Erin,� her sisters agreed.
"I don't want dog poop!� Brittany wailed, and everybody laughed.
"It doesn't have to be perfect,� her mother continued, her voice softer now. �You get all caught up in having to have the perfect gift, perfect decorations, everything perfect ... it doesn't have to be perfect."
He saw Erin's hand come up to her face and swipe at a tear. He tightened his arm around her shoulders protectively, and she turned her face into his chest. Aw, hell, she was crying.
"I just wanted to get everyone something they would like,� she sobbed into his sweater. �And I found all these perfect gifts, and they never showed up, and I didn't have time to go shopping because I had all this other stuff to do ... the party...� She sniffled. �...the staff gifts. And all the work that needs to be done by year end.� She fisted her hand in his sweater. Dex looked up at the rest of the family gazing at her in horror and pressed a hand to the back of her silky head. �Then today Cheryl gave me a present, and I didn't even have anything for her! And then I end up giving you guys stupid presents from 7-Eleven, and it just sucks!"
Dex swallowed uncomfortably. �She's been a little stressed lately,� he explained to her family. They all nodded, even the girls quiet now. The only sounds in the room for a long moment were �Silent Night� playing on the stereo and Erin's sobbing.
She lifted a tear-streaked, stricken face then stood up and ran out of the room.
Dex looked around at the people he hardly knew and forced a smile. �Uh..."
Having dashed out of the room completely mortified, Erin headed for her old bedroom. There she sat down on the bed and covered her face with her hands.
What more could go wrong? She knew she'd been stressed but, God, breaking down in front of Dex and her whole family�well, especially in front of Dex�was just wrong. Dex had finally shown interest in her after months of crushing on him from afar, and now she'd completely blown it. She was such a loser.
She sobbed quietly, embarrassment now layered over unhappiness.
What would he think of her? She didn't know if this was considered a date or not but, other than lunch earlier, it was the first time they'd gone out, and here she was, a puddle of misery. This must just be a lovely evening for him, and now he was down there sitting with strangers. Or maybe not. Maybe he'd decided to get while the going was good, make his escape while she was up here crying her mascara off.
She lifted her head, wiped at her face and sniffed. Then she heard a soft knock on the door, and the door opened a crack.
"Erin?"
It was Dex. She swiped more at her eyes and under her nose. She must look hideous.
He poked his head in the door and eyed her cautiously.
"Are you okay?"
She gave a jerky nod. �Yes. I'm mostly embarrassed now."
He came all the way in and closed the door gently behind him. �Don't be embarrassed."
She closed her eyes, felt her cheeks get warm. Her entire face must be as red as a Christmas ornament by now. �I'm sorry I lost it. I've just been..."
"Stressed. You're trying to do too much and make everything perfect. Like your mom said.� He came and sat beside her on the bed, put his arm around her shoulders and hugged her. He stroked her hair and her back. �They just want you for Christmas. The gifts don't matter."
"I know.� She sniffed. Dex reached for a tissue from a box that sat on the table beside the bed and handed it to her. �I feel like such an idiot. I wouldn't have blamed you if you'd left. It's Christmas Eve, and I doubt you want to be sitting here with a loony tune like me."
"This is exactly where I want to be sitting on Christmas Eve,� he said softly. He stroked a finger over her cheek, swiping up one last tear. Their eyes met and held. Erin swallowed, her throat tight.
"Okay,� she whispered. He leaned in and kissed her, a gentle, slow lingering kiss. When he drew back, her heart was pumping madly. She drew in a shaky breath. �Thank you, Dex. You're right, I've been kind of stressed out.� She blew her nose, looking all adorable and pink. He couldn't help but smile. �Sorry,� she apologized again. She smiled brightly. �I feel better now."
"Ready to come back downstairs?"
She nodded. �I just need to fix my face a little."
"You look gorgeous.� Something soft and warm expanded inside her at his words. If he thought she looked gorgeous now, oh man. It was almost enough to make her start crying again.
They went back downstairs.
"I want a hippopotamus for Christmas!� little Ashley announced. �Not dog poop!"
The girls all started singing.
"I want a hippopotamus for Christmas!
"Only a hippopotamus will do.
"I don't want a doll, no dinky tinker toys.
"I want a hippopotamus to play with and enjoy."
Laughter surrounded Erin and Dex as they walked back into the living room.
"I think I know where you get it from,� Dex remarked to Erin a while later, as they went into the dining room for an elaborate buffet. Plates and trays of beautiful hors d'oeuvres, sandwiches, and desserts were arranged over the antique furniture, accented with greenery and candles. �Did you make all this, Mrs. Nordman?"
"Call me Kathy,� she told him. �And yes, I did."
"This is incredible.� He tasted a small savory pastry. �Awesome."
"Thank you.� She looked pleased at his compliment, and Erin grinned.
"Speaking of perfectionists, Mom...� she teased, and her mother laughed, too.
It wasn't long before Anna and Jillian started making noise about getting the girls home to bed, and Dex and Erin also took their leave.
Outside, soft, sparkling snowflakes drifted down from the sky. �Perfect Christmas Eve snow,� Erin said, turning her face up to the pearly glowing sky.
"I love your family,� Dex told her.
"Thanks. So ... do you want to come back to my place for a while?"
"Oh, yeah."
Her tummy did little flips of excitement all the way home. Dex was coming to her place. She pressed a hand to her abdomen as he drove through snowy, quiet streets to her apartment.
She flicked on a light switch as they entered. Her apartment was in an older building, with worn hardwood floors and elaborate woodwork. She didn't know what Dex would think of it, but she liked the charm and character of older buildings. She took his coat and hung it in a small closet then led the way into her living room. She hit another switch, and the tree in the corner lit up.
Dex stood there, surveyed the perfectly decorated tree, the candles and greenery swagging the oak fireplace mantel, the collection of Nutcrackers on the floor, and gave a big sigh.
"What?� she asked, going over to turn on her stereo. Soft Christmas music played on piano surrounded them.
"It's perfect,� he said heavily, and she laughed.
"I'm sorry. I love Christmas. Usually I love Christmas,� she amended. �This year things haven't gone entirely right."
"And that annoys the hell out of you, doesn't it?� They sat down on her couch, the only light in the room the glow of the Christmas tree lights, and she shifted a bit so she could see him.
She liked how he seemed to know her so well already. �Yeah, it does,� she admitted ruefully. She let out a long breath. �I'm working on my perfectionism. But there is one thing that went right this Christmas."
"Oh, yeah?� His hands pulled her closer, and she wanted to climb onto his lap and wrap herself around him. She was softening, heating up, yearning for him. All evening she'd watched him with her family, how he fit in, how he got every joke, and wanted to just jump on him. She'd felt as if she were falling, tumbling head over heels down a slope, dizzy and warm and excited. She wanted to tumble right into his arms and stay there forever.
God, could she be falling in love with him?
"Yeah,� she whispered. He framed her face with his big hands, and their eyes met and held. Then he moved closer, her eyes fluttered shut, and he kissed her, a deep, warm, lush tongue kiss that she could feel right between her thighs. The kiss grew hotter, deeper, his hand on her face holding her there for his mouth as he ate at her, licked her, consumed her.
They drew apart to look at each other wonderingly.
Then she crawled onto his lap, wound her arms around his neck, and he lifted her hips and settled her into place, his grip tight on her, and they were kissing again, mindless, lost.
"I was drunk last night,� she admitted to him long moments later, her voice throaty. �But I knew exactly what I was doing."
He groaned.
"And I know exactly what I'm doing now.� She slid off the couch to the floor between his knees. Her fingers went to the button of his pants then slowly drew the zipper down. He was big and hard beneath the fly, and she bit her lip as she opened his pants, tugged them down a bit and reached inside. She stroked him through the soft cotton of his underwear, heard his sharply indrawn breath. She glanced up at his face through her lashes. His head was back, eyes closed, face tight with what looked like pain.
"I want to taste you,� she whispered. �Lift.� As he raised his hips, she pulled his pants and underwear down so that he was revealed to her, and now it was her turn to suck in a breath. God, he was gorgeous. His penis rose up, thick and long, darkly flushed, beautifully shaped. She took him in her hands, stroked him and felt him swell even more.
"Erin,� he groaned.
"Mmm?� She bent and kissed the head of his penis then gave a little lick to taste the drop of fluid there. She inhaled the scent of him, musky and male and warm.
He put his hands in her hair. �I know you owe me,� he said. �But you don't have to do this."
"What do you want to do?� she murmured, drawing back a bit and smiling at him. His eyes met hers, and they were hot and dark. His cheeks were flushed, and she felt a little thrill at seeing Dex Mitchell, always so professional, polished and controlled, sprawled on her couch looking so disturbed and aroused, and all because of her. She shivered.
"I want to fuck you,� he muttered, hands tightening in her hair, not looking away from her eyes. �So bad."
Another jolt of sensation went through her, and she wanted him, too, with a hot, aching yearning that was almost unbearable. His eyes were questioning as he watched her, and she nodded, a quick jerky nod. �Yes,� she finally whispered.
She moved back to sit on her heels, and he stood up, tugged his pants back up and tucked himself away, not bothering with the zipper. Then he reached for her hands and pulled her gently to her feet. �Where's your bedroom?� He brushed his mouth across hers in a tender kiss.
She led the way, walking in front of him, both hands behind her holding his.
She reached for the lamp beside the bed then turned to look at him inquiringly. He nodded, reached behind him and pulled his sweater off over his head. She watched him, fascinated, saliva pooling in her mouth at the sight of his broad, bare chest, lightly dusted with golden-brown hair. His muscles were defined and hard, biceps rounded as he held the sweater in his hands and looked back at her. She smiled and clicked the lamp on.
A soft pool of golden light fell around her, and she too drew her sweater over her head and dropped it onto the floor. She was wearing what she thought of as her Christmas underwear�a red lace bra and matching lace tanga panties.
"Very festive,� Dex murmured, moving closer and stroking his fingers over the red lace.
"You like it?"
"Oh yeah.� He stroked his fingers over the tops of her breasts, revealed by the low-cut bra. She closed her eyes as his touch sizzled over her. She felt him undo her skirt, and it dropped to the floor. She stood there in her scarlet lingerie. �Wow.� His eyes admired her as she opened hers to look at him. He ran his hands down her sides to her hips and back up, resting on her waist and pulling her against him as he kissed her again. She put her hands on his waist, too, firm and warm, pressed her full, aching breasts against him longingly.
She couldn't think clearly, she was so overwhelmed with need and excitement. She wanted him naked, so she shoved at his pants, still unfastened, until they fell to the floor and he stepped out of them.
He gave her a little push and, with a gasp, she fell back onto her bed, the down duvet puffing up around her. As he joined her she caught a glimpse of his nude body, wide shoulders tapering to a lean waist and hips, long muscular thighs dusted with hair. Oh, God, it was almost unbearable, the tension that rose in her, twisting tighter and tighter.
He stroked her body, still adorned in the sexy lace lingerie, cupped her breast, trailed his fingers down over her tummy, making her shiver with delight. He traced the edge of the thong underwear, over one hip bone, around behind her over the cheek of her butt that was so, so sensitive. She quivered helplessly beneath him, desperate with need, aching to have him touch her there ... so close to where his fingers were.
He slid his hand around front again and, this time, covered her mound, holding her there. She throbbed against his hand and lifted her pelvis to press herself farther into his palm. He kissed her, holding her sex like that as he devoured her with his mouth. It was so heart-wrenchingly intimate she thought she was going to die of yearning.
She pulsed into his hand, wanting more, needing more, but still he ate at her mouth, used lips, tongue and teeth to drive her crazy, bring her to a frenzy of desire, while his hand just held her vulva. She could feel the dampness of her panties, knew she was dripping there.
"Dex,� she begged. �Touch me."
"I am touching you."
"I need more,� she moaned into his mouth. She lifted her hips against his hand, and he laughed softly.
"But it's my turn, remember?"
She tossed her head back and forth on the pillow. Shit, he couldn't be so cruel as to get her so close then stop. But then his fingers slipped beneath the lace panties and slid into the slippery creases of her labia, stroking her wetness, one finger tenderly finding her clitoris and rubbing.
"Oh ... oh!� she cried as she convulsed with a quick, hard climax, a shower of stars sparkling behind her eyes. She shuddered beneath his hand, and he kissed her again, taking her soft gasps into his mouth.
"There,� he murmured moments later, withdrawing his hand.
"What do you mean, �there'?� she demanded, her voice weak. �It was supposed to be your turn."
"Who's counting?"
She struggled to open her eyes and look at him. His lips curved into a wicked little smile that made her want him all over again. �We have all night. Right?"
"Right."
[�

Chapter Seven

Dex loved the holly-berry red lingerie, but now he was ready to see her out of it. He slid his hands around behind her to the clasp of the bra. It flicked open easily, and he drew it away from her body and tossed it to the floor. She had her white teeth buried in her bottom lip as she watched him big-eyed, almost anxiously.
He studied her breasts again, having been unable to get them out of his mind since the night of the party. They were just as luscious as he recalled, and he bent his head to take one tight little nipple in his mouth, a sweet hard little berry. He tugged and sucked and tongued the budded tip, making her writhe and whimper beneath him.
"Oh, yes,� she breathed, threading her hands through his hair and holding him to her breast. �Yes, yes."
He moved to the other nipple, reached for the first with his fingers, tugged the tip gently. Having both nipples attended to seemed to almost send her over the edge, making her wild for him. God, she was incredible. It was such a turn on to see her respond like that, to know he could make her so hot.
His cock was rock hard and throbbing with need as desire for her surged through his body. He needed her desperately, urgently, now.
"Erin, I can't wait,� he muttered.
"Do it,� she urged him, hands on his back trying to pull him up and over her.
"Hold on.� He reached for his pants on the floor beside the bed. He rose back up with a condom in his hand and quickly sheathed himself, gritting his teeth as he did so, so close to coming he could taste it.
Then he took himself in one hand and directed the head of his dick to her soft, wet opening, pushing gently. She was tight even though she was so excited she was dripping. Her fingernails bit into the flesh of his shoulders as he pushed his way into her.
"I'm sorry,� he muttered, clenching his jaw yet again. �You're so tight, Erin.� He pushed farther, inch by inch, until he was almost there. �Open for me, gorgeous,� he murmured and, with a last hard thrust of his hips, he was there. �Christ, you feel good.� He panted, waiting, trying to hold off a bit longer, but it was hopeless. He felt his balls tighten, and he thrust into her once, twice, then his orgasm crashed over him in wave after wave of heat.
She wrapped her legs around him, arched beneath him. He hadn't had time to even think of her, but she was coming anyway, just behind him, crying out as he filled her, poured himself into her.
She panted for breath, arms and legs tight around him, and he almost choked as emotion overwhelmed him. Holy shit.
He rolled to the side, taking her with him, fighting for control of his breath, his heart. What the hell was that?
He'd waited a long time for Erin, watched her every day at work, admired her gentle warmth and patience in long, boring meetings, respected her knowledge and the advice she gave him and others. He'd tried not to drool over her hot body and gorgeous smile, fantasized about her at night (okay, sometimes in his office, too). Was that why the sex had been so insanely hot? Because he'd dreamed about it for so long?
Or was it something more than that? Because he'd never felt touched so deeply, so intensely satisfied, so weak and limp as he did right now.
He stroked a hand over her smooth back, felt her breathing and her heartbeat slow as she recovered.
"I want to do that again,� he told her abruptly. She lifted her head, and her smile almost took his breath away. Wow. She was here in his arms ... or rather, he was here in her bed. Jesus. He swallowed hard.
"But my debt is paid off,� she said, eyes gleaming.
He choked on a laugh. �Hey, wait a minute. How many times did you come just now?"
There was a short silence. With a wicked little smile, she said, �Um. Twice."
"Ha! So we're not exactly even."
"But who's counting? Isn't that what you said?"
"Hmm. I am an accountant."
She laughed. �This could be fun, keeping things even."
He groaned and pushed her head down to his chest. �Just give me few minutes,� he muttered, and she laughed softly and snuggled in against him in a way that felt so perfect and natural and right.
They might have dozed off, at least Dex thought he did, becoming conscious of her soft body pressed against him in a sort of dreamy haze. He stroked his hands down over her back, over her rounded bottom, teasing the crease where cheek joined thigh. She wriggled against him, and he knew she was awake, too.
He continued to stroke her, learning the places that made her twitch and quiver. When he felt the tension rising in her body, he rolled her onto her back. She lay there, long dark hair spread out on the pillow, her velvety eyes big and dark, her mouth swollen, and he just gazed down at her in awe. He cupped a breast, filling his palm with its softness, then rubbed the nipple, loving how it drew up tight and stiff against his hand. Her eyes drifted closed, and he made love to her with his hands and his mouth, kissing her nipples, then taking them between his teeth and carefully tugging, first one then the other.
She whimpered, and her legs twitched on the bed with need. He pulled the covers down so she was bare to him, stroked a hand over her firm tummy, tangled his fingers in the damp, dark curls between her legs. Her legs parted in invitation, and he smiled and moved between them, kneeling there. He pushed her thighs farther apart with gentle hands, revealing her feminine beauty all pink and gleaming wet. �Oh wow,� he breathed. Her eyes blinked open, and she bit her lip, her cheeks pink.
"Dex..."
He met her eyes and smiled. �You are so fucking beautiful, Erin.� He bent his head to inhale her, taste her, the scent of her arousal filling him, making him crazy. He took a long, slow lick, and her body jerked at the touch of his tongue. God, she tasted good. He continued to lick at her, hands on her thighs, then moved in closer to spread her more to him, so he could plunge his tongue inside her and taste her even more deeply. She cried out, writhed on the bed, lifted her hips to him.
He was hungry for her, starved for her, and he ate at her voraciously, found her swollen clit and sucked, licked, ate her. As he felt the sweet tension in her rise, her breathing hitched, and he latched on to her clit and sucked hard, sending her over. God, it was sensational the way she came in his mouth like that, pulsing hot and wet against his tongue. She cried out, whimpered through her release, said his name over and over.
"I love making you come like that,� he whispered as he slid up her body and covered her mouth with his, sharing her taste with her in an erotic kiss that went on and on.
"God, I love it, too,� she moaned, grabbing on to him and holding him tightly against her. �That was intense.� They rolled together, again wound around each other in that perfect fit. Then she sighed. �But now we're really not even."
He chuckled and stroked her hair.
She lifted her head to look at the alarm clock on the bedside table. It was twelve-oh-three.
Dex, too, glanced at the clock then turned back to her. �Merry Christmas, Erin,� he said softly. He touched her hair tenderly. �I wish I had a present for you."
"This is the best present I got this Christmas.� She put her hand on his cheek.
"This?� He lifted a brow. �Hot sex is what you wanted for Christmas?"
She giggled. �Hot sex with you. You're all I wanted, Dex."
"And all I wanted was you.� He put his hand over hers and held it against his face for a moment then wrapped her in his arms, and they slid back under the covers.
The End
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