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Sometimes fate needs a little help.

        

      

    

    
      I run a dating agency. My clients don’t hire me directly; instead, their friends or family approach me and give me all the details I need to make a good match. Usually the men I work with either don’t know who they’re looking for or don’t have time to find her.

      

      That’s ok. I’m good at finding just the right woman and putting her in just the right spot. Think of me as a modern-day cupid.

      

      I don’t mean to brag, but I’m pretty successful with these connections. I have a long list of accomplishments. The best part is, if I do my job right, my clients don’t even know that I was involved.

      

      Welcome to the files of the Zaftig Dating Agency.

      

      Mona Zaftig

      Owner, Operator, and Matchmaker
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      Client Name: Antonio Rivers

      Age: 41

      Occupation: Commercial airline pilot; formerly USAF

      Referred by: His friend Cindy Goldman

      Notes: Cindy and Antonio served together in the Air Force, and she says he’s just as focused and driven now as he was when they first met. Unfortunately, his orderly, regimented life doesn’t give him a lot of opportunities to meet someone. Cindy suspects Antonio needs someone who’s not so serious, and who can hopefully encourage him to be spontaneous and have some fun.

      Potential Match: Tori Berne

      Age: 24

      Occupation: Flight attendant

      Notes: Tori works for the same airline as Antonio, which makes my job a little easier. Unfortunately, she usually works on domestic flights, while Antonio usually flies internationally. I’ll have to pull some strings behind the scenes, but I know I can make it happen.

      Meeting Location: Sunburst Airlines Trans-Atlantic Flight 12745 from JFK to LHR.
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      New York to Heathrow is one of my favorite flights to make. While it's not especially exciting once you're up in the air, getting on a plane in New York and stepping off in London more than makes up for the lost time. No matter how many times I make the trip, it still feels a little bit like magic.

      Not all captains step out to greet passengers. The airline doesn’t require it, but I think it puts people at ease to know who’s going to be flying the plane, so I make every effort to do it. My co-pilot, Jim, is the introverted type, so I know he’ll stay in the cabin.

      I put my hat on and adjust the shoulders of my jacket. After years in the Air Force, it’s habit more than anything else. As I open the door of the cabin, I can hear that passengers are already starting to board.

      I step through the galley, and that’s when I see her.

      I usually work with the same group of flight attendants, but I know I’ve never seen this one before. Her dark hair is twisted in a neat chignon and her makeup is perfect—tasteful and classic. But it’s the way her uniform fits that really catches my eye.

      She’s wearing the shirt and short-sleeved jacket combo, and the fabric is stretched tight across her breasts and her ass. It doesn’t look too small, per se. It looks more like her curves are going to refuse to be tamed in anything she wears.

      A jolt of desire shoots through me. I imagine stripping her out of her uniform, exploring those curves with my mouth and my hands. I feel myself start to stiffen at the thought of it, and I’m glad for the cover of my jacket, so I don’t make a complete fool out of myself.

      I’m acting like I’m thirteen and the prettiest girl in school just brushed against me. I need to get myself under control.

      Luckily, I’ve had plenty of discipline at that. I steel my features and step up next to her.

      “Welcome aboard,” I say to the people walking by. Some of them greet me back and shake my hand. Most of them are too preoccupied with stowing their overhead luggage and finding their seats.

      And then along comes the asshole.

      You can see guys like this coming from a mile away. They usually sit in first class, but not always. They move in a way that indicates they’re the most important person on the plane, and you’d better not forget it.

      This guy is skinny and has wavy gray hair. He scowls as if he just smelled something unpleasant.

      “Are you the pilot?” he says, completely ignoring the flight attendant to my left.

      “I am,” I say, offering him my hand.

      He pumps it once and drops it. “Anything I should know about?” he barks.

      I raise an eyebrow at him, hoping he’ll elaborate on what the hell he’s talking about.

      He turns and shoves his briefcase, jacket, and book in the pretty brunette’s hands. “Find my seat and stow that case right above the seat. And I mean right above. If I have to go looking for it, I’ll have your job.”

      Meanwhile, the crowd of people waiting to board is getting bigger and bigger.

      I note that the flight attendant locates the man’s seat and dumps everything in it. She flings the book—from here, I can see it’s a battered copy of Atlas Shrugged—on top of the pile and heads back towards the front.

      It’s all I can do not to laugh.

      “Any risks on this flight? Excessive turbulence?” the man asks. He drops his voice. “I know you don’t want to scare the sheep, but I can handle it.”

      A woman attempts to squeeze past the man and he elbows her, causing her to stumble backwards. Someone catches her, but the crowd stares at the man mutinously.

      “I’m afraid you can’t handle it,” I tell him mildly. “Since you’ve stepped foot on my plane, you’ve been disrespectful towards at least one member of my staff, and you’ve assaulted another passenger. This is as far as you’re getting.”

      He looks at me for a moment, and his jaw drops. “You can’t be serious,” he says. “I just told the little fat girl to do her job, and that other woman pushed me first. Why aren’t you holding her responsible? Is it because I’m a man?”

      “No, sir, it’s because you’re an asshole,” I reply. “Kindly get off the plane, or I’ll remove you myself.”

      I can hear laughter in the crowd, and part of me is interested to know just how far he’ll take it.

      He steps into my space, bumping his chest against mine. He’s only an inch or two shorter than me, but he must feel how scrawny he is compared to me, because I can see the fight deflate right out of him.

      “You’re making a mistake,” he says. “Do you know who I am? I’ll have this entire crew fired.”

      “Don’t forget your things, Mr. Pederson,” my gorgeous flight attendant says, sweet as pie. She hands him back everything he’d dumped on her a few minutes before.

      I can tell he’s considering pushing in against her, because it’s a fight he’s fairly certain he can win.

      I look at the fire snapping in her eyes, and I know I wouldn’t bet against her.

      I grab his arm more roughly than is strictly necessary and pull him back. “Don’t add an assault change, too,” I growl at him.

      “I could kick your ass!” the man screams. “I could kick all your asses!”

      He turns to stomp back towards the gate, and the other passengers give him plenty of leeway. I can hear snippets of angry threats as he storms down the hall.

      It feels like no one breathes for a moment, and then the applause starts. I gesture towards the flight attendant and she drops a curtsy, a small smile on her lips.

      Boarding is smooth after that.

      “Thank you for your help,” the flight attendant says in between welcoming passengers.

      “Thanks for yours,” I reply. “I’m Antonio.”

      “I know,” she says, and her cheeks flush. “I mean, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Tori.”

      “I haven’t seen you on one of these flights before.”

      She shakes her head. “I normally work domestic, but I was offered this flight, and it seemed like a great opportunity.”

      “Never worked an international flight before?”

      She shakes her head. “I’ve never even been on an international flight before.”

      “First time to the U.K.?”

      “Yeah. I mean, I know it’s only overnight. But it’s still exciting.”

      “I hope it lives up to your expectations, Tori.”

      “It’s certainly already proven to be exciting.”

      I laugh. “That was the in-flight entertainment. We probably shouldn’t have used it all up before the flight even started.”

      She sighs. “I suppose I’ll just have to find a movie to keep people occupied.”

      “I’ll leave you to it and go find something to entertain the passengers,” I say. “Wish me luck.”

      “Best wishes for an uneventful flight,” she says. “For all of us.”

      It’s a good thing I can get a plane in the air without having to think too hard about it, because my mind keeps straying to big brown eyes and a perfect ass.
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      What a way to start a flight. The only bright spot was the fact I was close enough to Antonio Rivers to smell his cologne.

      He’s a bit of a legend among the flight attendants. I’d heard about how handsome he was; what I wasn’t prepared for was his deep voice and piercing blue eyes. He’s practically mesmerizing.

      And I didn’t get a chance to properly ogle him, because of a certain jackass who wanted to prove to everyone how important he is.

      I’m distracted through the safety presentation, only pulling my mind back onto my job as we start drink service. The passengers are especially kind to me, with a few taking extra time to tell me I did a good job.

      It’s nice to be appreciated.

      I phone into the cockpit to see if the pilots need anything. Antonio answers, his chocolate-dipped voice momentarily throwing me off my routine. He requests a cup of coffee, black.

      And I’m oh-so-upset to have to bring it in to him.

      “So, I was thinking,” he says casually as I hand him his coffee. “I know a great pub not far from the hotel. I know it’s your first time in London. Would you like to have a late dinner with me?”

      I gawk for a moment. I can feel Antonio’s younger co-pilot’s eyes watching me with interest. She’s probably never seen anyone hesitate to agree to a date with Antonio before.

      Oh, god. How many flight attendants has he used this line on before?

      I haven’t heard rumors about his conquests before, and, trust me, that sort of information gets around quickly. In fact, I’m not sure I’ve ever heard of anyone who’s been on a date with Antonio.

      Seems like I would have heard about it, especially considering his status as the resident hunk of Sunburst Airlines.

      The practical thing to do would be to decline his invitation. If things don’t go well, it could really impact my work, especially if I want to keep working international flights.

      He must sense my hesitation. “Hey, no pressure,” he says. “You might just want to fall into bed. I know I feel that way sometimes after a flight.”

      Oh, I want to fall into bed alright. I just want him in that bed with me.

      I swallow my fears and say, “I’d love to have dinner.”

      He gives me a dazzling smile. “Great,” he says. “It’s a date.”

      

      I’m on my third (and final) change of clothes, and I’m still not feeling good about my outfit. I fidget in front of the full-length mirror in my hotel room, trying to get my dress to sit right over my hips.

      Oooh, there. That’s perfect. Now I just need to not move all night so I don’t mess it up again.

      I sigh. I’m just going to have to deal with the fact that clothes aren’t going to fit me the way they fit skinny girls.

      If he liked you enough to ask you out when you were wearing your atrocious uniform, maybe he doesn’t mind.

      I shake my head, trying to dislodge the hopeful thought. By now, I should have learned my lesson about getting my hopes up. There’s no indication that this is actually a date.

      Well, aside from him saying, “It’s a date.”

      I scowl at myself in the mirror. It’s a turn of phrase, and I damn well know it. I’m pretty sure I said the same thing to the receptionist at my dentist’s office when I made my last appointment.

      I tuck a lock of hair behind my ear. I’m not going to lie, I’m most comfortable with my hair up, but I know it’s one of my best features. It’s falling over my shoulders in thick waves and I have to resist the urge to slide a hair tie on my wrist, just in case.

      A knock at the door interrupts me glowering at the mirror and having a full-blown conversation with myself. I take a deep breath and open it.

      Antonio is standing there looking even hotter than he did earlier—and that’s quite an accomplishment. He’s got a five o’clock shadow showing, and I suspect he’s one of those guys who just can’t stay clean-shaven for too long. The scruff softens his jawline in a way that adds to his overall allure. Those intent blue eyes are watching me, and I realize I’ve been staring for a few seconds without saying anything.

      “Hi,” he says. “You look fantastic.”

      My cheeks getting hot. I just spent a lot of time scrutinizing myself, and “fantastic” wasn’t one of the words that came to mind. “So do you,” I say, before I have the time to think better of it.

      He grins at me, and I have to consciously keep myself from just staring at him. I feel like a middle schooler at my first boy-band concert, but the man really is distractingly gorgeous.

      “Ready?” he says, offering me his arm.

      I nod and slide my hand in the crook of his elbow.

      “Let’s go,” he says, smiling down at me.

      I will go literally anywhere he wants as long as he keeps looking at me like that.

      

      I’m not going to lie. I bought into the stereotypes. I thought London was rainy all the time.

      It’s a gorgeous night out, with the residual heat from the day still hanging in the air. We take our time walking to The White Hart Pub. Unlike the weather, the pub is exactly what I expected—lots of wood, dim lighting, and crown glass windows. It feels cozy, and a lot more like home than I expected.

      Antonio grabs a couple of menus from the bar, and we take a table.

      I open the menu and discover that I don’t know what a lot of things are.

      “What’s good?” I whisper.

      “They make a solid fish and chips here. The Sunday roast is good too.”

      “But it’s Tuesday.”

      He laughs. “They just call it Sunday roast. You can get it any time you want.”

      I look the menu over. There are a lot of sausage and pie options, and I feel myself getting a bit overwhelmed.

      “I’ll get the fish and chips,” I say.

      “Can’t go wrong with the classics,” Antonio says with a grin. “I’ll go place the order. Can I get you a drink?”

      “Do you know beer?”

      “I know of beer,” he says with a wink. “We’re pretty well acquainted.”

      “Will you just get me whatever draught beer looks good?”

      “You got it.”

      I pretend to look around the pub while he’s gone, but mostly I’m checking out Antonio’s ass. It looks pretty fantastic in the jeans he’s wearing, and I wonder what it would look like out of those jeans.

      Whoa, girl.

      I suspect he catches me when he turns around with two pint glasses. If he does, he doesn’t seem to mind. He just gives me a big smile as he returns to the table.

      “I got you an IPA. Hope you like hops,” he says.

      “How did you know?”

      “You’ve just got that look about you of a woman who enjoys a good beer.”

      I raise my glass towards him. “I’ll drink to that.”

      He wasn’t kidding about the hops. The beer is delicious, and I can’t stop myself from making a little hum of approval.

      “So what’s your story?” Antonio asks.

      “My story?”

      “People who fly for a living always have stories. What made you decide to be a flight attendant?”

      I shrug self-consciously. “It’s not as much a story as an escape. I grew up in Nebraska, in a tiny town. Most girls my age have their first kid by the time they’re twenty. I didn’t want to spend my life in the same spot, only seeing the same people and the same things. So flight attendant it was.”

      “Do you like it?”

      “I do,” I respond. “I don’t know if I’ll do it for the rest of my career, but it suits me well now.”

      “What’s your favorite place you’ve been?”

      I look around. “I think London may be a contender.”

      He chuckles. “You’ve hardly seen it.”

      “Maybe it’s the company,” I say boldly.

      Antonio’s eyes lock on mine, and there’s no mistaking the heat between us. He glances down at my lips and then meets my eyes again.

      “There’s definitely something to be said for the company,” he replies, his voice low and inviting.

      The moment is interrupted by the arrival of two giant plates covered in fish and golden chips. Antonio laughs at my wide eyes as I stare at the massive portions.

      “The White Hart doesn’t mess around,” he says. “Dig in.”

      The food is wonderful—simple, but filling and delicious.

      “So what’s your story?” I ask him after we’ve had a chance to try the food.

      He shrugs. “It’s not especially interesting. I was in the Air Force. Becoming a commercial pilot just made sense.”

      “Do you like it?”

      “I do, for the same reasons you mentioned. It’s amazing to get to see new places and try new things.”

      I sense that there’s something he’s not saying.

      “Sometimes I think it would be nice to have more of a home,” I say.

      Antonio nods in agreement. “That is the tradeoff, isn’t it? I have an apartment, but I don’t spend much time there, so it doesn’t feel like mine. I love my job, but sometimes I just want something to come home to.”

      We look at each other for a moment, our eyes locked. I feel like he can see deep into my soul, and the feeling is so real and raw that it’s threatening to overwhelm me.

      He speaks first. “I don’t meet many people I feel a real connection with,” he says. “I’m glad you agreed to come out to dinner with me.”

      He reaches across the table, palm up, and I put my hand in his. He rubs his thumb over my knuckles, and it’s somehow arousing and soothing all at once.

      “Do you want to get out of here?” he asks in a low voice.

      “Yes,” I breathe.

      He stands up and offers me his hand. I take it, and we walk out into the clear London night.
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      Ok, I’ll admit it. I hate talking about my feelings.

      But Tori has a vulnerability that makes me want to be open and honest with her. I’ve seen how tough she can be—she handled the rude passenger earlier with aplomb. But she answered my questions at dinner with a thoughtful honesty that charmed me.

      This may have started as a physical attraction, but it’s quickly changing into something bigger than that. I still want her. In fact, I want her even more than I did before. But it’s more than just the way my body reacts to those perfect curves of her.

      I want to know her. I want to possess her: mind, body, and soul.

      I glance down at her, my gorgeous little spitfire, and I can’t hold back any longer. I stop and tug her towards the wall of the shop we’re passing by.

      “Can I kiss you, Tori?”

      Her brown eyes are huge as she slowly nods.

      I lean in and press my mouth to hers. Her lips are so soft and yielding, as if she’s waiting to take my lead. I trace the seam of her lips with my tongue and she parts them, allowing me to deepen the kiss. Her tongue presses against mine and I wrap an arm around her lower back, pulling her flush against me.

      God, she’s so soft and pliable, as if she’d let me do anything to her. But her tongue moves against mine, showing me she’s anything but a passive participant. She moans into my mouth and it goes straight to my cock.

      I want every inch of her. And when we’re done, I want every inch all over again.

      I break the kiss and move my lips to her ear. “Jesus, Tori, I want you so bad. Ever since I saw you this morning, you’re all I’ve been able to think about.”

      She pulls back a little, and I can see the doubt on her face.

      “What?” I say, nuzzling my lips against the shell of her ear. “What’s wrong?”

      In spite of herself, she’s leaning into me.

      “I’m just—I mean, you’re not…” She makes an effort to lean away again. “I know how pilots talk about flight attendants,” she says. “I think it’s obvious how badly I want this, but I can’t handle just being a one-time fling.”

      “Oh, Tori,” I whisper, “if you think I’m going to let you go now that I’ve found you, you’re wrong.”

      She looks at me, and I can see both the raw hunger and the fear of being hurt in her eyes.

      “Have you ever heard any rumors about me with flight attendants?”

      She thinks for a minute and shakes her head.

      “That’s because this is literally the first time I’ve gone on a date with one.”

      I see the exact moment she gives in and lets the hunger take over. I’m ready for it and I go in for another kissing, taking this one deeper, trying to put all my feelings into it.

      I grind against her for a moment before I realize we’re still in public.

      Tori seems to have the same realization. “We’re probably scandalizing the Londoners,” she says.

      I laugh. “I think it takes a lot more than a couple people making out on the street to scandalize them, but I take your meaning. Also, I’d really like to get you alone and strip those clothes off you.”

      Her eyes are all heat when her gaze meets mine. I grab her hand and lead her towards the hotel.

      We’re not running, but we’re at a pretty damn fast walk.

      “My room?” I say to her as we arrive in the lobby.

      She nods.

      We head towards the elevator where a middle-aged couple is waiting. The wife gives us a once-over and her frown deepens, as if our very existence is offensive to her. I don’t dare make eye contact with Tori, or I’ll crack up, and that might horrify Mrs. Frown so much she has an aneurysm.

      When the elevator arrives, I’m tempted to wait for the next one. But I’m not sure how strong my self-control is, and if I kiss Tori in the elevator, I might not be able to stop. We need to get to my room.

      I slide my arm around her waist once we’re in the elevator, holding her close, my hand caressing her hip.

      Six floors have never taken so long.

      When the elevator opens, I direct her out quickly, under the watchful eye of Mrs. Frown and her husband.

      “I was sure she was going to scold us,” Tori says to me, glancing back at the elevator.

      “Don’t worry, I’m sure she gave us a thorough tongue-lashing in her mind.”

      “Right now, that sounds kind of dirty,” she says with a cheeky grin.

      I groan. “Please don’t make me think of sex in relation to that woman.”

      “What about in relation to me?” Tori asks, all big brown eyes and pretend innocence. We reach my door and she puts her back to it. She’s waiting for an answer.

      I give her one by pinning her against the door and kissing her hard as I key in. By the time I’m done, we’re both breathless. I push her backwards into the room and then, finally, we’re totally alone.
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      When I’d decided Antonio was serious about this being more than a fling, I’d mentally gone all-in.

      And I’m not about to stop now that we’re alone.

      I drop to my knees in front of him, my fingers fumbling with the button on his pants.

      He looks down at me, his mouth open in surprise.

      “Tori, sweetheart, you don’t have to do that,” he says gently.

      “What if I want to?” I say, mouthing at his hard length through his pants. Ever since he pressed himself up against me on our walk home, all I’ve been able to think of is wrapping my lips around him.

      “God, you’re perfect,” he growls, one hand reaching into my hair while the other undoes his pants.

      Once they’re open, I pull down both pants and boxers. He’s already hard, and I’m shocked at how big he is. I had some sense, but he’s packing a whole lot of heat.

      There’s no way I’m fitting all of him in my mouth without choking. But I bet he’s not going to mind if I have to use my hand, as well.

      I swirl my tongue around the head of his cock, tasting the saltiness of his precome. He’s got both hands in my hair now, but he’s letting me set the pace.

      I slide my lips further down and then wrap my hand around what I can’t fit. I haven’t done this very much, but Antonio’s groans make me think I’m doing an okay job.

      I swallow around him, and his hands tighten in my hair.

      “Jesus Christ, Tori, your mouth,” he says. “I don’t want you to, but if you don’t stop, this will be over before it even starts.”

      I reluctantly pull back, staring up into his eyes. There’s something about being in what seems like a vulnerable position while holding all the power that turns me on even more.

      Someday soon, I’m going to blow him until he loses control.

      “So good for me, baby,” he says, helping me to my feet and kissing me deeply. He’s unzipping my dress as he does it. He lets it fall off my shoulders and around my ankles and then takes a step back to look at me. I suddenly feel shy as his eyes roam hungrily over me. I resist the urge to cross my arms over myself.

      I may be uncertain about my body, but Antonio doesn’t seem to share that uncertainty. He reaches around and unhooks my bra, pulling it off so I’m wearing nothing but a pair of black lace panties.

      He drops to his knees and brushes his lips over one of my nipples. It hardens with the attention, and he wastes no time wrapping his lips around it. His tongue teases me and he adds a bit of suction, and I feel my knees getting weak.

      Luckily, I have an exceptionally strong man holding me up.

      “God, you’re so fucking gorgeous, Tori,” he says, moving to the other breast. “I want to explore every inch of your perfect body.”

      No one’s ever told me that my body’s perfect before—in fact, previous lovers have sometimes behaved like they’re doing me a favor by being with someone like me. But there’s a raw honesty in Antonio’s voice that makes me believe he really means it.

      “Let me take you to bed,” he says.

      Like I’m going to say no.

      He scoops me up in his arms and carries me to the bedroom. His lips find mine again, and as we kiss, I fumble with the buttons on his shirt. By the time he lays me down on the bed, I’ve managed to undo them all. He lets his shirt slide off and I get the full effect of him naked.

      Not gonna lie, I might just stare at him with my mouth open for a few seconds.

      I knew he was built—anyone with eyes would know that—but the man is all muscle. I let my eyes trail over bulging biceps and defined abs, and then down to his hard cock.

      It’s all I can do not to reach between my legs and try to give myself some relief.

      Luckily, Antonio puts me out of my misery. He pulls me to the edge of the bed and slides my panties off. With no preamble, he buries his face between my legs and slides his tongue over my clit.

      I cry out wordlessly, unable to form a cogent thought.

      He slowly licks between my folds, intentionally avoiding my clit until I’m not sure I can take it anymore. Then, as if he knows exactly when I’m at my breaking point, he wraps his lips around me and sucks gently.

      I’ve never been the sort of woman who comes easily. Usually, it takes a lot of work and mental effort. But my legs tighten around Antonio’s head as a huge orgasm rips through me.

      When I come back down to earth, he’s looking at me smugly. My first thought is that he deserves to be smug, after making me come that hard.

      “Come here,” I say, scooting back on the bed and reaching for him. Within seconds, he’s hovering over top of me, his hard cock brushing against my stomach.

      “Do you want me to fuck you, Tori?” he says, his eyes flashing with a danger that I’m totally on board with.

      “Yes,” I moan.

      “Yes, what?” he teases.

      “Yes, I want you to fuck me. Please,” I add.

      I spread my legs for him, and he groans as he looks down at me. “You’re so beautiful,” he says.

      If I have tears in my eyes, I can just pretend it’s because he fills me up so completely when he strokes into me.

      He covers me with his body, thrusting shallowly in order to give me time to adjust.

      “God, you feel so good around my cock,” he growls in my ear. “It’s taking all my self-control not to fuck you hard until we both come.”

      I look up at him, a challenge in my eyes. “Do it,” I tell him.

      He looks concerned. “Are you ready for that, sweetheart?”

      “You already made me come when you ate my pussy. I’m ready for you.”

      “Promise you’ll tell me if I’m hurting you.”

      “I will.”

      He pulls almost all the way out and then plunges himself deep inside me. My walls stretch to accommodate him, and before I really have a chance to adjust, he’s pulling out and thrusting in again.

      His cock is hitting my g-spot with every stroke. I suspect I’ll be sore tomorrow, but it’s so fucking worth it.

      “Give it to me, Antonio,” I whine. “I need it.”

      He’s pushed up on his arms to give him the leverage he needs, and he gives me a look of pure awe when I say that. He’s fucking me hard, just like I asked him to, and it feels incredible.

      I feel my orgasm building inside me. My eyes lock with his, and I can see my desire reflected back.

      “Need you,” I gasp, and then I feel myself tighten around him as I come harder than I ever have before.

      He’s groaning in my ear and I feel him pulsing inside me, even as I ride out the waves of pleasure crashing through my body.

      He lays down next to me and pulls me into his arms, kissing my head. “That was incredible,” he says.

      “Worth traveling all the way to London for,” I agree.

      We sleep for a few hours before he wakes me up for an encore performance.

      I don’t mind in the slightest.
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Tori, One Year Later

        

      

    

    
      You know where the single most cramped place to take a pregnancy test is?

      In an airplane bathroom.

      I swear as my foot slips, and I fall back against the door. I wait to see if someone heard me, but no one knocks, so I assume I’m okay.

      I should have done this at home before we left. I should have done it in the restroom of the airport before we took off.

      Anywhere but here.

      I get my period like clockwork, and it was due this morning. But we were running late, and I assumed it would start later in the day. Which it hasn’t.

      I’ve carried an emergency pregnancy test in my purse since Antonio and I decided to start trying for a baby on our honeymoon.

      I’ve had three months of disappointment, and I know I’m setting myself up for another one, testing like this.

      Maybe it will, through some magic of the universe, make my period start. And the sooner it starts, the sooner we can get back to trying again.

      Not that I have any problem with the trying. The trying is absolutely incredible.

      I’m just frustrated with the waiting.

      I glance down at the test in my hand and freeze. It’s faint, but there’s definitely two lines on it.

      I’m pregnant.

      I have to tell Antonio.

      It would be easier to get to him if I was working this flight, but I’m just riding along. Antonio insisted I need to see Rome. So I flag down one of the flight attendants. I’ve never worked with her before; she may not even know what I do for a living.

      “Yes, Mrs. Rivers?” she says with a smile.

      “Is it possible to speak with my husband for a moment? It’s not an emergency, but it is important.”

      “Of course,” she says, her smile getting bigger. “I love sitting in the cockpit when they take breaks. You’re doing me a favor.”

      I sit in my seat, trembling with excitement, for what feels like half an hour but is probably more like five minutes.

      Then Antonio is kneeling next to my seat. “What’s wrong?” he asks.

      “Nothing,” I say, giving him an enormous smile. “Everything is perfect.”

      His brow wrinkles for a moment, and then he gets it. “You’re pregnant?” he whispers.

      “I just tested. We’re going to have a baby.”

      He looks worried. “Is it safe for you to fly?”

      I laugh. “I’m not suddenly made of glass. It’s perfectly safe to fly in the first trimester.”

      “Come into the galley with me,” he says, pulling me out of my seat.

      As soon as we’re out of sight, he pins me against the wall and kisses me long and deep.

      “I love you, Tori Rivers. And I love our baby.”

      “I love you, too, Antonio Rivers. There’s no one else in the world I’d rather start a family with.”

      “When we get to Rome, I’m going to take you out for a fancy dinner. I’m going to take care of you, my darling.”

      I hold him tight. “You always do.”
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