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Chauncey awoke to a full winter storm outside her hotel suite window. She pushed her covers away from her body, swinging her legs to the side of her bed, and slid her feet into her cozy slippers. Coming to her feet, she stretched her arms above her head, yawning from her lack of sleep. She slowly walked over to the window, pulling the lace curtain to one side, and gasped at the snow-capped, mountains. The snow was coming down hard and fast, bathing the mountains in a white blanket but with a view to die for, Chauncey could hardly complain. The sound of the hotel phone ringing startled her, making her snap out of her trance. She quickly picked up the phone. “Hello,” she said. “Good morning, Ms. Moore. This is Kim from the front desk. I’m sorry to disturb you but we wanted to let you know all flights have been cancelled due to the severe storm.” She said. Chauncey gasped. “Oh, No! Please tell me you’re joking? I need to get back to Atlanta by this evening.” She said, pacing the room. “I’m sorry, but that isn’t going to be possible, today. Several cities have been hit by this storm and visibility is too bad to take off or land. We are prepared to accommodate you overnight and hopefully the weather will be better, tomorrow.” She added. “I understand, Kim. I know it’s not your fault. Thank you for informing me. I will need to make a few calls and let people know I won’t be returning today.” Chauncey took one last peak out the window then, walked over to the nightstand. “Have a good day, Ms. Moore. Goodbye,” Kim said. “Goodbye,” she replied. Chauncey placed the phone back on the charger and flopped down on the bed. It wouldn’t do her any good getting upset. She picked up her cell phone, scrolling down her contact list, and started to make the necessary calls to alert her people she would be delayed.
Across the hall in suite B, Kyle was still holding the phone after he had just hung up with the hotel operator. He was devastated by the news his flight was grounded. He stood by the window enjoying the view and relished the thought that he couldn’t remember the last time he took time for himself. His mind was still reeling from wrapping up a multi-million dollar deal that would put his real estate company number one in the state of California. To him, one more day would only give him enough time to relax and strategize his next move. He didn’t get much sleep the night before and all he could think about was getting some food in his empty belly. After putting on his Rolex and slapping on his favorite aftershave, he grabbed his room key off the coffee table, and made his way to the elevators. A woman raised her brow to him as she passed Kyle on his way to the elevator. Kyle’s appearance always made the ladies swoon. He stood six feet-four-inches with broad shoulders, a toned build, dark onyx eyes, and had a smile that could make even a old woman blush. He was a pure thoroughbred. The lady gave him a sheepish smile before her husband joined her. He shook his head as he pushed the down button to call the elevator. Women flirted with him all the time and some went as far as showing up at his company, pretending to be in the market for a new home and insisting that he was the only one that could help them with their needs. Shaking off the thought, he started humming to himself until he was startled by a familiar voice coming towards him. The air started to disappear from his lungs when Chauncey Moore’s presence made his heart skip a beat. She was talking on her blackberry, jotting information down in her day planner. She came to an abrupt halt when she looked up into the eyes of the man that could make her panties disappear without saying a single word. “I, I have to call you back, Cynthia,” she quickly ended her call and stood before Kyle Cruse. Here she was face to face with her college sweetheart and lover from her freshman year to her senior year in college. Chauncey still regretted leaving him behind to pursue her career in journalism. “Kyle what a surprise running into you here. How have you been?” she said, trying not to stare too long into his alluring eyes. He closed the space between them, reaching in to give her a hug. Closing his eyes, he inhaled her sweet fragrance of the perfume that had him moving away before his erection got the better of him. He couldn’t believe he wasn’t dreaming when he looked into the almond-shaped eyes of Chauncey Moore. Kyle drank in her coca cola bottle frame, long silky black hair that extended to the middle of her waist and the legs that still made his insides quiver. “I was here on business for my company and heading back to Cali but as you can see that will not be happening, today. Wow, it’s really good to see you, Chauncey. I’ve missed you,” he said, giving her body the once over. His eyes seem to land on her lushes, lips. He could still remember the damage her lips could do to him. “Yes, it’s good to see you, too. I was here for a much needed vacation. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you, Kyle. At least four years. I feel like I have so much I need to explain and say to you. Would you like to join me for breakfast?” she said. Kyle cleared his throat. “Yes, I would really like that.” The elevator arrived and he placed his hand on the small of her back. “After you,” he said. They stood side by side on the elevator and shared glances at one another before the doors closed.
The hotel café was extremely busy with stranded patrons that waited to be seated. Kyle walked over to the hostess and whispered in her ear. A few seconds later, they were being escorted to a cozy table, near a fireplace. After being seated, the waiter arrived, handing them each a menu. “Thank you.” They both said. Chauncey tried to concentrate on the menu options but her mind couldn’t help wishing, Kyle, was a part of the menu. She glanced at him from the side of her menu. She admired his muscular arms in a tailored, Ralph Lauren suit. No one could hang a suit like, Kyle and she couldn’t help the sexual urges she was starting to feel. “Do you see anything you like on the menu?” he said seductively. She peered over the top of the menu. “I see a lot of tempting things I want but I know better than to tempt fate,” she said, picking up her water glass, quickly taking a sip of the icy water and praying it would help put out the flames inside her. “I must say, you haven’t changed a bit. You are still one beautiful woman and I have to admit, I’m having a hard time concentrating when I keep thinking about how good we were together. I know you had your reasons for doing what you did but right now, none of that seems to matter,” he reached for her hand and stroked his thumb across her knuckles. He was not about to let her get away from him and he was willing to let bygones be bygones to get her back in his life and in his bed. “Kyle, I don’t know what to say. I hated how I ended things but please know I have regretted leaving you the way I did, all these years. I wish it could have been different but I had to make some hard choices to succeed. Please know I never stopped thinking about you.” Chauncey picked up her napkin in her lap, dabbing the tears stinging in the corners of her eyes. The last thing she had expected was to find herself confronting her past. Every day she dealt with the constant torment and guilt of letting the love of her life go. She wanted nothing more to be wrapped up in his arms but the disappointing look on his face told a different story. For three and a half years, he was her everything and she was his. They seemed to be joined at the hip with her being the fire that burned through his soul.
Chauncey felt a chill race through her body; she started to shiver before coming to her feet, and placing her hands over the warm, amber fire. Kyle was speechless. He didn’t know if he wanted to be furious with her or kiss away the tears, forming in her beautiful eyes. “Chauncey, all this time I have been hurt by you leaving me. You never even said, goodbye. You just left a note that didn’t explain why you were leaving or where you were going. I was devastated, Chauncey. I loved you so much. You were my life and I thought we could conquer our dreams together but you robbed us of all that,” he finished the last of his Chardonnay, directing the waiter over for a refill. Chauncey couldn’t hold back the tears any longer. She sobbed in her hands before running out the restaurant. She couldn’t stand to cause him any more pain. She rushed into the elevator, hitting the number for her floor and waited for the door to close. Tears were staining her silk blouse, making her sob uncontrollably. The doors opened as she fled the elevator and ran into Kyle’s chest. Chauncey thought she would have time to seek refuge in her suite. Apparently, Kyle had taken the stairs. The muscular build of his chest felt like steel as she stumbled into him. Kyle lifted her chin to look into her eyes. “Chauncey Moore, you ran from me four years ago. I won’t let you run away from me, again.” He lowered his head, meeting her lips half way and once again, flames ignited. She felt an uncontrollable surge sweep through her body, wrapping her arms around his neck, as she pulled his body towards hers. Kyle invaded her lips with his thick, long tongue and took her for one hell of a ride. She matched his tongue stroke for stroke until he leaned her body against the wall. There wasn’t a sole in sight with the silence that filled the floor until the sounds of built-up passion, escaped Kyle’s lips with an agonizing, moan. Their kiss was long, smoldering, and filled with intense need. He pushed his pelvis against her, allowing her to feel his desire. She tried to brace her hands on his broad shoulders to push him away. Those intentions left her mind just as quickly as she snatched his shirt out of his pants, replacing her hands underneath his shirt. His abs seemed to flex by the mere touch of her fingers. Kyle opened his eyes, braking away from her to look at the fullness of her lips; the desire in her eyes was making his groan swell, even more. Kyle eyed her erect nipple, peaking through her fitted, silk blouse. He started to unbutton her top to expose the satin and lace bra. He traced his fingers from her throat to the curve of her breast before dipping his neck, and retracing his finger with his tongue. “Oh, Kyle. Your touch has been missed so much, baby,” she closed her eyes and enjoyed the erotic moment between them. Taking a quick scan of the corridor, he returned his attention to the voluptuous, creature in front of him. After unsnapping the front of her bra, his fingers moved the material away from her skin, allowing him to capture her nipple between his teeth. Suckling her full nipple, he licked and ravished it before, moving to the other. The one thing he truly missed about her was her exhibitionist nature. They never thought twice about where they were or who might be watching them. That was part of their past escapades, together. With cameras everywhere, they knew hotel security was getting an eyeful and they didn’t care. “Tell me you want me? Tell me how much you need to feel me inside you?” he took her hand, placing it farther into his boxers. He wanted her to feel his desire and show her that her touched was missed.
Chauncey wrapped her hand around his erection, feeling him, stroking him while staring into his eyes. She could feel him palm her behind with both hands and lift her off her feet. She quickly moved her hand, placing them on the side of his face. She kissed his eyelids, cheeks, and licked around the outside of his lips. Kyle quickly retreated down the hall towards his suite with her legs wrapped, firmly around his waist. She reached for the card in his pocket, swiping the lock and kicked the door open. Moving into the bedroom of the suite, he placed her on her feet. His shirt buttons flew in different direction as he ripped the material from his chest, tossing it to the floor. He reached for her waist, pulling her into his arms, and reconnected with her lips. Their collision was head on with no turning back. Chauncey broke away from him, watching as he removed the rest of his clothes from his body. Kyle stood before her with an erection that was ready to do some serious damage. Chauncey could only hope he had enough protection, knowing it was going to be a long afternoon with several rounds of lovemaking. They had the perfect setting with a treacherous storm outside their window.
“Kyle, I have craved this moment, night after night. There is nothing I want more than to feel all of you, inside me,” she slowly slid the straps of her bra off before turning her back to him and letting the material fall to the floor. She felt a warm kiss run across her back from one shoulder to the other. She unbuckled her slacks, easing them over her curvy hips, and let the garment slide down her legs onto the floor. Chauncey kicked them across the room and when she turned around to face him, he was on his knees, placing a single kiss to her belly button. “Baby, I need to feel your tongue, caress my body. I don’t think I can wait much longer,” she placed her leg over his shoulder, running her hands through his curly hair, and sending his head between her legs. He didn’t waist a single moment. She could feel him nibble through her silky thong before snatching the material off her body. He replaced his mouth with two fingers, inserted them deep inside her. He could feel her trembling with each deep, penetrating stroke. He knew exactly how she liked to be stroked with fast, deep thrusts. “Oh, yes! You know what I want, Kyle. Please baby, I’ll give you anything,” she said panting. He loved it when she gave him orders. He had no problem pleasing her the way she wanted. The more she begged, the harder his erection became. He was so hard that he wrapped his hand around his erection and stroked himself until he came all over his hand. “Oh, Kyle. Yes, oh, Yes!” she screamed with liquid oozing from her insides, drenching his tongue until he couldn’t catch anymore. Her knees started to buckle. He pulled her body towards the floor, continuing his assault on her throbbing, clit.
The thoughts that were swirling through Chauncey’s brain sent her convulsions into overdrive. Multiple orgasms were ripping her apart and her heart was beating a mile a minute. If it hadn’t been for the storm outside, she would be at home preparing for her week at work. In all her wildest dreams, she didn’t anticipate being devoured by the insatiable, Kyle Cruse. Neither of them could have predicted what was about to take place but they had too much history to ignore the passion that erupted when their bodies collided. Kyle intertwined his legs with hers as Chauncey nipped at his neck. She felt a surge go through her when he plunged his hardened, erection deep into her womb. The joy that was felt at that moment made her cling to him even tighter. She ran her hands up and down his spine, resting them on the curves of his behind. She grunted deeply into a painful groan, feeling the heat from his body as perspiration started to trickle down from his forehead and landed on her collarbone. “Right there, baby,” she said, planting wet kisses on his neck, licking the curve around his ear. She was being served a hefty dish of hot sex. With a single move, she tugged his body until he tumbled over, landing on his back with her straddling his waist. She had no problem taking the lead, lowering her heated, feminine flesh over his rock hard, erection. She moved her body back and forth, swiveling her hips like a mad woman.
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