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Lucky Harris is a normal girl. Well, she never gets sick, can walk in four-inch heels and has an incubus stalking her dreams. But that doesn't mean anything… does it?

Sure, she's having the best sex of her life…in her dreams. But when the incubus starts appearing outside her dreams, sucking Lucky's energy and leaving her almost dead, she begins to admit there's something up.

But despite what her mad boss and his loopy friends at Sundown Investigations say, she's not ready to believe their tale of the paranormal. Even if she's now having the best sex of her life with the man of her dreams -- and there are two of him.

Is everyone out to get Lucky?

Excerpt:

Thursday night after my Perfect Date with the Perfect Man, he walked me back to my fourth-floor apartment, looked deep into my eyes and kissed me. It was a good kiss—hell, it was a great kiss. His lips were soft, his mouth warm, and when his tongue touched mine my knees actually went weak and I had to cling to his broad, strong shoulders to keep myself from slithering to the floor.

He had me backed against my door, his body hot and hard where it touched mine, which was pretty much everywhere. His hand slid inside my jacket and cupped my breast, and I made a rather unattractive grunting sound in the back of my throat, which I swear was meant to be a moan but came out all wrong because it’s hard to get things right when someone else’s tongue is in your mouth.

“I’m sorry,” he said, disengaging. “I didn’t mean that to go so far.”

I stared, and I’m pretty sure I looked like a dog faced with a big juicy steak. Big eyes, lolling tongue, and I was probably drooling too.

“And I know you have to get up early for work tomorrow,” he said, stroking my face with his long fingers.

“Not that early,” I said, fumbling for my keys to get the door open.

“Lucy,” he said, an audible caress, and I nearly panted. My nipples were tight, my pussy wet, and I was about half a second away from grabbing him by his tie and towing him into my apartment to have my wicked way with him.

But then he said, “You have no idea how much I want to go inside your apartment and make love to you all night long.”

I whimpered, and he moved in closer, his arm resting against the door by my face, his breath hot on my neck. His voice was low, vibrating through me.

“How much I want to strip you naked and stroke your beautiful skin, kiss and lick you all over, caress your glorious breasts and bury my head between your legs until you scream. How much I want to be inside you, to feel how tight and wet you are, to thrust deep into you over and over until you’re soft and boneless with pleasure. And when you’ve orgasmed so hard you can hardly see, I want to start all over again.”

My mouth was dry, but that’s because all the moisture in my body was pooling between my legs. I should probably have been disgusted that he was dirty-talking me on the first date, but I wasn’t, I was turned on. Really turned on.

“I could go along with that,” I whispered hoarsely, and he smiled. He had a smile like the sins of angels, and it nearly made me come there and then.

“But I can’t,” he said, and pulled away from me, leaving me pressed against the door, quivering like blancmange. “I have to go.”

“No,” I cried, sounding desperate and needy and not really caring. “Stay. Really. Stay. I’ll set my alarm early and—”

“Sweet Lucy,” he said, taking my hand.

“It’s Lucky,” I told him for the third time. “Everyone calls me Lucky.”

The Perfect Man kissed my fingers. “It’s me who’s lucky,” he said, “because I’ve spent the evening with you.”

And then he was gone, melting away down the stairs before I could tell him that if he thought spending an evening with me was getting lucky, he should spend the night.

Rats.

I dreamed of him, my Perfect Man. All right, he had a name, but until I discovered it that’s what I called him. The Perfect Man. He had black hair and eyes like dark chocolate. His skin was smooth and tanned, his cheekbones high, his jaw strong. His lips were full and lush, perfect lips for kissing.

It got better when you looked past the face to the body. Broad shoulders, strong chest, nicely defined without excessive muscle. Flat stomach, a line of dark hair leading south between narrow hips to what might have been the perfect size for a cock. Strong thighs. A dusting of hair on the calves. Nice feet.

Okay, and how did I know this? Well, I didn’t, not really. Much as I desperately wanted to see him naked, The Perfect Man didn’t seem willing to oblige. He wanted to, I knew he wanted to, which is what made it all the more frustrating that he’d just left me like that.

I took myself to bed, grumbling and obsessing about what I’d done wrong. Had I been too desperate? Too slutty? Or was I just not attractive enough? I always thought I was reasonably pretty in a gamine sort of way. Maybe it’s my hair, too fine and flat, or my pointy chin. Maybe my flat chest. He said he liked my breasts but maybe he said that to everyone.

Oh, hell. He probably had another woman waiting for him, one with thick, lush hair and big bouncy breasts.

But that didn’t stop me wanting him. His kiss, his caress, his words, they’d all fired me up to a point of near combustion, and as I lay in bed I slipped my hand between my legs to caress my clit and give myself the orgasm he hadn’t. It wasn’t nearly as satisfying as all those things he’d described to me, but it took the edge off, and let me sleep.

And that’s where I discovered what he looked like naked. He came to me in my dreams, standing there like a god, his bare skin gleaming and his cock standing proud.

“Lucy,” he said in that soft, husky voice of his, and moved towards me, all those beautiful muscles flexing as he walked, graceful like a big cat.

“Tomas,” I breathed, because that’s his name, not Thomas like we say it in America but Tomas, beautifully accented, sensual and exotic, just like him.

He smiled a truly wicked smile and drew me to my feet, pressing my body against his so I could feel the full impact of all that hot skin and the strength of his erection as he kissed me, bent me backwards and feasted upon my mouth with depraved abandon.

“God, I want you,” he said, and ran his tongue over my lower lip. His eyes were dark, full of promise, and I shivered because I knew that going to bed with this man would be hot and dirty and twisted and more glorious than anything I’d even imagined before.

He laid me upon the bed and cupped my breast in his hand as he kissed me, rolling and pinching my nipple until I was gasping and arching towards him. He lay half over me, rubbing his cock against my thigh as he stroked me and moved to bite into my neck, making me shudder.

“You like that?” he asked in that exotic accent of his, so fluently accented that I honestly couldn’t tell if he was French or Greek or Swedish. “You want me to bite you again?”

I nodded, and his eyes flashed as he moved down my body to bite my other breast. His teeth sank into my soft flesh, just below the nipple, and then he shifted and licked that tight bundle of nerve endings.

“Lucy,” he said, his breath shimmering over my wet flesh.

“Call me Lucky,” I told him, and he looked up and gave me a grin that would have made a saint get down and sin.

“And Lucky you shall be,” he said, taking my nipple between his teeth and worrying it gently while his hand worked my other breast, pinching and stroking until I moaned with pleasure.

Then without warning he flipped me over and covered me with his hot, hard body, and my fingers curled into the sheets as I anticipated that big cock of his sliding into me from behind. He hadn’t even touched me between my legs but I was wet, really slippery wet for him, had been ever since he pushed me against my apartment door and kissed the life out of me.

But he didn’t enter me yet. With one hand still beneath me, still working my breast, he bit into the curve of my neck where it met my shoulder and nudged my legs apart with his strong thighs. For one wonderful moment I felt the burning heat of his cock press against me, and then it was gone and his thumb was pushing into my cunt.

His fingers curled round and found my clit, swollen and needy, and he rubbed it hard as he fucked me with his thumb. I wanted to tell him I needed something bigger in there, but then he hit something inside me that felt so good my hips came three inches off the bed.

He laughed, a dirty chuckle that vibrated through me, and shifted his weight so that his thick, pulsing cock lay between my buttocks.

“That’s it, beautiful,” he said, “come for me.”

Pinned by his weight, pressed down into the bed, I could hardly move as he stroked and pinched, playing my body like a maestro. His lips were hot and wet on the back of my neck and he murmured things to me, dark and depraved things that made me squirm and gasp.

“You want me to fuck you?” he asked, and I writhed and nodded. “Good, because I’m going to, all night long. I’m going to pin you down like this and slide my cock into you from behind and thrust into you until you scream my name.”

I reckoned that’d take about five seconds, the way I was feeling right now.

“I want to lick you, Lucky. Do you want to be licked? To feel my tongue here,” he pressed on my clit, “and here?” he rubbed my labia between thumb and finger. “Or how about here?” he asked, moving his hand up to my ass and pushing his thumb against the opening there. He was soaked with my juices, and slipped in easily.

“Do you want me to lick you there, Lucky? I can make you come with just my tongue on your ass, you know.”

I believed him. I believed he could make me come by just telling me to.

“Or I could fuck you there. Would you like that? After I pull out of your slick pussy I could turn you over and push my cock into your ass. Mmm, I think I’m going to. I think your ass will be tight and hot and I’m going to fuck it, hard.”

His cock throbbed against my butt and I felt a slick of moisture, a leak of pre-cum from the tip. While his thumb massaged my anus his other hand slid down my belly and cupped my pussy, pulling me back against him even tighter as he started stroking my clit.

“Yes,” I choked out. “Oh God, yes, anything you want.”
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