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Excerpt 

First Kiss Scene 

He dipped his head and pressed his lips gently to her bruised cheekbone. She sighed and 

then tilted her head to the side giving him better access. Her cheek felt warm and soothing to his 

lips. He eased his kisses over to her mouth. Her incredible scrumptious lips met his. Though he 

wanted more, he worked to keep the kiss light. He worried that if he rushed her she’d back off. 

He figured her for a much slower pace than which he was accustomed. 

It took every bit of strength he could find to end the kiss. He took a step back. Pulling his 

gaze from her proved even more difficult. It was as though she wouldn’t release him. She ran her 

tongue across her lips. Did she do that on purpose? He decided if she did it a second time he 

would deem it intentional, and would kiss her again. But this time he would kiss her like he 

wanted to in the first place, deep and long. He would explore her lovely mouth, every ounce of it. 

He stared at her beautiful mouth, waiting. She stared back. 

He knew he needed to end this. If he stayed another second he wouldn’t be able to control 

himself. The depth of his desire for her scared him. He cleared his throat. “Good night, Shannon. 

I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” 

He turned and took a step before she spoke. “Wait,” the desperation in her voice was 

unmistakable. 

He spun around. She stepped toward him, reached up, wrapped her arms around his neck, 

and pulled him toward her. She pressed her soft moist lips to his. Her lips parted, inviting him in. 

His tongue caressed hers, slow, and controlled at first, but not for long. She met his quickening 

pace. She wove her fingers through his hair. He clasped his hands around her waist and pulled 

her tight to his body. Shock, pleasure, and heat spread through him like wildfire. He kissed her 

deeper, harder, wetter, and longer. He explored every ounce of her mouth absorbing her sweet 

flavor. His heart raced. He slid his lips from her mouth to her jaw, to her neck. She tilted her 

head back. A soft groan escaped her lips. He whispered her name and all of a sudden, as if 

hearing the sound of her name slapped her back into reality she pulled herself from him and 

stepped back. She looked confused. 

He stepped toward her, and she stepped back. 

“Are you okay?” Spinelli asked. 

She threw her hand over her mouth and shook her head. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I’m so sorry. I can’t believe I did that.” 



Spinelli raised an eyebrow. “Did what, kissed me?” 

“Yes,” she whispered. 

Spinelli went out on a limb. “Well if it’s any consolation, I didn’t mind,” he teased, trying 

to lighten the moment. 

“Damn margaritas.” 

He fought the urge to smile. 

“Didn’t you like the kiss?” Judging from her initial response to his kiss, he was confident 

it was safe to ask. 

“That’s not the point.” 

“So you did like it.” 

She shifted her eyes to her feet. 

“Well?” he pressed. 

She lifted her gaze and met his. Her chest rose as she sucked in a breath. “It doesn’t 

matter if I did or didn’t, it’s not going to happen again.” 

He stared at her, speechless, convinced his ears had deceived him. They’d perhaps just 

shared the most intimate sensual kiss of his life. Was it possible she could kiss like that and not 

mean it? Was she afraid, and if so, afraid of what? 

His mind raced for something to say. He came up empty. He inched toward her, and 

reached for her. She stopped him with her hand. “It’s just not going to work. We’re two very 

different people. I’m sorry,” she stammered. 

Spinelli stood in the hallway, dumfounded. In silence, he watched as she turned and 

entered her apartment, shutting the door behind her. That’s it. A crater the size of the Grand 

Canyon filled his chest where his heart used to be. 

 


