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 Chapter One


 	She’d really done it this time.

After a lifetime of getting into one scrape after another, Brianna had finally managed to pull off the big one. The snafu of snafus. The fiasco of fiascos. Oh hell. Might as well call it what it really was.

 	The worst fuckup of her entire ridiculous life.

 	She peeped back into the living room full of rowdy men, all impatiently waiting for her. And there, smack dab in the middle of them, was the very last man she wanted to see right now. Quinn MacRae.

 	The bane of her existence. The epitome of trouble. The very embodiment of the biggest pain in her ass.

 	The absolute love of her life.

 Shit.

How was she going to get out of this one?

One of the rowdies spotted her and pointed in her direction. “Hey, I think she’s finally coming out!”

His pronouncement sent the rest of the pack into a frenzy of hooting and hollering. Brianna slammed the door shut and leaned back against it.

She couldn’t do it. She couldn’t. Not with Quinn there.

 	The hollering changed from a cacophony of whistles and catcalls to an orchestrated chant of her stage name. “Si-ren! Si-ren! Si-ren!”

 	What was she going to do? Better yet, how had she let herself get talked into this in the first place?

 	She caught sight of the phone bill sticking out of her purse. Oh yeah, that’s how. She was flat broke.

 	Well, that and the fact that her best friend Maggie had called, coughing and hacking, begging her to take over tonight. Since they’d practiced Maggie’s routine together, Brianna was her first and only choice to take her place. The ironic part was that Brianna had never done anything like this before. She only knew the routine because it was an amazing workout. Must be something to do with all that bumping and grinding.

 	Her face flamed at the thought of Quinn seeing her do those suggestive moves. He already had a less-than-stellar opinion of her. She didn’t think this latest mess was going to improve things any.

 	A movement across the room caught her eye, making her jump. For a second she’d thought someone else was in the room with her, but it was only her reflection in the mirror. Brianna stopped and really looked at herself.

 	Her hair was teased into a wild and sexy do completely unlike she usually wore it. Plus which, she’d slathered on so much makeup her own mother wouldn’t recognize her.

 	Feeling hopeful for the first time since she’d spotted Quinn, she stepped closer to the mirror and pushed at her breasts. You know, in this skimpy harem-girl getup she really didn’t think any of the guys would be looking at her face any time soon. Breasts pressed and plumped to magnificent proportions in the red push-up bra, even she barely recognized the monolithic pair as her own.

 	Nope, there wasn’t a man alive who’d be looking at her face. Not even Quinn.

 	Relief washed over her. She was safe. An idiot. But safe.

 	Besides, what did she care what he thought of her even if he did recognize her? Her shoulders straightened of their own accord. Tilting her chin up, she bravely met the gaze of the seemingly confident woman reflected back at her.

 	She was a good person. Occasionally she got into some trouble. Okay, more than occasionally, but within reasonable parameters. The bottom line was she needed the money. That she was willing to work for that money made her an honest person as well as a good one.

 	So there, Mister Holier-than-thou Quinn MacRae.

 	Giving a final nod to her sexed-up image, she headed back to the door. The men were now stomping their feet in tandem with their chanting. She couldn’t put them off any longer without causing a riot.

 	Pulling herself up to her full five foot ten inches, plus the four-inch stilettos, she put on her mental suit of armor. She could do this. She would do this. Consequences be damned.

 	She opened the door and the chanting stopped. As one, the men fixed their hungry eyes on her, raking over every inch of her body in the revealing costume. Stripping her before she’d even started the routine.

 	She wanted to turn and run. To get the hell out of there. But there was no turning back now.

 	There was nothing to do but brazen it out.




* * *




 

 	Quinn always felt stupid at these things.

 	He enjoyed looking at a beautiful woman as much as the next guy, but this was so phony. A bunch of sex-starved dweebs drooling over a woman who most likely wanted to be anywhere but here.

 	Not much of a turn-on, if you asked him.

 	Of course, nobody asked him. And if he said anything they’d all think he was nuts. Well, hell. Maybe he was nuts. Bachelor parties were a time-honored tradition, after all.

 	At the sudden break in the deafening ruckus, he turned to check out what had grabbed everyone’s attention, and there, just across the room, a pair of the most magnificent breasts he’d ever laid eyes on were making their way over to where he sat. Perched above equally impressive long legs encased in sheer harem pants and balanced on red stilettos, they bounced in mouth-watering time with each step she took. At that moment, he knew for a certainty his own personal fantasy had come to life.

 	In fact, she was better than any fantasy he could come up with. He blinked hard to be sure he wasn’t dreaming. Nope, she was real, all right.

 	It was the oddest thing. A part of him knew there was a complete woman there, attached to the fantasy package, but damned if he could focus on anything else to check it out. All he could see were tits and legs. He suddenly felt like a hormone-crazed teenager.

 	Okay, so maybe there was more than a bit of the dweeb in him, as well.

 	He sat forward, enjoying the view as she continued to come in his direction, her sexy strut practically hypnotizing him along the way. When the bounteous beauty stopped in front of him, he almost dropped to his knees and thanked every god he’d ever heard of.

 	And it just kept getting better. From this close proximity, her breasts looked about ready to pop clear out of their tight confinement.

 	He should be so lucky.

 	In any event, he couldn’t seem to unglue his gaze from their mesmerizing voluptuousness just in case they actually did, and he fervently hoped one of those gods was listening. The fact that he’d so far managed to keep his eyes inside his head instead of having them pop out and roll across the floor like some wacky cartoon character was a Herculean feat all on its own that he’d be proud of for the rest of his life.

 	That was when he finally realized she hadn’t stopped directly in front of him, but rather beside him, in front of his best friend Dennis. Understandable, since Dennis was the groom, unlike Quinn who was only the best man.

 	Someone in the room threw on some music and the breathtaking creature started bumping and grinding seductively to the insistent beat of the revamped disco number. She was so close he could almost reach out and touch her, and he fought hard against the urge to do that very thing.

 	Her breasts jiggled, her enticing ass shimmied, and her never-ending legs performed moves that should have been impossible in those four-inch heels. He couldn’t take his eyes off her, and more than one part of his body was at full attention now.

 	It was strange though. He couldn’t shake the feeling that he knew her somehow. It was impossible, since he’d certainly never forget if he’d been lucky enough to know a woman who looked like this one. But still…there was something about that belly ring, and that tattoo…

 	She continued her seductive dance and he focused on the discreet, half-inch rose tattooed high on her right breast. It was beautifully done, delicate and intricate, and it served as a homing beacon that drew his eyes, making him want to kiss her just…right…there.

 	The thing was, he could have sworn he’d seen it before. But where? When? And on who?

 	His mind ticked through the possibilities while his captivated gaze slipped down and drank in her hips as they undulated in a way that should have defied all the laws of nature. He couldn’t help himself. Images of wild, raunchy sex bombarded him as he fought down the animal instinct to grab her and bury himself deep inside of her.

 	Good God! This was complete madness. He wasn’t normally like this, like some rutting animal barely held at bay, but he knew in a bone-deep way that someone as agile as this woman would be awesome in bed.

 	Everything in his body thrummed to the pounding beat as he watched her, and his entire being wholeheartedly agreed with the lyrics that she was indeed hot stuff.

 	With a flourish of her hand, she whipped off the sheer harem pants and the next thing he knew the almost-see-through wisp of fabric gently landed on his head, momentarily obscuring his view.

 	He grabbed it off his head and breathed deep as her scent assailed him. An intoxicating combination of something herbal and her entirely feminine essence, making him think of sweaty sex and rumpled sheets. Pushing hard to dislodge the barrage of erotic images, he tried again to concentrate on placing the tattoo, but the effort was futile. No doubt because at that particular moment he didn’t have any blood left in his brain.

 	With heart-stopping effect, she picked that instant to turn around and bend over, giving him an up-close-and-personal view of the red thong that didn’t even pretend to cover her assets.

 	His breath caught and held. Okay, that almost killed him. What the hell was going on? He was in agony from the boner he was sporting, and more than a little mystified as to why this woman affected him so strongly. She certainly wasn’t the first woman he’d seen in this state of undress.

 	Just because she was displayed in front of him in all her glory like a tempting dessert cart really wasn’t enough of a reason for this exaggerated reaction.

 	Maybe it had been too long since he’d been laid. No, it had definitely been too long since he’d been laid.

 	She finally twirled back around to face him, shimmying her upper body to the driving beat of the music.

 Okay, Quinn. The neck up, try to focus on the neck up.

Easier said than done, especially since it looked like her red bra-like top was going to be the next thing to come off, but damned if that familiar feeling didn’t persist. He’d met her before, he just knew it. Even her scent was vaguely familiar. Why couldn’t he place her?

He shook himself. Come on, man, look at her face already. Her name isn’t tattooed on her breasts.

Or is it?

 	Distracted yet again from his goal, he continued to watch the enticing mounds bouncing in front of him. He told himself it was to help place the tattoo, but he knew that wasn’t true. Her breasts called to him. Drew him in. Hypnotized him.

 	This was ridiculous! If he wanted to figure out who she was, he had to look at her face, dammit.

 	Finally managing to force his gaze up, it traveled past her hair—nothing out of the ordinary there, he knew lots of brunettes. Continued past her luscious red lips, took in her pert nose—were those freckles?—and was finally grabbed by a pair of striking eyes.

 	Eyes that were nothing short of stunning. Unusual eyes, almost exotic, both in color and shape, and he was sure they’d haunted more than one of his erotic dreams. They were the clear, unbroken blue green of a tropical ocean. In fact, he was pretty sure he’d only ever seen one pair of eyes that color before. But on who?

 	He frowned, and focused more closely on her features. It was hard to tell with all that makeup, besides which the sex kitten never stopped moving long enough for him to get a good look at her face. Almost like she was deliberately trying to hide who she was. But that didn’t make sense.

 	Or did it?

 	He narrowed his eyes, almost standing to get a better look, and her eyes widened when she saw he wasn’t looking at her body any more, but rather at her face. Quinn’s frustration mounted. The connection was almost there, like a word on the tip of his tongue. Another few seconds and he knew it would finally come to him.

 	Panic flashed across her strong features moments before she spun about, shaking her scrumptious ass in his direction again. She obviously hoped to distract him, but it was too late. He knew who she was. And it was no wonder she’d tried to hide her identity from him.

 Brianna!

Before he could do more than acknowledge it to himself, she whirled back around and those mouth-watering mounds he’d been fantasizing about were exposed in full view for everyone to see.

They were glorious to behold. Lush, full, topped with delectable berry red nipples that his mouth just ached to wrap around, with the adorable little tattoo almost pointing the way to Mecca.

Dimly he heard the whistles and catcalls of the other men enjoying the view. He obviously wasn’t alone in thinking they were glorious.

Well, damn! There were almost a dozen other guys in here. And they were all gawking at Brianna’s breasts.

 	That did it. Finally mobilized, he jumped up. “Are you crazy? What are you doing?”

 	He barely registered the other guys hollering at him to shut up and sit down. They could shout all they wanted. There was no way he was moving. He was rooted to the spot. Even though it didn’t make a lick of sense, he was desperately trying to figure out how to cover this crazy woman up.

 	Some of the blood flow must have moved back north because his brain finally jerked out of the stall mode it had been in and he whipped off his shirt, holding it in front of her. “Put this on!”

 	Instead of being grateful, the stupid woman swatted at his attempts to cover her up. “Stop that! What do you think you’re doing?”

 	“What do you think I’m doing? I’m trying to save you from yourself.”

 	Still swatting his shirt away, she glared at him, her annoyance practically laser-beaming him from existence. “Did I ask for your help?”

 	“No, but you obviously need it. Now, put this on!”

 	The drunken groom-to-be staggered upright, swaying slightly. “What’d you stop her for? She’s supposed to take her clothes off. That’s how it works, ya know.”

 	Quinn pushed on his friend’s shoulder. “Sit down before you fall down.”

 	Looking mildly confused and more than a little disgruntled, Dennis did as he was told, almost toppling over in the process.

 	Quinn turned back to the squirming woman in front of him and somehow managed to shove her into his shirt. “How do you continually get yourself into these things?”

 	She stuck her tongue out at him, and with his libido still in overdrive, it only made him want to kiss her silly on the spot. “I do nothing of the kind.”

 	He thought of the times he’d seen her at parties taking part in one crazy thing or another, from dancing on tabletops to entering drinking contests. “Yeah, you do. And from what I can tell, you need a keeper.”

 	“Even if I did, you wouldn’t be my first choice.”

 	He laughed despite himself. “I don’t imagine I am.”

 	The shouting from the other guys in the room was getting out of control. No doubt, the excess of beer that had flowed while they were waiting for Siren, er, Brianna, to arrive, wasn’t helping things any. He had to get her out of there, and fast.

 	He grabbed her arm and started pulling her towards the room where she’d gotten ready. It would have been a lot easier if she’d been the least bit cooperative, but she dragged her feet, wriggling to get out of his grasp, complaining loudly about his interfering the entire way.

 	Quinn motioned at his brother Mark to put on one of the X-rated videos piled up beside the TV, hoping it would distract the guys, then continued on his mission to get Brianna out of there.

 	With a final flourish, he pushed her into the spare room and locked the door behind him.

 	Wrenching her wrist out of his grasp and stepping away from him, she spat out, “Will you knock it off?”

 	“Will you?”

 	Their eyes clashed. Hers spitting blue green fire, his taking in every last one of the flames aimed his way and drinking them in. He was one perverse sonofabitch.

 	What was it about this woman that tripped off every button he had and then some? He knew she was bad news, was nowhere near the right kind of woman for him, so why was he so drawn to her?

 	His attention fastened on her heaving breasts. She was glorious in her frustrated fury as she glared at him, eyes flashing, luxuriant brown hair falling around her shoulders. She was so obviously ready for a fight, and all he could think about was that her naked breasts were on the inside of his shirt.

 	Yep, he was perverse, all right. Somewhere in the back of his mind the word dweeb taunted him. “What on earth do you think you were doing out there?”

 	Hands on hips, she glared at him. “If you couldn’t tell then I guess I wasn’t doing it right.”

 	His dick twitched as he remembered her lush backside wriggling enticingly mere inches from his nose in that oh-so-sexy thong. “Oh, you were definitely doing it right. The question is why you were doing it at all.”

 	Her stance became even more defensive as she crossed her arms over her chest. He could actually see her shutting him out. “It’s none of your business. And why do you care anyway?”

 	Damned if he knew. “I just do.”

 	“That’s not much of an answer.”

 	It was the only one she was getting. He didn’t understand himself why he’d stopped her. It didn’t make any sense. She really wasn’t anyone to him. He barely knew her. She’d gone out with a friend of his once. In the years since, he’d seen her here and there at the odd party, but that was it. The truth was, he’d gone out of his way to avoid her. She was too much like Celia.

 	He ignored the tiny voice that reminded him he’d been lusting after her ever since their first meeting. That voice was just his gonads talking. His brain knew better and that’s what he was going to listen to. The brain in his head, that is. Not the one with a mind of its own screaming for attention in his pants.

 	Catching him off guard, Brianna stepped around him and unlocked the door. “Well, it’s really too bad that you do, ’cause I have a job to do and I’m going to do it. So, if you’ll excuse me…”

 	His hand flattened on the door, stopping her from leaving. He just couldn’t let her do it. “If I have to tie you up to keep you from going out there, I will.”

 	Her pupils flared. Was it shock? Anger? Or arousal? He toyed with the possibilities. Was it possible she liked the idea of being tied up? And just like that a vision flashed through his brain of her tied to his bed, writhing beneath him as he worked over her feverish, panting flesh.

 	Yeah, thoughts like that were really going to calm his libido down for sure. At this rate his hard-on was going to bust clear through his pants. It was bad enough before he’d seen her naked, now the erotic images had completely taken over his blood-deprived brain.

 	With a great deal of effort, he shoved the images as far to the side as he could and focused on the task at hand. That is, the task of keeping her in here with her clothes on. Not of drooling over her naked breasts, although that was far more appealing.

 	His frustration mounting at his lack of self-control, he tried unsuccessfully to focus on something other than sex. This entire predicament was pretty damned funny because all he really wanted to do was get her clothes off. Just not in front of a crowd of slavering jocks. Somewhere nice and private, the two of them alone in a candle-lit room with a huge king-sized bed and endless empty hours ahead of them…

 No. He had to stop thinking like that.

 	“You can’t be serious.”

 	About getting her naked again? Oh yeah. “What?” He really needed to keep track of this conversation.

 	“You can’t be serious about not letting me back out there.”

 	Oh, that. “I’m as serious as I know how to be. And that’s pretty damned serious. You’re not going back out there, and that’s final.”

 	“I don’t get it. Why do you care? You don’t even like me.”

 	Like had nothing to do with it. It was more along the lines of lust. “I like you. Why would you think I don’t like you?”

 	She cocked her eyebrow at him. “Why do you think?”

 	He had no idea. “I could try guessing but it would speed things up if you just told me.”

 	“Never mind.”

 	Quinn saw disbelief cross her face before she ducked under his arm and moved away from the door. At least she wasn’t trying to get out there again.

 	Not taking any chances, he leaned back against the door and crossed his arms, enjoying the sight of her gorgeous long legs peeking out from his shirt as she paced around the room. No way she’d get past him now. He swallowed down the self-satisfied grin. He didn’t want to get her all riled up again.

 	Brianna couldn’t figure Quinn out. What was this all about anyway? He said he liked her, but she knew otherwise. She could still hear her ex-boyfriend Steve during their last fight, yelling that Quinn was right about her, she was a flake and bad news. Apparently Quinn was the final authority on her value as a person because Steve had broken up with her that very night. The whole thing still made her angry.

 	She’d had lustful feelings for Quinn from the moment she’d met him, but had fought them down because she was going out with Steve. On that awful night it had become painfully obvious Quinn not only didn’t approve of her for himself, but he’d felt strongly enough about it to tell her boyfriend what he thought of her, too. Of course, Steve was a good friend of Quinn’s, but still. It had really hurt to find out Steve and she were through at the same time as finding out there was no hope with Quinn either.

 	Anyhow, that was neither here nor there. Her feelings were her own problem and she could handle it. Quinn didn’t like her and that was that. But this protective streak he was exhibiting right now just plain confused the hell out of her.

 	Out of the corner of her eye she drank in a shirtless Quinn’s tall, lean physique, blocking the way out of the room. She couldn’t help it, her fingers itched to explore the bulging muscles in his arms and chest, and continue on down to check out his six-pack abs and follow the trail of hair there like breadcrumbs leading to nirvana.

 	He must work out because he sure looked amazing for a desk jockey. She sighed. Unfortunately, that was one journey she’d never be taking. No matter how much she wanted to.

 	Then again…

 	Maybe she could at least have a little fun at Quinn’s expense. She knew he wasn’t completely indifferent to her. Sure, he disapproved of her, but for that very reason it might be fun to see just how much of a reaction she could get out of him. Hell, he’d already seen almost everything she owned anyway.

 	Hiding a grin, she started looking around for her clothes. “You see my jeans around here anywhere?”

 	“No.”

 	“Never mind. Found ’em.” Making a big production out of it, she slowly leaned over at the waist to pick up her jeans, making sure Quinn’s shirt rode up as high as possible to give him an unobstructed view of her thong-clad backside. When she heard his indrawn breath, she knew she had his undivided attention, and bit the inside of her cheek to hold back the smile that threatened to break out.

 	Without straightening, she glanced over her shoulder at him. “Something wrong?”

 	His Adam’s apple bobbed and he looked about to choke. “No.”

 	Not quite sure where this urge to taunt and tempt him was coming from, she decided not to worry about that and just go with it. After all, he had it coming with his rampant disapproval of her. May as well have some fun with this. Get a little bit of revenge, maybe even cop a feel in the bargain.

 	She stifled the giggle threatening to erupt. Really, it was just a little friendly revenge. It had nothing to do with the fact that she’d fantasized about touching him for ages and this would be the perfect time to actually do it.

 	Nothing to do with that at all.

 Uh huh. Yeah, right.

First making sure the shirt was still mostly unbuttoned, she straightened and turned towards Quinn again. “Are you sure? You seem kind of uncomfortable.”

“I’m fine.” His voice croaked and elation raced through her. She was definitely getting to him.

Moving towards him, she felt like a hunter stalking its prey. Which she supposed she was. Quinn, the king of the circumspect, was battling between his need to get away from her and his need to keep her from going back out there and stripping. This kind of power was heady stuff.

Brianna stopped directly in front of him, leaving no maneuvering space at all. Even if he tried squirming away it would only make things worse. “I’m not so sure. You look a little flushed to me.”

His pupils dilated, almost drowning out the storm gray of his irises. She gently laid her hand on his arm, still crossed in front of him as if he were warding her off, and felt the muscle twitch beneath her fingers. She soothed it with her thumb.

Quinn didn’t say anything, just watched her closely. She wished she knew what he was thinking, but his face was impassive. Impossible to read. Maybe she needed to up the stakes a bit to get the reaction she wanted, because she definitely wanted to get a rise out of him. Although, judging from the size of the bulge in the front of his pants, she was already getting one kind of rise out of him. What she really had her heart set on, though, was for Quinn to acknowledge the attraction between them. He’d never act on it, of course, but they both knew it was there and it irritated her no end that he behaved as if it didn’t exist.

 	No, this was the perfect time for a teeny bit of payback for all the sleepless nights he’d caused her.

 	Licking her lips, she took in his face. Standing this close, you’d have thought she’d find all kinds of imperfections, but his rugged features were still movie-star perfect. She couldn’t see one thing she’d change. Even his five o’clock shadow only managed to make him even more handsome.

 	Damned irritating if you asked her.

 	His lips were an interesting contrast to his otherwise-hard visage. They’d always fascinated her, looking soft, and warm, and inviting. She’d often wondered what kissing him would be like. Now seemed like a good time to find out.

 	A really good time.

 	Without further thought she rose on her tiptoes and brushed her lips against his. Yep, they were warm, all right. And soft. No reaction though, unless you counted the fact that he’d gone perfectly still, not even seeming to breathe. So she put a little more into the kiss, increasing the pressure, then opening her mouth to taste him lightly with her tongue.

 	Okay, that was definitely a groan. It was barely there and she almost hadn’t heard it, but it was undeniably there. Encouraged, she reached up, threaded her fingers into his vibrant dark locks and tasted him more thoroughly. This was better than her favorite fantasy and her much-loved Heavenly Hash ice cream combined.

 	As if in slow motion, Quinn’s mouth opened and suddenly the whole tenor of the kiss changed. She was no longer the one in charge. Quinn was.

 	Magically, his arms no longer barred her from getting closer, but were now wrapped around her, drawing her full against him. Her breasts were mashed against his granite-like chest but instead of protesting, her nipples peaked as if reaching out, trying to get even closer.

 	He spread his legs, fitting her hips even more snugly against him and it was pretty obvious that her nipples weren’t the only thing reaching out. She could feel his erection, huge, hard and throbbing, against her belly and everything female in her wanted to feel that hardness buried deep inside of her. Just the thought made her heart pound out of control, and she could have sworn live electricity raced through her bloodstream.

 	Damn, but the man could kiss.

 	Their tongues dueled and tasted and…oh Lord, was that mewling sound really coming from her? She would have been mortified, but the answering low growl from Quinn nullified her embarrassment. At least she wasn’t the only one taken to a previously unknown stratosphere with this kiss.

 	No, make that a whole new dimension.

 	She’d known there was chemistry between them, but this was more than just chemistry. This was an atomic-bomb’s worth of stuff zinging between them. Only instead of blowing them apart, it was imploding, pulling them together. Drawing them tighter. And yet somehow she still wasn’t close enough, she needed more.

 	Completely disorienting her, Quinn suddenly pushed her an arm’s length away and it was over. Just like that.

 	She almost cried out from the acute sense of loss.

 	They stared at each other, breathing hard, Quinn with an accusatory look on his flushed face. No doubt she simply looked stunned because that was definitely how she felt. Stunned.

 	She’d wanted to get a reaction out of him. She hadn’t counted on getting an even bigger reaction out of herself. The kiss was supposed to be a bit of payback, and instead all she’d done was shove her own face in the fact that Quinn was every bit as sexy and unique as she’d always imagined him to be. And then some.

 Shit.

How did she always manage to do this to herself? Would she never learn to stop and think things through before she acted on these stupid impulses of hers?

“What the hell was that for?”

Yeah, like I’m gonna tell you. “What’s the matter, you never kiss someone on a whim before?”

 	His frown intensified with obvious disapproval. “You mean you go around kissing men you barely know like that on a regular basis? No wonder you get into scrapes all the time. It’s a wonder you haven’t gotten into worse trouble. Or maybe you have and I just haven’t heard about it.”

 	That jerked her out of the pleasantly dreamy state the kiss had put her in. “You don’t know squat about me, so don’t you dare make snap judgments!”

 	“It’s not a snap judgment. It’s based on a combination of what I’ve heard about you and what I’ve seen for myself.”

 	Brianna’s head whipped back as if struck, and she fought the urge to slap him hard. “I repeat. You don’t know anything about me.”

 	She spun on her heel and started gathering up her clothes. Tears stung her eyes. Why, she wasn’t sure. She couldn’t decide if she was furious or just wanted to sit in a corner and cry. She hated the fact that Quinn had such a poor opinion of her, but she couldn’t deny she always did somehow manage to do something that made her look foolish whenever he was around.

 	The karma gods must hate her and were making her pay for several lifetimes of terrible deeds. “You can leave now. I know you’re not going to let me go back out there to finish the show.”

 	Just because she’d been relieved deep down when he stopped her, didn’t mean she’d thank him for it.

 	Another thought came to her and she whirled back around. “And that’s another thing, I really needed that money. You had no business interfering. And if Maggie’s business gets a bad rap from this, I’ll find a way to make you pay for it. Now get out. I have to get dressed.”

 	He was still leaning against the door and had recrossed his arms in front of him. A lopsided grin played at his full lips. “Since I’ve seen pretty much everything you have, why the sudden bout of modesty?”

 	She sighed in frustration with her traitorous feelings. Even when she was so mad she wanted to smack him, she found him almost impossible to resist when he teased her like this. But it would take a lot more than a gorgeous grin to bring her around tonight. No matter how horny she felt. “That was different. Just leave.”

 	He studied her closely for a minute, then nodded and pushed away from the door. His hand on the doorknob, he looked back. “I’ll take care of things so Maggie’s business doesn’t suffer.”







 Chapter Two


 	It hadn’t been easy, but Quinn had finally managed to get the last of the partiers to leave. Not that he’d thrown them out right away, but when he saw that most of them were drunk and past caring where they were anyway, he called a halt to the revelries and piled everyone without designated drivers into cabs.

 	The only one left was his younger brother Mark. Quinn watched as he gathered up the porno tapes he’d brought for the party.

 	“You gonna tell me why you almost ruined the bachelor party?”

 	Quinn leaned back into his favorite corduroy recliner and sighed contentedly. “I didn’t ruin the party.”

 	“If I hadn’t brought these tapes you would have. I thought the guys were going to stampede when you dragged Siren out of here.”

 	“That wasn’t Siren. I mean it was, but her real name is Brianna. Didn’t you recognize her?”

 	Mark’s face wrinkled up in concentration. “Brianna. You mean Steve’s Brianna? No way!”

 	“Oh yeah. It most definitely was.” Every luscious inch of her.

 	Mark put the stack of tapes down and stretched out on the couch across from him. “I didn’t recognize her. Not that I could see much with your ugly butt in the way. You sure it was her?” 

 	“Yup.”

 	Mark barked a laugh. “Guess I wasn’t looking at her face.”

 	Quinn scowled a warning in Mark’s direction, still not happy with the fact that all those guys had seen Brianna close enough to naked to not make any real difference. “I don’t think anyone was looking at her face.” He took a swig of the beer he’d been nursing and wished he could drown out the annoying twist in his gut.

 	“It just doesn’t seem like something Brianna would do.”

 	“You’ve got to be kidding. It seems exactly like the kind of thing she’d do. She’s always been a bit of a flake.” Just like Celia.

 	“Brianna? Are we talking about the same woman here, ’cause it sure doesn’t sound like the one I know.”

 	About to take another sip, Quinn stopped and set the beer down instead. Maybe his brain was fuzzier than he thought. “The Brianna that Steve went out with a couple years ago. The one that’s always doing some foolish thing or other.”

 	A contemplative grin crossed his brother’s face as if he was remembering some pleasant memory. “Well yeah, she does sorta leap before she looks, but that doesn’t make her a flake.”

 	Quinn couldn’t keep the scowl off his face. “It does in my book.”

 	“Don’t you think you’re being kind of hard on her?”

 	Was he? Nah. “Every time I’ve been anywhere near her, she’s always ended up doing something really out there, from dancing on tables to joining the guys in a chug-a-lug match. You don’t think that makes her a flake?”

 	Mark shrugged. “I think that makes her fun. It’s never boring when she’s around.”

 	“Maybe not, but she’s definitely not the type of woman a guy would want to settle down with.”

 	“Why not?”

 	Quinn pictured the stern face of the founder of Horton, Horton & Fiske, the law firm he worked for, and laughed. “Are you nuts? The minute she got bored, she’d pick herself up and take off looking for a good time or some adventure. I want a wife that’s going to stick around for the long haul.”

 	Mark clasped his hands behind his head, mussing up his blond hair, and frowned. “I didn’t know you were looking to get married.”

 	“I’m not, but could you imagine what the partners in the firm would think of her? Hardly appropriate wife material for an up-and-coming attorney. Have you seen her belly-button piercing, and what about that tattoo?”

 	“First off, just because she likes to have fun doesn’t mean she’s not reliable. And secondly, who cares what your stuffy old bosses think.”

 	“I do. With a prestigious law firm like Horton, Horton & Fiske, I have to watch my image. I was lucky they took me on in the first place. Anyway, I’ll need to settle down sometime soon. And when I do, the future Mrs. MacRae had better measure up to their high standards or they’ll class me as unreliable, too.”

 	“You really have given this a lot of thought. I didn’t think you were considering the marriage noose so seriously.”

 	“Let’s just say I’ve been keeping my eyes open.”

 	Mark threw him a grin. “It’s mighty interesting that the first time I hear you talk about marriage, it’s in regards to Brianna. I always suspected you had the hots for her.”

 	“I do not have the hots for her.” Much.

Mark laughed, a full-bodied sound that made Quinn smile despite the annoying turn the conversation had taken. “Yeah, sure. You keep telling yourself that.”

“Anyway, she’s not for me. I want someone who knows the meaning of loyalty and reliability.” Unlike Celia.

“I’m sure Brianna’s younger sister thinks she knows the meaning of those words.”

That caught Quinn’s attention. “What do you mean?”

“When their folks died about five or six years ago, Brianna took over raising her younger sister. Dropped everything so she could support the two of them and be there for Kayla.”

Quinn hadn’t known and his stomach clenched at the thought of Brianna coping with such a difficult situation on her own. “How come I’ve never heard anything about this?”

Mark shrugged. “It’s never come up, I guess. I only heard because I got talking to Steve once and he mentioned it to me.”

Was she really not the flake he’d always thought her to be? And did it matter? She still wasn’t corporate-wife material. Not the way she dressed, not her tattoos, or her piercings.

And now she was stripping, for God’s sake. “I admire what she did, but her impulsiveness still works against her.”

Mark sighed and got up. “If you say so. But I still don’t see why you couldn’t go out with her. And don’t bother saying you don’t like her. That’s a load of bullshit. I saw you freak out when she took off her clothes.”

“That was just a reflex when I realized I knew who she was.”

“You’re not trying to tell me you really believe that, are you? Man, you’ve got it bad.” Mark laughed as he grabbed his stuff and headed out the door.

It was a while before Quinn went to bed. Images of Brianna intermixed with some of the things Mark had told him to make a confusing montage that wouldn’t let him sleep. The two versions of Brianna didn’t seem like the same person, but then, he didn’t know her very well and Mark had just proven that what he did know was circumstantial at best.

Mark might have a valid point. There wasn’t any real reason he couldn’t just go out with her. Have some fun and games. Brianna was always ready for a good time—why not have a good time with him? Then maybe he could get her out of his system and stop this inconvenient lusting after her.

Especially since it was pretty obvious ignoring her wasn’t working for him. Maybe a change in tactics was just what he needed.




* * *




 

 	“Did you do it?”

 	Brianna looked up from the newspaper to watch her sister, Kayla, traipse into the kitchen. Giving her a deliberately blank look, she answered, “Do what?”

 	Kayla rolled her eyes dramatically. “What do you think? Did you do Maggie’s strip routine?”

 	Brianna couldn’t help but marvel at Kayla’s blasé attitude. She’d been the one to do it and she still didn’t feel comfortable about it. But then Kayla had had to grow up fast.

 	Too fast.

 	She pushed the unpleasant memories out and focused on the positives. They still had each other and that was the main thing. She liked that they were close and could talk about anything, more like friends than sisters. They were eight years apart, but somehow that had never really mattered. And when their parents had died, Brianna had moved back home so she could take care of Kayla until she was ready to be on her own.

 	The years had flown by and she could hardly believe Kayla was already heading off to university on a scholarship.

 	Their parents had had insurance to pay off the house and to cover the funeral expenses, but things hadn’t been easy. Money was tight, but with no mortgage payments, it had made things a lot easier. She’d considered selling the house, but she wanted to keep as much stability in Kayla’s life as possible and moving seemed like an upheaval best avoided.

 	Brianna’s job at New Age Finds was enough for their needs and the store owners were really good to her, letting her work hours that allowed her to be home when Kayla came home from school and attend after-school activities as well.

 	They were, however, broke more often than not. There was never enough for extras. Things like the car for Kayla she’d been trying to scrape enough money together for.

 	And thus the stripping job and any other odd jobs she could find to make some extra cash. She wanted Kayla to have the independence a car would give her, so she could drive home and visit anytime she wished. It was also Brianna’s graduation present to Kayla for working so hard and getting the scholarship in the first place.

 	As for the stripping job… “Yes and no.”

 	Kayla shot her a look. “What the heck does that mean?”

 	“It means I tried to do the routine, but hit a snag.” If you could call Quinn a snag. The big lug was more like a brick wall. A hunky brick wall, but a brick wall just the same.

 	“What kind of snag?”

 	The big hunky kind. Too bad he was so damned annoying. Brianna fought back a giggle. “I started to do the routine and one of the guys stopped me.”

 	“What is he, gay?”

 	Brianna laughed. “Definitely not gay. Actually, it was Quinn.”

 	Kayla’s eyes rounded. “Gorgeous, stuffed-shirt Quinn?”

 	“One and the same.”

 	“Wow.” Brianna watched Kayla mull that one over while she poured herself a bowl of cereal. “I don’t get it. Why would he stop you?”

 	“Beats me. He wouldn’t say. Just bustled me into the room I’d changed in and wouldn’t let me out again.”

 	“Maybe he likes you.”

 	Brianna sat back, enjoying that notion for a whole thirty seconds before she shot it down. “Not a chance. He doesn’t even approve of me. Don’t you remember? Quinn’s the one who told Steve I was a flake and not to be trusted.”

 	“I still think he likes you.”

 	Brianna flashed back to the scorching kiss they’d shared. He didn’t approve of her, but maybe, just maybe, he lusted after her a bit.

 	Lust was good. She could work with lust. “Anyway, it doesn’t matter. It’ll probably be months before I run into him again, and he’ll likely have some svelte blonde on his arm by then.”

 	“I guess you won’t get paid for last night, then.”

 	Brianna sighed, still baffled by last night’s events, and more than a little intrigued at Quinn’s possible reasons for stopping her. She’d never admit it to him, but she really wasn’t sorry he’d stopped her. She’d been uncomfortable with the whole thing and somehow doubted she’d ever try it again. No matter how much it paid.

 	That didn’t alter the fact that she was pretty annoyed at not getting paid this time. She needed that money. “Probably not, even though it wasn’t my fault.” Interfering lug. “Anyway, you ready for tonight’s job?”

 	“Yup. Don’t forget I’m staying at Sarah’s tonight. She’s picking me up after we finish serving dinner at the wedding.”

 	“Okay.” It suddenly dawned on her that she just might be seeing Quinn a lot sooner than she’d thought. The wedding they were working tonight could very well be the one connected to the bachelor party.

 	Hmmm. Now that brought up a whole whack of possibilities.




* * *




 

 	Did he have to hold her so close?

 	Brianna silently fumed while she checked the tables for any glasses and stray garbage that had been missed. Was it too much to ask that they keep a reasonable distance between them? Like a telephone-book’s width. Or the state of Montana.

 	She surreptitiously glared at Quinn and the sex-on-legs blonde he pretended to be dancing with. The way the woman was draped over him, it looked more like foreplay than dancing from where she was standing. Weren’t there laws against public indecency?

 	And how unfair was it that she was stuck watching their disgusting display because she was working.

 Hell. She couldn’t even gripe about it to Kayla because she’d already left with her friend Sarah. This just plain sucked.

 	Finally finished checking the tables, she escaped back to the kitchen with her loaded-down cart. “This is the last of it. We just need to gather up the tablecloths and that’ll be it.”

 	Her friend Wanda, who owned the catering company, smiled. “Great. We’re almost done back here, too. We should be out of here soon.”

 	“Not a minute too soon for me. My feet are threatening to revolt.”

 	Wanda groaned her agreement. “I hear ya.”

 	“Your feet too sore to dance?”

 Quinn!

Brianna twirled around at the deep, rich voice that had elicited the teasing question. Drinking him in from his sexy lopsided grin to his shiny black shoes, she surreptitiously checked to make sure she wasn’t actually drooling.

Damn, he looked really good in a tux. Really, really good. “You’re asking me to dance?” She couldn’t believe it after the way he’d made it eminently clear he disliked her. Unlike the blonde he’d been pseudo-dancing with.

 	“I’ve wanted to dance with you all night. Finally got my best-man duties out of the way, and they just called out the last dance. It’s now or never.”

 	He actually sounded sincere. Go figure. “What happened to the blonde? You looked like you were having fun.”

 	Quinn shuddered. “I finally managed to peel her off and make my escape.”

 	He wasn’t getting off that easy. “After your behavior last night, is there any reason I should want to dance with you?”

 	He leaned in close. “Why not? I’d say we rather clicked, wouldn’t you?”

 	His gorgeous gray eyes searched her face closely and she felt as if he could see right through her, reminding her he’d seen her all but naked last night. She supposed she should feel embarrassed about that, but all she could think of was that it was too bad he hadn’t been naked, too. Both of them together. Bodies touching. Hearts pounding. Hands exploring.

 	Why not indeed?

 	When she didn’t answer right away, he continued his efforts at persuasion. “Come on, you know I stopped you from doing something you really didn’t want to do anyway.”

 	What was he, psychic? Damn him. But he had a point. And how the hell did he know that? Her fantasy of their naked bodies flashed into her brain again. If he were able to read minds she’d be in big trouble. “Maybe. But I’m not sure dancing with you would be such a good idea. After last night, it could be dangerous.”

 	Quinn chuckled. “Could be. You up to the challenge?”

 	Brianna flashed back to their hotter-than-Hades kiss and wondered if she was. She was damned sure interested in taking that challenge. More than just interested, actually. More like flat-out dying to.

 	In her work uniform of plain white shirt and black pants, she’d look pretty stupid dancing with a guy in a tux, but when the hell had she ever cared what anyone thought? Now was not the time to start. What she really cared about was seeing if those sparks were still there, and what better way to find out than by doing her own version of foreplay on the dance floor with Quinn.

 	Before she could utter a word, Wanda pushed her towards him. “Well, don’t keep the man waiting! He might change his mind.”

 	Quinn laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m not going anywhere without Brianna.” He extended his hand to her. “You heard the woman, come on.”

 	Brianna broke out in a big grin. “I guess there’s no saying no to you, is there?” Not that she’d seriously had any intention of it.

 	She took his hand and his strong, tanned fingers engulfed hers, making her feel protected and taken care of. A dangerous feeling she avoided as a rule.

 	A frisson of electricity leapt between them. Yep, the sparks were definitely still there.

 	Their gazes snagged and she could have sworn she saw desire flash across his now-almost-black pupils. That had to be a good sign, didn’t it? Maybe Kayla was right and they did have the lust thing going for them, no matter what opinion he had of her. Definitely a good thing.

 	He threw her a rakish grin that tugged at some unnamable feeling inside her, and winked before turning and towing her along behind him, leaving her feeling slightly off-kilter from the gamut of emotions that had hurled themselves around inside her in the last twenty-four hours. Damn, but the man was potent stuff.

 	A little confused as they headed right past the dance floor, she was about to ask where they were going until she realized where he was leading her.

 	Oh, this was promising.

 	Following him through the middle set of French doors that opened onto a barely lit patio area, she tamped down a nervous giggle that threatened to escape. Or maybe it wasn’t nervousness, but rather anticipation. Yeah, that was it, anticipation.

 	No one else was out there and it gave an instant feeling of intimacy. An intimacy that could lead to some rather interesting things. She hid a grin and hoped it wasn’t too obvious what was on her mind.

 	It was a perfect summer night. Warm and inviting, with stars twinkling in the midnight sky. Nothing but the sound of crickets chirping and the music coming through the open doors to accompany them. And the sound of their breathing, because she was already breathing hard just at the thought of being held flush against Quinn’s rock-hard chest.

 	He folded her into his arms, pulling her close, making her feel warm and safe in his embrace. How did he do that to her? Twice in the last few minutes. And it sure as hell didn’t make much sense for her to feel that way with Quinn, especially after what had happened yesterday. But oddly, while most men made her want to assert herself, to make sure they knew she was fully in charge, somehow Quinn had the opposite effect on her. Against all reason, she trusted him.

 	Talk about nuts. Maybe she’d finally gone off the deep end. “Why, Quinn MacRae, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you have more than just dancing on your mind.”

 	She felt his chuckle more than heard it. “Maybe I do.”

 	Oooh, that sounded promising. “Should I be worried?”

 	His voice dropped an octave. “I don’t know, should you?”

 	She giggled. She’d never seen this playful side to Quinn. She wasn’t sure how it was possible but it made him even more appealing.

 	She rested her cheek on his shoulder and snuggled in closer. Might as well enjoy the moment. It might never happen again. His hand rubbed slowly up and down her back for long moments before enticingly coming to rest low on her back, just above her buttocks.

 	It shocked her how much she longed to have his hand slip lower still, to pull her even closer, until she couldn’t tell where she ended and he began.

 	The music must be getting to her with its sappy message of love and happily ever after. She really needed to keep in mind that Quinn didn’t approve of her and certainly didn’t like her in the way she wanted him to. The lust thing was the only possibility between them, and it was all she really wanted. Wasn’t it?

 	He must have felt her stiffen. “What’s wrong?”

 	She shook her head. “Nothing.”

 	He pulled back so he could look her in the eyes. “Something is.”

 	“I guess I’m just wondering why you’re doing this.”

 	“Doing what? Dancing with you?”

 	“You’ve never bothered with me before.”

 	He nuzzled her ear. “It’s your own fault.”

 	“My fault.” Brianna pulled back. “What did I do now?”

 	“Yesterday you opened a can of worms I’ve been trying to keep firmly closed ever since I first met you.”

 	She searched his face to see if he was teasing her. “How’d I do that?”

 	His big hand cupped her cheek. “You kissed me.”

 	“Oh.”

 	“And now I find I want to do it again.” Quinn brushed his lips butterfly soft against hers.

 	Brianna’s heart leapt and started beating double time. “Oh.”

 	“Is that all you can say?”

 	She nodded.

 	He grinned. “Good. Now’s not the time for talking anyway.”

 	The next touch of his lips on hers wasn’t soft at all. It was confident and questing, his lips both firm and gentle, completely intoxicating.

 	Brianna felt everything inside her melt and heat up all at once, a curious combination that made her feel as if she would spontaneously combust. Yep, kissing Quinn was as earthshaking as she remembered from last night. She hadn’t imagined it, or built it up into something mammoth in her mind. It was as real and knee-melting as before, and she couldn’t hold back a needy sigh.

 	It was funny, but she’d never thought of herself as a particularly passionate person. She put on a good front, but only Quinn seemed to be able to take her to dizzying heights of passion without even trying.

 	Damn, he tasted good. All male, with a hint of mint. Completely yummy.

 	Brianna tightened her arms around Quinn. Somehow she needed to be closer to him than she already was. She wasn’t sure why since there wasn’t enough space for a microbe between them, but it still wasn’t close enough. Too many clothes, that was the problem.

 	Tongues parried, lips meshed and breath entwined. Heat pooled between her thighs. She wanted him more than she wanted her next breath.

 	His hands slid down to her butt, cupping her cheeks just like she’d longed for him to do only moments before, and he pulled her hard against his erection.

 	Lord, the man was big everywhere.

 	She rocked against him, feeling light-headed and slightly powerful all at the same time because she knew she affected him too. Knew he felt exactly the same way she did.

 	It took some doing, but with a bit of manipulation, she managed to slide her hand into his shirt and was rewarded with the sound of his quickly indrawn breath.

 	She grinned. Just the response she was hoping for. Although two nights ago she would have laughed her ass off at anyone who suggested he would be responding to her touch at all, never mind like this.

 	Quinn didn’t waste any time. He danced her backwards until she hit the solid brick wall of the building. She barely noticed the rough texture of the bricks digging into her back. All she could focus on were his large, warm hands, which had finally found their way to her aching breasts. The relief was palpable, even though there was still the unwanted nuisance of her bra and shirt in the way.

 This was what she wanted. Had craved beyond reason. They were in a public place, for crying out loud. But reason had nothing to do with how they were behaving. She could only be grateful it was even darker off to the side here. She really didn’t want to put on a peep show.

 	In record time he had her shirt undone and one taut peak in his mouth, sucking and licking through the fine sheer fabric of her bra. His hand cupped her other breast, and it was all she could do not to rip off her clothes right then and there in her quest to ease the ache his touch somehow managed to both soothe and amplify.

 	It was blissful torment that seemed somehow sharper, more intense, even more exciting, because they could be caught at any moment. God, when had she turned into a closet exhibitionist? And was that even possible? Wasn’t that an oxymoron?

 	She fisted her hands in his hair and pulled his mouth back up to hers. “Kiss me, Quinn.”

 	“Anything you say, beautiful.” And his mouth ravaged hers, showing more than words ever could that he craved her taste as much as she did his.

 	Nibbling and licking, teeth nipping and tongues seeking. It was everything a kiss should be and more.

 	Somewhere in the back of her mind, Brianna realized the music had stopped. She knew there was some reason that should worry her but she couldn’t think clearly enough to figure out why.

 	It was the sound of voices coming closer, intruding on their private little world, that finally broke them apart.

 	Quinn’s forehead rested against hers and their harsh breathing almost drowned out the voices. “We need to go someplace more private to finish this.”

 	“Yes.” It was all she could think of to say between gasps. “Yes.”

 	“Do you have to go back to the kitchen?”

 	She shook her head. “No, I’m done for the night.”

 	He nodded. “Let’s go.”

 	Pulling herself together enough to realize she couldn’t go back inside with her shirt gaping open, she gathered both ends and did up the buttons with shaking fingers. “We can go to my place. My sister’s not coming home tonight.”

 	She wasn’t sure why, but she didn’t want to go to Quinn’s. Somehow she felt more in control if she was on her own turf.

 	“Sure thing. You ready?”

 	Brianna fastened the last button and tugged her shirt into place. “Yeah.”

 	Quinn couldn’t believe Brianna was on the same page as him. Surprised, but unbelievably grateful. He was so hard he was in agony, and the only thing on his mind was that he had to hurry and get them to her place before she changed her mind.

 	Not very gallant of him, but definitely the way he felt. The word dweeb wafted through his consciousness for the umpteenth time in the last few days. Brianna definitely brought out a side of him he didn’t know still existed.

 	Glancing Brianna’s way before heading back inside, he took in her disheveled appearance, and was awed by how beautiful she was with her hair mussed and lips looking full and thoroughly kissed by him.

 	After years of fighting this attraction, he was finally going to give in to it, and he planned on enjoying every minute. And on making sure she enjoyed it, too. In the process, he hoped to get her out of his system so he could get her out of his mind and move on to someone more suitable. He wasn’t particularly proud of feeling this way, but ignoring her hadn’t worked all that well. Maybe this would do the trick.

 	He grabbed her hand and led them through the few remaining people inside. “Did you drive here?”

 	She stopped in her tracks. “No, I came with the company van. You know, I’d better let Wanda know I have a ride home.”

 	Her fingers slipped out of his grasp and he watched her run back to the kitchen, studiously ignoring the way his hand felt empty and bereft without her. He hoped she hurried back.

 	Restlessly, he looked around and spotted Mark, cornered by the same blonde he couldn’t get rid of earlier. Poor guy. Thankfully Brianna returned before Mark saw him as he really wasn’t in the mood to talk. 

 	Instinctively, he grabbed Brianna’s hand again, wanting to feel her warmth once more.

 	“Good thing I went back. I almost forgot my purse.”

 	With his brain stalled out he couldn’t think of anything intelligent to say so he simply nodded in reply. Wryly, he acknowledged the problem was that there was still a distinct lack of blood circulating anywhere near his brain, something that seemed to happen a lot around Brianna. Grinning to himself, he made a beeline out to his car with her in tow. 	Deftly following Brianna’s directions to her place, he drove through town in record time. The only mystery was how he managed to elude getting a speeding ticket.

 	Once there, they raced to the front door where she struggled to find her keys. It would have gone faster if he’d stopped kissing and touching her long enough so she could actually search through her purse, but he just couldn’t help himself.

 	At last managing to unlock the door despite their grope-fest, they all but fell inside when the door finally gave way.

 	Quinn laughed, holding her close. “I don’t think I’ve been in this much of a hurry since I was a teenager.”

 	She giggled. “Me either.”

 	Needing to slow things down a bit, he pushed her against the wall and held her hands over her head. When he had her undivided attention, he brushed her luscious mouth with his own in a barely there kiss, quickly following it up by nipping and sucking on her bottom lip. 

 	She started squirming. “Don’t tease.”

 	“I’m not teasing, I just don’t want this to be over before we’ve even begun. I have a lot of things I want to do to you, and none of them include a quickie.”

 	She waggled her eyebrows. “Why not?”

 	“Because I want to explore every inch of you. Get to know every crevice of your body. Every dip and curve, taste and texture. Know everything you like, and how and where and when.”

 	Her breath hitched. “Wow.”

 	“It’s going to be amazing between us. I can feel it.”

 	She nodded slowly. “I feel it, too.” A grin of pure mischief crossed her face. “But I still think a quickie sounds like fun.”

 	Quinn laughed again. He couldn’t help it. There was something freeing about being around Brianna.

 	She suddenly pushed away from him. Caught off guard, he stumbled back.

 	“Catch me if you can!” And with a laughing wave, she raced away, tossing pieces of clothing in her wake.

 	She wanted to play, did she? He grinned and took off after her. “Oh I’ll catch you, all right. And when I do, look out.”

 	“Promises. Promises. Actions speak louder than words, you know.”

 	“I’ll show you some action you’ll never forget.”

 	“You have to catch me first!” Her carefree giggling floated back to him at the same moment her bra landed squarely on his head. How did she keep doing that? He pulled it aside and groaned as he realized she was now naked from the waist up. Talk about incentive.

 	Feeling like one of the stampeding bulls at Pamplona, he decided it was time to stop playing around and get down to business. The business of pleasuring Ms. Brianna Michaels.

 	She’d obviously decided the same thing ’cause when he caught up to her she was draped across the bed in a very fetching pose with all her assets in lovely display. She’d lost the pants somewhere along the way and now her only covering was a miniscule black thong.

 	If he hadn’t already been so hard he could use his dick as a weapon, this would have done it. She was every man’s fantasy and the only real fantasy he’d had for the last few years.

 	He stepped into the room. “You’re not making this very challenging.”

 	Her mouth formed a pretty moue that brought an immediate visual of having it wrapped around his cock, causing said member to twitch. “You don’t think so?”

 	“You didn’t make me have to catch you.”

 	She tipped her head to the side. “True, but I decided it was more fun being caught than being pursued.”

 	He laughed and took a step towards her. “I can’t argue with that.”

 	She held up a hand. “However…”

 	Quinn stopped in his tracks. Please don’t let her change her mind. His stomach dropped to the level of his throbbing hard-on begging for immediate attention. “However, what?”

 	“However, I don’t want you to think I’m easy.”

 	He blinked. Where had that come from? “Easy. There’s nothing easy about you, sweetheart.”

 	She grinned, revealing a cute little dimple just left of her mouth. “You say that now, but will you respect me in the morning?”

 	The mischief twinkling in her eyes told him she was kidding, although he had no clue where she was going with this, and he really didn’t care because he had other more important things on his mind. “No matter what I answer, you won’t believe me. How can you believe anything a guy with a hard-on the size of Mount Everest says?”

 	“Hmmm. I see your point.”

 	He’d resumed walking towards her during their little exchange and now stopped directly in front of her.

 	She reached over and clasped him through his pants, measuring him from tip to balls, almost causing his eyes to cross in sheer ecstasy. “I also see you’re not exaggerating about the Mount Everest thing. Lucky me!”

 	The exquisite torture of her hand squeezing him was almost more than he could take. “No, I’m the lucky one,” he managed to choke out.

 	“I guess we’ll see soon enough.”

 	He sure hoped so.

 	Thankfully, Brianna didn’t leave him wondering for long as she made quick work of his cummerbund, and before he could even begin to figure out how to get the noose fondly called a black tie unstuck from around his neck, his pants were pooled around his feet.

 	She slapped away his clumsy efforts to extricate himself from the stubborn tie. “Here, let me.”

 	While she was taking care of that end, he toed off his shoes, and shucked his pants and socks. His shirt went next, leaving him wondering just how much practice she’d had in stripping guys that she’d managed it so quickly. The unpleasant thought had him frowning. He didn’t much like the idea of her being with other men. And how stupid was that considering they weren’t in a serious relationship.

 	“What’s the frown for?” Her fingers gently smoothed away the creases on his brow.

 	“I’m just thinking you’re overdressed.”

 	Her laugh had a musical lilt that made him smile from deep inside. “I’ll take off mine if you take off yours.”

 	“You’re on.”

 	He started to rid himself of his boxers, intending to win, but the sight of Brianna, breasts bouncing, falling back on the bed, raising her hips and yanking her thong off was too great a distraction. He didn’t even fight it, just stopped what he was doing and enjoyed the show.

 	Standing this close to her, he could see her panties were already wet and something inside him leapt, or maybe it was just his cock. Brianna was as turned on as he was and it felt damned good to know it.

 	Squealing in victory, she held her thong aloft. “Ha! I win!”

 	Quinn chuckled at her exuberance. Perhaps that was one of the things about her that appealed so much to him. It was odd because he’d always thought her high-spiritedness was what he didn’t like about her. That it made her too flighty and unpredictable. Maybe he’d been wrong about that. Could that vivaciousness be what was missing in his life? “You certainly do.”

 	Without taking his gaze off her, he made quick work of his underwear.

 	Her eyes were bright with anticipation, and she rubbed her hands together. “So, what do I get?”

 	His voice dropped to a low rumble. “What do you want?”

 	She suddenly went very serious as she seemingly considered her choices. “Gee, I don’t know. There are so many things I’d like.” She tapped her finger against her cheek. “A new car might be nice. Or a new TV.”

 	For a split second he thought she was serious, but then her sweet grin, complete with that adorable dimple, broke out and she looked him up and down, her gaze finally resting on his throbbing dick. She licked her lips, almost completely undoing him in the process. “Then again, I’ve always wanted to climb Mount Everest.”

 	Quinn couldn’t hold back the groan as her hand closed around his cock and she ran her thumb over the weeping tip. A shudder wracked through him and his knees almost buckled. “You can climb anything you want, sweetheart.”

 	She nodded slowly, her gaze locked on his cock. “Oh, I intend to.”

 	And sweet heaven, she took him into her hot, moist mouth and sucked on him as if he was her favorite flavor of lollipop.







 Chapter Three


 	Raw need crashed through Brianna, and she trembled with pent-up excitement.

 	Who would have thought giving a guy a blowjob would be such a turn-on for her? But then, this wasn’t just any guy. It was Quinn. Quinn whom she’d loved from afar for what felt like forever. Well, it was more like a couple of years, but it felt like forever.

 	She knew this didn’t mean the same thing to Quinn that it did to her, but that was okay. She wasn’t ready for commitment anyway, and having these memories with him would last her a lifetime.

 	Hell, maybe it would even help her get over him in some weird and warped way. Work him out of her system. Then again, maybe not, but she’d sure have fun finding out.

 	Running her tongue along the length of him, she marveled at his size. He wasn’t kidding about the Mount Everest thing and she thoroughly enjoyed exploring every inch of him. If Quinn’s groans and thrusting motions were any indication, he was enjoying her explorations, too.

 	“Stop! I’m going to come if you don’t.”

 	She gave his impressive erection one last longing lick. “You can by me.”

 	He closed his eyes and shuddered. “You have no idea what your saying that just did to me.”

 	Throwing his head back, he inhaled deeply and then slowly let it out, apparently fighting for control. She perched on the edge of the bed and waited. Finally, his gaze locked with hers. “I want to come when I’m buried deep inside you, and not a minute sooner. There’s no way I’m going to let things end so fast. I have big plans for you tonight, and they include me tasting every bit of you. When I’m through with you, you’ll know what it is to be thoroughly ravished.”

 	Okay, she was officially melting now. She swallowed. Hard. “Ravished is good.”

 	That didn’t come out quite as playfully as she’d intended, but it was the best she could do considering she was now so wet and ready for him her brain had completely shorted out. “Since you’re the one with the big plans, what’s next?”

 	Quinn gave a lusty grin and gently pushed her back on the bed. “It’s payback time.”

 	She giggled. “Now that sounds promising.”

 	“You have no idea.”

 	She thought maybe she did, at least she hoped she did. But the mischief sparkling in the back of his eyes made her not as certain as she might have been. Oh well, she’d just have to wait and see. This whole taking things slow thing was excruciating for her. She wasn’t patient at the best of times.

 	The first touch of his mouth on her inner thigh came without preamble. Damn, he didn’t waste any time. A rush of heat enveloped her, making her break out in a sweat and shiver in anticipation all at the same time. Was he really going to do this?

 	The next swipe of his tongue on her most private center left her in no doubt and she almost climaxed from just that one touch. After that he licked and suckled her with obvious relish, making her writhe from the exquisite bliss.

 	None of her boyfriends had ever done this for her, and here was Quinn, their first time together, going out of his way to give her pleasure. If she hadn’t already loved him, this would have done it. She tried not to think about the fact that Quinn didn’t feel the same way about her. This was about pleasure, nothing more.

 	Pressure built inside of her, making her feel like she was going to fly apart from his tongue doing those wicked and wonderful things to her. She felt as if she was losing control of her own body as her hips jerked and thrust despite Quinn holding her firmly against his incredibly clever mouth.

 	He lifted his head and the desire burning in the depths of his gray eyes almost undid her. “Don’t fight it, sweetheart. Come for me now. Hard.”

 	And just like that, she did.

 	It raced through her, blowing her mind and exploding every molecule in her body as it went on and on, stringing her out as far as she could go before finally releasing her from its grip.

 	Damn. They probably heard her scream on the international space station orbiting Earth.

 	Falling back, limp and replete, she couldn’t ever remember feeling so relaxed. Not surprising considering she’d never come that hard in her life.

 	She looked over at Quinn with something akin to awe filling her being. It was somewhat squelched by the goofy grin of pride etched on his handsome features. She managed a limp grin of her own. “If that’s payback, I need to figure me out a way to get more deeply in your debt.”

 	His eyes twinkled with wicked promise. “Oh, we’re not finished yet. We’re just getting started.”

 	Knowing she had a pitifully eager look on her face and not caring, she said, “I was hoping you’d say that.”

 	“Never doubt it. Now, scoot up.”

 	Anxious to see what else he had in store, she hurried to do as he asked, enjoying the sensation of cool cotton sheets on her still-overheated skin.

 	He climbed on the bed and straddled her hips, studying her closely. “You know, I’ve been terribly remiss.”

 	“Not from my perspective you haven’t.”

 	Reaching out, he cupped one of her breasts. “Oh, but I have. I’ve been fantasizing about your beautiful breasts since last night and here I’ve completely neglected them.”

 	She gave him what she hoped was a fetching pout. “That’s true, you have.”

 	His sexy chuckle of promise was better than any aphrodisiac, causing goose bumps to skitter up her spine and filling her head with images of all the sinful things he might do to her. “Time to fix that omission. And the perfect place to start is right here.”

 	With that, he leaned down and brushed a kiss across her tattoo. “You know, this thing is so damned sexy. It’s like an arrow pointing the way to paradise. What made you get it?”

 	She tried to focus on what he was saying. He had her so worked up already she could barely think straight, never mind give complex explanations. “What else? A guy. He sorta dared me to get one.”

 	He gave the tattoo a playful lick. “And you, of course, had to take the dare.”

 	“Of course. He actually wanted me to get his name tattooed there, but I said no way and got the rose instead.”

 	“Thank God for that.”

 	“Yeah, especially since we broke up shortly afterwards. Typical scenario, I guess. I thought I was in love. He thought he had to move on to greener pastures.”

 	“He was an ass. They don’t get any greener than this.”

 	He worked his way down from the rose to one already-taut nipple. “You have the sexiest breasts I’ve ever seen.” Leisurely licking and nipping his way across them, he almost drove her mad before he finally took one nipple completely into his hot mouth and sucked hard.

 	A rush of heat raced from there to her very core, shocking her with its intensity. How did he do that? Get her so hot, so fast. She should be completely burned out from the orgasm he’d already given her, but here she was, ready for another round.

 	When he had her gasping for breath, he lavished the same attention on the other breast, finishing by lightly blowing on the now-wet nipples. She was burning up and the contrast was incredible. If he thought that was cooling her down any, he was completely deluded.

 	He trailed kisses down from her breasts, tonguing her navel, then looked up at her. “I just know there’s a story behind this belly ring. Remind me to ask you about it. Later.”

 	Grateful she didn’t have to talk, she watched as he continued his downward journey. Her stomach muscles twitched with anticipation and she was desperate for him to continue on farther, but he stopped at her nether curls and kissed his way back to her breasts.

 	Just about ready to pathetically start begging, she felt his fingers skim her folds once, twice, and then more firmly. She didn’t need him to tell her she was incredibly wet, but it wasn’t his fingers she needed, it was him. She’d go insane if he didn’t fill her soon.

 	Enough was enough. Taking him by surprise, she knocked him onto his back and climbed on board. “Okay, that’s it. I want you inside me now.”

 	He chuckled. “Impatient little thing, aren’t you?”

 	“Yep. Always was.”

 	She reached over and yanked open the drawer on her night table, pulling out a condom. “Thank goodness I still have a few of these left. Been a while since I needed any.”

 	“How long’s it been?”

 	“Too long. Now shut up and let me concentrate. Don’t want to damage anything.” His feigned look of alarm had her laughing.

 	Wanting to make him suffer just a teeny bit, she rolled it on with exaggerated care, pretending to check that it was on properly, making sure it was completely smooth without any crinkles.

 	Quinn’s low groan told her she was succeeding. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

 	“Sure am.”

 	Before he could comment, she rose up on her knees, positioned him with her hand and slowly seated herself over him to the hilt.

 	They both groaned in heartfelt ecstasy. Quinn was huge and he filled her completely, in a way she’d never felt filled before.

 	“You feel incredible. So hot and wet and tight. I’m going to go mad.”

 	“You and me both.”

 	Quinn grabbed her hips and started moving. They soon had the perfect pace going and she couldn’t believe the pressure was building again. She’d never come twice in one night before, but it was going to happen tonight. She was sure of it.

 	He leaned up and sucked on her breast and like lightning she climaxed again, long and hard, and before she was done, Quinn followed.

 	Completely wrung out, collapsing on top of him was all the movement she could manage. She mumbled into his chest, “I think you killed me.”

 	He reached up and started stroking her back. “That’s my line.”

 	“Not this time it isn’t.”

 	He chuckled again. “I don’t think I’ve ever laughed this much during sex.”

 	She peeped up at him. “Then you’ve been missing out.”

 	“Maybe I have.”

 	The soothing sweep of his hand across her back was putting her to sleep, and she fought back a yawn. She felt unbelievably sated, and satisfied, and happy, and content.

 	“Tell me the story behind the belly ring.”

 	He couldn’t be serious. She barely had enough strength left to breathe, never mind talk. She hiked up her eyelid to check. Yep, he was serious. Weren’t guys the ones who were supposed to pass out right after sex? “There’s not much to tell. It was just something fun to do with my sister. Actually, Kayla wanted a nose ring, but I drew the line there. I pictured having a head cold with it and thought, eww, no thanks. So, her second choice was a belly ring.”

 	“Definitely the better choice, given your options.”

 	“Speaking of Kayla, don’t take this the wrong way, but I don’t want you to spend the night here.”

 	His hand stopped its gentle motion. “What?”

 	“It’s just that I don’t know when my sister will come home and I don’t want her to find you here.”

 	“How old is your sister?”

 	“Eighteen. What’s that got to do with it? I don’t think it would set a very good example.”

 	“Don’t you think she’s old enough to understand? I mean, she must have a boyfriend herself.”

 	“Kayla’s too smart for that. She’s going to university soon and wants to concentrate on her studies. She’s very mature for her age.” Getting annoyed with his attitude, she pushed herself upright. “And that’s not the point anyway. I still don’t think it’s a good idea for you to be here when she gets home.”

 	His puzzled expression surprised her. Surely he could understand her concerns. Finally he nodded. “I’ll make sure I’m gone before morning.”

 	“Thank you.”

 	He sat up and gave her a resounding kiss. “Don’t move. I’ll be right back. I’m not done with you yet. Not by a long shot.”

 	Then he jumped out of bed and gave her an outstanding view of his very fine ass as he headed to the bathroom.




* * *




 

 	“Hey Bree! Whose car’s in the driveway?”

 	Quinn’s eyes sprang open at the unfamiliar voice yelling from somewhere else in the house.

 Shit. Brianna’s sister must be home already. Now what?

 	The sound of footsteps on the stairs told him she wasn’t far from barging into the bedroom.

 	“You still in bed, sleepyhead?”

 	He tried to force his brain into motion, but wasn’t having much success. Last night’s sex-fest had apparently sapped not only his body, but his mind as well.

 	“Time to get up! What’s with your clothes thrown all over the place out here?”	Before he could wake up enough to move, or even contemplate the viability of hiding under the bed, the bedroom door flew open and a vivacious young lady, who looked like a younger version of Brianna, burst in carrying an armload of Brianna’s clothes.

 	At the sight of him, she stopped dead in her tracks, and her mouth dropped open.

 	Hesitantly, he sat up in the rumpled bed, grateful the bunched-up blanket covered his morning wood.

 	He shook Brianna to try to wake her up. Come on, man, think of something to say. But what could he say? He shouldn’t even be here. “Hi.”

 	Now wasn’t that eloquent. And he called himself a lawyer.

 	He was spared the effort of thinking of some other inane thing to say when a blinking, bleary-eyed Brianna finally sat up clutching the sheet to her chest. “Kayla! You’re home early.”

 	Kayla’s look changed from one of surprise, to one of amusement. “Actually, I’m not. It’s almost eight o’clock. Way past our usual Sunday yard-saleing time. But I can see you had a long, exhausting night.”

 	Brianna turned various interesting shades of red before saying, “Don’t be a smartass.”

 	Kayla flashed a grin. “So, you gonna introduce me?”

 	Now that one he could answer, even in his half-asleep, semi-stunned state. “The name’s Quinn. Quinn MacRae.”

 	The attractive teenager’s eyes all but popped out of her head as she looked from him to her sister and back to him again. “The Quinn MacRae?”

 	That was an odd comment for her to make. “You’ve heard of me?”

 	“Sure…”

 	Brianna cut her sister off with what could only be called a look of desperation in her eyes. What was that about? “I’ve mentioned your name a couple of times ’cause you were friends with Steve.”

 	“Your sister’s got a good memory.”

 	“Yes, she does. Do you think you could give us some privacy, Kayla? We’ll be downstairs shortly.”

 	Still grinning, Kayla nodded. “Sure, I’ll see you in the kitchen.” They watched as she closed the door behind her.

 	He was in for it now. He’d told Brianna he’d leave before her sister came home and he’d meant to do just that. But they’d made love and fallen asleep, and he’d woken up a couple of times during the night and each time he’d seen Brianna lying beside him, all warm and naked and inviting. He simply couldn’t stop himself from reaching out for her again and again. They’d obviously both finally fallen into an exhausted deep sleep.

 Damn.

Not that that was any kind of an excuse. He turned to face her and grinned in what he hoped was an apologetic manner. “Sorry. This is all my fault.” He ran his finger down her cheek. “Well, it’s mostly my fault. It’s your fault you’re so irresistible.”

He waited for the explosion that was certain to come. Her eyes sparkled with emotion, but he couldn’t tell if she was furious or just really, really mad. Not that it would make any difference. Either way she was going to kill him for sure.

She seemed to be battling with herself, and he had a sudden urge to leap out of bed and race for the bathroom to hide before she took her fury out on him. Since that would have been cowardly, he fought the impulse and decided to do the manly thing—stay right where he was and take what was coming. Besides, he deserved whatever she threw at him.

Brianna’s eyes welled up, her shoulders shook, and he couldn’t hold off the immediate feeling of panic. Was she about to cry? He sure as hell hoped not. He could feel himself start to cringe from the mere prospect of her copious tears.

But as usual, Brianna didn’t do the expected. Instead, she erupted in a very loud, gut-deep laugh.

Blinking in surprise, he watched as she continued to laugh so hard the tears started to roll down her cheeks. And the look on his face seemed to amuse her even more because the next thing he knew she was pointing at him and laughing even harder.

“You should see your face. I wish I had a camera.”

“I’m glad I’m so amusing.” Actually, he was glad. It was better than her screaming at him, even if he did deserve it.

 	“Oh, believe me, you are.”

 	“Well, amusing or not, I really am sorry about this. I had every intention of leaving after the last mind-blowing orgasm, but you wore me out.”

 	A picture of Brianna on her hands and knees in front of him, shaking her pretty little ass his way had him wanting to sink into her hot, wet channel all over again. But that’s what got him into trouble in the first place.

 	She shook her head. “No, we wore each other out. This isn’t all your fault. I could have kicked you out of bed at any time, but I didn’t. I guess I’m not the only one that’s irresistible.”

 	The sheet dropped as she leaned over and lightly bussed his lips. Her beautiful breasts brushed his chest, and just like that the only part of him that had been working last night—because it sure wasn’t his brain—popped back up to full attention.

 	Brianna’s fingers closed around his erection and she sighed. “What a waste. You have no idea how much I’d like to follow up on this but we have to get up.”

 	“You’re right. No matter how much I want to be inside you again. And believe me, I do. Right here, right now. Hard and fast.”

 	Her expression wistful, she gave his cock one last fond squeeze before throwing back the sheet. “I’ll wash up first. I want to get down there and talk to Kayla alone anyway.”

 	As he drank in the sight of Brianna’s lovely ass sashaying away, he realized he hadn’t had anywhere near enough of her yet. Last night should have purged him of this annoyingly inconvenient attraction, in fact that had been the point, but instead it was now intensified. He wanted her even more because he knew how good they were together in bed. She was fun, sexy and adventurous. What more could a man want from a lover? 	Only problem was he wasn’t looking for a lover. He was looking for a woman who was wife material. And Brianna definitely wasn’t that.

 	Although, she had surprised him with her responsible attitude about her sister and not wanting him there when she got home. Actually, he’d been more than a little surprised and pleased by that.

 	But still, if he wanted to make partner in the firm, he needed a serious wife. One that old man Sanford Horton would think added to his look of stability and dependability. Hell, even for dating purposes, Brianna’s flightiness would give a bad impression.

 	His only option if he still wanted to see her was to sneak around with her, and he couldn’t see Brianna going along with that. The truth was, it really wasn’t his style either. He wouldn’t be comfortable with it any more than she would. So, where did that leave them?







 Chapter Four


 	Brianna took a deep breath before entering the kitchen to face her sister. She’d never allowed something like this to happen before, even when she’d had a steady boyfriend. Getting caught in bed with Quinn, who was more than likely a one-night stand, was like her worst nightmare and definitely not an example she’d want Kayla to imitate.

 	“Hurry up and get in here. I know you’re hovering out there.”

 	Brianna peeped around the doorframe and laughed sheepishly. Kayla was leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms crossed, looking very impatient indeed.

 	“I guess that was about the last thing you expected to find when you came home today.”

 	“Darn right. I mean, you’ve had boyfriends but you’ve never brought them home before.”

 	“It shouldn’t have happened this time either. I’m sorry.”

 	“Oh, it’s okay. I was just really surprised. You don’t have to worry, I’m not a baby any more. You don’t have to protect me from ‘life’s realities’.”

 	“It’s not that. For goodness’ sakes, you’re all grown up now, and heading off to university in a couple of months.”

 	“Then what is it?”

 	“You know I’m not big on one-night stands, and even though I’ve known Quinn for a couple of years, I don’t really know him well. We’ve never even been on a date, for crying out loud. This whole thing is so not like me.”

 	Kayla came over and put an arm around her shoulder. “I know that. But this is Quinn we’re talking about. He’s not a stranger, you’ve liked him for a long time.”

 	Brianna enjoyed the unaccustomed sympathy from her sister. It was usually the other way around, with Brianna sympathizing with Kayla on one of her problems. She really was pretty much all grown up, very mature for her age, and Brianna was damned proud of her. “Thanks, Lala.”

 	Brianna hugged her sister hard, naturally falling back into using Kayla’s nickname. As a baby, Lala was all Kayla could manage of her name and it had stuck. But she hadn’t let Brianna get away with using it for years. There was something very comforting about the fact that she let her get away with it now.

 	“So, how did this happen? Just yesterday you said he couldn’t stand you. It didn’t much look like that to me.”

 	Brianna laughed. “I can imagine what it looked like.” She shook her head, still not believing Kayla had caught them in bed together. “He asked me to dance at the wedding. One thing led to another, and well, we ended up here.”

 	Kayla threw her a cheeky grin. “That has to be the CliffsNotes version. Come on, I want details.”

 	“Well, you’re not getting any. It’s private.” Time to change the subject. “Besides, he’s gonna be down any minute. I don’t want him to catch us talking about him. His ego’s plenty big enough.”

 	Kayla waggled her eyebrows. “Can’t blame him. The guy does look mighty hot in a sheet.”

 	Quinn sailed into the room, still buttoning his shirt. “You think so?”

 	Brianna tossed him a disbelieving glance. “What, and you don’t?”

 	Quinn’s lascivious leer had her chuckling. “Well, maybe after last night I think you think I do. At least a little bit.”

 	Brianna grabbed the tea towel off the counter and flung it at his head. “See, I was right about your ego. The last thing it needs is to be fed.”

 	“Speaking of being fed, is there any chance you could spare some cereal? Or coffee? Please?”

 	Quinn’s pitifully hopeful look was more than she could resist. Rolling her eyes, she turned to put a pot of coffee on. “Yes, to both. I hope you like cornflakes.”

 	Kayla started grabbing bowls and utensils, setting them on the table. “Yeah, I ate the last of the raisin bran yesterday.”

 	“Cornflakes are perfect. What can I do to help?”

 	Brianna waved him into a chair. “Sit down and stay out of the way. This kitchen is too small for all of us to be moving around in it. Especially a big galoot like you.”

 	“Maybe I should take offense at that. Are you insinuating I’m clumsy?”

 	“No, just big and in the way.”

 	Kayla giggled. “Just do as she says, Quinn. It’s the easiest way.”

 	Quinn grinned and parked himself in the chair Brianna had indicated. “I know when I’m outgunned.”

 	An hour later, Brianna couldn’t get over it. Breakfast had gone really well. Quinn fit in with Kayla and her far better than she would ever have imagined. Not that she’d ever pictured anything of the kind. Hell, two days ago she couldn’t even picture having a lengthy conversation with him, and now he’d not only joined them for breakfast, which was mind-boggling enough, but she’d had sex with him, too.

 	Bloody-amazing, mega-incredible, super-duper sex at that.

 	Yep, this was definitely a banner day for Brianna Michaels.

 	After the last of the coffee had been polished off, Kayla started to stack dishes in the sink.

 	Quinn got up and stopped her. “Leave it. I’ll help Brianna clean up in here.”

 	Kayla cast her a questioning look and Brianna nodded. “Yeah, go and start scoping out the paper for the yard sales you want to check out. We’ll get a late start, but maybe we’ll find some fun stuff anyway.”

 	“Sure thing. It was nice meeting you, Quinn.”

 	He smiled. “Same here.”

 	They watched her grab the paper off the hall table and head upstairs to her room.

 	“She’s a great kid.”

 	“Don’t let her hear you call her a kid. But yeah, she’s the best.”

 	“How long since you’ve been raising her on your own?”

 	She started filling the sink with water. “About six years.”

 	He nodded. “You’ve done a great job with her.”

 	“The hard part was already done by our parents. I just kept up the rules and standards they’d already set with her. They were the same ones they’d set for me, so it was easy to know what they were.”

 	He picked up the tea towel and started drying a mug. “Still, you’ve had to make a lot of sacrifices to take care of her.”

 	Was it a sacrifice? She thought of how much they’d helped each other through the loss of their parents, and all the subsequent trials that had followed, and she didn’t think it was a sacrifice at all. It was a blessing. “Depends on what you consider a sacrifice, I guess.”

 	“You had to put your own life on hold, didn’t you?”

 	“Yes, but that was only temporary. My dreams are still there, and now that she’s going to university soon, I can start pursuing them again. So really, it was only a small delay.”

 	He nodded and didn’t say anything more while he thoughtfully dried a bowl.

 	Brianna watched him out of the corner of her eye, wondering what was running through his head. The simple fact that she was standing here talking to him at all was unbelievable. In fact, this whole morning was surreal. Had anyone asked her, she would have expected him to scurry out of the house as soon as he was dressed, but instead he’d sat there like he did this every Sunday morning with them.

 	“Brianna, I’m not sure where this relationship of ours is going.”

 	Ah, here it comes, the big kiss-off. Best to play stupid. Let him spell out what’s on his mind. “What do you mean?”

 	“You and I, we’re so different. Don’t get me wrong, I like you, but where can this go?”

 	“Does it have to go anywhere?”

 	He sighed. “Maybe not for you, but I’m looking for more than just a fling and I just can’t see a future for us.”

 	What the hell did that mean? “Don’t you think it’s kind of early to be talking about any of this?”

 	She pulled the sink plug and watched the water drain out, not wanting to make eye contact with Quinn. Even though she’d pretty much expected him to do this, it still really hurt.

 	“Well, that’s the thing. I don’t see any future for us. We’re too different. I have a reputation to uphold, especially in connection with my job, and you, well you’re…”

 	She speared him with a look. “I’m what? A flake? That’s what you told Steve, isn’t it?”

 	Satisfaction shot through her at the surprise that flashed across Quinn’s face. “I didn’t think he’d tell you about that. But I guess it doesn’t really matter. It’s the truth. We’re complete opposites, and totally unsuited.”

 	What a complete jerk. He barely knew her. Had based his opinions on circumstantial evidence at best, and he called himself a lawyer? “I think you’d better leave.”

 	“You know I’m right.”

 	“What I know is that this conversation is over. Don’t let the door hit you on your way out.”

 	Quinn studied her for a minute, then placed the tea towel down on the counter. “This is for the best.”

 	“You’re right, it is. I don’t waste my time on hypocritical jerks. Good thing I never bothered to give you my phone number ’cause now I don’t have to tell you never to call me.”

 	He didn’t comment. Simply nodded, then turned and left.

 	Minutes later she still hadn’t moved. Just stared at the spot where he’d disappeared through the front door. She sighed. Big hunky Quinn was gone.

 	The stupid jerk.

 	Emotions churned through her in a confused jumble. She couldn’t decide exactly how she felt. Of course, she was angry, but more than that was swirling around inside of her. Anger, hurt, incredulity, inevitability, and even relief. Talk about being conflicted.

 	The relief part surprised her though. While she really didn’t want to get into a serious relationship right now, the truth was, for Quinn she would have made an exception. Sure, she was looking forward to being free to go after some of the things she’d put on hold to take care of Kayla. But despite all that, last night had been more than just sex for her. What exactly it was she wasn’t quite sure, but it definitely didn’t fall into the fling category.

 	Since she’d gotten up this morning, she’d wondered what it had been for Quinn, and now she supposed she knew. He wasn’t interested in anything more than a fling with her. She obviously wasn’t up to his high standards. Never had been. It served her right for letting things go this far. She’d always known he didn’t approve of her, so what did she expect?

 	An unaccustomed feeling of panic washed over her, and her heart twisted as fear settled into its depths.

 	Shit! What the hell had she let herself in for this time? She was very much afraid it was nothing but a whole pile of heartache.




* * *




 

 	Quinn felt like a total shit.

 	As well he should. He was a total shit.

 	The moment he’d realized he was in trouble was when his mind kept straying from the baseball game playing out on the TV in front of him, to the disappointed look on Brianna’s face. He’d let her down in a very basic way and he couldn’t believe how much that bothered him.

 	“Earth to Quinn. Anybody in there?”

 	Mark waved his hand back and forth in front of Quinn’s eyes. How long had he been doing that? He shoved Mark’s hand away. “What?”

 	“They just made a home run and you didn’t even blink. I was worried you’d died or something.”

 	“Very funny. I’ve got a lot on my mind, is all.”

 	Mark sat back on the couch. “It must be something pretty big. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything distract you from a game.”

 	Quinn grabbed the bowl of chips away from his brother. “You’re making a big deal out of nothing.” If you could call Brianna nothing. She was probably the biggest something he’d come up against in his life.

 	And therein lay the problem. She was definitely the wrong something for him. He’d gone down that road and didn’t have any intention of going down it again. “Just watch the game. You’re staring at me like I’m some kind of monster from the deep.”

 	“It’s Brianna, isn’t it?”

 	Quinn scowled.

 	“I knew it! You’ve been acting weird ever since she did the stripping act on Friday. And don’t give me that look. I saw you take her outside to dance at the wedding.”

 	“It was just a dance.”

 	Mark laughed. “Yeah, that must be why I saw the two of you practically running out to the parking lot afterwards. Because it was just a dance.”

 	Quinn took a swig of beer. “You’re making too much of it.”

 	“You don’t fool me one bit. I’ve known you my whole life and I can read you like a book.”

 	“Would ya drop it, already?”

 	Mark set down his beer. “This is worse than I thought. You really like Brianna a lot, don’t you?”

 	Quinn snapped. “And what if I do? It’s not a crime. It’s also none of your business. Besides, it’s never going to come to anything.”

 	“Why not?”

 	“She’s not my type.”

 	“Bullshit! She’s exactly your type. Always has been.”

 	“You don’t know what you’re talking about. Now let it go.”

 	Mark shook his head. “You’ve always called Brianna a flake. The only other woman I’ve known you to call a flake was Celia.”

 	“Don’t drag up ancient history.”

 	“I wouldn’t if it was ancient history. You’re letting what Celia did to you color your opinion of Brianna.”

 	“Well, they’re both the same unreliable type.”

 	“That’s just it, they’re not.”

 	Quinn leapt off the couch and started pacing. “Women like Celia and Brianna will make you fall in love with them, and then dump you when the going gets tough. Who needs it? I want someone reliable. Someone who’ll stick around when I need them most.”

 	“Unlike Celia who dumped you the second you were injured and couldn’t be captain of the football team any more?”

 	“Exactly.”

 	“Look, Celia was flighty and shallow. But most of us knew that all along. You were the only one who didn’t see it.”

 	“Probably because I was thinking with my dick.”

 	Mark laughed. “True enough. And understandable. Celia was hot. If she’d been gunning for me like she’d gone after you, I wouldn’t have stood a chance either.”

 	Quinn grunted. “Lucky for you she didn’t.”

 	“Agreed. But you’re wrong to say that Brianna is like her.”

 	“Come on! You’ve seen some of the stunts she’s pulled, same as I have.”

 	“Yeah, but I see them differently than you do. You’ve always called her a flake. I’ve always thought of her as fun-loving and adventurous. Big difference, if you ask me.”

 	“Well, I don’t see it.”

 	“’Cause you don’t want to see it.”

 	“’Cause there is no difference.”

 	“Really, and what about her sister, Kayla? Brianna took over raising her when their parents died. You don’t call that loyal and responsible behavior?”

 	“No, I mean, yeah, of course.”

 	Could Mark be right? Could this be what had been nagging at him? He’d been so preoccupied with believing the worst of Brianna, he’d ignored the good things. Not that he’d been thinking clearly since Friday anyway. It felt like he’d been in a perpetual state of arousal since seeing Brianna’s luscious breasts flaunted in all their glory in front of him. 	He really was a dweeb. Flash a pair of breasts under his nose and his dick took over all the thinking. But then, it wasn’t just any pair of breasts that had reduced him to that state. Only Brianna’s.

 	Maybe he wasn’t such a dweeb after all.

 	Maybe he was only a dumb shit.

 	He supposed he could live with that. But could Brianna?




* * *




 

 	“What a self-righteous, judgmental bastard!”

 	Brianna stifled a grin as she watched her best friend, Maggie, indignantly stomping around her living room on her behalf. Not that she blamed her any. She’d been semi-fuming for most of the day herself. “You won’t hear any arguments from me.”

 	Maggie tossed her head of glorious red curls. “I should think not! Who does he think he is, anyway?”

 	“He thinks he’s a respectable, conservative guy who needs a respectable, conservative woman in his life. That wouldn’t be me.”

 	“Self-righteous bastard.”

 	Brianna grinned. “Now you’re repeating yourself.”

 	Maggie sniffed. “Yeah, well, it bears repeating.”

 	Kayla had gone out with friends and Maggie, who was feeling much better than she had on Friday night, had come over to commiserate over this morning’s fiasco. Good thing, too. Brianna had gotten sick of berating herself for getting involved with Quinn in the first place. It was a damned stupid thing to do when she knew good and well what he thought of her. “I guess I’m mostly mad at myself now.”

 	Maggie threw herself on the couch beside her. “Yourself! Why?”

 	“I should have steered clear of him.”

 	“Come on, you and I both know you’ve been lusting after his fine bod for ages. You couldn’t pass up a chance to get in on some of that.”

 	“If that had been all it was. Instead, sleeping with him has just made my feelings for him even stronger. I really didn’t need this.” Brianna dropped her head back against the couch.

 	Maggie leaned in closer. “Was the sex any good at least?”

 	Mind-blowing. Earthshaking. Delicious. “Yes.”

 	“Gee, don’t elaborate or anything. Details, girlfriend. I want details.”

 	Brianna chuckled. “Well, you aren’t getting any.”

 	Maggie sat up in a hurry. “This is worse than I thought. Please don’t tell me you’ve gone and fallen in love with the jerk.”

 	Had she?

 	Oh hell, who was she fooling? She’d been half in love with him for years. All sex had accomplished was to push her over the edge into full-fledged, heart-stopping love, instead of just lust-filled fantasy love.

 Shit.

Brianna looked over at Maggie’s expectant face. “I think I have.”

“Dammit, girl! You should know better than that.”

“It’s not like I consciously decided to do this, you know. I didn’t wake up this morning and say, ‘Hey, this looks like a good day to totally screw up my life.’”

Maggie cocked a brow at her. “You sure?”

“Oh, shut up! It just happened and now I have to deal with it. That’s all there is to it.”

“I still say he’s a jerk.”

“Nah. He’s just a man who knows what he wants. It just doesn’t happen to be me. Well, maybe he is a bit of a jerk.”

“A stupid, blind jerk who doesn’t know a good thing when he sees it. You’d be the best thing that could ever happen to him.”

“I’m not what he wants.” Brianna sat forward and picked up her glass of wine, raising it in a toast. “Here’s to stupidity. When everything else fails you, it’s always there, ready to do its part to fuck up your life.”

Maggie clinked glasses with her. “To stupidity!” She took a sip and put her glass down. “So, what are you going to do now?”

What was she going to do? Survive, of course. Just like she always did. “I’ll get on with my original plans and put this whole mess behind me as a lesson well learned. Keep away from hunky lawyers who don’t like flakes.”

 	“You’re not a flake.”

 	“Close enough.”

 	“For crying out loud. Sometimes you act before you think. That doesn’t make you a flake. Just a wee bit…”

 	Brianna raised her eyebrow. “Flakey?”

 	Maggie tossed a cushion at her head and laughed. “Reckless, rash, hasty, thoughtless.”

 	“Oh yeah, I see the huge distinction there.”

 	“There’s a difference and you know it. You’re being dense on purpose.”

 	Brianna sighed. “No, I get exactly what you’re saying. Anyway, what we think doesn’t matter. Quinn’s only concerned with what he thinks and he thinks I’m a flake.”

 	She took another sip of her wine and set it down again. The really sad thing about all of this was that if they loved each other it wouldn’t matter. He’d accept her as she was, and she could continue to pursue whatever things she wanted and he wouldn’t hold her back. If only he’d given them half a chance things could have been so different.

 	She glanced at Maggie. “Let’s change the subject.”

 	“Right, one subject change coming up. I have some good news. The customer is still going to pay for Friday night.”

 	“You’re kidding.”

 	“Nope. He left a message on my machine. It was really weird though.”

 	“Weird how?”

 	“Sounded like he was still at the bachelor party. First he called to say there was no way he was paying because you didn’t do the full show. Not too much later he called back saying I was lucky because one of the other guys was going to pay for it. I could hear somebody prompting him on what to say in the background.”

 	Brianna straightened. “Quinn.”

 	Maggie frowned. “I thought we weren’t going to talk about him any more.”

 	“No, Quinn said he’d make sure your business didn’t suffer. I thought he meant your business’s reputation around town, not that he’d pay for it. Although, I guess that makes more sense.”

 	“If that’s true, I take it back. I guess he’s not a complete bastard after all.”

 	“Well, really, since the whole thing was his fault, it was only right that he fix it.”

 	“That didn’t mean he would. At lot of guys wouldn’t have.”

 	“True.”

 	The strident peel of the doorbell cut her off. At Maggie’s questioning expression she said, “Must be the paperboy collecting.”

 	Brianna snagged her wallet out of her purse on the hall table, and swung the door open.

 	And there stood the man in question, head down with his hands in his pockets.

 	“Hey, we were just talking about you.” Would she never remember to think before she spoke?

 	He glanced up, uncertainty clouding his expression. “About what an ass I am?”

 	“Yeah, we covered that topic earlier. I think we settled on self-righteous, judgmental bastard.” She called over her shoulder, “Isn’t that what it was, Mags?”

 	Maggie’s voice floated over from the living room. “Yup, that was it.”

 	Brianna turned back to Quinn. “Just wanted to be sure I got it right. Anyway, now we’ve moved on to figuring out you’re the one going to pay for Friday night’s gig.”

 	“That’s the least I could do.”

 	“Yeah, we agree. So, what are you doing here? I thought you’d said everything you had to say as you bolted out the door in your haste to get away from my contaminating presence.”

 	“I didn’t run. You told me to get out.”

 	“That’s right, I did. The request still stands. Now, go away.”

 	She tried to close the door, but he stopped her. “We need to talk.”

 	“I didn’t much care for our last conversation, can’t say that I want to repeat it.”

 	“I have something for you over at my place. Please come with me.”

 	He graced her with his most charming smile that no doubt drew birds out of trees, or brought jurors around to his way of thinking. “I don’t know. I think I’ve seen everything I need to and although there were some things I quite liked, others didn’t impress me much.”

 	“Just give me one more chance.”

 	She took in his pleading eyes, full of sincerity and hopefulness, and she was a goner. She was such a sap.

 	Oh, what the hell, he couldn’t make her feel any worse. She hoped. “Fine. One last chance. Although I really don’t see the point. What with me being a flake and all.”

 	His solemn “thank you” appeased her somewhat, making her feel a bit less like a stupid fool for going along with him. Not much, but a bit.

 	She walked back to Maggie. “He wants to talk, and for some reason it has to be at his place. I’m probably going to regret this, but I’m going.”

 	“If your gut is telling you to go, then go. I’ll wait for Kayla to come back and let her know where you are. I can watch one of the movies we took out until then.”

 	“I’ll probably be back before you even leave.”

 	Maggie nodded, looking a tad concerned. What could Brianna say, she was concerned herself. No doubt she was heading for another one of her outstanding fiascos.

 Shit.







 Chapter Five


 	There was a surreal quality to sitting in Quinn’s car while he drove her to his home. Brianna had spent most of the day thinking he considered her nothing more than a fling, an aberration in his life. Something he wanted to get away from and never go near again. Sorta like rancid cheese. And now, here he was, taking her to his place.

 	Yep. Definitely surreal.

 	“You going to give me some kind of clue as to what this is about?”

 	His slow, sexy grin sent her insides aflutter. “Nope.”

 	“Just a teeny little hint?”

 	He didn’t even answer this time. Just shook his head, with that same mysterious grin on his face. This guy needed to learn how to open up. All this quiet tension was driving her nuts. The only thing that kept her in the seat rather than telling him to stop the car and let her out was that sexy grin.

 	That grin promised plenty. Like long, slow, deep kisses and endless sultry nights on silken sheets. Oh yeah, she really needed to know what he was up to.

 	They pulled up in his driveway and he jogged around the car to open her door. So old-fashioned, but oh so nice.

 	She took his proffered hand and he escorted her to the front door. That’s all she could call it. The way his hand rested low on her back and ever so gently guided her all the way, well, the whole thing was very courtly. And very sexy. Hmmm, there was that word again.

 	She could even feel the warmth emanating from his large, strong hand, stirring up feelings better left unstirred.

 	If she didn’t know better, she’d think he was trying to impress her. But why would he want to impress her?

 	They reached the door and he turned towards her. “Okay, now close your eyes.”

 	“What?”

 	“Don’t argue, just close your eyes. I’ll guide you inside.”

 	What was he up to anyway? “I don’t know about this.”

 	“Please.”

 	There went the earnest, sexy grin again. He obviously wasn’t going to give her any clues as to what was going on, but her gut told her to trust him. She gave in and did as he asked, but not without a grumbled, “This better be worth it.”

 	“If it’s not, you can torment me in any way of your choosing.”

 	Okay, this was getting interesting. “I’ll hold you to that.”

 	His warm, sweet breath whispered across her ear. “I hope you do.”

 	Shivers danced up and down her spine, adding to the butterflies already doing the mambo in her stomach. This had better be leading up to something really, really good.

 	His fingers closed around her elbow and his other hand returned to her lower back as he guided her over the threshold and into his house.

 	It was a very strange sensation. She couldn’t see anything, certainly not where she was going, and because of it, Quinn’s presence beside her became even more intense, more intimate and overwhelming. His scent, his heat, his energy washed over her in waves and she shivered in suppressed excitement.

 	“Are you cold?”

 	“No.” Just intensely turned on. Nothing to worry about.

 Yeah, right.

They stopped moving, and he let go of her arm. She felt him move away and could hear him rustling around. What was he doing?

Fairly quickly he was beside her again. “Okay, you can open your eyes now.”

Brianna peeped them open, and was greeted by something she’d definitely not even dreamt of.

There, laid out in front of her, was a beautifully set table, complete with lit candles and a gorgeous flower arrangement. There were even cloth napkins with gold napkin rings. “This is incredible. Is all this for me?”

She tore her gaze away from the table to look at Quinn. He actually appeared embarrassed. It suited him. Of course, what was she talking about, everything suited him.

“It’s a token of the huge apology I owe you.”

Was he serious? He sure looked serious. “Are you serious?”

His answer was a solemn “yes”.

Something in her heart eased, but this was so out of the blue she didn’t know if she could trust it. “I agree you owe me an apology, but what changed your mind?”

“You can thank my brother Mark for that. He made me realize I was judging you based on the way another woman treated me years ago. It wasn’t fair to either of us because it kept me from giving what we have between us a chance.”

She fought a grin. “Well, we definitely have chemistry.”

His eyes flared. “We have that in spades, but it’s more than that. The attraction has always been there physically between us, no matter how hard I fought it in the last couple of years. And believe me, I’ve fought it. But in the short time we’ve spent together I realized that I really do like you as a person.”

 	“You do?”

 	“Yes, and more than that, I’ve come to see there’s a lot to admire about you, too.”

 	Quinn’s words were like a balm to her battered feelings. “Even though I’m a flake?”

 	He took her into his arms. “You’re not a flake. More like adventurous.”

 	“Adventurous! Now that’s a description I can live with.”

 	“I need a little adventure in my life. Let’s face it, you’re good for me. You loosen me up, and yes, I do realize I need to loosen up sometimes.”

 	Brianna bit the inside of her cheek not to laugh. “Yes, Mr. MacRae, you definitely do need to loosen up more.”

 	“That’s not all I need to apologize for. I should never have said anything to Steve. I didn’t know he’d take my comments to heart and break up with you, but that’s no excuse. And now that I know you better, I realize I didn’t even know what the hell I was talking about.” He pulled her closer. “Although I can’t regret that you two broke up, or you and I wouldn’t be here together right now.”

 	Quinn’s apology touched her heart, and soothed the old wound. “You’re right. And you’re forgiven. Besides, Steve wasn’t the right guy for me if he could give me up that easily.”

 	“I couldn’t agree more.” He gently kissed her forehead, then her cheek. “What I’m really hoping is that you’ll give me a second chance and that this will be our first date.”

 	Brianna couldn’t mistake the sincerity emanating from his eyes and she swallowed the lump in her throat. Damned if she’d cry now. “Don’t you think we’ve kind of gone past the first-date thing?”

 	Quinn’s laugh was a beautiful thing to hear. “We did sort of do things out of order, didn’t we?”

 	“You could say that.”

 	“Doesn’t mean we can’t set it straight. You deserve more than a quick tumble in bed. A lot more.”

 	Incredulous, she had to ask, “You call that a quick tumble? I could hardly walk when I got up this morning.”

 	His eyes heated. “It went by too fast for my taste. But what I really meant was that I should have taken things more slowly. We should have gone out a few times and gotten to know each other better before we jumped into bed.”

 	Brianna flashed him a grin. “That’s a very sweet sentiment, but I was with you all the way. I don’t think I would have lasted through a couple of dates without jumping your bones.”

 	He laughed again. “That’s one of the things I love about you. The way you make me laugh.”

 	She snuggled in closer. “You mean there are other things you like about me?”

 	He gently brushed a stray strand of hair out of her eyes. “Love. The word is love. And yes, there are a lot more things. Like for instance, the way you want to jump my bones. Very lovable quality, that.”

 	Elation winged through her. He was actually using the word love in connection with her. Could this really be happening? She leaned forward and brushed her lips across his. “So, what’s on the menu for tonight?”

 	Quinn nipped her bottom lip. “I hope you like Italian.”

 	A wicked grin chased across her face just before she wiggled her hips against the huge erection already evident between them. She loved the fact that she could do this to him. “Actually, I think I’m more in the mood for something Scottish. Your last name is Scottish, isn’t it?”

 	He groaned and tried to pull away. “You’re undermining my good intentions. All I want to do is push you up against the wall and take you, right here, right now. You’re impossible to resist.”

 	She couldn’t suppress the wicked leer. “Then why bother?”

 	It was way past what Quinn could stand. Brianna tempted him more than any woman ever had and he suspected she always would. He swooped down to take her lips in a devouring kiss. His mouth ate at hers, seeking her tongue, her unique taste, the very essence of her. Searching out everything she had to give.

 	All day, no matter how much he’d fought it, he’d been obsessed by thoughts of her. Of kissing her, of thrusting into her hot, tight body. But despite that, he’d wanted to restrain himself. To earn back her trust and respect before they went to bed again, but there was no way that was going to happen now. He was done with fighting this overwhelming need for Brianna.

 	The urgency raging through him was more than answered by Brianna. They fought with buttons and zippers until she finally managed to get his shirt off and his jeans undone.

 	Her jeans and T-shirt went next, followed quickly by her bra, freeing her voluptuous breasts for his gaze to feast on. They beckoned his mouth and tongue, and he happily gave them their due. Teasing and taunting, nipping and sucking until she was gasping and begging him to both stop and give her more.

 	Somehow they were up against the dining-room wall and he made short work of her panties, giving her clit some much-needed attention with his tongue until she was shivering and whimpering with need.

 	When he stood back up, her eyes were almost black with desire. He couldn’t wait a second longer, he had to be in her now.

 	Digging the condom out of his wallet, he put it on, hiked her up, wrapping her legs around his hips and thrust home into her tight, wet heat.

 	Their groans of pleasure filled the air, and at first he didn’t move, just relished the feeling of her pulsing around him.

 	It wasn’t long before she started to squirm. “Please…”

 	He didn’t have to be told twice. Quinn pounded into her, faster and faster until he felt her come, thrusting into her one last time, as deep as he could go, to join her over the edge.

 	The silence around them was filled with the sound of their heavy breathing. He leaned his forehead against hers. “Damn. How do you do that to me?”

 	She giggled weakly. “It’s a two-way street. I’ve never been like this with anyone but you, Quinn. Only you.”

 	His heart stopped and raced forward. Just like that, he was getting hard again. It should have been impossible.

 	He moved a bit inside her. “I’m ready to go again except for two things. One, I don’t think my legs will hold us both up much longer, and two, we need another condom.”

 	Her legs slid from around his hips as he pulled out of her. “Which room is your bedroom?”

 	“Second one on the left.”

 	“Race ya!”

 	He barely got a glimpse of her lush ass before she disappeared through his bedroom door.

 	With gusto, he chased after her, skidding to a halt when he reached the room. She was nowhere in sight, but a telltale light under the door told him she was in the bathroom.

 	He disposed of the condom and his remaining clothes, calling through the door. “What about the food? Aren’t you hungry?”

 	“I’m not hungry for food right now. We’ll eat later.”

 	“My kind of woman.” Chuckling, he went over to the bed and lay down, waiting for her to come out.

 	The door finally swung open and his breath caught when she stepped into the room. Decked out in her stripper’s costume, she was a vision he’d never tire of. She must have noticed the outfit folded up on his dresser. He’d planned on giving it back to her tonight, although he’d been loath to part with it.

 	He sat up to get a better look, reminded of the first time he’d seen her in it. It was no wonder he’d only seen tits and never-ending legs that night. She was something else.

 	About halfway to the bed she stopped and speared him with a sultry look that promised things he had every intention of taking her up on. “I never did finish my act for you. I figure you should get your money’s worth.”

 	Brianna could see the love sparkling in his eyes, and in the softening of his face. And in his quiet reply. “I already have.”

 	Confident of his answer, she batted her eyelashes at him coquettishly. “So, you don’t want to see me strip?”

 	He lay back on his elbows, his erection already blatantly evident. “I never said that.”

 	“In that case, brace yourself, tiger. ’Cause ready or not, here I come.”
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 	Thanks to a devastating medical diagnosis, ski patroller Sean Trenton has endured two years of celibacy. Two long years that have chipped away at his confidence. Now, with the career opportunity of a lifetime on the line, he’s ready to remedy the celibacy situation, and sexy snowbunny Robyn Montgomery is just what the doctor ordered.

 	Unfortunately, the last thing reliable, intense radio station manager Robyn Montgomery wants in her suddenly turbulent professional and personal life is a thrill-seeking former Olympic skier—even if he is a total hottie. She’s had it with guys who hog the spotlight and leave her in the shadows. So why is it that even an icy blizzard can’t temper the combustible heat between them?



 


 

 Enjoy the following excerpt for Snowbound:



 


 

 	Quickly, before anyone could catch him, Sean grasped Robyn by the elbow and eased her toward the nearest ski lift. “I saw Karen head up the hill a few minutes ago. She said she’d be skiing Thunder Run until you catch up with her. Wanna share a chair?”

 	“Where’s your partner? Don’t you have to go up with him?”

 	“Nope. He’s waiting for me in the warming house at the top of Demon’s Dive.”

 	Heaving a theatrical sigh, she said, “I suppose I could bring myself to share a seat with you. You did bring me breakfast, after all.”

 	As they moved forward in the lift line, he leaned close, letting his lips graze her cold-reddened cheek. “Breakfast in bed. Don’t forget the ‘in bed’ part.”

 	He certainly wouldn’t. She’d looked so sweet as she slept curled into a flannel ball, her fiery hair fanned out over the pillow, her mouth curved in a gentle smile. He wouldn’t mind waking up to that every morning, minus the pajamas.

 	And when she’d moaned in her sleep, flicked her tongue over her lips, he’d wanted so badly to kiss her awake, to make her moan for him instead of some stupid dream. He’d settled for a kiss on her cheek, a poor substitute.



 


 

 	She looked like she wanted to say something, but their turn at the ticket scanner came up, and they scooted into position for the lift. A chair swooped in behind them, and then they were swinging into the air and up above the crowd. Robyn’s eyes sparkled as they climbed.



 


 

 	“I didn’t realize how much I’ve missed this,” she breathed.

 	“It never gets old, does it?”

 	She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. The way she took in the view, hanging far over the chair’s side railing, her gaze intense, said it all. Brushing a stray snowflake from the tip of her nose with one hand, she pointed into the distance with the other. “Why is that pine decorated with underwear?”

 	“That’s the bootie tree.” At her uncomprehending expression, he elaborated. “Have sex with a stranger, collect their underwear, and toss ’em off the lift at the tree the next morning.” He peered down. “Looks like a lot of people got lucky last night.”

 	Her naughty smile made the blood rush hotly through his veins. “What if your partner doesn’t wear underwear? What do you throw then?”

 	“Trying to tell me something?” Images of Robyn’s bare body beneath her snowsuit flooded his head, and he shoved them away before his brain short-circuited.

 	“You have a one-track mind.”

 	He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek and tucked it under her fleece headband. “I’m a guy. We all have one-track minds.”

 	“Good point.”

 	They continued up, and the temperature dropped sharply when they entered the cloud deck. Swirling mist surrounded them, growing so thick that the chairs in front and behind disappeared. Beneath them, the ground melted away in an ocean of gray.

 	Robyn blew out a long breath. “This is freaky. Like we’re floating all alone.”

 	“Alone is good.”

 	“I’m not so sure about that.”

 	“Mmm.” He wriggled closer so their hips touched. “Why not?”

 	“Because I know exactly what I want, which, FYI, isn’t you—until we’re alone together.” His pulse quickened as she turned her face up, her mouth so temptingly close. “And then I forget why I don’t want you,” she finished on a whisper.



 


 

 	Her lips parted and her tongue slipped out to moisten them in a motion that was so unintentionally erotic that his chest constricted and his cock stirred. Had he ever wanted to kiss a woman so badly?



 


 

 	Knowing the answer and unable to wait any longer, he leaned forward, covered her mouth with his. Her lips yielded to the gentle nudge of his tongue, which tingled with the taste of her cinnamon gloss, so sweet and spicy, like the woman who wore it. A sigh that was a boost to his ego escaped her as she reached around to cup the back of his head and pull him closer.



 


 

 	As if he needed encouragement to crush his body to hers.



 


 

 	Arousal rippled through his veins, making him want more than what he could get on a ski lift above the timberline, especially when her hand slid down his arm to his waist, and then lower, where it brushed over his now straining erection and settled on his thigh. His fingers ached to touch her, and he tugged off a glove from the hand not holding his poles and slipped it under her jacket and sweater. The soft, bare skin there quivered at his touch.



 


 

 	Robyn moaned, arching against him and stroking his tongue with hers, deepening their kiss and turning it into something hungry and urgent. Plunging into the hot depths of her mouth, he smoothed his hand up her ribs until he found the lace edge of her bra.



 


 

 	This was crazy, feeling her up in a chair lift, but he didn’t care, and apparently, she didn’t either, because she shifted to give him better access. A low growl of approval rumbled up from deep in his chest as he brushed his thumb over the plump lower swell of her breast. A delicate shudder wracked her body, a purely feminine response that called out to the male in him to make it happen again.



 


 

 	Heat flared inside him, a slow burn of sensation that threatened to grow out of control with every passing second. Her fingers squeezed his thigh, inches from where he needed her to be. Silently, he willed her to slide her hand up, to stroke him until the world around them ceased to exist.



 


 

 	“You can do some wonderful things with your mouth,” she murmured against his lips.

 	Smiling, he dragged his mouth away, which was a good thing, since they had started to break out of the clouds. “Oh, I haven’t even begun to do wonderful things with it yet.”
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 	Andrea’s got her life all mapped out. She’s set on making partner before she’s thirty. Love, marriage, children—they’ll just have to wait. But a girl can only go so long with just a vibrator.



 


 

 	One night of no-strings sex with her co-worker and best friend, Brian, can’t hurt—can it?



 


 

 	As far as Brian’s concerned, Andrea has always been one of the guys. Intelligent, hard working, reliable—but not sexy. Then, one wine-fueled night, she turns into a temptress. And he realizes what he’s been missing all this time.



 


 

 	Their company has a strict no-dating policy, and Andrea’s not going to risk her career for anything. Not even for her best friend. Not even for the toe-curling sex.



 


 

 	Trouble is, she’s starting to fall for him.



 


 

 Enjoy the following excerpt for Damage Control:



 


 

 	Brian. She didn’t have to look up at him. She knew him by his scent. Taking a deep breath, she looked up to meet his eyes. The raw desire she saw in the blue depths made her pause for a moment, not remembering what she was about to say.



 


 

 	“Are you okay?” he asked, his hands on her arms to steady her. 

 	She nodded. “I’m fine.”

 	“You look a little flushed.”

 Well, running smack into two hundred pounds of raw masculinity will do that to a girl. She reached around him and tried the knob, giving the door a solid push. It didn’t budge. “That stapler was there for a reason, you know.”

 	His eyes widened as their situation hit him. “Oh, man. We’re stuck in here, aren’t we?”

 	She let out a noisy breath. “It appears we are. I didn’t know you were even still here. I thought you went home a couple hours ago.”

 	Part of her couldn’t help but wonder if he’d planned this whole thing. No, not even Brian would stoop so low to trap them in the closet. She hoped.



 


 

 	She had to find a way out of here.



 


 

 	She ran to the door and tugged on the knob, knowing it would be futile. They were stuck, and there was nothing either one of them could do about it unless someone came by, saw her key in the knob, and figured out what had happened. 

 	“You’re not going to be able to break down the door. Why don’t we just make the best of a bad situation?”

 	Like she was going to fall right back into his arms after he’d walked out on her? She opened her mouth to protest, but he held up a hand. “Let me finish. I just meant we could talk.” He cocked his head to one side. “We haven’t done that in a while. Would it really be so bad to just chat, like old friends? Like we used to, before I screwed everything up.”

 	A harsh laugh escaped her. He had to be kidding. “Since you screwed it up? Wasn’t I the one who begged you to stay?” And begged for a whole lot more than that besides. 

 	He ran a hand through his hair. “Doesn’t matter. I knew I wasn’t in control. I should have left.”

 	She shrugged. “There’s nothing we can do about it now. It’s done. I just know not to drink around you anymore. If I hadn’t had that wine, it never would have happened in the first place.”

 	His gaze darkened and his brows dipped into a frown. “Excuse me?”

 	“We slept together because we were drunk. You know that as well as I do.”

 	“Are you saying you aren’t attracted to me at all?” His tone warned her of his change in mood. His shoulders tensed and he shook his head. “If you really think there’s no spark between us, you’re lying to yourself.”

 	“There isn’t.” There couldn’t be, because if there was, she’d never be able to let him go. 

 	“Want to make a bet on that?” 

 	He advanced on her, backing her against the closet door. His clean, strong scent wrapped around her, instantly making her knees weak. God, she loved the way he smelled. She might have done something embarrassing like swooning if she wasn’t a little preoccupied with the fact that he’d got them locked in the closet. 



 


 

 	She banged on the door with her fist, giving a half-hearted cry for help.



 


 

 	“It’s just the two of us until morning. I think the janitorial staff already left for the night.” Brian’s whisper against her ear made her shudder. He rested one hand on her hip and the other on the doorframe above her head, pressing his body against hers. She reached for the doorknob and shook it, needing desperately to be out of this closet before she lost her mind entirely. 



 


 

 	With the man who starred in her recent illicit but oh-so-satisfying satisfying fantasies so close she could feel his heartbeat, she was already more than halfway there. Okay, so maybe there was a spark between them, but hadn’t he told her he didn’t want to act on it anymore? This was wrong for so many reasons. She was going to give him a piece of her mind. Pressing her hands against his chest, she started to push him away.

 	All it took was one touch to bring everything she’d been ignoring rushing back. She sucked in a shuddering breath at the thought of that sexy body over her, inside her, coaxing her to—

 	“If you keep touching me like that I’m not going to be able to control myself. I might take you right against that door you’re trying to disappear into.”

 	Horrified, she looked down at her hands to discover she was massaging his chest. So much for telling him to back off. She dropped her hands and stuffed them behind her back, squeezing them tightly between her body and the cold metal door. “Sorry.”

 	He barked a laugh. “I’m not. I love it when you put your hands on me. You know what I’d like to do now?”

 	She looked up at him hopefully. “Inventory the office supplies?” 

 	He shook his head. Raw need and passion had darkened his eyes to a deep shade of midnight. He wanted her again, and he wanted her to know it, and the whole situation scared her to death. She swallowed hard and struggled to breathe. The man was too big, too sexy, and suddenly way too close for her to even form a rational thought.



 


 

 	He smiled again, but this time there was nothing gentle about it. This was the smile of a predator, a man who knew exactly what he wanted and didn’t stop until he got it. 

 	“I want to kiss you.”

 	She shook her head. No! Not again! It would change everything. But it was too late. His lips crushed hers in a kiss that was rough and gentle, soothing and claiming, and so damned arousing that she trembled all the way to her toes.



 


 

 	She wasn’t even going to think about the growing dampness in her panties.



 


 

 	He pinned her to the door while he traced the seam of her lips with his tongue. Her lips parted eagerly without her permission and he delved his tongue into the recesses of her mouth. She moaned when he cupped her face in his hands, drawing her even closer. Every part of her body was alive and needy. She wanted to melt into him and become part of him. His arousal pressed against her belly and she had to fight to keep her hands behind her back. It would be so easy to lose herself in him.



 


 

 	Brian caught her lower lip in his teeth, nipping gently as he pulled away. His gaze was even darker than before, boring into her with the intensity of a freight train at full speed. Her knees buckled and she would have fallen if his body hadn’t been pressed so tightly against her.



 


 

 	“Maybe we shouldn’t be doing this. You’re the one who wanted to stop sleeping together.” She fought for composure as she spoke, trying to hang on to that one rational cell in her sex-starved body that told her she really, really needed this job. If they got caught at the office, they’d both be tossed out on their asses.



 


 

 	She lost the battle when her other cells, knowing another night of hot, steamy, knock-your-socks-off sex when they saw it, beat her last hope into submission.

 	Brian’s feather-light touch across the back of her neck didn’t help any. He leaned over and ran his tongue up her throat. “Yeah, I did want to stop. As you can see, I have a little issue with resolve—or my complete and total lack of it. I hope you’re not too tired, sweetheart.” His breath was hot against her neck. “Because nobody will be back to let us out until nine in the morning. It’s going to be a long, hard night.”
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