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         Prologue

         
         A failed murder attempt felt crappier than a failed orgasm, especially when you were
            the one getting shot.
         

         
         In a private suite in the south wing of the Prestons of Chicago’s medical center,
            Luke Preston made a mental list of all the things he hated about hospitals. Even his
            own.
         

         
         The stupid robes.

         
         The fact that the nurses looked at you with virginal mercy rather than intense lust,
            which were the looks he was most accustomed to.
         

         
         The fact that he did not rule here, as lord and master, but his doctors did.

         
         And the fact that everyone saw fit to visit uninvited and give him a little bit of
            shitty advice.
         

         
         Like his friends, who now surrounded his bed with consternated faces because eleven
            days ago, Luke had been shot and the bullet barely missed slicing into the top chambers
            of his heart.
         

         
         Now they were showing him blog posts and articles that referred to him as the “Walking
            Miracle” because had the bullet been a hair closer to the right, he would’ve died.
            Yeah, right, that was Luke, the Walking Miracle.
         

         
         But what happened eleven days ago wasn’t a miracle. Miracle if the fucking man had
            missed. But oh no, being shot and lying in a hospital bed didn’t constitute a miracle
            to Luke, who’d never even had a sprain his whole life. Plus everyone knew he was a
            cad—clearly, the heart in his chest was just for pumping blood to his cock. Not for
            feelings and shit.
         

         
         Hell, he could probably still live without one.

         
         And yet here he was now, in a private suite, eating the same crappy food all the other
            people in the hospital ate, and so far, not one nurse had given him a blow job. That
            was not the way to treat one of the owners of the hospital, as far as he was concerned.
         

         
         He was a sexy man. Everybody wanted him. His famed and acclaimed advertisements for
            one of his own male underwear companies were fit for a Playgirl cover; he was every woman’s wet dream and they went wild for his big, thick cock
            perfectly delineated under those damned white briefs—hell, his dick and balls could
            barely fit inside, he was so well endowed.
         

         
         But it seemed that when you were in a hospital, your sex appeal considerably diminished
            once you donned those stupid robes and were hooked up to an IV and shit.
         

         
         He was angry from sex withdrawal. Eleven days. He’d never gone without it for so long.
            Even his fat, elderly, nighttime nurse was starting to look good. Hell, the most arousing
            thing he’d had all day was his bandage change.
         

         
         “You sure you didn’t see his face, Luke?” Daniel Lexington demanded.

         
         Daniel stood next to his sister, Chloe, and another one of Luke’s good friends, Graves
            Buchanan, who’d been exclusively banging the luscious Chloe for over a month—the lucky
            pig. Luke’s other good friend, Cade West, stood alone by the window. He was actually
            a very moody motherfucker, one who rarely spoke and when he did, it was usually to
            piss on somebody, like the world was to blame for his young wife’s death years ago.
         

         
         “No, asshole,” Luke told Daniel. “I didn’t see the bastard’s face, I was too busy
            getting murdered.”
         

         
         “Come on, man, you had to have seen something. It’ll help the authorities nail the
            bastard if you get your head out of your ass and give them some useful information.”
         

         
         “I might have seen him if I hadn’t been too damned occupied trying not to die.”
         

         
         And when his would-be killer had arrived, Luke had been too busy screwing the brains
            out of the woman he’d placed doggy style on the bed to even realize they had a visitor
            until a jarring sound exploded in the room and Luke had felt as though a chunk of
            his chest had been torn off.
         

         
         So, no.

         
         When he’d rolled off to the side in a bemused bleeding-to-death state and with a wilting
            hard-on, Luke hadn’t had the presence of mind to see who the hell the bastard was
            who’d barged in, gun aimed, and shot him. All he knew was that he, Luke Preston, billionaire
            playboy, charming, intelligent man loved by many and with no enemies until now, had
            just been shot and was losing a shit load of blood and he should probably call someone
            fast and start thinking of some smart words to be remembered by.
         

         
         Bad news was, he hadn’t been able to come up with any witty last words.

         
         So, no.

         
         His brain hadn’t been at optimal function.

         
         Hell, even after the three blood transfusions they’d jacked him up with when he got
            here, he still wasn’t…good.
         

         
         He groaned and shifted in the bed, his tailbone aching like a grandmama’s. Due to
            the sideways angle from where he’d been shot, the bullet had both entered muscle and
            immediately come out—and thank God, it hadn’t touched the woman—but the stitches from
            the deep, painful “flesh wound” had not been fun, and the left side of his chest still
            hurt like a motherfucker. It hurt to breathe, to think, to lie here like an imbecile.
         

         
         “Ah, crap,” he grumbled. “I feel like the bug squished by the dog who just shit on
            it.”
         

         
         “Aw, you poor thing,” Chloe said, but she didn’t leave Graves’s side to come and pamper
            Luke like he deserved. Graves was like the Wizard of Oz’s Tin Man, and even now that Chloe had given him a heart, he still wore that graveyard
            face he’d been born with.
         

         
         “You’re just pissed they haven’t given you a suppository yet,” Graves said in his
            usual flat tones.
         

         
         Daniel laughed, then quickly sobered when Luke scowled. “Luke, seriously, you need
            to be a little more discriminating with your sex partners,” he said, crossing his
            arms.
         

         
         “The woman wanted a fuck, man. What was I supposed to say? No?”
         

         
         “Yes, asshole. What if Cade’s dog wants to hump, are you going to stick it to him,
            too?”
         

         
         Luke glowered at Graves for that last one, but Chloe still gazed up adoringly at the
            man. Luke shook his head in complete disbelief. “Graves and Chloe? You disgust me,
            seriously.”
         

         
         Chloe laughed and held onto her man, all gooey like bubblegum. “Eat your heart out,
            Luke!”
         

         
         “Graves, you look like a puppy. Where’s your dignity, man?”

         
         “Look,” Daniel interrupted. “Unless you want to look like swiss cheese with holes
            all over your person, you should lay low until the police catch the bastard.”
         

         
         “Or at least hire some bodyguards,” Chloe suggested.

         
         “Bodyguards?” Luke blinked at the notion. “And hand over my privacy and freedom? Hell
            fucking no.”
         

         
         Glowering at the thought of being trailed by a pack of gorillas, Luke turned quizzically
            in Cade’s direction, who just stood there, engaged in his competition with the wall
            for who was chattiest today. “You know what? I’ll do whatever Cade suggests,” he taunted.
         

         
         It seems Cade had taken a trip to India and gotten mistaken for a woman and had his
            tongue cut off. But sometimes he could still gurgle out a word or two when prompted.
         

         
         “Cade says to eat his shit,” Graves offered.

         
         “Yeah, Luke,” Cade growled.

         
         “He speaks!”

         
         One of his daytime nurses slipped her white-capped head into the room just then, and
            Luke perked up at the sight of a pretty young female’s face. “Everything all right
            here, Mr. Preston? Do you need anything?”
         

         
         Luke shot her his best smile. “Just you, babe.”

         
         She giggled in an enchanting way, but rather than coming to him, she disappeared into
            the hallway.
         

         
         “Sheesh, you’re incorrigible.” Daniel pointed at his chest bandage, a two-inch square
            securely taped to one side of his left nipple. “Man, look at you. You won’t let up
            on the ladies even for a second.”
         

         
         “Because, FYI, I wasn’t shot in the balls and everything is working perfectly down
            there.”
         

         
         “You’re unbelievable, Luke,” Chloe said as she came closer. She rumpled his hair like
            she always did, and Luke considered playfully grabbing her fanny and pulling her up
            onto the bed with him, but then he was certain that Graves would finish what Luke’s
            shooter had started.
         

         
         And Luke was at a slight disadvantage with a needle up his arm.

         
         Propping her little butt at the side of the bed anyway, Chloe went somber, her voice
            dropping. “When they called and said you’d been shot…” She shook her blond head, her
            green eyes clouded with worry. “Luke, this is really serious. We think you need to
            stay away from Chicago until this bastard is caught.”
         

         
         “I agree, man, you need to relax and recuperate, tone down the sex, get out of the
            city for a while,” Daniel said.
         

         
         “Tone down the sex? Daniel, you probably have someone locked in your bedroom as we
            speak, waiting for you to come back and do the hell out of her.”
         

         
         Daniel ignored him, which just made Luke jealous that his friend could be enjoying
            sex while he was lying here, inspiring pity. “The Prince of the Windy City” just stood
            there, a living, breathing Adonis with those perfect Lexington genes, perfectly healthy
            and perfectly able to fuck. He was Chicago’s very own JFK Jr. and had he been shot, Luke was certain the entire city would be out with baseball bats and kitchen
            utensils while searching for the culprit.
         

         
         “I really think you’d better lay off your vices for a while,” Daniel insisted, because
            clearly he was getting a lot of what Luke wasn’t. “Your lifestyle is going to be the
            end of you just like it was the end of the Romans. All that sex, booze, and partying
            can’t be good.”
         

         
         “Hell, man, you’re a worse womanizer than I am, don’t even deny it,” Luke shot back.

         
         “I’m just a little more discreet, buddy,” Daniel said easily.

         
         “Guys, come on!” Chloe said, already up on her feet and quickly settling back onto
            Graves’s lap when he possessively hauled her to him. “What matters here, Luke, is
            your worth to us. You have incredible wealth and power and could do something more
            with your life other than getting drunk and laid. You deserve more than that—even the women you sleep with deserve more than that.”
         

         
         “Chloe, I’m like the fucking holy pope of sex. A night with me is the pinnacle of
            a lot of these women’s sexual lives.”
         

         
         Chloe threw her head back and laughed. “All right, I won’t argue that,” she said,
            but she was so crazy for Graves and Graves was so completely mad about her that he
            might as well have been invisible. “All my friends are in love with you and keep asking
            when you’re going to call them again, so I can’t say they don’t like your style, mister,
            but what about you, Luke? Every year you party harder…Clearly there’s something missing and you could
            use some one-on-one time with Luke.”
         

         
         He signaled toward the door with a disgusted face. “When I leave through that door,
            Chlo, it’s not going to be to hide like some chicken-shit.”
         

         
         “It won’t be hiding. Come on! Just take a vacation. You’re in real danger here and
            the police were very concerned about the possibility of him trying once more. We can’t
            just allow you to be a walking target around town, and you’ve always been too loose
            with your security, Luke.”
         

         
         Luke sighed and rubbed his temples. “If I say yes, will you shut the hell up? You,
            too, Cade.”
         

         
         “Ah, blow me,” Cade snarled. “And take care of yourself for a change, Preston.”

         
         Daniel rubbed the back of his neck in exasperation. “Luke, we all think—and this includes
            the police—the bastard might try again, and his aim might just hit the spot next time.
            So why not take a break and relax, go to a beach, get a beer, have some downtime?”
         

         
         Graves came over to slap the side of his head. “In plain English, it means you should
            stay the fuck away from trouble and keep your dick in your pants, if that’s even possible.”
         

         
         Luke laughed. “Of course it’s possible.”

         
         “Prove it.”

         
         “Do you promise, Luke?” Chloe said. “Will you lay low for a while?”

         
         “Do I have a choice? You’re basically browbeating me.”

         
         “Good, so it’s settled then. And before I forget…” She reached into her purse and
            retrieved an envelope. “Your gay neighbor who has a crush on you brought you this.
            Gregg or something?”
         

         
         “It starts with a damned G is all I remember,” Luke grumbled. Then he saw it was a get-well note with a heart
            and a message.
         

         
         Luke stared up at the ceiling when they left, feeling sorry for himself. He’d screwed
            half the city and the only person apparently worried whether he’d make it was one
            of the precious few he hadn’t fucked—because he just didn’t swing in that direction.
         

         
         But if something happened to Graves, Luke was certain Chloe would want to die. Hell,
            if something happened to Chloe, Graves would kill himself. Even Cade, the unfeeling
            bastard, was still a little dead inside because of his wife’s death, even if they’d
            only been married two months and it happened like a century ago.
         

         
         And all Luke really had to show for thirty-four years was a get-well card from a gay
            man. Damn it.
         

         
         He needed a martini. Hell, maybe his friends weren’t too far off the mark. A beach
            would at least get him to stop feeling like shit. Lying under the blazing sun instead
            of boxed within four white walls, holding a martini in his hand, maybe even enjoying
            some windsurfing. That was just the ticket to get his game back on.
         

         
         Down at the beach, Luke could forget he’d been shot and almost murdered, and most
            importantly, the Walking Miracle would be out of the hospital. He’d come back to Chicago
            with a vengeance—and with the devil on his shoulder.
         

         
         Just like he damn well liked it.

         
      

      
   
      
      
         
         Chapter One

         
         The view of Peyton Lane’s beachfront casita had just gotten a surprising boost.

         
         Wide-eyed, she peered from behind the novel she had been reading for the past hour,
            holding her breath at the sight on the horizon.
         

         
         A man had appeared on the fringes of her private stretch of beach, racing to catch
            a football. He was tall, tanned, and muscled. No. She was lying. He was actually more.
            So much more, in fact, she was now gawking.
         

         
         Because never, in her life, had she seen a man like that in person.

         
         On TV, maybe.

         
         In a magazine, maybe.

         
         But the impact of seeing something like that in the flesh was…bewildering.
         

         
         Sex appeal oozed from his pores so powerfully Peyton almost felt assaulted. He was
            all Greek god, do-me-now-or-kill-me-now sexy.
         

         
         She gaped at all those lean muscles and tanned skin from days spent in the sun. He
            ran like a born athlete after that flying ball, his muscles bulging and flexing as
            he caught it and came trotting back out to the sand.
         

         
         Her nipples beaded in her bikini top. His streaked blond hair blew in the wind, and
            when he tossed back the ball to someone, he raked his fingers into that golden mane.
         

         
         A pair of diamond stud earrings glinted in his ears and his swim trunks draped low
            on his narrow waist. Peyton was practically drooling when he ran after the ball again.
            Those swim trunks clung to his narrow hips with each step until she could almost see
            his butt crack. Butterflies whirled inside her stomach.
         

         
         The man had broad shoulders and his biceps bulged as he tossed the football back and
            forth with a little boy who appeared on the horizon, probably about ten years old.
            The word PRESTON was tattooed in an arch across the small of the man’s back, and for some reason,
            the sight of that tattoo and all the badness that it implied made her sex clench painfully
            tight. The triceps muscles behind his arms contracted as he caught the ball again,
            and even his taut back muscles flexed as he flung it.
         

         
         Peyton’s hands grew so damp, she had to set the book aside.

         
         She wasn’t the type of woman to gawk at a man, she really wasn’t.

         
         Usually she appreciated men with brains rather than brawn. Men who could understand
            her crazy work schedule and who, like her, had personal ambitions.
         

         
         But this man didn’t look either smart or hardworking.

         
         He just looked like a sexy surf boy, a delicious beautiful beach body, and this was
            the first time in her life she had ever actually responded to one.
         

         
         But then, wasn’t that why she was here? She’d needed an urgent break from her stressed-out,
            work-packed life and had promised herself she’d have a little fun this week—for a
            change. Drinks were on the menu. Sex was definitely on the menu, too.
         

         
         The problem was, she hadn’t met another single person in the entire Riviera Maya beach
            resort so far, and she was heading back on Sunday so she had merely three days left
            to enjoy a romp in bed with a stranger.
         

         
         The Internet hadn’t emphasized enough that most hotel guests were couples and families
            with children. Therefore a young, healthy, single woman in her thirties was left with
            too much time on her hands.
         

         
         It was good she’d brought her laptop, her books, and her suntan lotion, otherwise
            she wouldn’t have had anything to do all day during her seven-day stay except maybe
            eat—not that her waistline would appreciate that. But she absolutely refused to turn
            on her BlackBerry and start working like she always did. No way.
         

         
         She’d put in enough hours the past month to last her a year, going without sleep while
            she closed several major deals. Hell, if the world had ended, she wouldn’t even have
            noticed, she’d been so busy. This was Peyton time now.
         

         
         Man-gawking time now.

         
         Suddenly she realized that the man in question was backing in racing steps in her
            direction. His head was tilted to the sky as his eyes followed the ball, which she
            was shocked to discover was flying straight toward her.
         

         
         She shoved her chair back while hearing the man shout at the boy, “That’s a bit long,
            little man!” then he stumbled against her feet and turned with amazingly sharp reflexes
            as he tripped her.
         

         
         “Shit,” he muttered as his strong, quick arms caught her fall, and their eyes met
            in that infinitesimal second where she was suddenly surrounded by hard, male muscles,
            holding her aloft in the air. It took only that flash of a second for her to register
            that she had never seen such beautiful, striking blue eyes in her life.
         

         
         And that they were equally stunned, and staring straight at her.

         
         “Holy shit, you’re pretty…”

         
         The words seemed to have been torn out of him, and he continued surveying her features
            in disbelief even as he straightened her. Then, a dazzling smile that was a shock
            of white against his tan appeared on his drop-dead-gorgeous face, and Peyton’s stomach
            spun into a swirl. “Sorry about that, miss,” he said, dropping his arms at his sides.
         

         
         He inclined his shaggy gold head and tipped an invisible hat, and oh, God, that smile
            made all her woman’s parts go crazy. “Perdón, señorita.”
         

         
         His timbre was rough around the edges, and it was deep and sensual and it made her
            heart pound wildly. She was oddly, discomfortingly aware of every inch of skin where
            he’d touched her.
         

         
         He wore a small bandage on the left side of his chest, but it did nothing to detract
            from the beauty of all those lean muscles which included a tight six-pack that made
            her mouth water. His nipples were dark and small and pointed, flat against his taut
            pectorals…
         

         
         “You look a bit winded. Do you need mouth-to-mouth?” He peered into her face while
            tilting her chin up to his, and Peyton caught her breath again.
         

         
         His voice, combined with his smile, combined with his eyes, did wild things to her
            libido. They were clear blue, those eyes, but had streaks of gray in them, and they
            looked intense and intimate as they studied her.
         

         
         She wanted to tell him that she hadn’t been drowning and therefore did not need mouth-to-mouth,
            but now she was drowning in his eyes. And she definitely wanted his mouth.
         

         
         “I’m…fine.”

         
         “Ah, American…so you understood that.” His expression was all cocky and mischief,
            not like he was one whit worried about her having heard his offer for “mouth-to-mouth.”
         

         
         Then it struck her that his painfully handsome face seemed vaguely familiar in a movie
            star, Hollywood type of way. “Do I know you?” she blurted out.
         

         
         The wariness that clouded his eyes made her realize she’d said something wrong. “You
            know me?”
         

         
         There was surprise in his tone and in his eyes as they slowly studied her features.
            He seemed to be wondering if he knew her or not, as if he weren’t so certain.
         

         
         She shook her head to clear it. “Never mind.”

         
         “Good,” he said, his expression relaxing. “Good to know I don’t have Alzheimer’s yet.”
            He gave her the most gorgeous, lazy smile again. “I’m Luke.” He thrust out a big,
            lean hand, that smile still making her stomach tumble. “Luke Alexander.”
         

         
         “Peyton Lane.” She slid her fingers into his grip, and a shock went through her like
            an electric bolt. He held her hand for a little too long, making her heart beat a
            little too fast. Then he dropped it, picked up the ball, and when he tucked it under
            his long arm, her hormones went crazy at the sexy, I’m-all-that pose.
         

         
         The boy came running over, panting. “Me vas a pasar la bola?”
         

         
         “Ahorita. Estoy hablando con la señiorita eh!”

         
         “Is he your brother?” Peyton asked, for lack of anything to say. She didn’t understand
            Spanish except for the basic “toilet” and “yes and no” questions.
         

         
         “Him? He’s just a little toad I found harassing the pool goers,” he said, then his
            brows shot up in question. “What? You don’t like him? I can totally get rid of him.”
         

         
         He grabbed the boy playfully by the hair and made him laugh by poking him in the ribs
            with the ball.
         

         
         Peyton smiled but couldn’t miss the way the guy’s muscles flexed each time he poked
            the little boy, all six-feet-plus of his magnificent body glistening wet.
         

         
         She could smell the ocean on him, see the sand coating his firm, hair-dusted calves,
            and her nipples poked harder out of her bikini top.
         

         
         Which was just embarrassing.

         
         “Nice to meet you both,” she said quickly, then she went to gather her pareo, her
            hat, her book, and her empty bottle of water.
         

         
         “Would you like to play ball with us?” he asked.

         
         Her head shot up, the way he phrased it sounding illicit and sinful, and then her
            cheeks went on fire. She imagined running around catching a slippery ball in her bikini
            and wanted to bury her head in the sand like an ostrich. “No, thanks.”
         

         
         Clutching everything to her chest, she briskly headed to her terrace, aware that he
            remained standing there, watching. The boy was already leaving with the ball in the
            direction of the main hotel pool. But the man, Luke, seemed to be battling something.
         

         
         Turning slightly with a shaky smile, she saw how his diamonds glinted in the sun,
            how his chest gleamed with sweat. His wicked smile had faded into a more somber expression.
            Peyton didn’t know what he’d seen in her that he didn’t like, but something had suddenly
            bothered him. Her stomach clenched.
         

         
         She didn’t want him not to like her.

         
         Because she had very much liked him.
         

         
         As soon as she walked into her casita and out of view, she let out a huge breath,
            dropped everything she carried, and plopped down on a chair, burying her face in her
            hands. “Shit. Stupid stupid stupid shit.”
         

         
         She should’ve just told the man yes, she’d play with them. Big deal!

         
         She wasn’t even going to see him again in her life. At least it gave her the chance
            to find out if he was even available. But oh, no, Peyton had fled like a little coward,
            like she’d run away from all the men who approached her, like she’d run away from
            having a relationship—any sort of relationship for all of her thirty years.
         

         
         She’d planned to find “fling” material this weekend, hating that at thirty, she had
            few sexual experiences to speak of. She had a successful career but a nonexistent
            personal life. This week she wanted to have fun, let loose, have an adventure, have
            an affair. And now that she’d found a man that exceeded her requirements in every
            possible way, she was hiding from him in her casita?
         

         
         He was the perfect man to have an affair with. Not only because he was perfection
            itself, but because crazy, sexy, lazy beach bodies didn’t move in the business circles
            that Peyton’s investment firm did. She would never see him again and he’d vanish into
            the past as quickly as he’d come in.
         

         
         And oh, God, he was just about the sexiest thing she’d seen in her life.

         
         Determined to go for it at her next opportunity, Peyton stepped out of the shower
            that evening, briskly changed into a cute linen skirt and a turquoise halter top,
            then she critically surveyed herself in the mirror.
         

         
         She was accustomed to downplaying her looks because her business required she deal
            with investors and a lot of them were men. At work, she wanted to be taken seriously
            as a woman and her business clothes were usually dark, drab, and decent. But this
            weekend, she didn’t want to be taken seriously.
         

         
         She wanted to be taken advantage of.

         
         Pleased that her tempting cleavage displayed her rounded breasts nicely and that her
            legs shone with a new tan and moisturizing oil, she brushed her long black hair and
            left it loose, then she slipped into a pair of beach sandals.
         

         
         It was almost evening when she stepped out, and a rush of thrill zipped through her
            when she found Beach God Luke Alexander again.
         

         
         He sat at a small round table at the far end of the thatched-roof hotel dining terrace.
            The terrace was nestled high on a rocky cliff overlooking the sea, where a person
            could dine in the company of the warm, gentle breeze and the soothing sounds of the
            crashing waves.
         

         
         The dining area was crowded with guests at this time; some sat at their tables, others
            lined the buffet table on the far end, but Peyton only had eyes for the golden god
            lounging back in his chair, staring out at the Caribbean Sea.
         

         
         He’d changed, and was now wearing a pair of linen drawstring pants and a plain linen
            button-down shirt. Drawing in a deep breath, Peyton headed toward him with renewed
            resolution. She could swear she’d never been this nervous. Not even during those endless
            job interviews after college.
         

         
         “Want some company?” she asked when she reached him, gripping the back of the chair
            opposite his.
         

         
         He looked up at her, and the beauty of his blue eyes startled her anew. She remembered
            their intriguing blue-gray color, but she didn’t remember the potency in his gaze.
            It was as if he could see right through her and know her private, secret longings,
            know that she…God, that she wanted him.
         

         
         She was grateful—and seized the moment to compose herself—when his gaze dropped to
            her cleavage, only to be yanked back to her face. “Tell me where you’ve been all my
            life, and I might just let you sit in that chair.” He spoke with a playful twinkle
            in his eye.
         

         
         Peyton smiled and took the seat across from his because her knees had been knocking
            and her nerves were eating her raw. Then, for long seconds, they just surveyed each
            other across the table, smiling like a pair of besotted teenagers out on their first
            date.
         

         
         His smile vanished first, and he made a mock somber face. “Toad will be very unhappy
            you took that chair from him—without even doing as I asked. To sit there I make him
            do cartwheels. Do you think that’s fair?”
         

         
         She winked in conspiracy. “I just saw him walking with his parents to the tower suites,
            so he’ll never know.”
         

         
         The waiter came over, and Luke raised one sleek blond eyebrow, still smiling that
            unnerving male smile at her.
         

         
         “I’d be happy to order for you—but I don’t know what it is you like other than that
            chair.”
         

         
         Peyton signaled in his direction. “I’ll…have what he’s having.”

         
         A Corona beer sat untouched on the table before him, and as soon as the waiter left,
            Luke jerked his chin in its direction. “I never drink beer. I was trying to amuse
            myself.”
         

         
         Peyton nodded. “Which is exactly what I’m trying to do, too.”

         
         “Ah, and here I let myself believe you’d rethought my offer for CPR.”

         
         She laughed, and his eyes flared, as though the sound had compelled him somehow.

         
         “Maybe.” Her voice softened on that one word. For she was part teasing and part…not.
            “I don’t even know if you’re single.”
         

         
         He leaned back in his chair with a casual shrug, and the way he moved was all feline
            grace. She was by no means blind to the way he stared at her. “Sometimes I am, sometimes
            I’m not. It all depends on the night you ask and the one asking.”
         

         
         There was a tingling in the pit of her stomach when their gazes held, and her body
            felt galvanized, from head to toe. “Then to anyone who asks, tonight you aren’t,”
            she said in a whisper.
         

         
         Luke tilted his head at an angle. “I’m very single tonight, actually.”

         
         “No, you’re not.”

         
         “Let me assure you I’m absolutely, one hundred percent single tonight.”

         
         “No, you aren’t. You’re with me.”

         
         A long, painstaking silence followed, then his brows slowly lifted upward, and something
            fiery sparked in the depths of his slate-blue eyes.
         

         
         Cheeks blazing hot, Peyton dropped her gaze to the table, suddenly wanting to hide.
            She’d never come on to a guy like this before.
         

         
         “Don’t.”

         
         Luke’s voice was thick with something she’d never heard in a man’s voice before. She
            looked up at him, startled. “Don’t what?”
         

         
         “If you’re going to tease me, then look at me. I like it when you tease me.”

         
         His smile was gone, and the intensity in his eyes did things to her that she’d never
            felt before. Her insides roiled with carnal hungers, her body hypersensitive and on
            high alert. Even the little hairs on her arms seemed to rise and respond to his voice.
         

         
         Thankfully, the server returned to set two cold Corona beers on their table, and Peyton
            almost sighed in relief as she dove for one.
         

         
         “All right then, I don’t know about you, but I didn’t order a beer just to stare at
            it,” she told him, and determinedly grabbed an open bottle and took one long, long
            swig. Luke chuckled—a low, rumbling sound that caressed her sensitized skin like phantom
            fingertips—then he lifted his own beer bottle in a mock toast, and drank.
         

         
         Two hours later they were both a little too…merry.

         
         Luke had seemed hesitant to drink first, but then he’d downed a whole beer within
            minutes and soon ordered more. They’d flowed into conversation like they’d met years
            ago, teasing back and forth.
         

         
         Peyton couldn’t be more dazzled with him if he’d been a live, glowing sun.

         
         Luke Alexander was quick, smart, a total charmer, and genuinely interested in whatever
            she had to say. “I don’t see it,” he said now.
         

         
         “What don’t you see? That I’m a partner in the investment firm I work for?”

         
         He took another swig and nodded nonchalantly. “Yep. Don’t see it.”

         
         “Why? What do you know about investment firms? What do you do for a living?”
         

         
         He shrugged, the move all sexy and aloof and careless. “This and that.” He signaled
            at her with an emphatic nod. “Nothing as important as that, I assure you.”
         

         
         Peyton smiled at the compliment, but she couldn’t miss that he was steering clear
            of mentioning anything about his life back home. But then, wasn’t that better? It
            wouldn’t do to get too attached to a weekend fling, right?
         

         
         Luke had such a lazy way about him, a careless, effortless manner in the way he spoke,
            in the way he leaned back in his chair with an arm draped over the back of it, in
            the way he absently played with a spoon, lacing it between his fingers and smoothly
            twisting it around. It was as if he knew he was gorgeous and embraced it.
         

         
         It appealed to Peyton, the relaxed way he sat, the way his smile was a bit crooked,
            higher on one side of his face than the other. It appealed to her organized, perfectionist
            self more than she could ever have anticipated.
         

         
         Something about him made her want to be so, so bad.

         
         “Do you live alone? Or do you have a special someone?”

         
         He laughed and raised his beer to her in another toast. “Alone, thank God. And it’s
            staying that way. And you, Peyton Lane? What are you doing here all by your lonesome?”
         

         
         “Meeting you,” she said saucily.
         

         
         He chuckled at that, taking another long swig, all the while watching her with those
            sparkling slate-blue eyes that made her pussy cream.
         

         
         It was quite interesting, how both of them had been talking for hours and yet neither
            was even really saying anything. But those stares of his spoke volumes—she couldn’t
            miss the heated male interest in those eyes.
         

         
         Or how it warmed her to her very bones.

         
         An image of them entangled in bed made her palms sweat and her inner muscles grip.

         
         Tonight they might have hot, reckless, wild sex and if they did, Peyton would conveniently
            forget about him as soon as she boarded the plane back home on Sunday.
         

         
         Her insides heated at the thought of being intimate with him, and by the time they
            headed for their rooms at well past midnight, her stomach felt like a butterfly war
            zone.
         

         
         Instead of taking the gravel path, they walked along the beach, and Peyton removed
            her sandals and allowed her little feet to sink into the sand. The night sky was clear,
            dotted with flickering stars and a faint white quarter-moon.
         

         
         The breeze played with her hair. It tickled her jaw and her neck as it flapped in
            the wind. Luke curled his fingers tightly around the neck of his beer bottle as he
            downed yet another gulp.
         

         
         When they ran out of subjects to talk or laugh about—or more accurately, when the
            only thing that occupied their minds might be the things they could not laugh or talk about—they fell into a tense silence and Luke began to fidget.
         

         
         He inspected the nearly empty beer bottle, then stared up at the sky, suddenly engrossed
            in it.
         

         
         Peyton noticed he was restless, as if he’d never done this before either. The back
            of their hands brushed, and although it was a fleeting, accidental touch, he stiffened
            as though he’d just been struck by lightning. Peyton felt it rush up her arm like
            an electric bolt.
         

         
         Quivering deep inside, she glanced down at her sand-speckled toes and wondered if
            he would even make a move.
         

         
         All evening had felt like foreplay and she was already anticipating—having dropped
            little hints all through the night that she was interested, single, and available—that
            he might do something about it.
         

         
         Would he make a move, or would she need to?

         
         Oh, God.

         
         He was just so sexy…

         
         What if he didn’t?

         
         What if he did?
         

         
         So.

         
         Luke was trying to get things straight.

         
         Was he actually supposed to stay away from this woman?

         
         He stole a glance at Peyton as they walked along the beach and once again was bowled
            over by her beauty. God, the crackhead who shot him should’ve just killed him. It
            couldn’t be good for a healthy thirty-four-year-old male to suppress the urge to make
            love to this woman—and it was definitely not good for Luke Preston.
         

         
         Holy Mother of God, he just didn’t see himself going back alone to his five-bedroom
            presidential casita tonight. His friends should all go rot in hell for even suggesting
            such a thing as Luke staying off sex for a while. Clearly they hadn’t seen Peyton
            Lane, holy hot mamacita!
         

         
         Long, straight, sable hair down to her tiny waist, big brown eyes surrounded by thick,
            sooty lashes, creamy porcelain skin, and thick coral lips that were meant to rim around
            a man’s member and make him forget even the fact that some asshole out there wanted
            him dead.
         

         
         Luke was thinking so clearly now, after all those Coronas, that he could literally
            laugh at the thought of him—Luke Pistol Penis Preston, who’d been fucking girls since
            he could get a boner—wearing an invisible chastity belt. It was a pretty fucked-up
            idea, hell, he must have been pretty fucked up to even consider it. But now that he’d been drinking
            some, he felt like himself again.
         

         
         Clearly Peyton Lane was God’s gift to him, for having been such a good boy since he’d
            been out of the hospital. Peyton was hotter than an entire bottle of spicy red Tabasco,
            and just as smoothly curved.
         

         
         Luke had found himself instantly responding to that sultry, dark-onyx gaze of hers
            ever since he’d almost trampled her hours ago. The fit of his linen drawstring pants
            had altered dramatically this evening when she approached his table in that halter
            and skirt, all female and softness, sexier than anything he’d ever set eyes on before.
         

         
         He could already tell she was not easy. Hell, he could tell she was the closest thing
            to a virgin he’d ever have, a little shy even when she was all-out brazen. She went
            a little skittish when he smiled his sex-god smile at her, and it made his balls constrict,
            he liked it so much. Now all he wanted was to slowly crack this lady’s hard-shell
            exterior and let the sultry goddess come out to play.
         

         
         Lord knows he wanted to play with her.

         
         Up until now, he had refrained with a ruthless self-discipline that even amazed him,
            all night trying to pretend he hadn’t been stiff as a flagpole under the table while
            they’d bantered back and forth. Holy God, she’d made him want to fuck her so bad.
         

         
         It had been a while since Luke had let himself enjoy the company of a woman—without
            having sex with her. And when he said a while, it had been decades. So yeah, a long
            while, for sure. But now he realized he’d been missing out on good stuff, too.
         

         
         Peyton was fun and funny, and sexy, and as the drinks had progressed she’d gotten
            even more uninhibited and relaxed in his company.
         

         
         She wasn’t fawning over him, because to her, he was a nobody, and she wasn’t kissing
            his feet hoping he’d give her a check either.
         

         
         She made him feel like Luke Preston before he became the Luke Preston, and way, way before the Walking Miracle issue.
         

         
         As they walked in silence now, he felt young, relaxed, and alive.

         
         But then, he wished he could enjoy the sensation without his cock getting in the way.
            It kept jumping to full attention at the merest things. Whenever she laughed Luke
            felt dumbstruck, helplessly drawn to the sound. When she smiled, God, he throbbed
            down to his balls.
         

         
         She was incredibly lovely in an old movie star fashion; Audrey Hepburnish, but with
            a Marilyn Monroe sex-appeal Luke Preston had never dug so fucking bad.

         
         He could only imagine what she must feel like, slowly writhing and moaning beneath
            him. Shit, he ached to slide inside her.
         

         
         He’d bet she’d be tight. Slick. Wet.

         
         Damn it, how on earth was he supposed to have some one-on-one time with Luke with
            Peyton sharing the beach with him?
         

         
         Relax? His shot-at ass!

         
         He had never been so tortured before.

         
         This woman was not only a walking wet dream, but she smelled incredibly good, and
            Luke was trying very hard not to think of how damned amazing it was going to feel
            when he pushed his tortured cock inside of her wet heat.
         

         
         He hadn’t had a woman in six weeks, since the murder attempt. For several days now,
            he’d been goofing off with Pepe, his “Toad” and new sidekick; the little guy he’d
            met at the pool who’d quickly interested Luke in a game of football. But then he’d
            met this woman and now he could think of nothing other than taking her to Luke Preston’s
            legendary fucking bed, which was screaming in emptiness.
         

         
         Stealing a sideways look at her, he noticed she was deep in thought, utterly quiet,
            too. She had such delicate features, was so sweet and stunning, his wound ached in
            his chest.
         

         
         Sighing, he sunk his empty beer bottle into the sand and dropped down beside it, not
            ready to call it quits tonight. Peyton was too fun, too beautiful, too sexy. And despite
            the mixed signals…he suspected that she wanted him, and badly.
         

         
         Luke’s hands were itching to get up and all over her.

         
         But Peyton remained standing, her skirt fluttering in the wind like that sexy black
            hair he wanted to wrap within his fists and use to hold her head down as he fucked
            her mouth with his tongue. Her cheeks looked flushed, and she kept biting her lower
            lip in a way that Luke wanted to.
         

         
         He cocked his head back. “What are you thinking that makes you blush?” he asked, his
            voice husky even to his ears, already thickened with desire.
         

         
         She bit her lip and made circles in the sand with the tip of one toe. “Luke. I was
            thinking…wondering…whether I might have an affair with you.”
         

         
      

      
   
      
      
         
         Chapter Two

         
         Peyton couldn’t believe she’d just said that.

         
         She held her breath and raised her head in dread to discover that Luke appeared expectant,
            as if he was waiting for her to elaborate. So she went on. “No strings…just a little
            fling.”
         

         
         Deep in thought, he turned his head to the moon, and after a long moment, he spoke,
            his voice husky as he patted the sand beside him. “Come sit with me.”
         

         
         The unmistakable sensuality in his voice made goose bumps rise along her flesh and
            her pussy grip with longing. “I’m not sure…I should probably be going. Maybe this
            isn’t the best time to decide when I’ve had so many beers.”
         

         
         “Come on, Peyton. It’s a beautiful night. The moon is up. Sit with me while you keep
            wondering whether or not you might have an affair with me.”
         

         
         How to deny him?

         
         He was too sexy. Everything about him was sexy sexy sexy. The way he looked in those
            linen pants and the linen button-down shirt, the way his hair blew in the wind, the
            way he smelled…of soap, ocean, and something manly and unique. How could she deny
            him when she was helplessly drawn to his incredible magnetic force?
         

         
         Her legs wobbled as she went to sit next to him, throbbing painfully between her legs.

         
         When she settled down, he lifted one arm behind her, and the evening felt surreal.
            Like she was dreaming. His fingers languorously stroked her bare back and her breasts
            felt heavy at the tender caress. Her sex wept as he delineated her spine with sinuous
            strokes of his fingertips.
         

         
         “You’re not married, right…?” she whispered into the night, her throat tight with
            desire as she sat tense and motionless at his side, afraid that if she moved, he would
            vanish into the air. Not touch her, never touch her.
         

         
         His hands stroked the halter knot at the nape of her neck, but he didn’t undo it,
            merely caressed around it, then he spoke in a rough but tender voice. “Sit on my lap
            and I’ll tell you whatever you want to know.”
         

         
         His voice was so compelling she slid over and onto his lap with her back to him, her
            legs draped to one side. His erection nestled against her buttocks, and the instant
            she realized how incredibly firm and enormous he was, her insides boiled mushy and
            hot.
         

         
         In a slow, seductive move, his hand eased around her rib cage and slipped under the
            fabric of her halter top. Then he palmed one aching breast, and he whispered in her
            ear, “No, I’m not married. What else?” His thumb circled her puckered nipple, and
            the pleasure at that gentle swipe was so great she almost moaned. “What else do you
            want to know about me, Peyton?”
         

         
         His free hand caressed up the bare thighs of the legs she’d draped to that side, and
            her heart pounded faster as he slipped his fingers under her skirt. And then he was
            teasing her crotch with his fingertips, his voice a breath in her ear. “You’re hot
            here…”
         

         
         She shuddered as an arrow of pleasure sliced straight to her warmed-up cunt. He eased
            one finger under her panty and touched her—flesh to flesh. She could feel her slickness
            as he stroked up her labia, feared that he would be able to smell her scent. “Hot…and
            damp. If you get this wet thinking of me, Peyton, then you’re going to have to let
            me give you what you need.”
         

         
         Her head turned helplessly toward his hypnotic voice and he was there, ready, as though
            he knew she would be helpless not to turn to him, and he captured her mouth with lips
            that were dry and strong and hungry. She became frenzied when he stroked his tongue
            across hers.
         

         
         “Mmm, that’s what I’m talking about, baby.” He tweaked her nipple and gave it a little
            pinch, and Peyton moaned deep in her throat and squirmed restlessly over his lap,
            sliding her tongue into his mouth, intoxicated by his forbidden taste. “Tell me how
            I’m doing, Peyton. Am I doing the job of a man you’d like to have an affair with?”
         

         
         “Y-yes. God, so good.”

         
         He nuzzled her face with his and licked his tongue into her mouth again, the wet,
            damp, hot flick shooting bullets of pleasure to her toes. His voice was a terse rasp
            that she could feel caressing her insides like a feather. “That’s what I like to hear,
            Peyton. Now give me all of your mouth again and let me taste you.”
         

         
         She shifted more fully toward him and he tongued her mouth as he inserted one finger
            into her. When he stroked deep inside her tight sheath at the same time he plowed
            wetly into her mouth, Peyton was ready to come apart in his arms.
         

         
         She moaned feebly. Her insides coiled with tension as an orgasm built inside her,
            and then Luke dragged his mouth to her earlobe and murmured, “Take your top off, Peyton,
            and let me see those pretty breasts I’ve been holding in my hands.”
         

         
         Her fingers trembled as she reached to undo the knot at her nape until her top fell
            around her waist. Her breasts spilled free, caressed by the air and the moonlight.
            She shuddered from the force of her need.
         

         
         “Now turn facing me on my lap so I can kiss those pink tips,” he said quietly.

         
         Shaking, she turned around to straddle him. The lustful sparkle in his eyes made her
            heart pound a thousand beats a minute.
         

         
         He ducked his blond head, and she moaned at the sinuous scrape of his jaw stubble
            across one nipple, and then the other. He suctioned one as he thumbed the other puckered
            bead, drawing her so deep into his mouth she felt the pull within her womb.
         

         
         She ground down against him. His hardness was perfectly nestled against the apex of
            her thighs, and when Peyton felt his cock pulse against her heat through the fabric
            of his pants, her blood reached a boiling point. She quaked with such total, nerve-racking
            lust, she was certain that any second now, her bones would disintegrate.
         

         
         His mouth covered the other nipple, hot and thirsty as he suckled. Her head fell back
            on a moan and she rocked her hips wantonly against his bulging arousal.
         

         
         A hard, twisting orgasm galloped toward her, almost within reach, until she heard
            voices from afar…
         

         
         Her breath caught, and Luke turned his head toward the alien sounds.

         
         “Shh, it’s all right, they can’t see us, Peyton,” he tenderly urged as he swiftly
            ducked to suckle her other breast. Her answering moan turned into a helpless plea.
         

         
         “Oh, God, they’re coming this way,” she gasped, watching the two little dots in the
            distance as she attempted to scramble off of him.
         

         
         But Luke prevented it, his hands like vises around her. “Relax. They’ll turn around
            in a minute. There are only two casitas farther on. One of them is yours—and the other
            is too big for them.”
         

         
         But she couldn’t relax now. Now her mind was starting to work through all the beers
            and warn her that this could be more complicated than she had anticipated. What if
            she liked the man too much? Then what?
         

         
         Peyton shivered hot and cold, panting for her breath as her trembling hands futilely
            attempted to lift her top back up. “I’m sorry, Luke. I…I don’t know if I can do this.
            I’m…. so sorry. I’m just not this type of girl. Good night.”
         

         
         She stood on trembling feet and tried to do her top with cramped fingers. He easily
            stood with her and steadied her with one arm.
         

         
         “Shh. I wasn’t looking for this either. Let me walk you to your room. You all right?”

         
         “No…yes. I just never drink.” She didn’t know if she was drunk, or if she was just
            too intoxicated by his touch, so she swallowed and shut up.
         

         
         She could feel his concerned stare as he tied up her top, and then they headed in
            silence toward her casita. Her head spun with the effects of the beers, the effects
            of Luke Alexander. He was no longer touching her, and yet she continued to feel seduced
            by him in every way. In every way. He was an assault to all of her senses. A tease
            to her eyes, her nose, her skin, her ears.
         

         
         He was perfect, too perfect, frighteningly perfect.

         
         She shivered in the wind and rubbed her arms back and forth to warm the chill that
            had settled in her bones. “Why didn’t you tell me you weren’t looking for this either?
            You should’ve said you weren’t interested,” she softly accused, her throat tight.
            What had it been for him, back there? A pity fondling?
         

         
         He chuckled softly, shaking his head. “Do you honestly think I would pass on a chance
            to get my hands all over you? I’ve been doing things to you in my head all night.”
         

         
         His husky admission made her want to feel his hands all over her, just like he’d said. It made her want to find out, in the flesh, exactly what he
            wanted to do to her, without being afraid whether or not she was emotionally equipped
            to handle this.
         

         
         Head downcast while her traitorous nipples puckered to his words, she headed past
            her private hammock, now dangling lonely between two palm trees. Then she wound her
            way around her private pool and up two stairs to reach the terrace outside her suite.
         

         
         Chest heavy, she turned and contemplated this sexy beach god of her dreams for what
            seemed like an eternity. Her sensitized body screamed for her to shut off her brain
            functions and just jump him. The night made his eyes look darker as he looked at her,
            and there was a shimmer in those eyes, a hunger.
         

         
         His gaze roamed slowly over her face in a silent caress, until it settled on her lips.
            She could swear he was going to kiss her again. But when he didn’t after a long, breathless
            moment, the only thing she could do now was say, “Good night, Luke. I had a wonderful
            time. I’m sorry about…”
         

         
         “Invite me in, Peyton. We’ll take it slower.”

         
         She flushed at his words, the unmistakable intent in his eyes. Then she couldn’t take
            it and said, “I can’t. I’m sorry. Thank you. Good night.”
         

         
         And then she disappeared into her luxurious, yet lonely suite, not even waiting for
            his answer.
         

         
         She bit her trembling lip while she closed the glass door behind her, then she stared
            into the silent room. For almost a minute she stood there, shaking with uncontrollable
            lust and regret. God, she was so stupid.
         

         
         She should have just told him that it had been years since she’d had sex with a man.
            Years. She could have invited him in. He’d stood there, wanting her. Ready to. So
            impossibly handsome and so…possible.
         

         
         Damn, why couldn’t she just let go and let loose for once in her life? When, in her
            entire life, would she meet a man like him again?
         

         
         She wanted him so much she couldn’t remember wanting anything this badly. What was
            she afraid of? That she would get attached? She was a practical woman and not a romantic.
            This was nothing to her. Just a much-needed fling. And with the sexiest man she’d
            ever seen in her life. She should be shouting with joy at the opportunity, kissing
            him, pulling him closer, running her hands through his beautiful windblown hair…
         

         
         Oh, God, I really want him.

         
         With new resolve, she whirled around, pulled the glass door open, and ran after him.
            She could see his lone, gorgeous male figure slowly making its way down the beach,
            and she urged her legs to run faster as she called, “Luke!”
         

         
         He didn’t seem to hear, so she repeated his name. “Luke Alexander!”

         
         He swung around at her voice, motionless as he saw her running toward him. She paused
            a few inches away, fighting for her breath.
         

         
         “Luke, I…I thought…” Her eyes searched his face in the moonlight. “Look, I don’t usually
            do this…but…I leave Sunday…. We don’t have to exchange numbers, I can’t deal with
            a relationship. I just want something fun and meaningless…”
         

         
         She couldn’t finish, she could barely fill her lungs with air. Standing there, longing
            and desire shimmering through her, it suddenly struck her how vulnerable she felt,
            how utterly devastating it would be if he were to reject her tonight.
         

         
         But he had a beautiful smile on his face, and his gaze swirled with male knowledge.
            “This is the part where I tell you that ‘meaningless’ happens to be my middle name,
            and ‘fling’ my last,” he said, teasing her.
         

         
         The instant his gaze dropped to her mouth, his smile vanished.

         
         “But the truth is…” Heart-poundingly serious, he closed the distance between them
            and raised her chin as he lowered his face to hers. “I want this like I’ve never wanted
            anything.”
         

         
         He brushed his lips across hers, igniting a teasing little spark that fluttered across
            her skin and curled around her toes. He followed with a second brush, in the opposite
            direction, a little firmer, leaving her a little more breathless.
         

         
         Shivers of pleasure danced along her nerve endings as his mouth finally closed around
            hers. His lips moved sinuously against hers, and then his tongue dipped inside to
            taste her. A frantic moan tore from Peyton’s chest, and a deeper sound tore from his,
            and the kiss morphed.
         

         
         It became a hostile takeover, the way his tongue pillaged her mouth, the way he pulled
            her up hard and hungry against him.
         

         
         “Get rid of that top again and let me suck your breasts.”

         
         Frantic, she yanked it over her head without even undoing the tie while at the same
            time Luke unbuttoned his shirt.
         

         
         Anxious to remove her skirt as well, Peyton fumbled with the side zipper, her fingers
            stiff and clumsy in her hurry to get naked.
         

         
         Once she stood in her panties, she noticed that Luke had already tossed his shirt
            aside and now stood bare-chested. Her windpipe clamped shut at the sight he made.
            Godlike. All man and sex and beach god. All hers.
         

         
         He stared at her body, too, like he also thought she was some sort of beach goddess,
            his smoldering gaze warming her every pore.
         

         
         “Luke.” The word tore out of her lips when he came to envelop her in his arms, and
            a hot shudder racked through her when he pushed his damp, delicious tongue into her
            mouth again.
         

         
         “You taste so good, baby…” His mouth continued plundering her as he lowered her to
            the ground, easing easily out of his drawstring pants. “I’m so hard for you I could
            go through a wall. But you’ll feel so much better, Peyton. God, I can’t wait to feel
            you, wet and hot, around my dick.”
         

         
         She regarded him in a daze, feeling faint with need and desire as she stroked her
            fingers along the bulging muscles of his back. “Don’t let me change my mind,” she
            pleaded.
         

         
         His welcome weight pinned her down, and as she sank into the sand, the pebbles grazed
            the soft skin of her buttocks and back.
         

         
         “I won’t let you. You’re mine tonight.”

         
         He edged back to survey her, and Peyton lay there, motionless under his appraisal,
            awed by the open reverence with which he surveyed her. She felt beautiful. Utterly
            female. Desired.
         

         
         He hunched down and gingerly kissed her belly button.

         
         Her pussy felt hot and wet, clenching tight as he licked a wet circle around her innie.
            He raised his head and smiled as he reached for her breasts. “Was this what you were
            thinking of—when you sat across from my chair? Were you planning to give yourself
            to me, getting wet all night just thinking about it?” he rasped.
         

         
         He covered her breasts, his palms large and careful as they cupped her.

         
         She shuddered. “Yes.”

         
         “Did you want me to kiss these?” He stroked them, kneading and arousing her already-throbbing
            nipples with his thumbs.
         

         
         She wasn’t dreaming or fantasizing now. She wasn’t alone, in her bed, imagining his
            face, his touch, his kiss. This man was touching her for real, was going to have sex
            with her, right here on the beach. The knowledge gave her a sweet sense of vertigo.
         

         
         He pinched the peaks until they were hard, sensitive little balls. Peyton forgot to
            breathe when he bent his head and laved them, one by one, with thorough swipes of
            his tongue.
         

         
         His hands felt like warm velvet as he caressed down her thighs, grabbing her knees
            and parting them wide. His neck and shoulders emanated tension, and the muscles in
            his arms rippled as he slipped his tanned, muscled torso between her thighs.
         

         
         He sought the throbbing part of her with one hand and found her. She sucked in a breath
            as he stroked his thumb up the damp cleft, reaching the tender nubbin above. She stiffened,
            overwhelmed with pleasure as he rolled the sensitive pearl under the pad of his thumb.
         

         
         He watched what he did to her. Something primitive and animal glimmered in his eyes
            as he stared into her sex.
         

         
         Peyton anchored herself to the ground with her fists and bucked up to his fingers.
            “Please hurry.”
         

         
         “So hot for it,” he said in a gentle voice, glancing up to survey her with eyes that
            glimmered. “God, you’re a vision, woman. Your black hair behind you, speckled with
            sand. I’ve never tasted something as sweet as you, Peyton. Swear to God you’re giving
            me a sugar rush.”
         

         
         “Please,” she gasped.

         
         He bent and tasted from her mouth again, then dragged his mouth down her throat, to
            her breasts.
         

         
         “Shh. I’ll take care of you.” He eased one long finger inside her while his thumb
            moved on her clit, massaging. She moaned and arched, quaking for more.
         

         
         She usually took on a more active role in the office, but she was floating here, couldn’t
            move anything except her hips to the rhythm of his hand.
         

         
         He watched the twisting, jerky moves of her body, his face ravaged by lust. Then his
            hand left her, and he lowered his mouth to her. She sobbed when he flicked her with
            his tongue and pleasure ripped through her.
         

         
         Both his hands stole under her, and he cupped her ass and lifted her to his mouth.
            His tongue drove in deep. Deeper. Flicking. Tasting. Devouring.
         

         
         Peyton’s head fell back on a very indelicate moan. She pumped her hips and her spine
            arched in a silent, desperate plea for more.
         

         
         “Luke,” she breathed. She was wanton, at his mercy, and she needed this so much that
            it didn’t embarrass her one bit. “Don’t…please don’t stop.”
         

         
         Her legs began to shake. Her belly quivered as her womb contracted. Luke grumbled
            something against her flesh. The soft vibration of his words mounted her higher to
            the peak.
         

         
         He rested a hand on her pelvis and opened it wide as his thumb dipped to stroke her
            nub in slow, teasing circles. A weak sound danced up her throat and got strangled
            there.
         

         
         The tension escalated until she couldn’t think. She writhed on the sand, tossing her
            head side to side, and with a few more sweet, exquisite laps of his tongue, she shattered.
         

         
         Hot, heady contractions squeezed and shook her, tearing out his name in a breathless
            gasp.
         

         
         She lay trembling beneath him, and he came up to cup the back of her neck with his
            hand. He held her head still as he bent his head and kissed her softly, his tongue
            lazy, hot, and tasting of her.
         

         
         Peyton could spend the rest of the night kissing him slowly like this, her body still
            racked in aftershocks. Her orgasm had not yet fully subsided when Luke reached between
            her legs and gently inserted two fingers past her wet slit.
         

         
         Delving deep, he knowingly stroked her G-spot—or something extra-tender and buried
            deep inside her—and Peyton gasped in surprise and arched her hips again in renewed
            arousal. He made her burn again. Feverish. Desperate for him. For all of him.
         

         
         He added a third finger while he continued tonguing her mouth. A mewing sound tore
            from her throat as she imagined his fingers were his cock, imagined the hot, delicious
            tongue she suckled was also his cock.
         

         
         Every wild, pulse-pounding heartbeat as she waited, wondering if she’d be fucked by
            him, was torture. His expert tongue and fingers rapidly urged her toward another orgasm.
            A crackling tension built inside her core, twisting and tightening.
         

         
         Anxiously she thought that she had to seize this moment, now—now before the practical side of her sabotaged her plans. She was used to being in control.
            She was used to calling the shots in her office, and this sheer torture, wondering
            whether he was going to fuck her or not drove her half crazy. She rolled on top of
            him with surprising force, straddling him with her thighs.
         

         
         “Whoa.” A soft smile played on his lips.

         
         Peyton settled over him and frantically sought his erection with her pelvis. His face
            tensed with pure, unadulterated lust when she found him. Pulsing thick and enormous
            beneath her. She rubbed the bloated tip urgently with the lips of her sex.
         

         
         She moved so that only the head of his shaft was inside her, and her eyes drifted
            shut at the glorious feeling of being taken. Penetrated.
         

         
         His hands cupped her breasts, squeezed them firmly, and a slow, sure grin spread across
            his beautiful face. “You don’t waste any time, do you, Peyton?” His sexy voice was
            roughened with lust, but also filled with playful tenderness.
         

         
         Oh, but she did waste time. She’d wasted thirty years of her life and up until a few
            minutes ago when she had decided to get down to this very important, very personal
            business of hers. “I want to feel you,” she confessed as she pressed her hips lower
            to his and mewled in pleasure when his full length entered her—at last.
         

         
         So big so thick so long so good…

         
         “I must…oh, Luke, yes!” He’d grabbed her pelvis and arched his hips to meet her. The
            move sank his cock deep, oh, so deliciously deep inside her.
         

         
         Her sex clenched around his hardness and clamped greedily around his length, stretching
            to welcome him deeper. He was so big he almost hurt. But Peyton was so wet and swollen,
            the relief she felt while he impaled her was overwhelming.
         

         
         “Get down here and kiss me,” he rasped. He cupped the back of her neck with his hand
            and forced her down to meet his lips.
         

         
         He kissed her with a strong, slow tongue, but Peyton was wild, desperate, and she
            twirled her tongue all over his mouth and moved her hips faster against his, faster,
            feeling sweaty and feverish and on the verge of a breakdown.
         

         
         She hadn’t had an orgasm in a long, long time until today, and even then, she’d been
            empty inside. But now that she was being fucked by Luke’s enormous cock, it felt like
            her climax was going to be a big one. An explosion unlike any she’d experienced…and
            then she snapped with it.
         

         
         Wild waves of shudders twisted and jerked through her, and she closed her eyes and
            let it break her, let it take her, as Luke continued to move inside her until he tensed,
            moaned, and shuddered beneath her.
         

         
         She sagged on top of him. For a few seconds, all she could hear was their equally
            ragged breathing and the lulling sounds of the ocean behind them. When she regained
            her composure, Luke lay limp beneath her, his eyes closed, his chest rising and falling
            with each of his breaths.
         

         
         His eyes fluttered open, and he reached to cup her face within one hand. “Tell me
            you’re on birth control, baby. I’d hate to meet my own offspring ten years from now
            and it’s my first time going solo since just about ever.”
         

         
         “Yes!” she said with a laugh. “I’m on birth control. I started when I planned this
            trip.”
         

         
         “Then let’s wash off this sand and get back to it.”

         
         She sat up in almost embarrassment, flushed and red-cheeked. Luke followed her up
            and cocked a brow at her, absently running a hand along her cheek in a wistful, loving
            caress. “Are you being shy with me now?”
         

         
         He wanted her again. She could see it in his eyes. The exciting realization made her
            bones feel like gelatin. “No, I, yes, a little,” she said in a breath, then she stared
            out at the ocean. “When you said wash off the sand…” she started, then stared into
            his face.
         

         
         He looked gorgeous, all sated and sweaty, and as he sat up on his elbows his eyes
            were so magnificent—they were dark blue and shining in the moonlight.
         

         
         “We’re already skinny, so let’s just dip.”

         
         He hauled her up, scooped her up in his strong arms, and before she knew it, they
            were walking naked straight into the ocean. “Luke, you’re crazy! I’ve never done this
            but I can tell you right now it’s going to be freezing!”
         

         
         He laughed at her squeal and didn’t stop until they were submerged to their chests
            in cold water. He kissed her to heat her up, and she coiled herself around him, and
            before she knew it, she was drowning in his kisses. In the water. In him.
         

         
      

      
   
      
      
         
         Chapter Three

         
         The next evening found their naked bodies entangled and damp with sweat, Luke with
            one leg dangling from the hammock as they lazily swung to and fro. Peyton was coiled
            around his body, loving the heavy, muscled arm he had possessively wrapped around
            her as she rested her cheek on the unbandaged side of his chest.
         

         
         Luke stared up at the night sky and breathed in deeply. He kept repeating her name
            out loud, as though in disbelief, until she finally looked up at him in puzzlement.
         

         
         “Stop saying that,” she said in friendly admonishment. “You’re making me nervous.”

         
         “Why so?” he asked. “I like the sound of it. Peyton Lane.”

         
         “I never liked it,” she admitted, stifling the desire to pout like when she’d been
            a little girl and wanted her daddy’s attention. “When I was eight I begged my daddy
            to change it to something more feminine like Elizabeth, but Peyton was my grandmother’s
            name, who my father doted on, because she is his mom, after all, so he blatantly refused.”
         

         
         “You’re close to your folks?”

         
         “We’re all working people, my older sisters and my mom and dad, so it’s complicated.
            We try getting together once a week, though.” She walked two fingers up his chest.
            “You?”
         

         
         He shrugged his free shoulder, then absently seized her wandering fingers and laced
            his fingers through them. “My first few years, I had it good. But by the time I hit
            eight, I ended up raised mostly by people other than my folks.”
         

         
         She squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry to hear that. What happened?”

         
         “Hell, I don’t know. My mother failed to get pregnant again, then got it in her head
            to save all the starving children in the world. She’s probably right now in Ethiopia.”
         

         
         A silence descended as they stayed there, swinging to and fro, their fingers interlaced
            as Peyton absorbed his words somewhere deep in her chest, where something throbbed
            for him.
         

         
         “But you know how it is when the parents aren’t around? Always a party. I did everything
            I wanted. Shit, I still do—I can’t complain.”
         

         
         Her lips curled as she let go of his hand in order to rumple his hair. “You’re so
            easygoing, you’d probably make the most out of foot surgery.”
         

         
         He smacked her ass in playful punishment. “Well, would you like me to moan and whine,
            woman?”
         

         
         She laughed, and she tucked her face back into his neck and breathed in his scent.
            He smelled of sand today. Ocean. And underneath all that, she could distinguish him.
            His unique scent was an aphrodisiac. God, he made her wet all day.
         

         
         “Peyton Lane,” he whispered one more time, edging his head back so he could look at
            her. And oh, how she loved his smile. But she also loved when he looked at her so
            intently. “It’s so damned beautiful—almost as beautiful as you are.”
         

         
         He traced her smile with his thumb, and his gaze tracked the move.

         
         “I imagine you must say that very often,” she teased. “To all of your lady friends.”

         
         His expression turned bleak as he lifted one lone eyebrow. He studied her for a moment
            in silence, and the manner in which he did made her heart beat faster. “What if I
            do?”
         

         
         Her smile faded under his piercing, questioning blue eyes. She shook her head. “Look,
            we both know this is just…I don’t really care about that, Luke. I know you have a
            life waiting for you, and so do I.”
         

         
         Although he was a bit of a lazy boy, she realized that he moved swiftly when he wanted
            to, and in a flash of a second, Luke was on top of her, his body pinning hers down
            on the hammock. “You sound like you mean business, Miss Lane.”
         

         
         She melted under the incandescence of his regard. “I always mean business.”

         
         “Then, allow me to get this straight…” He dragged his eyes meaningfully to her bare
            breasts, then gradually upward again, turning every inch of skin he covered on fire.
            “I have thirty-six hours and forty-five minutes of your body at my complete and utter
            mercy…to fuck you any way I want…and make you come as many times as I please…and all
            this without getting a kick in the balls afterwards or a fucking knife through the
            base of my cock?”
         

         
         His eyes danced in silent laughter, and though he made Peyton laugh, too, the thought
            of being so completely taken advantage of triggered a delicate shiver down her spine.
            “Yes! That’s what I mean.”
         

         
         “Then I’d better not waste any more time.” He bent down to bury his face in her neck,
            and his hands threaded up to her armpits only to tickle her. When Peyton screeched
            in surprise and squirmed, he laughed in victory and tickled with even more force,
            ruthlessly, showing no mercy. “Better get down to business.”
         

         
         “No, stop, Luke, please!” She kicked and flailed at him, her stomach tight in the
            effort as she laughed out loud.
         

         
         “Ouch.” He winced and covered his chest for a moment, his face pained.

         
         “Are you okay?”

         
         He recovered quickly. His deep scowl was deceptive, for there was a tilt to his lips
            that suggested he was holding back a smile. “Now you’re really asking for it.” He
            tickled her with more force.
         

         
         “No, really, Luke, are you all right, are you hurt?”

         
         He sighed and dropped back. “I got a bruise in my chest which is still a bit tender.”

         
         Peyton fingered the patch. “How’d you get it?”

         
         His face and the way he sealed his lips shut told her he was not going to confess.
            Peyton gave him a seductive glance and slowly ran two restless fingers up his chest.
            “Doing something heroic, saving a victim from drowning?”
         

         
         “Right,” he said, rolling his eyes. “A Walking Miracle, they call me.”

         
         She smiled wide. “Really?”

         
         “No, I just like calling myself that.” He dove his fingers under her arms and tickled
            her some more, and this time she could hardly speak through her laughter.
         

         
         “Luke, no, please!”

         
         “Please what?” His voice dropped to a murmur, and his big hands slid from her ribs
            to cradle her breasts, his lips a hairbreadth from her hers. Smiling, she linked her
            hands behind his neck at the same time that his thumbs slowly caressed the tips of
            her breasts. “Please what, Peyton?” he insisted, his eyes darkening. She turned somber,
            and her voice throbbed with aching desire, her sex clenching with need.
         

         
         “Please,” she breathed.

         
         “Anything you want,” he whispered, and his lips slowly closed down on hers.

         
         The kiss was languorous but exquisitely powerful, the strokes of his tongue like molten
            lava warming all of her extremities. The hammock swung to and fro as Luke shifted
            his weight and slid a hand up her bare legs.
         

         
         “I love it that you’re ready for me before I even start playing with you.” His murmur
            was almost drowned out by the sea nearby, and when Peyton nodded breathlessly, he
            groaned and dipped his head so that his tongue worked hers again and his fingers found
            her just like he said. Super wet. Super ready.
         

         
         Her womb rippled in drenched heat by the time he cupped her with his large, dry hand,
            and he growled in male delight and deepened his kiss as he inserted one long finger
            inside her.
         

         
         She cried out and lifted her hips, biting his lower lip, and he obliged her silent
            pleas by inserting a second finger. “That what you want? Huh? Hmm, baby?” His whisper
            caressed the skin of her lips and travelled down her spine, soft like cotton, causing
            a slow melting in her bones.
         

         
         “Please,” she breathed, clutching him closer.

         
         His body crowded hers, and his skin was hot and smooth against every part that it
            touched hers. The front of his rigid thighs brushed against hers. His abdomen felt
            flush against the side of her hips and waist. And that rigid, long part of him throbbed
            in brutal pulses against her hipbone.
         

         
         Almost violently, he sucked one of her breast tips and then lifted his head to watch
            her with an expression of pure animal hunger. “I’m obsessed with the way you feel
            when I’m inside you, Peyton. So tight and soaked as a river.”
         

         
         He twisted both of his fingers inside her to prove his point, and his eyes blazed
            blue fire. “Do you want me here?”
         

         
         Her pussy eagerly contracted—flaming in a painful burn—stimulated by the gentle caresses
            on her vaginal walls. “Yes, please, are you going to fuck me again?”
         

         
         “Oh, baby, you bet.”

         
         “Luke.” With every hot suckle he took from her breasts, a tremor rushed through her
            body. Another wanton shudder coursed through her as he screwed a third finger inside
            her. He scraped inside her channel until she twisted helplessly under him, the pleasure
            piercing her in half. “Luke, please, I want you inside me.”
         

         
         “You do, do you now.” He carried his fingers, creamed from her sex, into his mouth.
            She watched, breathless, as he lapped up her juices like she was the most delicious
            morsel he’d ever tasted. “Good things come to those who wait, Miss Lane.”
         

         
         His eyes glimmered with intent as he lowered his hands and palmed the large globes
            of her breasts. “Ooh!” she cried when he pinched her nipples with his damp fingers,
            then he rolled them between his thumb and forefinger.
         

         
         “Yeah?” he groaned, watching her, “You like that? Makes you hot?”

         
         His expert hands stimulated her breasts in a way that clenched her pussy walls with
            hot little ripples of anticipation, and Peyton could barely suck in a breath. Her
            eyes rolled to the back of her head as he pinched and thumbed her aching nipples.
            “Yes, Luke, hot, so hot,” she gasped.
         

         
         “What if I tug them like this? You like that?”

         
         Yes, yes, yes! But she couldn’t speak, could only make needy sounds that managed to make Luke torture
            her more. Her blood swam heady and thick in her veins as the pressure in her body
            tripled.
         

         
         Shifting his weight above her, Luke tasted languorously from her breasts as he nudged
            his cock against her slit. He teased her with little jabs of his hips until she thought
            she’d go crazy from the need to feel him sink deep inside her.
         

         
         “Oh…oh…please,” she cried, clutching him to her, his skin so smooth and male under
            her palms. He was so strong. Hard, to her softness.
         

         
         He drew back a moment. His nostrils flared and his chest expanded at each rapid breath.
            “Are we ready to come so soon, baby?” His voice was coarse with desire, his eyes half-mast
            and intently watching her.
         

         
         Nodding jerkily, Peyton sucked in a breath that sounded like a sob. Luke’s usual mischievous
            smile morphed into a look of complete and utter hunger.
         

         
         He didn’t wait for her to say more but lifted her by the hips and wrapped her legs
            around him. He rammed his cock into her cunt, balls deep, and her head rolled back
            on a sob of pleasure, her nails raking down his arms. “Like that?” he rasped thickly.
         

         
         “Oh yes, yes.”

         
         His growls came fierce and fast, punctuating each plunge of his cock. “Harder? Slower?
            How do you want it, Pey? Tell me. How do you want me to give it to you?”
         

         
         “Hard! Hard and…fast. God, so deep and fast, please, Luke…”

         
         With a rumbling male sound, he reached around her waist to grab her ass within his
            fingers. He tilted her pelvis up toward him and pounded into her with ramming force,
            her cries of ecstasy tearing into the night, joined by a groan of his own.
         

         
         She came in a mass of sensation, screaming out his name before he drowned it out with
            his mouth. Her channel squeezed his length and she felt his cock jerk, mercilessly
            pulled with each of her powerful contractions. They shuddered in unison, moaning and
            groaning into each other’s mouths, then she sagged beneath him and he dropped his
            weight at her side, both of them panting to recover.
         

         
         Reaching around her, Luke dragged her up against his body and whispered hotly in her
            ear, “I’ve never let myself come inside a woman before. You have no idea how good
            it feels. I can feel your heat around me, how you soak me up, milk me up—you’re fucking
            delicious, Peyton Lane.” He kissed her, sinuously grinding his wet cock against her
            sides, and when she felt him grow fully erect, he rolled her almost to her stomach
            and took her again.
         

         
         Peyton reveled in his exquisite caresses, moaning in utter bliss every time Luke took
            her that night, ignoring the pang of guilt she felt in knowing that whatever they
            were sharing was destined to be flipped away into the back of their minds by Monday.
         

         
         Tonight they were lovers, and yet in less than two days, they would become to each
            other a distant memory of a fling.
         

         
         But she wasn’t going to think about that now.

         
         He felt too good, too right, this weekend too special.

         
         And she would glory in the time they had left.

         
         Luke was on a fucking sex spree, and after the six-week sex drought he had been in,
            he couldn’t be more content. Frankly, sex had never been this good.
         

         
         Sexy Miz Peyton Lane was rocking his world like he couldn’t remember it being rocked
            since he lost his virginity, and even then, his closet-pervert nanny hadn’t been even
            half as good.
         

         
         He stared down at his iPhone this Saturday morning and read the new message that had
            just popped onto his screen.
         

         
         Coast clear, your man is in the can, see you back home. DL

         
         Hmm. Good deal. Luke clicked on the attachment, and brought up a news article detailing
            the capture of one Xavier Alibris, forty-two-year-old male asshole motherfucker, now charged with attempted manslaughter. Also, apparently, the dude already owed
            fifty years in prison for several previous drug trafficking convictions, and he’d
            been running from the law ever since. The woman Luke had been pounding was apparently
            the dude’s lover, even though the bastard also apparently had a wife. Fuck, after
            having a gourmet meal like Peyton, Luke felt nauseated just remembering that chick.
         

         
         Shitheads. And he was talking about both himself and fucking dickhead Xavier.
         

         
         Good thing was, the dude was done for.

         
         Now Luke could leave whenever he wanted to. But his jet could stay parked at Cancún’s
            little airport for a whole year, as far as Luke was concerned. And his friends could
            wait as well.
         

         
         “Who are you texting?” Peyton swam up to the edge of her private pool to where Luke
            was lazing around under the sun. She glistened with water like his very own mermaid,
            and he wanted to lick every last rivulet off her skin.
         

         
         “Just my buddies.”

         
         Her smile was bright and beautiful as she rested her elbows up on the ledge and propped
            her head in her hands. “Do you have a lot of buddies?”
         

         
         “I party with a lot of people, but good buddies? Only a handful.”

         
         She nodded, still wearing that adorable smile. “Me, too.”

         
         “Get out of the pool so I can take a picture of you.”

         
         “What for?”

         
         “I want my pals to eat my shit.”

         
         Her eyes rounded, and her jaw hung open for a moment. “You are so not going to boast
            about me, Luke.”
         

         
         “I am, too. Have you seen yourself, woman? Come on. Pose for me.”

         
         “I don’t think so.”

         
         “I’ll go down on you again, Pey Pey. In fact I’ll go down on you either way. Come
            on, give me a profile and give them a boner.”
         

         
         “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

         
         When she swam around to the pool entrance and walked out of the water toward him,
            his cock jumped at the sight of her luscious curves in that black bikini.
         

         
         “Luke. This is foolish.” She shook her long, dripping hair from side to side but continued
            ambling over.
         

         
         He grinned and lifted up his iPhone. “I love it when you say my name like a headmistress.”

         
         “Seriously, I can’t believe I’m considering this.”

         
         “Come on, woman! You’re harder to bend than my banker.”

         
         “You have a banker?”

         
         “Hush and pose. You look prettier quiet and submissive.”

         
         “Yeah, right. Just don’t let my face show. Only my butt.” She turned around so he’d
            see her lovely, perfect, fuck-me butt, and he clicked the button, his cock throbbing
            down to his balls.
         

         
         He stared down at the picture he’d taken, getting all sorts of aroused, and even as
            he searched for his friends’ e-mails to attach it, he just couldn’t fucking share
            it. He’d thought of adding something like: Say hello to my cock’s new BFF.

         
         But he couldn’t. He went back to the picture, and his chest sort of…cramped. His wound
            stung like a new bullet had just pierced straight through, and it was all because
            this woman was so darned cute. Instead, he saved the picture under—Peyton—somehow
            feeling endeared that Peyton had posed for his shitty antics, then he closed his phone
            back up.
         

         
         “What did you write to them?” she asked as she came closer.

         
         “Something insensitive and perverted.”

         
         She rolled her eyes and flung her arms in the air. “Luke! What on earth did I get
            myself into?”
         

         
         Setting his phone aside, he pulled her down to his lap, feeling serious now…hot for
            her. Anxious for her. His voice dropped to a low, thick rasp as he nuzzled her ear.
            “You’ve got me all hot and bothered again. How do you do that, Peyton?”
         

         
         “You’re always hot and bothered. How old are you, eighteen?”

         
         “No, baby, you’re aging me fast. I’ll be a hundred by the time we get out of here.”

         
         She laughed, but her laugh was cut off when Luke framed her face between his palms
            and slammed his mouth on hers. He tongued her fast and hard and voraciously, and when
            she tongued him back, her taste flooded him, of sugar and lemons, making his jaw hurt
            and his balls ache. “Get out of that bikini,” he growled against her mouth. “I really
            want to fuck you now.”
         

         
         His voice was odd with thick desire, but he wasn’t the only one turned on here. Peyton
            shuddered against him as soon as he’d said the word “fuck,” and he could see her nipples
            beading against her bikini top.
         

         
         “Are you hard for me, Luke?” she shakily asked him, slowly standing up as she obediently
            started working on the back knot of her bikini top.
         

         
         “Stone hard. Rock fucking hard.” He signaled to his trunks—about to tear open from
            the size of his throbbing dick. “Look at that, baby, and tell me it doesn’t look painful.”
         

         
         She licked her lips, and her eyes were wide and so damned famished he wanted to give
            it all to her. Every inch of his cock—and every inch of his body. For her to do with
            as she goddamned pleased.
         

         
         Her tongue flicked out again. “It looks painful…” she conceded of his pulsing erection.
            “What are you planning to do with it?”
         

         
         “I’m going to use it on you, woman. Now take off the top and the bottom.”

         
         She tossed the top aside first, and her perky breasts bounced free as they had nothing
            to support them. Luke’s mouth watered at the sight of her small, pointed, coral little
            nipples.
         

         
         “But I thought you said you were going to go down on me?” she said with a teasing
            glimmer in her dark brown eyes, hooking each of her thumbs to the sides of her bikini
            bottom.
         

         
         “Hell yeah, I’m going to suck your pussy until your screams send your casita neighbors
            running for the policia. And while they’re knocking on your door, I’m going to fill your mouth with my cum,
            then come again inside your pussy, then I’m going to make you lick my mess up.”
         

         
         “I’m not licking any mess up, it’s your mess so you lick it up…” she said teasingly, then she shimmied out of her bottom and kicked it
            off, and the sight of her neatly trimmed black pussy made his blood boil in his veins
            and his nerves jump in excitement.
         

         
         “You’re going to do whatever I say,” he heard himself say in a barely audible rasp,
            “because I like it when you’re a good girl.”
         

         
         “No, you don’t. I’m pretty sure you like it when I’m bad.”

         
         He could’ve come, her words were right on. And the sight of Peyton bare-butt naked
            in her private terrace, in pure daylight, was about the sexiest thing Luke Preston
            had seen in his life. “Get over here, I’m dying to fuck you and you’re giving me blue
            balls just standing there.”
         

         
         “You want me?” Her lips began curving at the sides. “Then come get me.”

         
         Something snapped inside him when she started running for the casita. Every predatory
            instinct within him came to life with a vengeance, and he was on his feet before she’d
            even taken the second step. She squealed when he caught up with her in an amazing,
            rocket-fast sprint that landed him at the sliding glass door of the casita with her.
         

         
         He pulled her against him. “Oh, fuck you, I want you bad now…”

         
         He dragged her inside and rolled the door shut behind him, then he yanked on the cotton
            drawstring of his swim trunks until he’d extracted the cord. Eyes wide, Peyton backed
            away as he came forward, her smile trembling on her flushed face, and when she pivoted
            to run, Luke was on her within seconds, this time hauling her arms up above her head.
         

         
         “Oh, no you don’t,” he growled.

         
         She moaned when he tied her wrists with the cord, and while he doubled the knot, she
            rubbed up against his chest and licked his ear and drew one of his diamond studs into
            her mouth. His balls felt leaden when she suckled his ear, earring and everything.
            Lowering her tied arms to his neck so she embraced him, he slapped her ass and kissed
            her hard.
         

         
         “You’re so damned bad and feel so damned good, woman.”

         
         He took her lips again and her taste filled his mouth once more, uniquely hers and
            incredibly invigorating. He could not get enough of her. A needy sound tore from her
            throat when he backed her up against the wall, his chest pressing against her delicious
            breasts, fairly squishing her against him. She was wet and slippery, getting him equally
            wet and really fucking turned on.
         

         
         “What am I going to do with you now, hmm?” He traced her jawline with his thumb, feeling
            the mist of her rapid breaths bathe his neck as she gazed up at him in aching desire.
            “How did you think this would go down? Did you think I wouldn’t catch you? Know this,
            baby…” He stroked a finger down her neck, then back up to force her mouth open so
            he could stick his tongue inside. “I always. Get. What I want. Always.”
         

         
         She panted breathlessly, her breaths jerking with each shallow breath, her pupils
            fully dilated.
         

         
         “And I want you, woman,” he roughly continued, palming her delicious ass as he dragged
            her up against his erection. He blew a mist of air over each of her pink nipples and
            watched them pucker harder, into tiny little beads, straining for his kiss. “Yeah,
            I want you so bad I’d chase you anywhere you’d like to run. And I’d find you. I’d
            catch you. And do you want to know what I’ll do when I catch you? Do you want me to
            tell you, or should I just go ahead and show you?”
         

         
         When she didn’t answer, he raised her arms from around his neck and then forced her
            around to face the wall, her restrained arms flat on the wall above her head. She
            didn’t move from the position he’d placed her in. She was breathing fast, and he could
            smell her arousal in the room. He was hard as steel and he ground his length between
            her voluptuous, delicious ass cheeks.
         

         
         “You’re a man’s wet dream, Peyton.” He licked into her ear and cupped both her breasts
            from behind, squeezing the delicious flesh as his tongue swiped across the shell of
            her ear. “Did you know that?”
         

         
         “No, Luke.”

         
         “Well, now you do, girl.” He eased back a few inches and smacked her fanny, gently,
            several times, then he kneaded the flesh when it went pink. “Your body was made for
            sex, for taking a man with a big cock inside of you.”
         

         
         He urged her around and yanked her arms up over her head, and he crushed her mouth
            with his, tangling his tongue with hers, fevered for the taste of her.
         

         
         He could hardly keep himself from plunging inside her already, fucking her senseless.
            His arms and shoulders shook while he continued to hold her arms up, her eyes glowing
            with lust as he drew back to survey her. “But do you know what, Peyton Lane? You make
            me so hard and so hot for you…I think God made you just for me.”
         

         
         She nodded first, then quickly she shook her head, her eyes heavy-lidded, her voice
            barely intelligible. It was a low, thick breath of desire. “I’m sure God made you just for me. I’ve never wanted a man like this.”
         

         
         A fresh arrow of lust pierced right through Luke’s gut. God, no one had ever had the
            gall to tell him something like that. As if he—Luke Preston—could be claimed by one
            woman alone, taken by one mere, itty bitty slip of a girl. She was so itty bitty,
            he couldn’t believe she made his heart swell like a monster and his cock throb like
            a bitch.
         

         
         “Well you’re a lucky girl, because you’re getting what you want now. You’re getting
            fucked,” he rasped, and he shoved his cock against her abdomen as he nuzzled her neck,
            a primal, savage need clawing inside his gut. “I’m going to fill you up,” he whispered
            in her ear, heatedly licking her.
         

         
         Christ, he wanted her to smell like him on the plane on Sunday, wanted her to lie
            awake at night, shuddering in pleasure when she remembered him.
         

         
         He heard her quick, indrawn breath, then the shaky way she exhaled it. His tongue
            penetrated her ear again, sending her body into a fresh wave of shudders, until he
            pulled back to stare into her face again.
         

         
         He reached between her slim, creamy thighs and plunged two fingers into the tight,
            slick channel of her sex, stroking deep into her G-spot. Her whimpers became loud.
            Frequent.
         

         
         His blood rushed like a firestorm in his veins at the sound. He pulsated from the
            top of his head down to the soles of his feet. He was so hot, so crazy for her. So fucking starved.
         

         
         He felt animalistic with those sounds she made, gripped by a pure, primal instinct
            to mark her. Make her cry out his name. Take her body and submit it to his stronger
            one and leave his scent all over her.
         

         
         Tension gathered within him, clenching his gut so tightly he would detonate like a
            nuclear bomb. His thumb brushed her clit while both fingers continued to twist and
            wrench inside her juicy little cunt. Her body went rigid all of a sudden, her throat
            working as her breath lodged inside her throat.
         

         
         She was there. About to come.
         

         
         Head spinning at the sight she made, he retrieved his hand and kissed her fiercely
            on the mouth. “You can’t come until I tell you to. That’s what you get for being such
            a bad little lady, Peyton.”
         

         
         She bubbled out a “please” that made his temperature hitch another degree—something
            he’d thought was impossible—and now he was sure she was going to burn him to ashes
            today.
         

         
         Burning inside his skin, Luke dropped to her feet and draped her trembling legs over
            his shoulders. His thumbs parted the soft pink petals of her pussy, and he salivated
            as it opened for him. He plowed his tongue into her wet sheath and felt her moan vibrate
            all along the length of his penetrating tongue.
         

         
         Holy Jesus, he was getting drunk with just a taste of her.

         
         Peyton Lane was a little bossy in bed, and usually, Luke rolled with it. But now he
            wanted this woman to know he was boss, and he wanted to turn her on so damned bad, he’d feel her aroused little moans down
            to his nut-sack.
         

         
         Her hips rocked desperately to his face. “Luke, please, please, please!”
         

         
         “You weren’t so hungry for it when I was begging you to come fuck me, baby.”

         
         He patted her pussy to tease her, then bent to taste her once more, growling when
            he discovered her even wetter than before. Tastier. Jesus, her fevered moans were
            definitely hitting the spot. His throbbing cock leaked semen in his swim trunks and
            he’d never been so anxious to plow inside anyone in his life.
         

         
         He rolled the tender nub of her sex under his tongue and fingered her slowly with
            two fingers, then he lifted his head and watched her hips eagerly, desperately, instinctively
            pump toward his hand.
         

         
         God, but Peyton looked so beautiful. Her eyes at half-mast. Her naked body wet from
            the pool as she rolled her hips to his hand while Luke fondled her pretty little kitty.
            Shit, he just couldn’t make her beg as much as he wanted to.
         

         
         He was too fucking turned on.

         
         He set her back on trembling feet and as soon as he rose, he crushed her lips and
            devoured her mouth so she tasted herself. Her own taste made her shudder, and it drove
            him to the edge.
         

         
         She gasped and cried out, “Luke, please fuck me now, I’m coming…”

         
         “Wait until I tell you to,” he commanded.

         
         But the tremors were shaking her. Peyton appeared ready to pop.

         
         In one swift move, Luke shoved down his swim trunks, nudged her legs apart and boosted
            her up, pinned back against the wall, and he entered her.
         

         
         Her wet heat gripped him, snug and tight, and it felt so good he immediately picked
            up a rhythm, plunging fast and hard, holding her dazed, lust-filled eyes with his
            and rasping, “Come, Peyton. Come with me now.”
         

         
         She instantly came and screamed his name, Luke!

         
         Her shudders vibrated along the length of his rod, and Luke had no choice but to let
            go, let her milk him out of every last drop. His eyes rolled back as he gripped Peyton’s
            body against his and continued to rub into her heated channel whispering, “Yeah…oh,
            yeah…”
         

         
         He pumped like crazy and came for like a full minute, squeezed deliciously by her
            hot, beautiful pussy. Then, the motions of his hips gradually receded, and he could
            barely stay on his feet when he was done.
         

         
         “Ah, fuck…” He collapsed against her, but he had the good sense to brace his hands
            at her sides, so he didn’t completely squish her.
         

         
         He shook his dazed head and extracted himself out of her.

         
         Panting, Peyton lowered her arms and hooked her still-tied hands around his nape,
            hugging him. And the gesture only…aw, hell, it was just sweet. She was sweet and so
            damned sexy that Luke wished she were a little kitten so he could keep her.
         

         
         He scooped her up and carried her to the sofa, suddenly feeling protective of her.
            All these little bubbles rolling inside his chest when he saw her made him wonder
            if his wound wasn’t healing right, or if he’d gotten some water in his chest. Or some
            fucking air. But why the hell did he only feel it when those big ole eyes of hers
            met his?
         

         
         She smiled up at him in the daze, and the little bubbles almost popped around his
            heart, she seemed so languorous and satisfied, like a woman well fucked.
         

         
         He sat down with her, keeping her on his lap as he untied her arms, then he stretched
            the cord before her eyes. “You’re lucky I didn’t whip you with this, hmm.”
         

         
         She laughed, then she took it from him and tossed it aside to make room for herself
            in the crook of his arm and against him, setting her cheek on the good side of his
            chest. “You wouldn’t dare.”
         

         
         He caressed her back and closed his eyes, feeling utterly relaxed in ways he hadn’t
            felt in years. “Go ahead and make me chase you again and we’ll find out,” he said
            lazily.
         

         
         “You don’t scare me, Luke Alexander,” she murmured, and when Luke felt her soft lips
            graze across his, he opened up and captured them, not even straightening in his seat,
            but languorously drawing her tongue into his mouth and latching onto her. He felt
            like a baby with a pacifier, all he wanted was to be suckling something of Peyton’s.
         

         
         He didn’t scare her?

         
         Because Holy God, she scared the bejeezus out of him.

         
         She tasted so damned good, smelled so darned great, and felt so fucking good, he didn’t
            ever want to leave this place.
         

         
      

      
   
      
      
         
         Chapter Four

         
         When Peyton awoke Sunday morning next to Luke’s warm, sleeping form, she was sore
            all over and so not ready to leave for Chicago, that she did something very unlike her.
         

         
         Then again, this entire weekend she’d discovered a part of herself that she hadn’t
            really met until…Luke happened.
         

         
         This morning, the old Peyton would have gotten ready to leave as soon as she woke
            up, since her flight departed in only a few hours and Peyton was always very punctual.
            But as her eyes settled on the very naked and very gorgeous golden sex devil asleep
            beside her, all this new Peyton wanted to do was jump him.
         

         
         Aroused by the mere memory of all the things they’d done to each other yesterday and
            the day before, she slid her hands over his smooth chest and caressed every dent and
            nook and curve across his beautiful tanned torso, taking care not to disturb his bandage.
         

         
         Her tummy tumbled in excitement when his healthy male body reacted to her touch. Luke
            got hard so easily, and she loved how her own body immediately responded to his erections.
            By the time she stroked her hands along his six-pack, his cock jutted from his body
            thick and proud and deliciously long, making her own body feel instantly lubricated.
         

         
         Drooling over him, she bent to kiss each dented square of his abdomen, her pussy unbelievably
            soaked. He tasted salty like the ocean and Peyton flattened her tongue over him until
            she was sure she’d licked every pore.
         

         
         She circled his nipple with her tongue and repeated the motion with the other, storing
            his taste to memory, having never in her life wanted a man so much. Wanted anything so much.
         

         
         Feeling tremulous and mischievous, she traced a path of kisses all across his stomach
            and navel, heading straight to his pulsing, fully extended cock.
         

         
         Luke shifted on the bed, his eyes still closed. He was bone tired from yesterday,
            she bet. She didn’t know a man could have sex so many times and still get an erection.
            Oh, God, but he was so wicked sometimes, and so lazy at others…but always, he was
            unique and fun, gentle but masterful.
         

         
         A deep male groan encouraged her, and Peyton greedily seized the base of his cock
            with both hands, then bent to lick the tip of his cock, up and down and all around.
         

         
         He made a low animalistic sound, and her breast tips throbbed in response. Feverishly
            she continued to swipe her tongue around the swollen head, then she bumped her lips
            around the ridge at the crown. Cradling his testicles in her palms, she fully enveloped
            his length and took him down her throat, as far as he would go—which lodged less than
            half of his cock in her mouth. He was so big, so thick, so utterly delicious.
         

         
         She dragged her tongue all along the velvety smooth flesh, quivering in need, her
            pussy swelled and throbbing empty.
         

         
         She moved her face a couple of inches backward and allowed his cock to leave her mouth
            only for a moment, so she could stroke her tongue along the folds and tip, then she
            dragged her mouth down the length of his rod again.
         

         
         Luke stirred on the mattress, and when a low growl tore from deep in his throat, the
            sound rushed like a hot tremor down Peyton’s spine.
         

         
         A drop of come emerged from the tip, and when she took the salty drop into her mouth,
            her sex gave a painful contraction.
         

         
         Suddenly anxious, she straddled him and lowered her open sex onto his pulsing erection.
            Her inner muscles stretched to accommodate him, and when he was deeply seated inside
            her, with his cock stretching her walls until she thought she could bear no more,
            she anxiously rocked her hips.
         

         
         She tried holding back a moan but just couldn’t trap it in her throat. Luke was so
            perfect and warm and muscled, and he was here lying naked in her bed, with his cock
            so swollen and thick she could barely fit him inside her. And Peyton was addicted
            to him, couldn’t bear thinking this would be their last time. Oh, God, he felt so
            good inside of her…
         

         
         Imagine never feeling this again?

         
         She mounted him faster at the thought, bouncing her hips against his motionless form,
            urging his cock deeper inside her. Another moan tore from her chest, his fullness
            completing her, the nub of her clit pressed and rubbing tightly against his pelvis.
         

         
         Her fingers moved to pinch his nipples just as she bent down and ran her tongue over
            his lips. She purred at the plush feel of his mouth and followed its form with the
            tip of her tongue.
         

         
         He gave her the most delicious kisses—she couldn’t get enough of them. Him.

         
         Her climax built. The slow, delicious pressure tightened and coiled within her, then
            Luke lifted his hands to her hips and gripped her. Her heart shuddered as she drew
            back to look at him.
         

         
         “Hey,” she breathed down at him. Her lips curled softly as she gazed into his heavy-lidded
            blue eyes. His expression was tight with desire as he watched her, and his hands were
            unyielding as he held down her hips so he could meet her thrusts.
         

         
         And then she, Peyton Lane, the woman voted in high school as most likely to freeze
            a guy with a stare, cupped his face in her hands and kissed him as deep and well as
            she could, kissed him for all the kisses she hadn’t had in thirty years, shuddering
            when Luke kissed her back just as hard and with as much hunger.
         

         
         He arched his hips to meet hers and pushed inside her with superhuman strength, his
            face contorted in ecstasy as he rammed his hips frantically against hers.
         

         
         “Oh, Luke, please,” she gasped, clutching at his face and biting his lower lip.

         
         She leaned back and rode him, her breasts bouncing as she circled and rolled her hips.
            His breathing was harsh and labored, and cords strained against his neck as he thrust
            continually inside her.
         

         
         “You’re so good, baby, so tight,” he breathed. He watched her when she came, the waves
            rocking her completely. He came with her, stiffening the instant he watched her shudder
            in orgasm, and then he spasmed beneath her and rode those waves with his eyes closed,
            his face twisting in ecstasy.
         

         
         She fell on top of him and buried her face in his neck, feeling drained and spent
            and delicious. Only a few seconds later, though, the sensations in her chest became
            so heavy and painful, she quickly rolled off him and inched toward the edge of the
            bed. Luke was faster, and he hauled her back to his side.
         

         
         “I can’t believe it’s Sunday already,” he murmured against her neck, giving her a
            playful bite. “Fuck, Peyton! We should stay here for another month.”
         

         
         She closed her eyes tight, suddenly at a loss for words, an awful heaviness settling
            deep inside her chest. Luke had sounded unexpectedly serious and just a bit forlorn
            when he spoke, and Peyton’s eyes were starting to burn so badly, she had to blink
            several times in order to clear them. But they’d known this was only a one-time deal—whatever
            this strange, magnificent thing between them had been—and maybe that was what made this moment so poignant.
         

         
         They’d always known they’d say good-bye…only maybe neither of them had expected it
            would be difficult.
         

         
         “I’d stay here a year with you,” she said softly, gazing into his eyes. “But I can’t
            miss my flight. I need to be in the office tomorrow.”
         

         
         He’d never looked so serious to her. His smile was gone. All the sparks in his eyes.

         
         When she couldn’t bear to stare into his achingly handsome face anymore, she wriggled
            free of his hold and went to clean up, then got busy packing the rest of her clothes
            into her suitcase. She dressed as quickly as she could, acutely aware that Luke watched
            her from the bed with a solemn, somber expression, his eyes dark blue and stormy,
            but she pretended not to notice.
         

         
         As she applied her lip gloss, her eyes met his in the reflection of the bathroom mirror.
            He stood only a few feet away in white cotton briefs, and he looked more gorgeous,
            more golden, than ever. She swallowed as he walked toward her. Oh, God, she would
            miss his gorgeous face, and his intoxicating kisses, and him. All of him.
         

         
         He wrapped his arms around her from behind and held her gaze in the mirror.

         
         Her dark hair and eyes were a sharp contrast to his light ones, and somehow served
            as a stinging reminder that this could never be anything but a one-time thing. They
            were from different worlds, wanted different things.
         

         
         She smiled shakily at him and he placed a soft, tender kiss on her temple and murmured,
            “I hate good-byes so…I’ll just pretend I’ll see you around someday.”
         

         
         “Yes. I’ll see you, Luke.”

         
         The knot in her throat closed after she spoke his name. And with blurring vision,
            she watched him hop into his pants, watched that beautiful PRESTON tattoo disappear under his polo shirt, and then he walked out of her life forever.
         

         
         Luke Preston had never understood how a person felt when they said they were “depressed.”
            As far as he was concerned, depression was an atmospheric pressure or a money shitstorm.
            Not a state of mind. At least, not his.
         

         
         But now he understood how, exactly, you felt when you were depressed.

         
         Weighed down. Not looking forward to anything. Like shit.

         
         He stared gloomily out the window of his Gulfstream 550, seated all by his lonesome
            with the rest of the twenty passenger seats as empty as his insides felt, save for
            the two places for the flight attendants. Both women had been exchanging shocked glances
            ever since he’d refused his usual apple martini. Peyton Lane. Oh, yeah, speaking of
            shit, that had been one shitty good-bye.
         

         
         He’d wanted to ask her where she lived, for her phone number, all her details. But
            no.
         

         
         It was cleaner this way. Cancún was a goddamned beach, and everything looked better
            there. Luke wouldn’t be in a stupid long-distance relationship when he was a man who
            required sex daily, and Peyton had made it clear she was too busy for anything as
            well. But jeez Louise, his bullet wound hurt like a bitch.
         

         
         He stared down at his iPhone. He’d gotten the following message this morning from
            Cade’s phone, but had ignored it.
         

         
         U dead yet? Or RU coming back to Shitago?

         
         Luke hadn’t even been able to think of something sharp to say back, which was very
            unlike him.
         

         
         Oh, man, he couldn’t wait to get back to his life. Because this wishy-washy shit was
            not him at all.
         

         
         The old Luke would have sent the picture of Peyton’s lovely butt to all three of his
            best male friends, saying: Blow me! I’m going to tap that if it kills me, jealous fucks.

         
         The old Luke would be right now hitting on one of his flight attendants, or both.

         
         Heck, the old him wouldn’t have slept with Peyton even twice, much less twenty-four
            times. They’d fucked like rabbits all weekend and the worst part was, with every time
            he came inside her, he wanted to come another twelve. He wanted to brand her and fill
            her up to her throat, every part of her. God.
         

         
         This was nothing. Just a stupid affair.

         
         So why did it feel like she’d just walked out on him?

         
         He searched for her picture in his phone, and his stomach sunk when it illuminated.
            Fuck, she was lush, those butt cheeks perfection itself and round as melons and just
            as juicy. He almost wanted to fucking lick his phone screen. What in the hell was
            up with him? This was not Luke Preston!
         

         
         He’d probably been a good boy for too damned long after this damned murder attempt.
            He’d been way too good lately. Sober and monogamous and shit. Yeah, that was it. He felt some of his depression
            lift as he assured himself that as soon as he got home and threw a party or two, he
            would feel like himself again.
         

         
         Pretty soon, he’d be asking, “Peyton who?”

         
         And he’d be golden.

         
      

      
   
      
      
         
         Chapter Five

         
         Peyton’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets when she saw Luke Alexander on the
            plane on her way back to Chicago.
         

         
         In an underwear advertisement, no less! The picture was a tasteful black-and-white
            and his perfect, familiar body shone more beautifully than ever, his gaze serious
            and seductive as he looked straight into the camera lens. Peyton’s heart flipped when
            she got a peek of the bulging male package barely held within the confinements of
            that underwear, and then she furiously slammed the magazine shut.
         

         
         “This and that.” “Nothing that important.” The man was a model! What the hell?
         

         
         She’d known he had a “familiar movie star look” about him and couldn’t believe she
            hadn’t pressed for more.
         

         
         Oh, God! To think that she’d opened up to him and shown him a part of Peyton Lane
            that no one else knew while he’d merely shown her what he’d wanted her to see made her heart wring inside her chest. What a bastard. Was his
            name really Luke Alexander? He must have found her naïveté so funny, a supposed “woman
            of the world,” partner in a global investment firm, and yet he’d fed her his lies
            and she’d eaten them all like a silly, ignorant…
         

         
         No. There was no point in these negative thoughts. He hadn’t wanted her to know too
            much about him? That was fine. It didn’t even matter. It was over now and in the past.
            She had been honest and forthright with him, which was important to her, and the “affair”
            was now over. The affair.
         

         
         It had been so good, so beautiful, so tender and erotic at the same time, and well…so
            unexpected. And yet as much as she tried to shake it out of her head, the mere possibility
            of this wonderful weekend having been a joke to him and an Oscar-worthy act on his part made her seethe inside like she had never, ever seethed before.
         

         
         No matter how many times she told herself during the flight that it didn’t matter,
            suddenly it did. Because Luke was in a fucking magazine, for crying out loud. And
            what was she supposed to do now that she’d seen it? Throw it away?
         

         
         But then if she kept it…she didn’t want to be staring at him and remember that she’d had him once. Damn him!

         
         “Hmm, nice,” Deena, her assistant, said when Peyton flung the magazine over her desk
            as soon as they reached her office the next day.
         

         
         “Oh! That’s Luke Preston,” said another assistant as she walked over to study the
            magazine. “He slept with my sister once.”
         

         
         Peyton’s heart seemed to have stopped beating in her chest. “Preston?”

         
         The woman nodded, coffee mug in hand. “He slept with my sister’s friend, too. They
            had this huge catfight over him.”
         

         
         Blankly, Peyton stared at the woman as her mind struggled to comprehend.

         
         “He’s quite the ladies’ man. He’s slept with a lot of girls. Every time I see him he’s got a new one in his arms.”
         

         
         “You mean he lives here in Chicago?” Oh, she could just die. Of all the places in
            the world, her one-time fling had to be a famous model from Chicago, no less.
         

         
         “Peyton!” Deena cried in disbelief. “Of course he lives in Chicago—Luke Preston. Of
            the Preston and Preston Group? You know, the billionaires.”
         

         
         “W-what?” She’d been so sold on the idea that he was a lazy and languorous surf boy,
            she’d never imagined, never even thought about the mega-rich Prestons from Chicago.
            “You mean he’s from those Prestons? I thought he was a model and a beach bum and that his last name was Alexander!”
         

         
         Her mind flashed back to the tattoo and the one time she’d asked him about it.

         
         “What does your tattoo mean?”

         
         “I have a tattoo?”

         
         “Come on! Preston. Is that your nickname?”

         
         “Preston? PRESTON? I told the tattoo artist it was Peyton, damn it. Now I’m gonna
               have to sue their lame asses.”

         
         She’d dropped the topic because she’d assumed it was some sort of nickname and because
            he’d kissed her and it was only a fling and his pretense to want her name on his beautiful
            skin had been so sweet and because in the end she figured it didn’t matter what it
            meant.
         

         
         Luke had fit so well in the Mayan Riviera, lounging under the sun, tangled between
            the hotel sheets with her, smiling at her with that sparkle in his eye, her golden
            angel gone devil in bed…
         

         
         God. He wasn’t a beach bum. He was a billionaire. From Chicago. “This and that.” “Nothing important.” “Hi, I’m Luke Alexander.” Her ass!
         

         
         And could someone please tell her what in the world the rebel child of the Preston
            family, a multimega-gazillionaire, was doing all by himself in a family resort playing
            with Toad, for heaven’s sake?
         

         
         “Yeah, the guy models, all right. Merely because he loves the attention and he’s a
            total rogue and a total playboy with time to spare. But the man doesn’t have to do
            a whit to live like a king. In fact, he lives in the same building as Gary—on the
            top three floors.”
         

         
         The woman nodded toward a man who’d been straining to hear their conversation and
            who was also an assistant to one of the other partners in the firm. His elbow slipped
            on the desk and he nearly fell. He straightened immediately with as much dignity as
            he could muster and nodded.
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” he said, walking around his desk and heading toward them with short,
            bouncy steps while he clasped his hands in front of him in an angelic pose. “Excuse
            me, I was minding my own business, of course, but I couldn’t help but overhear you.
            Are you talking about my Luke?”
         

         
         “You’re friends?” Peyton nodded toward the magazine advertisement.

         
         Gary nodded. “He lives in my building. He’s very friendly! One time my dog went up
            with him on his elevator and the guy was really nice. And so hot I went gayer just
            sharing the elevator with him. Hey, did you all know he just got shot?”
         

         
         “Excuse me?” Peyton was bowled over by this last bit.

         
         She was never one to gossip but now it seemed that if she’d paid a little more attention
            and focused on numbers a little less, she’d have known all about Luke “Alexander”
            my-middle-name-is-Meaningless my-last-name-is-fucking-Fling. Oh, and did I mention
            I’m one of those freaking Prestons?
         

         
         “Yes,” Gary said, “apparently he was having sex with some random stranger and one
            of the woman’s lovers got in there and shot him. Missed his heart by a hair. He’s
            been called a ‘Walking Miracle’ but I’d say the miracle happened when the man was
            born—goodness.”
         

         
         Simmering with indignant rage, Peyton hastily recovered the magazine and headed toward
            her office. “Thank you, get back to work.”
         

         
         They called him the Walking Miracle?

         
         They should call him the Cock-Sucking Pig!

         
         It was too much, knowing her handsome, drop-dead-gorgeous fling was the closest thing
            to a male prostitute. And that he was so close, yet she couldn’t see him and had to
            somehow find a way to forget him. It was about the hardest thing she’d ever set her
            mind to in her whole career and life. But still, she made an effort.
         

         
         Two weeks passed, and Peyton could only lie in her bed at night and stare up at the
            ceiling of her small but luxurious apartment, thinking of him. She would get wet and
            shaky just remembering. One night she was in so much need and yet so furious at him
            for lying to her, for invading her life so, for branding her body with his touch,
            that she rose, yanked out the advertisement from the magazine, tore his face and perfect
            body into tiny little pieces, and flung the pieces into the trash can, only to return
            to her big, lonely, king-sized bed, feeling just as bad or even worse.
         

         
         “Miss Lane, may I have a word with you?” Gary asked this morning as she headed toward
            her office. She actually liked this man very much. She’d talked to him several times
            recently—making sure she didn’t discuss Luke, of course—and he was a likeable, funny
            sort with a very sensitive heart.
         

         
         “Sure,” she said, suddenly concerned as she studied his pale face. He seemed nervous.

         
         “I’ve been invited to this huge party. It’s a major event in the party circles, actually,”
            he said, speaking the words to her ever so slowly as if she were a child. “And, well,
            if you don’t have any plans for tonight I was wondering if you’d like to come.”
         

         
         She stared at him, her eyes narrowing in suspicion. Whatever did he mean by this?
            Was he implying that he was seeing Luke tonight? Was he asking if she’d want to go?
            Why would she want to see that lying, sneaky…
         

         
         “I’m gay, Ms. Lane,” he blurted, then smiled sheepishly. “But at least if I bring
            a hot woman you-know-who will love me a little for it. I’ve been told he loves variety.”
         

         
         Oh, he does, does he? That stinky, filthy…oh, she couldn’t even think of a word!!!

         
         “I’m sorry, Gary, but I have work to catch up on. But thank you.” She touched his
            arm gently so he wouldn’t feel hurt by her rejection, but when she pivoted to leave,
            her legs wouldn’t walk. Because…damn Luke Preston, she could hardly get her mind in
            order since she’d met him.
         

         
         She gritted her teeth, thrust her chin up in determination, and turned back to Gary
            with a cold, calculated smile. “At what time would this be, Gary?”
         

         
         Gary’s grin was about a mile wide. “Eight thirty?”

         
         Peyton nodded. She had to see him.

         
         The moment Gary offered her the chance, her initial reaction had been No way, but deep down she knew it was inevitable.
         

         
         She had to see him, one more time, at least to get him out of her system. And to get
            to see the real Luke, not the role he’d played with her. Just one more time, she inwardly promised
            herself.
         

         
         One last time.

         
         “You’ve been in a shitty mood all night, Luke. If you were going to be such a sour
            tart and be wearing a sweater, you shouldn’t have said it was a ‘pajama party,’ ”
            Patty, his neighbor from the third floor, said to him from across the living room
            of his apartment.
         

         
         “Fine, I’ll put on my damned pajamas,” Luke grumbled, yanking off his orange long-sleeved
            turtleneck and unzipping his jeans. He slept in his tighty whities and that’s the
            pajamas he’d always worn to his famed and acclaimed “pajama parties,” where people
            came in their sleep attire and stayed all night doing whatever the fuck they wanted.
         

         
         “There. You guys happy now?” he asked both his neighbors, Patty and Natalie, with
            a harsh glare as he kicked his jeans off.
         

         
         He’d come up with this party idea while flying back from Cancún. But Luke was a little
            bit disappointed that he wasn’t really into it. He was in a rotten mood, and he’d
            been in it constantly during the past weeks.
         

         
         It was as though he’d been shot in the damned head, because lately he’d been swamped
            with idiotic thoughts that were disgustingly cliché and extremely unlike him; like
            what purpose he had in life and how he’d be much happier if he had someone to share
            it with—that someone being a dark-haired seductress whose name he didn’t even want
            to remember since just thinking it bugged him to no end.
         

         
         He kept thinking these imbecilic thoughts and asking himself why, for some reason,
            the drinks, the parties, and the girls had suddenly lost all of their glitz. It was
            all her fault.
         

         
         Every aching bone in his body seemed to cry out for her, and Luke hadn’t realized
            until now that the dark-haired weekend angel, whom he’d once thought had been sent
            from Heaven just to please him, had been sent to him as a penance, probably for having
            broken so many hearts when he hadn’t known better.
         

         
         Luke couldn’t be more pissed with her, with Heaven, and with his goddamned life as
            it was.
         

         
         He rested back against the sofa and glowered at everything within view while people
            starting filling up his pad, one by one. Models in their sheer nighties came over
            and fawned over him, cooed over him, rubbed his muscles, called him all kinds of sexy
            pet names, kissed him on the mouth.
         

         
         He used to enjoy this, he really did. But now he couldn’t see why. It seemed so…superfluous.
            Unnatural and meaningless. He could see the looks in these women’s eyes, and he could
            almost see money signs pop out of their pupils when they spotted him. He couldn’t
            even be quiet with them as they asked in their whiny voices, “What’s the matter? Don’t
            you like me anymore?” They expected him to be fun all the fucking time, and to have
            a fucking hard-on all the time, and lately he just didn’t feel like having either.
         

         
         But this was known to be the party of the fucking year, attended even by Playboy Playmates who got naked and got it on as fast as you could say “mate!”. If this party
            didn’t make him feel better, then Luke didn’t know what would.
         

         
         So he just sat there on one of the couches with a view of the door, his arms spread
            to his sides like a king lounging back in the plain white briefs his family made a
            fortune on, and all the while he tried to tell himself that after just a couple of
            more drinks, nothing would matter anymore.
         

         
         The women would start looking real good, all of them, and pretty soon he wouldn’t
            care who screwed him.
         

         
         But it was only a martini later that his gay neighbor who looked like a goldfish appeared
            at the door, and the little man was beaming like he’d just struck gold. And at his
            side, her beautiful big eyes wide in horror as she took in her surroundings—was Peyton.
         

         
         Luke stiffened, while every cell in his body reared up and roared for her. He slammed
            his eyes shut and reopened them, sure he was hallucinating, but his gaze zeroed in
            on her and she was still there, paralyzed and stupefied by his friends, and Luke’s
            unfeeling heart just…climaxed.
         

         
         Surrounded by almost-naked ladies, Peyton appeared almost prim in that plain gray
            skirt and a matching fitted jacket, with a long pearl necklace and red heels, her
            beautiful, long hair tumbling down her shoulders.
         

         
         Prim. And proper. And—

         
         Holy God, he wanted to rip off that skirt, that jacket, and bury himself inside her
            and forget he’d ever thought it was a good idea to leave Cancún without her.
         

         
         He wanted to wrap himself in that fucking hair and then take that mouth again until
            all the gloss covering her lips was all over his face.
         

         
         His legs shook with red-hot, pulse-pounding, out-of-this-world desire, and for the
            first time in weeks, he got a fucking erection again, and it was so titanically hard
            it was going to thrust out of his tighty whities this very second.
         

         
         With Herculean effort, he rose on unsteady feet, aware that his lady neighbors followed
            him up and wantonly squished him like the ham between a sandwich. He seized the body
            of one of them to shield his erection from view, and that same instant, Peyton’s eyes
            found him across the room. The hurt that flashed in her eyes ripped through him like
            a thousand knives.
         

         
         In the space of a heartbeat, the vulnerable, wounded expression on her pretty face
            made Luke feel face-slapped and dirty and unworthy of her. He had never in his life
            felt so shitty as at this very moment, when he saw himself through Peyton Lane’s pretty
            dark eyes.
         

         
         Shame roiled around his stomach until he thought he’d puke at himself.

         
         And then, he felt anger. A whole fucking lot of it.

         
         Oh, no, lady. She wasn’t going to ruin his life.

         
         He wasn’t going to fucking let her turn him into a puppy like Graves, panting after
            her affection…
         

         
         No. Fucking. Way.

         
         “WELCOME TO MASTER LUKE’S PARTY, LET’S GET DRUNK AND GET IT ON!”

         
         Peyton felt like she’d just stepped onto an alternate planet when she and Gary walked
            into what could only be called a “Playboy” mansion, all compacted into a three-floor
            apartment. Floor-to-ceiling windows with a striking view of the Windy City spread
            from one wall to the other, embraced by a huge L-shaped open terrace, and littered
            with people walking around in their pajamas—if what they were wearing could even be
            called that.
         

         
         And if all that weren’t enough to shock and appall a normal woman, Peyton was completely
            aghast at the almost orgasmic voice in the background of a woman saying: “WELCOME
            TO MASTER LUKE’S PARTY, LET’S GET DRUNK AND GET IT ON!”
         

         
         But all that was nothing, nothing, compared to the moment her eyes landed on Luke. The man who’d taken her in every
            way she could have been taken. The man who’d taken her to Heaven and now was slowly,
            surely, taking her to the pits.
         

         
         If Peyton had seen him in this very manner the first time she’d met him, she would
            have never, ever, approached him to say hi, much less asked if she could keep him company. He radiated
            power and appeared totally…unscrupulous. Rebellious. Badass. Making her realize that
            a woman like Peyton didn’t stand the chance of daylight with a playboy like him.
         

         
         If there had been a god of pure lust and sex in Greek mythology—without the love aspect
            attached to it, like with Eros—then she had no doubt that his name would be Luke Fucking Preston.
         

         
         He didn’t even look apologetic when their eyes met. With his eyes narrowed and jaw
            clenched tight, he held one almost-naked woman protectively against him like he’d
            fight anyone who tried to take her away, while the other girl in a barely-there nightie
            pressed sinuously into his back.
         

         
         A tsunami of hurt crashed over her, and Peyton could not even believe she’d let this
            womanizer fuck her without a condom. She gaped at the two beautiful women, the blonde
            with a sheer nightie and no underwear, no less, and the curly haired one wearing nothing
            but a sheer red camisole and matching sheer thong panties. And then there was Luke,
            of course.
         

         
         Glorious and godlike in that classic underwear, the same one he advertised, taking
            her breath away just by the sight of him and that ripped, lean body that had introduced
            her to pleasures she could have never in her life imagined.
         

         
         “Hey Gary, who’s your new friend?” a woman suddenly came over and asked.

         
         “Oh, this is Peyton Lane, one of the sharks where I work. Peyton, this is Sasha, she’s
            from the tenth floor.”
         

         
         Peyton smiled stiffly and greeted the redhead, surprised when the woman bent to whisper
            in her ear. “You’d better not waste your efforts here, honey,” she told her with a
            serious pout. “Gary’s gay. But if you want a surer thing you can try him.” She pointed
            toward Luke as he furiously slipped into a pair of jeans.
         

         
         Peyton could feel her insides reach a boiling point. My God. He was the closest thing
            to a gigolo that she could have imagined, and yet she’d been daydreaming about him
            for the past few weeks as if he were her very own “Mr. Right.”
         

         
         She hadn’t even been able to close the six-hundred-million-dollar sale of the tech
            company she had on her hands, having only two bidders stuck at the same starting-bid
            price. She needed to pressure, needed to close, and she desperately needed the offer
            price to rise at least 10 percent, otherwise her company would only take a minor cut.
            If Peyton managed to get at least sixty million more, then the firm’s commission percentage
            skyrocketed and her partners would be extremely pleased with the profit. But, oh,
            no, she’d been too busy fantasizing, daydreaming, and thinking about Luke Womanizer
            Preston to even do what she was paid to do.
         

         
         Coming here was perhaps a good thing, though. Because now, having caught him almost
            in the act of doing God knows what strange sexual act he’d been about to do, she was
            confirming to herself what she’d suspected the instant she saw his picture in the
            magazine advertisement.
         

         
         He was a liar and a cheat and a snake and not even worth a second of her very limited
            and very precious time anymore.
         

         
         “Hi there, we haven’t been introduced,” came from a man who’d been staring at her
            with discomforting, laser-beam eyes since she and Gary had come in.
         

         
         He was dark and frightening, dressed in leather pants and completely shirtless. The
            pants were so tight on him she could make out all the muscles of his legs. “I’m Phillipo.
            I live in the building across.”
         

         
         She forced herself to smile and shook his damp hand, trying not to wipe her palm when
            he let go of her. “Hi. Peyton.”
         

         
         “So do you sleep in that?” He signaled down at her work clothes, since she unfortunately
            hadn’t had time to go change. Clearly, she was a little overdressed here.
         

         
         “No. Do you?” She signaled down at his leather pants, about to be ripped open at the
            seams.
         

         
         He chuckled. “No, I don’t sleep, that’s the point. Leather is like my second skin.”
            He smiled a meaningful smile meant to seduce her. “You know…you look remarkably like
            Audrey Hepburn.”
         

         
         “I get that sometimes,” she said. He seemed awed at the resemblance and all of a sudden
            it made her feel extremely good, to be getting such attention from a man—any man—in
            front of Luke’s narrowed gaze, just because her pride demanded it.
         

         
         “Well I’ll bet no one’s told you that she’s my favorite movie star of all time. I dote on her, cherish the ground
            she walks upon.”
         

         
         The man was coming on to her, Peyton realized, and yet instead of stopping him, like
            the old Peyton Lane would have under any other circumstance, she led him on, acutely
            aware of Luke staring across the room at her.
         

         
         That’s right, Mr. Meaningless Fling!

         
         Let him see Peyton was not pining away for him and could clearly gather some generous
            attentions elsewhere. Even if the man was absolutely gross.

         
         “And you look like a movie star yourself, you remind me of…” She tapped her chin,
            thinking. “Let’s see, let me think of a mean, macho, motorcycle man.”
         

         
         “I get that a lot,” he said, puffing up his hairy chest, clearly excited. “Maybe Grease, that sort of thing?”
         

         
         “Are you kidding me?” She snapped her fingers. “Yes! You could be Danny’s twin brother!”

         
         “Really? And you like Danny?” he prodded.
         

         
         She bit her smile, suddenly having fun. “Who doesn’t like Danny Zuko?”
         

         
         Phillipo appeared ecstatic, but Gary, who was still at her side, was the opposite.

         
         “Excuse me?” Gary said in a high-pitched, annoyed tone of voice. “Phillipo, go get
            her a soda,” he said pointedly.
         

         
         “Want something to drink, sugar?” Phillipo asked her, his gaze falling to her lips.

         
         “Just sparkling water if there’s any, thank you, Danny,” she retorted.
         

         
         He smiled at her and lingered for a moment longer, as if he couldn’t bear to leave
            her, not even to fetch her a soda.
         

         
         When he finally left, Peyton was so nauseous over her own actions that she had to
            ask where the ladies’ room was. After Gary’s mumbled explanation through the orgasmic
            shouting woman inviting everyone to PARTY!, Peyton headed toward the hallway she assumed
            he’d meant.
         

         
         She opened the first door but found herself in a spacious, dark closet. There were
            shelves stacked with boxes of all sizes, and a neat row of coats at the far end. She
            turned to leave but smacked into an expanse of unyielding male chest and before she
            knew it she was thrust into the darkened room with a bigger, stronger body, the door
            slamming shut ominously behind them.
         

         
         Luke’s scent assailed her. Powerful. Drugging.

         
         And her anger whipped upward like a cobra.

         
         “What do you think you’re doing?” she hissed in outrage.

         
         Her eyes strained to see him in the dark, but his scent was as familiar to her as
            her own, and for a moment it made her dizzy.
         

         
         “What do I think I’m doing? You’re at my fucking party,” he angrily hissed as he took a threatening step
            toward her. An innate survival instinct made her instantly take a step back.
         

         
         “It’s nice to see you again, Luke.” Her tone dripped in sarcasm. “At least now I get
            to see the real you.”
         

         
         He took another step forward, and the move urged her to start backing away from him
            with more fervor. There didn’t seem to be enough air in the tiny little room for both
            of them, but she still fought to bring air into her lungs, breath by breath.
         

         
         “What the hell are you doing here, Peyton?” he demanded.

         
         “The whole city is here. Why can’t I?”

         
         He caught her arm and squeezed, backing at the same velocity as she. “Because you’re
            too damned good for this. You look like you’re ready for dinner with Hillary Fucking
            Clinton. Why the hell are you here? Don’t you see you don’t fit here, damn you?”
         

         
         The rage was eating at her insides so fast and deep, she barely checked the impulse
            to hit him. She’d never been so angry or so jealous in her life.
         

         
         Gritting her teeth, she shoved his hand away, struggling to keep her head on her shoulders
            and her voice level. “I’m sorry, Luke. It seems like it was just getting interesting
            for you, with two beautiful ladies just for you, and here I come just to spoil your
            fun!”
         

         
         He laughed darkly. “Is that what you think was going down here?”

         
         There was a long silence, and Peyton almost burst while trying to keep it, but she
            just couldn’t keep quiet anymore. “You lied to me, you…you bastard.” Her voice betrayed
            the hurt she felt, and she hated it. But she just had to say it. It had been in her
            mind constantly, torturing her senseless for the past weeks.
         

         
         “You lied to me, too.” His voice was gruff and low, and it had dropped several notches
            as he kept approaching.
         

         
         His blue-gray eyes gleamed in the darkness, and the mere nearness of his body made
            that place between her legs sting in remembrance.
         

         
         “I didn’t lie to you!”

         
         “Yes, you did. You said it didn’t matter.”

         
         She stopped backing away when she felt the heavy long sleeve of a wool coat brush
            her shoulder. She absently pushed it aside, her eyes lingering on Luke’s shadowed
            face. “It doesn’t!” she cried. “But if it didn’t matter, you could have at least been
            honest with me…You’re not a beach boy, Luke. You don’t do ‘this and that’ like it’s
            nothing.”
         

         
         “So what if I’m not? It doesn’t change things.”

         
         “You introduced yourself as Luke Alexander!”

         
         “Because it’s my fucking name!”

         
         “You’re of the Chicago Prestons, Luke. That’s not nothing in my book. You’re richer than most countries!”
         

         
         “So what the fuck is wrong with that?” Luke had stepped so close, he was invading
            her personal space with his towering form, and Peyton was having trouble catching
            her breath. She could hear his patience was being tested, his voice sharp around the
            edges and almost…dangerous. “The last thing I was looking for that weekend was another
            woman, and yet, there you were…determined to sit in that fucking chair, weren’t you,
            Peyton?”
         

         
         She pressed back against the wall of coats, inwardly cursing the dead end. “A mistake
            I will never make again, so will you let me pass now?” She tried to move but he blocked
            her path.
         

         
         “I know what you’re trying to do.” His hard chest pressed against her breasts, and
            his face inched too close for comfort. “And it’s working.” He slowly fumbled with
            something around his waist. “I’m jealous, Peyton. So fucking jealous, you don’t even
            have a minuscule little clue.”
         

         
         She heard the rustle of fabric, and a soft thump when something hit the floor. He
            was fast, for before she even realized he’d dropped his jeans to the floor, his hands were already pulling up her skirt and in an instant she heard
            something tear. She gasped, frozen in place, when she heard another tear and realized
            he’d just torn both her hose and panties.
         

         
         “I don’t like that bastard drooling all over you.” His hands cupped the sides of her
            bare buttocks and squeezed them hard, his fingers and thumbs digging into her tender
            flesh. “Especially when I’ve already staked my claim.”
         

         
         “Luke, don’t—”

         
         “Shh, I’m just going to remind you, sweetheart, because it seems to me like you’ve
            already forgotten me,” he said in a tone that promised to punish her.
         

         
         His fingers sank into her buttocks and pushed her belly against his very large, very
            naked cock, at the same time he lowered his angry, dominating mouth to hers.
         

         
         Peyton couldn’t explain why she twined her arms around his neck and returned his kiss
            with such abandon. She couldn’t see why her tongue pushed frantically, desperately
            against his while she moaned helplessly into his warm, angry mouth. She clung to his
            neck while his hands went to the back of her thighs to lift her up, and she wrapped
            her legs around his waist and tightened her hold on him as he lowered her onto his
            hard, throbbing erection.
         

         
         There was no hint of the lazy, cocky summer boy she’d met less than a month ago. This
            man wanted to possess, wanted to take, wanted it now, and he thrust inside her with
            the furious force of a battering ram.
         

         
         Peyton threw her head back and cried out at the glorious feel of him filling up her
            body so high and so wide she could burst from the fullness. She’d ached for him—every
            day for the past few weeks had been hell without this, without him.
         

         
         His lips dove to her neck and scraped desperately over every inch of skin, his tongue
            tracing a wet, thirsty path toward her chin as he thrust and rammed inside her.
         

         
         “I can’t think of anything but you, woman.” His breath was hot against her neck. “I’ve
            fucked you ten thousand times in ten thousand different ways in my mind already.”
         

         
         “I’ve thought about you, too,” she whimpered, her fingertips sinking into his buttocks
            as she clawed him to get closer, fuck her harder, push deeper.
         

         
         The sensations built steadily, and her heart felt ten times its size inside her chest.
            Her sex was tense and terse around his cock, grasping his every powerful stroke.
         

         
         “You’re driving me crazy, Peyton, and I don’t like it, not one fucking bit.” His lips
            ground over hers in furious, uncontrolled passion. She whimpered into his mouth as
            his thrusts became more frequent, his teeth biting into the flesh of her lower lip
            almost viciously.
         

         
         It had been too long without him.

         
         Too long.

         
         Not days or weeks but a lifetime…her lifetime.
         

         
         “Luke, oh, ohohohoh!” She came fast and violently in a rocking, earth-shattering orgasm,
            trembling in his arms as he kept on plowing inside her, harder and faster, his butt
            muscles clenching in her hands until he tensed and cursed and exploded inside her.
         

         
         For moments later, they held each other, unmoving, their breaths haggard. Peyton was
            the first to lower her feet to the floor and push him away, trying her best to find
            her ground.
         

         
         She lifted her torn panties from the floor and pursed her lips when she realized she
            would have to go without underwear until she got home. Not to mention, her hose was
            torn from the knees up and she’d have to remove it if she hoped to look even moderately
            decent.
         

         
         Disgusted at herself, she fled to the door, but Luke’s voice stopped her as he zipped
            back up. “Peyton, wait.”
         

         
         She froze in place but refused to turn, still too shaken. Too…too…angry. At herself.
            At him.
         

         
         Luke engulfed her hand with his, yanked open the door, and led her deeper down the
            corridor.
         

         
         She tugged her hand futilely. “What are you doing? Where are you taking me?”

         
         With one quick, reassuring squeeze, he pulled her into some sort of empty private
            lounge, then he urged her down on a plush leather sofa. “Wait here and let me get
            rid of all these idiots.”
         

         
         She scowled at his muscled back as he shut the door behind him, because the last thing
            she wanted to do tonight was to stay here and talk to him.
         

         
         There were hundreds of emotions inside her; complicated, raging feelings she hadn’t
            expected, all brought about by seeing him, by discovering what type of man he really
            was. All she knew now was that coming here had been the worst idea she’d ever had
            in her life. Second maybe only to sleeping with him, which had been the biggest whopper
            of them all.
         

         
         But then, she had wanted to see him again, hadn’t she?

         
         Wanted to kiss him again, touch him again. Wasn’t that what she’d secretly hoped would
            happen tonight?
         

         
         Only she’d never imagined she’d find him in such a party. In an undressed state. About
            to have a threesome or an orgy or Lord knows what.
         

         
         She opened the door and headed for the bathroom, this time finding it at the second
            door to the left. When she finally returned to the living room, there were at least
            a dozen new people inside, and some guests were already naked. And “getting it on.”
         

         
         “WELCOME TO MASTER LUKE’S PARTY, LET’S GET DRUNK AND GET IT ON!”

         
         Luke stood with a group of people, speaking while pointing at the doors while the
            women vied for his attention, and then his eyes passed through the hallway the same
            second Peyton appeared.
         

         
         They spotted each other instantly.

         
         Peyton immediately tore her gaze free and plunged into the crowd. She could feel his
            eyes follow her as she wound across the living room, and out of the corner of her
            eye, she could even see him begin to chase after her.
         

         
         Unable to bear another encounter with him, she wildly, frantically searched for Gary
            to tell him she was leaving.
         

         
         “You were gone just five minutes and I already missed you,” said Phillipo, taking
            her hand in both of his. “I lost your drink but I’ll get you another one. One with
            alcohol.”
         

         
         “The lady’s taken, man, so I suggest you not touch her.”

         
         Peyton’s heart tripped at the chillingly possessive, achingly familiar growl.

         
         She hadn’t heard Luke approach, but now she definitely noticed him. He stood a few feet away from where she and Phillipo stood. Large and
            intimidating, his stance was wide and threatening, his jaw tightly clamped. At his
            sides, his knuckles jutted out of his fists, and Peyton had never seen such a blazing
            look of jealousy in his eyes before—hell, in any man’s eyes before.
         

         
         Her chest felt like a crushed soda can, and her nerves jumped in alarm. She cleared
            her throat. “I was just saying good-bye, Luke. So if you see Gary please tell him
            I took a cab.”
         

         
         “She’s not taken, man, she’s been coming on to me all night,” Phillipo said, and Peyton
            wasn’t going to stay here and argue.
         

         
         She spun around to leave, but Phillipo seized her shoulders and forced her to turn
            back. “Come on, my lovely Audrey, please stay a while longer, I promise I’ll behave
            myself.” He winked at her and gave her a toothy smile, and his hands slid down the
            sleeves of her jacket in a slow, soothing motion. “I want to hear all about what you
            do, okay?”
         

         
         “Keep your fucking hands off my woman, asshole!” Luke thundered.

         
         Phillipo dropped his arm when he was yanked around with tornado-like force, and Peyton
            dashed away just as she heard something hit the floor behind her with a heart-stopping
            thump.
         

         
         “Get back here, Peyton Lane!”

         
         It was Luke who shouted her name, and the icy rage in his voice made her turn.

         
         Her heart kicked violently when she realized Luke had just pounded the other man to
            the ground! Phillipo lay sprawled on the floor, shaking his head as though completely
            brain-whacked. Suddenly she saw Luke storming forward and her lungs burned for air,
            and if she heard the orgasmic woman in the background shout to get drunk and get it
            on a single time more, Peyton was going to puke.
         

         
         “I won’t say good-bye—since we both don’t like it. So I’ll just…see you, Luke.” She
            stormed out to the elevator before he could grab her, and she hoped to hell she didn’t
            break down and cry on her way down.
         

         
      

      
   
      
      
         
         Chapter Six

         
         As she hurried down the sidewalk, Peyton heard Luke’s angry voice behind her, snapping
            into what she assumed was his cellular phone.
         

         
         “Graves? Man I have a shitload of people in my fucking place and I need your help getting
               the place vacated, stat!…Hell, send a bomb threat or shit…Yeah, yeah, that’s fine,
               thanks, you’re a pal, man.”

         
         Scowling as his voice approached, Peyton clutched her coat to her chin while the cold
            night wind slapped her hair around, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t
            walk faster than she already was, and within seconds Luke was at her side. He grabbed
            her elbow and spun her around. “What part of ‘wait here’ don’t you fucking understand,
            babe?”
         

         
         She glared at him and yanked free. “So? Were those all your buddies who saw my butt
            picture?”
         

         
         His diamond stud earrings glinted mockingly in the streetlights. God, could she have
            ever believed they weren’t real? They were probably the only thing that hadn’t been
            bullshit about him!
         

         
         “They’re just the assholes I party with when my friends are busy.”

         
         Holding her gaze snared within the depths of his, he stretched out his open hand,
            quietly summoning her to him.
         

         
         Peyton didn’t want to think of how the mere sight of him disintegrated her. Of how
            she wanted to pull up his sweater and lick all of his tattoo. Of how her heart ached
            so badly that his mere presence tore her apart. She was hurt, shaken, and confused
            far beyond what her mind could even process.
         

         
         She started backing away, needing distance from him, from the way she throbbed, physically, at his nearness.
         

         
         His eyes ignited like a panther’s. “Pretend that you don’t miss me.” He signaled to
            her, and then to himself, as he advanced. “Pretend all you like. But you and I both
            know you came here for me.”
         

         
         “I only came to tell you to your face what a fucking manwhore you are!”

         
         He caught her before she could retreat any farther, his firm hold on her sleeve burning
            her skin through the fabric. “Curse me if it makes you feel good, Peyton, I don’t
            give a shit. You’re angry because you’re dying to get the exclusivity, and guess what,
            woman? You’ve got it. It’s yours. It’s been yours since the day you begged me to have
            a fling with you, and it’ll be yours until I’m dead.”
         

         
         Peyton swatted off his hand. “Hah! You seemed very happy tonight planning your next
            orgy!”
         

         
         Luke jerked her against him so hard, she gasped, his eyes unmistakably proprietary
            on her face. The feral clench to his jaw and the possessive glimmer in his eyes made
            Peyton’s insides spin with all sorts of swirls of wanting. He had never looked at
            her this way before. Never.
         

         
         “You were the one being pawed tonight, baby girl,” he said, low and threatening as his
            eyes practically gorged on her lips, “and the next time you try that shit with me,
            I won’t be so forgiving. I’m going to break the fucking man’s bones into bits so tiny
            he’ll never be able to be put back together, and I won’t even get into all the shit
            I’m going to do to punish you. You’re mine, Peyton. No one touches you but me.”
         

         
         Her insides heated at the intensity in his eyes, drowning her in those blue pools
            of desire. Afraid how her knees had become butter, Peyton lowered her voice to a pleading
            whisper. “Luke, please. We should stop this right now. This has disaster written all
            over it.”
         

         
         He cupped her cheeks, his violently tender eyes boring into hers. “We work, Peyton. You and I. This relationship is the best fucking thing that’s happened to
            me since I was born—”
         

         
         “The only relationship we seem to have is that you fucked me, just like you did the rest of the city, so
            that’s about as exclusive a group as a Yahoo e-mail account. Now, good night, Luke!”
            She whirled around and started walking, and he laughed behind her.
         

         
         “Ah, God. I really didn’t want to have to do this.”

         
         Before she knew it, he’d thrust her up onto his shoulder like a potato sack and headed
            back to his building as a stampede of people shuffled onto the sidewalk.
         

         
         Gasping as the blood started pooling in her shocked brain, Peyton kicked the air and
            slammed her fists into his impenetrable back. “Let me go, Luke! Are you crazy?”
         

         
         “About you, yes.”

         
         He shoved through the crowd and into the lobby, and then pressed the up arrow on a
            different set of elevators that were off to the east and totally empty.
         

         
         Peyton squirmed furiously as they boarded, gasping and screeching in outrage, until
            Luke set his palm on the curve of her ass and rubbed it meaningfully. “I’m getting
            real fucking turned on here, Peyton, so by all means, keep up the fight, baby.”
         

         
         “Put me down, Luke!”

         
         “As soon as I can pin you down underneath me.”

         
         “I don’t want you anymore.”
         

         
         He slipped his hot, splayed hand under her skirt, up her inner thigh, and Peyton became
            brutally aware that she no longer wore hose or panties. “I can easily prove that you
            do. Yep. You do.”
         

         
         “You son of a bitch!” she fumed.

         
         Another squeeze on the butt. “Baby girl, that happens to be your future mother-in-law
            you’re insulting.”
         

         
         “That’s the lamest proposal I’ve ever heard, and this is from a man who only talks
            bullshit!”
         

         
         He gave her a third, harder squeeze on the butt that burned her skin and set her cunt
            on fire. “By all means, get that off your chest, baby. In about thirty seconds, I’ll
            have my tongue in your mouth and you won’t be able to breathe!”
         

         
         They entered a completely different floor than the one where he’d hosted his party,
            and he stalked down a long hall, crossed what she supposed was a bedroom, and swept
            her down on the center of a massive king bed.
         

         
         She shook her head, panting and dizzy, and then she slammed a fist onto his chest,
            sure that her hair was tangled, her face was red, and her emotions were all over the
            place.
         

         
         “You!” she screeched, but the look in Luke’s eyes as he yanked off her coat and tossed
            it aside made her heart pound and her blood storm like liquid lightning in her body.
            Wanting rippled in her vagina.
         

         
         Because she knew with frightening certainty that Luke was not joking here.

         
         He was as sober, as deadly serious, as she’d ever seen him. He yanked off his sweater
            with so much obvious sexual intent to have his way with her that she began to tremble
            on the bed.
         

         
         Lust swirled around her, impossible to deny. She started to edge backward but he lunged
            forward and pinned her down wearing only his jeans, his hands manacles on her wrists,
            his chest bare and so sexy that her throat ached.
         

         
         “Don’t,” she pleaded, stiffening against the tingle of heat that surged deep inside
            her belly.
         

         
         “Shh. Listen to me. Listen.” His eyes were wild with a powerful mixture of desire
            and frustration, and Peyton kept panting beneath him, getting wet. Wanting him. Needing
            him. Hating him. “We’re going to make love right now, Peyton. On this bed. And we’re
            going to work this through. Whatever shit is your problem, I’m going to take care
            of it. I’m going to take care of you.”
         

         
         She fought to be released. “You’re my problem, you womanizing…”
         

         
         His hands clenched to still her. “Damn it, listen to me. Deep down I knew one day I would regret sleeping with all those women.” His slate-blue
            eyes silently demanded that she understand. “And if I could do things differently
            now I would, I swear to God. But I can’t undo what I’ve already done, and at that
            time, I could never think of a reason not to.”
         

         
         When he loosened his hold, she sucked in a breath and edged back on the bed, her heart
            heavy in her chest. “Don’t pretend I mean something, Luke,” she said weakly.
         

         
         Jaw tight, he tangled his fingers at her nape and pulled her to him. “Not something.
            Everything.”
         

         
         He crushed her lips and kissed her, fast and hard, and when he pulled back, his eyes
            were the darkest, stormiest sky she’d ever seen, robbing her of her breath.
         

         
         “I’m not denying myself another single fucking minute of being with you. Not even
            for a minute. Not even a second. The only person I’ve been bullshitting is myself—thinking
            you didn’t change everything for me. Everything.”
         

         
         A deluge of need flooded her. She wanted him too much, she wanted it to be true too
            badly. “You’re a player, Luke, you want me because you can’t have me, you—”
         

         
         “No!” His eyes were knives carving into her heart. “I want you because I know what
            it is to have you. I want you because I know what you’re like, and I want more, more of
            all of you, not just your body…I want you. And I know you want me, Peyton. God, I know you’re wild about me, I can feel you
            trembling against me. I can see how much you need me.”
         

         
         He coasted his hands down her sides, his touch so heartbreakingly familiar, so right,
            a rush of tremors slid down her spine.
         

         
         Her lungs strained as she tossed her head in denial, fear and want colliding in her
            chest. “I don’t want to feel like this, Luke.”
         

         
         “But you do—we both do. Damn, Peyton, you’ve turned me into a fucking puppy like my friend Graves. Do
            you think I like it? Just throw me a bone here, baby.”
         

         
         He caressed her cheeks and scraped his mouth desperately over hers, cupping her face
            within his hands, and she felt herself weaken, all her defenses demolished by his
            touch, his words. Him.
         

         
         “Luke…”

         
         “I love you.” He kissed her softly, tenderly, just with his lips. “I love you, Peyton.”
            He kissed her again, angling his head, still no tongue, his voice rough, his smile
            gone from his face. “Do you realize how many times I’ve said this to anyone in my
            life? Do you? Not once. Not to my father, not to my mother, but I’ll say it to you
            as many times as you want to hear it.”
         

         
         Her eyes blurred. “Oh, God, say it again.”

         
         He caught her hands and raised them over her head, manacling them in one hand while
            he subdued her with his weight. He looked into her eyes. “I love you.” He watched
            her face as he gathered the fabric of her skirt up to her hips, and then slid a hand
            between her trembling thighs, searching beneath her folds. A gasp tore out of her.
         

         
         “Luke…”

         
         He covered her lips, his tongue taking control, delving and coaxing out a helpless
            moan from her. “I want you.” He unbuttoned the top buttons of her jacket, then proceeded
            with the blouse beneath, pulling down the lace of her bra to reveal her breast. “I
            need you.”
         

         
         He palmed the large swell as he brought his mouth back to hers, and she moaned and
            locked her legs around his hips, desperate for him to prove that every single word
            he’d told her was true. Their lips angled, their mouths savagely searching. His tongue
            overpowered hers, and she felt completely taken, and at the same time, perfectly completed.
         

         
         Pleasure swelled through her nerve endings. She was dying, flying as he kissed her
            with the intensity of an avalanche. The familiar taste of him, his fresh scent, the
            feel of his perfectly formed body against her softer one, flooded her senses until
            her entire body felt permeated by his.
         

         
         “That’s right, baby. This is so much better, isn’t it?” She shuddered under the coarse
            rasp of his voice, feeling his erection rocking gently against her stomach as she
            allowed him to undress her. “We’re wound up and we need each other, and that’s okay…we’re
            together now. And I’m not letting you go, not ever. Not again.” He eased her jacket
            off her shoulders, then her top followed it to the floor, his fingertips tenderly
            brushing over her bare skin.
         

         
         She surveyed his heated expression as he fingered the front clasp of her bra, and
            she was sure her heart had sprouted little wings. She’d feared she’d never feel him
            again, see him again, and now that Luke was here, warm and real against her, she never
            wanted him to leave.
         

         
         When he pinched her puckered nipple, she moaned.

         
         He ducked his head back to her lips as though he had to eat that moan. Already her
            mouth felt swollen for him, red, as he sucked up her breaths into his body. Softening
            the kiss but at the same time deepening it, Luke slanted his head and caressed her
            mouth with sure, precise strokes that summoned a fresh surge of liquid heat to pool
            between her legs.
         

         
         His hand stroked her breasts, alternating from one to the other, as he continued pinioning
            her arms above her head with one hand.
         

         
         “Peyton,” he murmured. A whisper. A reverence.

         
         “Luke.”

         
         He groaned at his softly spoken name, and penetrated his tongue so deep, it was as
            though his mouth was fucking hers.
         

         
         His kiss fed her, renewed her, and within seconds, she felt invigorated and ravenous
            for more. She arched helplessly and kissed him back like she had no other purpose
            in this world, no other ambition than to be completely possessed by this man, right
            here, right now. His breath staggered through his lips in a rush of hot air when he
            eased away from her to strip off his jeans.
         

         
         Her heart galloped as his fingers expertly worked on his buttons and zipper, and his
            hungry blue eyes shone with red-hot desire as they looked at her, waiting and aching,
            on the bed.
         

         
         All of a sudden, Peyton clearly remembered she wasn’t wearing any panties. She spread
            her legs apart and briskly worked on the buttons of her skirt, then she pulled it
            off to join the rest of her discarded clothing. She wanted to be completely naked.
            Completely taken. Completely his.
         

         
         Then Luke loomed before her, less than a foot away, with an erection that made her
            mouth drool. He took in her naked form with gleaming blue eyes. “I swear my eyes hurt
            looking at you, Peyton.”
         

         
         He bent over her, and the warm feeling of his hard flesh against hers disintegrated
            her. He slipped a hand between her legs, knowingly fondling her there, in her wet,
            slick folds. His eyes shimmered heatedly. Cords strained against his neck as his finger
            slowly tested her slickened entrance. “I can think of nothing else but tasting this
            sweet, tight, delicious pussy again.”
         

         
         His palms cupped her inner thighs as he forcefully spread her legs wider apart, making
            her whimper in submission. Then he inched his face closer to her swollen, aching cunt.
         

         
         She could feel his gaze burn her sex as he studied it, his eyes clouded with desire
            as he fingered her folds. She bucked in pleasure when she felt one finger enter in
            one swift, precise stroke. A power surge of electricity zinged through her.
         

         
         “So slick and juicy, baby,” he whispered as he bent down to taste her with his mouth.

         
         She almost died at the contact of his tongue, greedy and sure, thrusting into her.
            He knew just how to move it, surely, precisely, caressing her in the heavenly way
            he knew she loved. Then he withdrew his tongue and used it to flick the sensitive
            nub on top in slow circular motions.
         

         
         He stroked it only with the tip of his tongue, slowly at first, then rapidly flicking
            it up and down, and while he did so, she felt his finger inside her again, two this
            time, spreading her walls wide apart for entry, pushing, pushing, then withdrawing,
            only to push inside with more force. Waves of ecstasy throbbed through her.
         

         
         She threw her head back and moaned, feeling lost and at the same time, home again.
            Her fingers locked him against her, urging him closer as her hips arched in a silent,
            desperate plea for more of his hungry lips.
         

         
         “Yes, please, more,” she breathed as he licked and fingered the glistening folds of
            her sex and continued torturing her.
         

         
         Peyton might be considered an aggressive woman when it came to business, but in bed,
            she was just a woman. His woman. And she was at his mercy, where all she could do
            was whimper in pleasure and plead to him for more. “Ohhh, yes, please, oh…Luke, please
            now…”
         

         
         He indulged her and pillaged her insides with his mouth and hand until she could speak
            no more, could barely even breathe.
         

         
         When her incoming climax made her tense and cry out his name, he pushed her to it,
            allowing her to come, prolonging the twisting shudders that racked her with merciless
            thrusts of his finger and tongue.
         

         
         When she went limp, he slid up to smack a wet, sloppy kiss on her mouth that filled
            her with the taste of herself. He spread out her legs, and she let him, panting, still
            needy, her vagina sensitive and rippling for him. “Luke.”
         

         
         “I’m wet just thinking about coming inside you.” He rubbed his cock along her labia
            and slowly dragged it up and down between the swollen lips. “I want you to smell of
            me. I want you to feel me when you walk, when you move, when you come for me again…”
         

         
         She arched up anxiously for his cock, crying out a please.
         

         
         His satisfied male groan reverberated in her insides, and Peyton bit her lip when
            the bulbous tip found the entrance of her pussy and pressed. Inch by throbbing inch,
            he pushed straight in—penetrating every bit of her throbbing vagina.
         

         
         “Luke.”

         
         “Baby.”

         
         He seated himself inside her, then grabbed her hips and held her gaze as he started
            fucking her for real. She cried out from the force, filled up to her throat with his
            enormous length, and then she cried out each time he plunged into her depths.
         

         
         Each of his ramming thrusts was swift and powerful, meant to let her know he was boss
            here, the one calling the shots, the one taking her. The possessiveness in each deep,
            hard plow exhilarated her, drove her wild as his hands cupped her breasts and squeezed
            them in need, in domination.
         

         
         Thick veins popped against the tanned skin of his neck, that same proprietary look
            he’d been giving her ever since he’d claimed her upstairs still in his eyes, burning
            like a fire in her soul. She shuddered at the delicious sensation of his teeth as
            he bent and gnawed at the tender flesh of her neck, and she welcomed the thick length
            of his cock thrusting inside her, again and again, the pleasure heady and intense
            and overwhelming.
         

         
         “Tell me you missed me, Pey,” he commanded hotly in her ear.

         
         “So much,” she gasped.

         
         “Ask me to give it to you harder, then.”

         
         She cried out for it. He made her whimper and beg him to please, please fuck her,
            fuck her now, fuck her hard. His fingers slipped down her belly so he could thumb
            her clitoris while he kept impaling her in deep, dominant thrusts until Peyton’s second
            orgasm hit in a blinding eruption of colors.
         

         
         She rode it, shuddering beneath him as Luke murmured her name, a hot, exploding breath
            against her face as his thrusts gradually receded.
         

         
         For a while they lay there, entangled, sweaty.

         
         “Is this your room, Luke?” she asked when she recovered and lazily took stock of her
            surroundings, her voice still husky.
         

         
         “Yep. Now it’s yours, too.” He kissed her lips, and Peyton admired how surprisingly
            subtle it was, tan and blue. No bullshit like what she’d seen upstairs in his party
            lair. Her heart soared as she realized he’d been letting her see things about himself
            that no one else did.
         

         
         “Please don’t tell me you own the building?”

         
         “Only three floors.”

         
         “Only!”

         
         He chuckled, smacked her butt, then dove to kiss the exact place he’d smacked, until
            finally he rose to clean up in the bathroom, allowing her to watch his magnificent
            muscled buttocks clench sensually as he walked away.
         

         
         Smiling dreamily, Peyton propped back up on a pillow and spotted an open folder on
            his nightstand. The picture on the very top was of her—and she recognized that navy
            blue sweater as one she’d been wearing only yesterday.
         

         
         “You had me followed?” she asked, wide-eyed, when Luke came out.

         
         “Yeah. So?” Unperturbed, he jumped back on the bed and hugged her against his side,
            coasting his hands up and down her back.
         

         
         Her frown bit into her face as she searched his eyes. “You know, I never pegged you
            as the possessive type.”
         

         
         He held her gaze, fully sober, and then brushed her lips with his. “I never had a
            possession that was worth more than my life to me.” He pressed his mouth to her ear
            next. “Just like you were looking for me, I’ve been restless my entire life. Looking
            for you.”
         

         
         She dissolved into pure lust at that and kissed him, then she murmured in his ear,
            “What exactly were you planning to do when you found me?”
         

         
         “Hmm. It definitely involved some of what we just did,” he murmured, “and some of
            this…” Rolling her under him, he drowned her in his kisses once more.
         

         
         Her hands slid up his chest and bumped a scar, where he used to wear the bandage,
            close to his beautiful small brown nipple. “Is this where you got shot?” Her lips
            fell there of their own will, kissing the scar, licking it.
         

         
         He shuddered, his arms convulsing around her. “Ah, Christ. Nobody’s ever kissed it.”

         
         “I’m so sorry this happened, Luke.”

         
         He grinned down at her, both playful and serious. “I’m not, girl. It took me right
            to you.”
         

         
         She spent the night at his apartment, and the night after, and by the third night,
            Luke called the movers to bring all her clothes, her laptop, her home computer—to
            his place.
         

         
         He made her lose all reason, all self-control, and all practicality, until Peyton
            wanted nothing else, cherished nothing else, and knew nothing else, except Luke Preston.
         

         
         “Come on, you have to smile and look pretty.”

         
         Luke smiled delightedly as Peyton posed for his iPhone again. “Your friends will think
            I’m such a slut after they saw my butt,” she complained.
         

         
         “I’ve told you several times they didn’t see your butt. Baby girl, that picture’s
            mine.”
         

         
         She seemed only marginally happier as she shook her long, sable hair. “I still feel
            so weird meeting them like this.”
         

         
         “You’ll meet them when it’s poker night here next week. But now I want them to know
            I’ve got myself a lady and they can’t mess with her…”
         

         
         He clicked on the picture, and then stared down at it, his heart tangled up in his
            chest. Peyton was smiling, dressed in a white button-down shirt and a black little
            skirt, seeming shy and beautiful. Luke opened a new e-mail, added his friends’ addresses—Graves,
            Daniel, Cade, and Andrew Fairchild’s. Although Andrew had been away for almost three
            years, the guys always copied his cell number in case he was back in the city—then
            he punched on the keyboard.
         

         
         Gang, meet my lady. U assholes better be nice when u meet her @ poker night! And you
               better stay the fuck quiet about what a fucking dickhead I am because I plan to keep
               this woman for good. Her name is Peyton and she is MINE.

         
         —Luke

         
         He sent it out, then set the phone aside and grinned as he rose from the bed and headed
            toward her, watching her arrange the papers she’d been reading last night into her
            briefcase. He palmed her butt, and when she swung around, he swept his lips down for
            a short but heady kiss. “I like the way you look in the morning,” he murmured. He
            squeezed the lovely curve of her rump, and caught her earlobe between his teeth, tugging.
         

         
         Her eyes darkened when he yanked her skirt up to her waist with one sure, now-expert
            move, and she moaned out a protest and shook her head. “Luke, I should leave. I can’t
            be late again today if I want to face my boss.”
         

         
         “Baby, once I hand my staggering portfolio over to you he’ll be begging you to please
            me and concede to my dirtiest wishes. He’ll double your salary. Whatever it takes
            to keep me satisfied. Hell, you’ll probably be your boss’s boss—and if you get any
            sort of crap today just blame me and I’ll buy the fucking business for you.”
         

         
         She laughed, then kissed him. “Oh, Luke.”

         
         “Can you blame me when you feel so damned good?” He whispered against her face, sweeping
            her into his arms and carrying her back to the bed. He set her in the center and settled
            on his side facing her, stroking her face with his fingers. “I heard you talking to
            your friends yesterday,” he taunted in a husky whisper as he lowered a hand to fully
            cup the lush curve of her breast. “I heard you tell them about me.”
         

         
         Oh, yeah, he’d heard. The excitement in her voice. The love. And now he wanted to
            make her say it. The little bubbles in his chest demanded it, were popping like crazy
            at the mere prospect.
         

         
         “I just wanted them to stop asking about my mysterious new man,” Peyton said with
            a sigh.
         

         
         He chuckled at that. “No, Pey. What you wanted was to hang up quickly so you could
            come in my face. Yet you missed telling them the best part. That you’re in love with
            this lucky dude.” Slowly his thumb tortured her nipple through the fabric of her silk
            blouse.
         

         
         “Maybe,” she breathed, her eyes sparkling.

         
         “You’re so in love with me, Peyton, I can feel it all around me like a halo,” he said,
            watching her cheeks go pink and getting hard instantly.
         

         
         He reached between her legs and under her skirt, and he could see Peyton could barely
            speak as his finger slipped into her panty, then eased into her wet sex.
         

         
         “You? With a halo, Luke?” She panted, sinking all five fingers of one hand into his
            hair.
         

         
         “You’ve fallen hard for me, baby,” he continued, mercilessly stroking inside her channel.

         
         She stared at him, her lovely cheeks heated with desire and an endearing shyness.
            “And if I admit it?” She caught her lower lip as if to keep from moaning. “What…will
            you do?”
         

         
         “I’ll marry you,” he conceded as he lowered his face and brushed his lips to hers.
            “So I can call you Mrs. Preston and carry you around like another limb. So legally
            I can demand you to be here every night…so I can blow your sweet kitty anytime I want,
            fuck you anywhere I want…”
         

         
         “Oh, God,” she gasped as his fingers continued their assault.

         
         “Say it, baby,” he whispered. “I know you want to. You know I feel the same.”

         
         She groaned as she fought it. “It’ll go to your head. You’re too cocky for your own
            good,” she gasped, but her body said otherwise, and she melted back against the mattress.
         

         
         “I’m not going to let you come until you say it,” he purred, retrieving his fingers.
            She groaned in protest, then glanced straight into his eyes with her dark ones.
         

         
         “I love you,” she whispered.

         
         He smiled in satisfaction and slipped his finger inside her pussy again. “That’s better.”

         
         She groaned. “I never thought I could love anyone so much. Every second I’m not with
            you is painful…”
         

         
         “I know, baby, it hurts me, too.” He locked his lips with hers and drew her taste
            into his body, his chest full of emotion like it had never been in his life. “Show
            me how much you love me, Pey. I promise you I’ll spend my life showing you how crazy
            I am about you.”
         

         
         And he showed her when he slowly, lovingly possessed her, promising her that he would
            soon make her his, completely and utterly, and that every day he would remind her
            that she was treasured, and when she forgot then he would remind her again.
         

         
         So she could call her friends up any day soon and tell them she was now Mrs. Luke
            Preston—and that Luke Preston was totally taken with her.
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