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        Bria De Luca lives life without a safety-net. As a professional skydiver, she’s always ready to take a leap of faith. Even a bad landing that breaks a few bones, and a breakup that shakes her confidence a bit, isn’t enough to stop her from living her life full throttle. When she meets a hot Aussie at a Halloween party, she’s ready to ditch the costumes and play a little trick and treat.

      

        

      
        Owen Blackthorne is in the States to visit his sister and to try and keep his mind off a life-changing phone call he’s waiting for. When the most amazing woman he's ever met grabs his attention at a rooftop party, he decides she's the distraction he was looking for.

      

        

      
        Neither of them are looking for anything serious, and love at first sight only happens in the movies, so why does whatever's sparking between them start to feel so...significant?
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      Maybe this is a bad idea?

      Owen Blackthorne scanned the rooftop courtyard filled with sexy vampires, sexy witches, sexy superheroes, and sexy just about everything else one could buy at a costume shop. Lot of sexy characters at this party, that was for certain.

      Biting back a chuckle, he adjusted his grip on the cold beer someone had thrust into his hand a few minutes ago.

      “Sorry it’s not Fosters,” the sexy zombie NASCAR driver had said as he lurched away before Owen could tell him real Aussies didn’t drink Fosters.

      Having said that, the non-Fosters had helped Owen any time someone cast a judgmental eye on him, or rather, a judgmental eye on the costume he’d chosen to wear to the party. After every critical look, he’d taken a sip from the can. Which meant he’d taken a hell of a lot of fucking sips from the can by this stage.

      Yeah, definitely a bad idea.

      He plucked at the large, soft-toy stingray he’d pinned to his khaki shirt an hour ago, its tail “embedded” in his chest via some very dodgy stitching on his behalf, and wondered where his sister was. He’d flown all the way to San Diego from Australia to see her, and on his second night in the country, she’d dragged him to a Halloween party on the rooftop of her apartment complex. Of course, Tilly being Tilly, she had offered to help him with his costume. In fact, she’d had a few possible options already selected on her phone from somewhere called Costumes-R-Us when she’d collected him at the airport. As far as Tilly was concerned, her big brother was coming to the party as either Thor or a US Postal worker.

      However, while she was at work today, he’d gotten his clever on and created his own costume: that of the expired Steve Irwin. Owen was a high-school mathematics teacher back in Sydney, after all. He was good at getting his clever on. Who knew people wouldn’t appreciate his sense of humor over here?

      A sexy fairy sashayed past, eyeing him up. She smiled, biting her lip and playing with a glittering strand of purple hair, before her gaze fell on the stingray partially hidden by the non-Fosters can in his hand, and disgust filled her face.

      “Yeah, very much a bad idea, Blackthorne,” he muttered to himself as she hurried away.

      Maybe if he told everyone here he was the second cousin to one of the world’s biggest rock stars, they’d give him a break about his costume choices? Then again, cashing in on the Blackthorne fame had never been his thing. He’d traveled down that path once as a teenager, and it had only ended in… Well, self-contempt.

      Taking another pull from his beer, he accepted he had no idea where Tilly was and decided maybe it was time to head back down to her apartment without her. She’d come to the party dressed as a sexy scientist. It was a little disturbing to see his little sister showing off way more flesh than a scientist normally would. Tilly’s IQ was off the scale, and the garb she normally wore to work at the Salk Institute for Biological Studies had way more fabric.

      Seriously, mate, stop being a prude. She’s just turned twenty-six. You need to freaking relax.

      True. He did.

      He also needed to head back to her apartment and get some sleep. His body was still operating on Aussie time, and Tilly had five years of sightseeing planned for tomorrow.

      He’d try for some shut-eye, and maybe his thirty-two-year-old body wouldn’t feel like it was 100 tomorrow.

      Sculling the rest of his non-Fosters, he placed the empty can on the chest-high concrete bar table he stood next to, nodded at the sexy wizard—or was that a BDSM wizard?—looking at him and his stingray. He turned to go and bumped straight into a vision in fluffy brown and black.

      “Steve Irwin!” the vision said before he could apologize, sweeping ice blue eyes over him, her lips stretching into a wide smile. “You’re a dead Steve Irwin, am I right?”

      “I am.” He dipped his head in a quick nod. “Wait, I mean, crikey, mate. That’s fair dinkum.” She laughed. He grinned. “Thank you. You’re the first person here to approve of it.”

      The vision laughed again, and a shot of liquid lust sank straight into Owen’s balls. Holy smokes, he liked the sound of that laugh: throaty and uninhibited.

      She brushed at a strand of copper-red hair hanging over her eyes. “My sense of humor always tends to err on the weird side.”

      “Weird is good,” he approved.

      “I agree.”

      Trying not to be obvious, he took her in. An hour into the party, and he still wasn’t sure of the Halloween-costume protocol. Was it okay to openly check out a person’s costume? Or was that considered unacceptable?

      As if sensing his uncertainty, the vision held her arms wide and did a slow 360 in front of him, showing off the baggy, brown onesie with its long tail and black splotches, the brown dog-ears headband, and the blue dog collar around her neck. “Scooby-Doo,” she said. Damn it, even her American accent with its slight European lilt pushed his buttons. “From, well, Scooby-Doo.”

      “Is there a Shaggy?” he asked and then internally winced. Shit, what kind of question was that? Now she’d be thinking he was hitting on her?

      Aren’t you?

      “God, I hope not,” she said, a devilish light glinting in her eyes. “And if there was, I’d knee him in the nuts.”

      Owen blinked. And retreated a fraction of a step.

      She grinned. “Sorry. If there was a Shaggy to go with my Scooby-Doo, that hypothetical Shaggy is a dick who can’t keep his dick in his pants.”

      Something in her eyes suggested the hypothetical Shaggy may not be as hypothetical as she let on. Damn it.

      “Dicks who can’t control their dicks deserve to be kneed. In the dick,” he said. And winced again. Fuck a duck, he sounded like an idiot.

      Talk about smooth, Owen.

      The vision studied him, chewing on her bottom lip as she swirled the straw of her drink and then frowned. “So what’s the deal? I wasn’t aware of any Aussies in the Lumia apartment community. Mind you, there are twenty floors, and I haven’t met everyone, but still…” She narrowed her eyes, a smile playing with her lips. “Did you crash the party?”

      “No.” He pressed his palm to his stingray. “Promise. My sister lives here. On the fifth floor. I’m visiting her for her birthday. She dragged me along.”

      The vision studied him, and he tried not to shift his feet under the obvious inspection.

      “Okay then,” she suddenly proclaimed, grabbing his hand and pulling him through all the sexy beings. “Let’s go.”

      “Where?” He laughed, letting her.

      She threw a look over her fuzzy brown shoulder. “To fuck.”

      He spluttered and stumbled to a halt. “What?”

      “Kidding.” She laughed, lips twitching. “To meet my girls.”

      “Okay,” Owen said, holding up a finger. “I should point out Tilly calls her boobs her ‘girls’, so I’m still not sure of our destination.”

      “My sisters,” the vision clarified, that devilish light back in her eyes. “Let’s go meet my sisters, not my boobs. I’m one of three. We’re triplets. I’m the eldest and the odd one out because Elisa and Zeta are identical, so don’t freak out when you meet them.” She flicked a look over him before meeting his gaze again. “As for meeting my boobs… Maybe later.”

      Before he could respond, she grabbed his hand once more and resumed dragging him through the crowd.

      He willingly let her. Clearly going to back Tilly’s apartment right now was not an option. Screw being tired tomorrow for sightseeing.

      Whatever was about to happen next was bound to be more fun.

      
      “I found Steve Irwin,” Bria De Luca declared loudly over the crowd as she dragged the insanely hot Australian tourist to where Zeta and Elisa stood at the bar table they’d commandeered upon arriving at the party.

      Zeta and Elisa turned in unison, checking out the tall man now standing directly beside Bria radiating all sorts of calm, male sexiness.

      “Owen Blackthorne,” he said, smiling at them both.

      “I like the stingray,” Zeta declared.

      “It’s what drew me to him,” Bria said. It was a lie, of course. His six-foot-three-plus muscular form, shaggy dark hair, stubble-covered square jaw, and killer hawkish nose had drawn her to him. His obviously quirky sense of humor had merely been the icing on the cake.

      Elisa offered Owen a very typical Elisa greeting—a shy duck of her head, tiny wave, and almost-whispered, “Hello”. Of the three of them, she was definitely the shyest. Their mom always said Bria made up for it. Neither minded.

      “What do you do for a living, Owen?” Zeta asked, straightforward as always, before taking a sip of her margarita.

      “Maths teacher,” Owen supplied, a faint hint of pride in his voice. “High school. We say maths in Australia, not math.” He smiled. “Just in case you wondered about the s.”

      “Mathsss.” Zeta shook her head with a smile. “Nope. Sounds wrong. Sorry.”

      He laughed.

      Bria arched a look up at him. “So you’re a numbers freak?”

      He met her gaze. “I’m very good with figures.”

      A delicious little sensation fluttered in the pit of her belly. She bit her lip, totally a-okay with the extended eye contact. Hell, maybe a Halloween hookup with a hot Aussie was exactly what she needed? It had been six months since her accident, after all. And the doc had told her everything was okay a month ago. The only thing holding her back from returning to a normal life was her.

      As normal a life as one could live being a professional skydiving instructor six months after shattering her hip in a bad landing.

      It had also been a while since she’d had any kind of “action” apart from her vibrator. Of course, finding her boyfriend well and truly making out with her physiotherapist—her physiotherapist, of all people—five months ago had contributed to that situation. Although, to be fair, she’d come to realize she’d loved Simon’s butt more than his brain.

      Owen Blackthorne had both—butt and brain.

      But was he also a cheater?

      You’re not planning on falling in love with him, stupido.

      Narrowing her eyes at him again, she took another sip of her cocktail. He slowly cocked an eyebrow. The flutter in her belly intensified.

      Damn it, why hadn’t she and Elisa and Zeta tee’d up a secret code for “I’m going to be banging my brains out tonight so be prepared if you come home early?”

      Sliding her attention to her sisters, she opened her mouth to tell them she was going to show Owen around, wink wink, nudge nudge, when Zeta’s face darkened into a scowl. “Umm…Bri,” Zeta muttered, her stare drilling into the space over Bria’s right shoulder.

      Elisa gasped softly, shaking her head. “Is he really coming over?”

      “What? Who?” Bria turned, the dog-ears headband on her head taking a second to catch up, and locked eyes with Simon Galston.

      Her stomach clenched. He looked good, even wearing a ridiculous He-Man costume. But then he always did like to show off his body, the duplicitous bastard. He unfortunately had an ego to match the size of his cock, which led him to foolishly believe he could do whatever he damn well wanted.

      Like coming up to her at a party five months after being caught out.

      Prick.

      “Umm…” Owen said, even as he seemed to draw a little closer to her side.

      Simon flicked Owen a look, somehow puffing up his chest even more like a goddamn peacock, and then slid his attention to Bria. He raked a look over her, raising his eyebrows. “Hey, Bri Bri. We didn’t think you’d come.”

      Bria grit her teeth at the “we”. God, why did her ex-physiotherapist have to live in the same apartment building as she did?

      That’s why you picked her in the first place, stupido. Proximity.

      Unfortunately, that proximity had turned out to be far more convenient for Simon than her.

      “Fuck off, Si Si,” Zeta snarled.

      Simon shot her a sneer. “I haven’t missed you at all, Zeta.”

      Simon had always hated how vocal Elisa and Zeta were about their opinion of him. “Nice costume, Elisa,” he said, smirking at Elisa’s Very Hungry Caterpillar costume. “Going for your intellectual level, I see.”

      Elisa flashed a wide, cold smile at him. “Stupido coglione imbroglione.”

      He frowned. “What?”

      Bria grit her teeth. For all her joking earlier about kneeing him in the balls if she saw him tonight, she was trying to behave herself somewhat. Putting Simon and his wandering dick behind her had been a part of her recovery therapy after the accident, no thanks to her physiotherapist.

      Besides, today was only her sixth day not walking on crutches, and her ball-kneeing leg was the one attached to her recently healed shattered hip, and she’d never been the type for clichés.

      Still…

      “Who’s the dude?” Simon threw a contemptuous thumb at Owen, his attention returning to Bria. “If you’re trying to get my attention, Bri Bri, you could have just sent me a text. You didn’t need to drag some poor guy along just to make me jeal⁠—”

      “Ah, screw this,” she muttered. She clamped her gloved fingers around his shoulders and yanked him down hard toward her rapidly upward-striking knee. “Stop calling me Bri Bri.”

      The collision was perfection.

      He oofed.

      Beside Bria, Owen let out a soft hiss, no doubt feeling the pain for his fellow male. For a second, she accepted she’d probably lost any chance of getting to know him better after putting on such a display, but the humiliated grunt from her ex made it worth it.

      Simon crumpled forward just as she released her grip on his shoulders and stepped back. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You bitc⁠—”

      “Hey,” Owen said, a steel to his voice that made Bria’s pulse quicken. “You don’t talk to a woman like that.”

      She looked up at Owen, the disgust in his face as he watched Simon sink to his knees tightening her chest.

      God, she liked him.

      Simon groaned louder from the floor.

      “Oh wow, Bria.” Elisa gasped. “I’ve been wanting you to do that for so long.”

      “Me too.” Zeta laughed, flicking Simon a look. “But I didn’t think you’d do it quite so hard.”

      “What can I say? My physiotherapist was very good at her job.” She shrugged and looked at Simon, who was currently cupping his groin, his face decidedly pale. “Or should that be ex-physiotherapist?”

      Simon grunted, still doubled over, refusing to look at them.

      Zeta chuckled. “I love the irony.”

      Elisa laughed, grinning at Bria. “And I love the fluid leg movement. The hip really is doing well, sis.”

      Bria laughed. “It is.”

      Zeta hooked Elisa’s elbow with her own and grinned at Bria. “Well enough to dance, I say. What do you think? Coming?”

      Without waiting for a response, she dragged Elisa into the throng of partygoers.

      Bria watched them go, chest tightening again. She needed a few minutes to get her head around what had just happened, and maybe thrashing about on the rooftop’s makeshift dance floor would help her decide where exactly she wanted the rest of the night to go.

      As long as Owen comes along, the rest of the night can go anywhere…

      “Coming?” she asked, turning to him.

      He raised his eyebrows. “Where? To dance?”

      She grinned. “Why not?”

      He laughed. “I’m a maths teacher. I can’t dance.”

      “Ahh, sure you can.” She grabbed his hand. “And if you can’t, who cares. It’s just moving your body so it feels good, right?”

      He held her gaze, a whole world of promise in his hazel-green eyes. “So it feels good. Right.”

      Bria shivered. The promise in his voice was as suggestive as the promise in his eyes. Given her current situation, had she bitten off more than she could chew?

      Or maybe you’re freaking out because it’s been a looong time? Maybe you’re worried you won’t live up to his expectations? Or your own?

      “C’mon,” she said, ignoring the creeping doubt. Sex was like a riding a bike. Once you knew how to do it…

      “Okay then,” he said back with a grin.

      Her girlie parts grew warm and tight, and she sucked in a breath. “Okay then,” she echoed under her breath, pulling him through the crowd toward the dance area.

      She spied Zeta and Elisa a few feet away, weaving through the partygoers. Zeta caught her eye across the throng, flicked Owen a glance, and then gave her a little wave. Have fun, she mouthed.

      Coming to a halt, Bria’s heart quickened. Oh boy, was she ready for this?

      For what? How far are you planning to go tonight?

      “Okay then,” she muttered again, chewing on her lip as she watched Zeta and Elisa hurry away from the crowded dance floor.

      Hmmm.

      Owen stopped beside her, his very nearness making her pulse quicken. “So we’re really dancing?”

      She gave him an askew look. “Are you that scared?”

      “Maybe,” he said with a laugh.

      “Sorry, buddy.” She snagged his hand again, threading her fingers through his. “It’s now my mission to see you dance. It
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