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CHAPTER ONE
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From her position on the stage, Olivia Grierson smiled as she watched the head bouncer show her foster parents to their favorite table. She knew he had also passed along her request to meet her in her dressing room once her show was over.

She was so relieved to see them, she nearly forgot the words to one of her favorite songs. Olivia’s nervousness affected her voice, making it quaver, but no one seemed to notice. At least she didn’t think they did.

Thankful when her show was over, Olivia waited anxiously, pacing back and forth in her small dressing room. She had some serious things to discuss with the people who had stepped in when her parents died. Specifically, a stalker. Olivia had never had one before, and she had no idea how to deal with him. 

That was why, even expecting it, she still jumped when there was a knock on the door.

“It’s me,” Wade Fisher, the bouncer, announced.

Around the same time that Olivia was hired to sing at High Spirits—nightclub on one side; upscale restaurant on the other—they hired Wade as a bouncer. He was an ex-NFL linebacker. Six-feet-four and around two-hundred-ninety pounds, Wade was built like a tank. He had dark chocolate eyes and brown skin. He was also levelheaded, which had stopped many a bar fight before they got out of hand. 

The two of them had become good friends. Olivia had helped him out when some female football groupie recognized him and tried to make moves on him. Wade kept overeager men from getting anywhere near her. It was a symbiotic relationship that had worked well for them both for the past four and-a-half years.

Unlocking the door, Olivia opened it with a smile. “Thank you, Wade.”

“Anytime, sugar.” Originally from Waycross, Georgia, Wade’s Southern drawl was another thing that drew the Northern women to him like flies to honey.

“Diane, Yancy, thank you so much for coming.” She ushered the Masters inside. Closing the door, Olivia turned to find her foster father with his hips propped against the dressing table, his hands curved over the edge, and his dark eyes watchful.

Diane reached out and hugged her before holding her at arm’s length and looking her over from head to toe and back.

A beautiful black woman in her early sixties, Diane Masters was the most elegant woman Olivia knew. During the many years that they had known one another, Olivia had never seen Diane in t-shirts or jeans. She dressed in pantsuits, dresses, or skirt sets. Her jewelry was always elegant, not flashy, and her makeup was flawlessly understated. Personally, Olivia hated high heels, but Diane wore them as if they were sneakers. 

Yancy, Diane’s husband, was tall, lean, and all muscle. The only hair on his shiny black head was a mustache. Olivia had never seen him when he wasn’t well-dressed either. Usually in a jacket, a button-down shirt complete with a tie, and nice socks. Tonight, he wore tailored casual slacks; a blood-red knit shirt, and a black leather jacket that stopped at his hips.

Yancy made no bones about the fact that he wore a gun beneath his jacket. He told Olivia that it kept people honest. If they knew he had it, they were less likely to do something stupid around him.

She had been around Diane and Yancy since she was a small child; her parents had been best friends with the couple. After her mother’s death, Diane and Yancy, along with their two sons, became her family. She needed those surrogate parents now. 

“Darling, why didn’t you call us the minute this trouble began?” Diane demanded gently. “You may have put yourself in unnecessary danger.”

“I want to hear everything that’s happened, Olivia,” Yancy ordered in a tone that warned her she had best be forthcoming. “Everything. I hope you saved everything the scumbag sent you. I’m going to want to see that, too.”

“I thought he’d stop when I didn’t show any interest.” Olivia didn’t tell them she hadn’t wanted to bother them. She knew that wouldn’t go over well.

“Stalkers never stop unless they find someone new to aggravate. Or they’re dead. Or worst case, their victim is,” Yancy stated.

Olivia shuddered, not liking the sound of that. “Never?”

Yancy shook his head. “He won’t stop on his own. The police won’t be able to stop him until it’s too late. Do you have any idea who he is?”

“No.” Clasping Diane’s hands, Olivia held on. “What do I do?”

Standing away from the table, Yancy walked over and pulled her into a hug. “You’re going to allow me to arrange protection for you until we can deal with this man.”

“I appreciate that. Really, I do, but I can’t afford to hire a bodyguard.” Olivia made enough to live on, pay her mortgage, and put a little away for retirement, but she had little left over.

“You don’t need to worry about cost,” Yancy assured her. “The men I’m talking about work for free. They’re Hunters who work for a large philanthropic organization whose mission is to help people. I’m not taking no for an answer on this, Olivia. Either you agree to let me call these men in, or you’re coming home with Diane and me right now.”

Olivia knew he couldn’t really force her to leave, but it told her how serious he was about the situation. “Put that way, I’ll accept their help since I have to because I can’t take a break from work now.”

“That’s my girl.” Yancy released her and pulled his cell phone out of his pocket. A few seconds later, he said, “Van, Olivia’s having trouble of the stalker kind. I want about four guys sent over here until this bastard is caught and dealt with. ...Tomorrow evening will be fine. Your mother and I will spend the night and stay with her until her show starts tomorrow night. The boys better be here by then.”

Diane gave her an encouraging smile. “There. Now this mess will be cleared up in no time.”

Olivia’s return smile was tremulous. She was ready for the whole thing to be over. She was tired of looking over her shoulder, of jumping at shadows, and, most of all, tired of wondering which man in her audience, if any, was her stalker.

Yancy put his phone back in his pocket. He wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Your problem should be taken care of in a few days. Let’s get you home and let you wind down a little. We’ll play poker. I’ll let you win.”

Diane’s laugh was musical. “Let her? Ever since you taught her to play, she’s beaten you every time, darling.”

Yancy bent and kissed his wife. “Do you know why that is, my love? Because I made the mistake of letting you help me teach her. And you, my darling, are a card shark. You get us thrown out of the casinos every time we go.”

Shrugging delicately, Diane smiled sweetly. “Can I help it if they’re afraid to allow a woman to win?”

Yancy laughed. “Come along, ladies. Let me escort you both out.” Once they were in the main part of the nightclub, he put an around each of their waists and headed toward the exit.

“We could have gone out the back.” Olivia felt eyes on them. One gaze, in particular, had nothing to do with a black man escorting two women, one of whom was white.

“Ah, but then Yancy can’t strut like a peacock because he has two women on his arm. A blonde and a brunette.” Diane gave him a gentle pat on his chest as they walked. “Feeds his male ego.”

Olivia grinned. She was sure that Yancy had no problems concerning his ego.

He harrumphed in response. “What it does is show our little stalker friend that Olivia is not alone. She’s not going to be the easy mark that he may assume her to be.”

Olivia trembled.

Yancy hugged her tighter to his side. He leaned down and whispered, “No one is going to hurt you, baby girl. I promise. The boys are good. They’ll handle this creep for you.”

* * *
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JUST AS QUINN GALLAGHER turned his Jeep into the parking lot of High Spirits where Duncan Masters was waiting, his cell phone rang. Olivia, his foster sister, was the chief entertainment for the nightclub part of it. 

Quinn’s younger brother, Dair, was just getting off his motorcycle as he shut off the engine. Quinn’s older brother, Phelan, parked his pickup two slots over.

Checking the caller I.D., Duncan sighed when he saw Mom on the screen. “Yes?”

“Duncan, darling, just a few things I want you to do,” Diane Master’s voice murmured in his ear. “Go in separately and don’t sit together. Your father and I don’t want this damn bastard to know how many of you there are. Or who you are, for that matter. Tell the boys to introduce themselves to Wade, though. We don’t want him throwing them out by mistake.”

Unless she was extremely angry or worried, Duncan never heard a curse word pass his mother’s lips. In this case, he thought she might be both. “Okay. We can do that easily enough.”

“You ride home with Olivia. Or better yet, you drive. It’s Friday. She won’t finish until midnight, so she’ll be tired.”

“I’ll take care of Olivia, Mom. I promise. But if you keep telling me how to do my job, she’ll be through and home before the guys and I even get in the building.”

“Point taken. If you run into trouble, call. I love you.”

“Love you, too, Mom. I’ll be in touch.” Duncan ended the call. He looked over to see Quinn grinning at him. “What?”

“Nothing, man. You ready to go in?” 

“He gave me some final instructions. Come on. Might as well tell everyone at once.” He got out of the Jeep and walked to where Phelan and Dair leaned against Phelan’s truck.

As soon as Quinn joined them, Duncan relayed his parent’s instructions.

“You’d better go in first and give this Wade dude our names so he knows why we’re all introducing ourselves to him,” Phelan suggested.

“The rest of us will wait out here for a bit and come in separately.” Quinn crossed his arms and leaned against the truck beside his brothers.

Duncan nodded. He left them, entering High Spirits, bypassing the main dining room, and going directly to the nightclub side of the establishment. A sign greeted him in the archway announcing that Moya Grier, Olivia’s stage name, was singing.

He heard her before he walked through the door. She was belting out “The Rose.” Her voice wrapped around him like a soft, fluffy blanket—and he thought of her as a sister. Duncan didn’t want to think what that voice did to the guy stalking her.

The idea that some bastard was frightening her, threatening her, had his hackles up. Once he and the guys identified the son-of-a-bitch, the guy wouldn’t be bothering anyone else. They had a special place they could put him away.

Spotting Wade near the door, Duncan went over and greeted the bouncer. After telling him about the others, he found a table for two near the stage and took a seat. It didn’t give him much of a view of the room, but the others could take up positions for that. What this would do was let Olivia know she was no longer alone.

The nightclub area was three times the size of the restaurant part. It was dimly lit, with flameless candles on each of the tables. Most of which were only large enough to seat two people. The bar was at the back of the room, to the left of the entrance. It took up nearly the entire back side. The mirrored wall behind the shelves of liquor bottles was the brightest lit area of the room.

On the opposite side of the room, in front of the stage, was a dance floor. The small stage was lit with individual lights on the musicians. A soft-focus floodlight followed Olivia whenever she moved. And she moved a good deal. She enjoyed walking among the clientele, including them in her program. Besides her voice, it was one of the reasons she drew sizeable crowds.

Olivia’s looks didn’t hurt either. All that thick, wavy hair the color of old gold that made a man want to tangle his fingers in it. Tonight, she had it woven into a thick braid, the end of which curled over her left breast. Olivia probably believed that it made her look severe and untouchable. She didn’t realize that it only made a man want to free it. 

Then there was the rest of the package. Creamy skin that the soft lights only made appear more luminescent. Olivia wore an emerald green dress with a fitted bodice that showed off her full breasts and narrow waist. The skirt portion, made of some filmy material, draped over her hips, and swirled around the tops of her ankles as she moved. 

Duncan chuckled when he caught sight of the strappy, high-heeled sandals she wore. He knew she hated wearing the things. They were sexy as hell, though. Especially with her toes peeking out and the nails painted crimson red.

The woman was a walking, singing, male fantasy.

Duncan took a quick glance around the room just as Dair walked in and headed for the bar. The place was around two-thirds filled with couples out for a romantic evening. The rest were lone males, most who seemed incapable of taking their eyes off Olivia. Even Dair had a deer-in-the-headlights expression.

Duncan shook his head. Olivia didn’t even consider herself pretty, yet most of the men in the audience were practically drooling.

Duncan watched as Quinn entered. He stopped to speak to Wade just as Olivia began singing “The Voice.” Quinn jerked, almost as if someone had jabbed him with a cattle prod. Instantly on alert, Duncan looked around the room. Nothing stood out. He looked back at Quinn to find his friend staring at Olivia as if he had just found the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.

Crap. Now Duncan not only had to look out for some psycho stalker but also keep an eye on Quinn. His friend was showing all the signs of being on the make.

Out of the corner of his eye, Duncan watched Quinn go to a table near the center of the room. His friend stared at Olivia the entire way. In fact, he was so busy scoping her out that Duncan doubted Quinn would be any help in locating the threat to her.

Phelan was the last one to enter. After greeting Wade, he took a seat at the opposite end of the bar from the entrance. He would have the best view of the entire place. Since Phelan was happily married, he wouldn’t focus on Olivia. And Phelan had sharp eyes.

Duncan knew Olivia had spotted him when she began singing “Does Your Mother Know,” from Mamma Mia. She sang it every time he was in the audience. She was only one year his senior, but she loved to use the song to tease him. 

While she sang, she slowly wound her way between the tables. A few of the regulars clapped when they recognized him, anticipating the show to come.

Once she was beside him, Olivia reached out, slowly caressing his cheek. Before he guessed her intent, she then pulled her skirt up far enough to straddle his lap. The crowd clapped and cheered enthusiastically. When she finally wrapped up the number and finished toying with him, Duncan was ready to throttle her.

As the pianist announced they would be taking a thirty-minute break and to enjoy the dance floor, Duncan stood up. He kept an arm firmly around Olivia’s waist, even after she gained her footing. Leading her to the dance floor, he pulled her close enough to speak without fear that anyone near them could overhear. Thankfully, it was a slow song. 

“If I ever see you pull crap like that on anyone else, I’m going to lock you in your old room at home and keep you there,” Duncan growled in her ear. “If I didn’t think of you as a sister, that little act of yours would have me hauling you off to the nearest, and I mean nearest, dark corner. Audience or not.”

She leaned back and looked up at him. “Really? It would be that easy?”

Duncan frowned in confusion. Instead of scaring her, she seemed to find his warning intriguing. “Do you want some wacko to attack you?”

“No, of course not.” She frowned. “I only did it because it was you. You know how the crowd loves it. I’m safe with you. Why are you so angry?” Olivia could feel the rage and the fear rolling off him. Even if she didn’t understand it.

He pulled her back against him so the nearby dancers couldn’t easily overhear. “Because you’ve got a crazy stalker on your sweet ass. I guarantee an exhibition like the one you just gave would get the bastard jacked up. Rapists always blame the victim, Livy. I know it’s not right or fair, but it’s life. They’re angry at the world and at women. They have no self-control.” Feeling her shudder, he held her closer. “They’re looking for any excuse to attack. This guy has already singled you out. Don’t give him any more incentive.”

“Duncan, I’m a nightclub singer. I can’t change that. I don’t want to change that. I will not live in fear that some nut job is going to misconstrue an action or a word.”

He sighed into her hair. “I know. Guess that’s why you’ve got us.”

“Us? You’re not alone?”

“Are you kidding? Dad would have sent an army to protect his baby girl. Mom and a couple of others talked him down to four. Three others are scattered around the room.”

Olivia turned her head, scanning the room. But there were too many possibilities. “Point them out to me.”

Duncan laughed as he dipped her. Raising her once more, he said, “No. That would defeat the purpose. You’ll meet them later. They’re not strangers.”

“Okay.” That meant that they were most likely other Hunters from Cosaint. Olivia rested her head on his shoulder as a slow dance played.

* * *
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QUINN WATCHED DUNCAN dance with Olivia and tried to get his randy body back under control.

Watching her performance with Duncan during her last number had given him a boner so fast he’d felt lightheaded. At least, he hoped it was an act. He sincerely hoped that Duncan was not sexually interested in her, because Quinn most definitely was.

Just watching Duncan dance with her, seeing the way he was with her, had primitive instincts of possession that Quinn didn’t even know he had rising to the surface. He wanted to snatch her from Duncan’s arms and publicly stake his claim on her so that every man in the place would know she belonged to him. It frightened him how much he wanted her to be his. 

Quinn enjoyed women. Hell, he loved women. Never before had he been poleaxed by one. Until now, he had never met one who made him believe that she might be the one for him. That there even was a woman for him. He had rather hoped that there wasn’t. He didn’t want to go through the hell of losing a woman he loved. It had destroyed his father. Quinn thought it would him as well.

Chuckling softly to himself, Quinn watched Olivia. He hadn’t even met the woman yet, and she had him turned inside out. Taking a long drink from the glass of draft beer, he motioned for the server to bring him another. He had a feeling he was going to need it. 

Tearing his gaze from Duncan and Olivia, he let it roam slowly around the room. Quinn hoped to spot some guy with an unhealthy interest in Olivia. He quickly realized the futility of that exercise. Nearly every unattached male in the joint—and a few with dates—had eyes on her. Some weren’t even trying to conceal their lecherous thoughts.

Quinn fought the urge to bash in a few heads.

This night could not end soon enough for him. Quinn checked his watch. Still over two hours to go. He didn’t know if he’d be able to stand it.

He watched Duncan escort Olivia back to the stage. Quinn didn’t know what his friend had said to her, but she seemed subdued. The band members slipped into their places as Olivia stepped onto the stage.

She sang for thirty minutes more, and then the band took another break. This one was only twenty minutes.

Leaving the stage, Olivia walked the short distance to Duncan’s table. He stood up to seat her. Still standing, he raised his hand and motioned. A couple of seconds later, a glass of scotch was placed on the table before him and a glass of white wine in front of Olivia.

She leaned forward and whispered something in Duncan’s ear. His friend closed his eyes, a look of exasperation on his face. When Duncan opened his eyes again, he cupped the back of her neck in his palm and pulled her forward. After pecking a kiss on her forehead, he released her and then downed half his scotch in one gulp.

Watching the interplay, Quinn didn’t know whether to be concerned or to laugh.

* * *
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OLIVIA SAT IN THE SEAT Duncan pulled out for her. She leaned in so that only he could hear her. “I’m going to be thirty a week from Sunday and I still haven’t accomplished my goal.”

Before she could say more, he caught her by the back of the neck and pulled her over to give her a quick kiss on the forehead. He released her just as quickly.

“Duncan,” she said as he downed half of his drink in one swallow.

He held up his hand to shush her. “Damn it, Olivia. You need some female friends.”

“I have female friends,” Olivia informed him tartly, barely refraining from crossing her arms and glaring at him.

“Then tell them.” Duncan’s brows were nearly colliding. “Believe me when I tell you that no brother wants to hear his sister complain because she’s never been laid. And they definitely do not want to know she’s trolling for a one-night stand.”

“Too bad. I can’t talk to my friends about this. They’re either married or have been married, so they’ve all done it. Do you have any idea how embarrassing it would be if they knew that I’d never had sex?” She whispered the last word. “Especially, since I’m a nightclub singer. Of course not, because you’ve been laid probably a hundred times. You have no clue.”

Downing the last of his drink, Duncan motioned for a refill. “Why doesn’t it embarrass you to talk to me about it? You know I’m not gay. And, for the record, I have not had a hundred women. Not even close.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. You’ve always been so easy to talk with. Especially when I have questions about men.” She cocked her head as she met his gaze. “You’ve told me some pretty personal stuff, too.”

“If this is the consequence, remind me to never do that again.”

“Hilarious.” Olivia sipped her wine as she glanced around the room. She focused on the single men she had never seen in attendance before. Figuring that her stalker was more than likely a regular or semi-regular at the least, new men should be safe. There were some gorgeous newcomers in attendance.

One man, in particular, caught her eye. He had thick, wavy, past-the-collar-length black hair. He sat alone at a table, and several times she had caught him staring at her. The few times their eyes met, his had been so full of heat, Olivia felt singed.

Duncan thanked the waitress when she put the fresh glass on the table. After she removed the empty one and left, he sipped from the one she’d left as he watched Olivia.

“What do you think of that man over there?” She made a nearly imperceptible motion with her head. “The one in the cream-colored Irish sweater.”

Duncan turned, looked, realized she was referring to Quinn, and jerked back around. “No. Hell, no!”

Olivia frowned at his vehemence. “Why not?”

“Because I know the guy. He’s way too much for a babe in the woods like you to handle.”

“You don’t like him?”

“No. I mean, yeah. I like him. Love him like a brother, in fact. Even more reason I don’t want you picking him to play femme fatale on.”

“If he’s your friend, he should be safe. I only want to borrow him. To use him for one night to get rid of a pesky little problem.”

“Your virginity isn’t a problem. And Quinn is anything but safe. He loves women. All women, if you get my drift.”

“His name is Quinn? I like it.” Olivia loved the way it sounded. It suited him somehow. “Then he should have plenty of experience. Sounds like the perfect man for the job.”

“Perfect for...” Duncan shook his head. It was all he could do not to grab her and shake her. “You keep talking like this and I’m going to call Dad to come take care of you.”

Olivia ignored his threat.

Quinn caught her eye just then and smiled. Olivia felt the impact clear to her spine. She smiled back. He was perfect. About Duncan’s height, with solid packed muscles, strong shoulders, sharply defined cheekbones, tanned skin, and a nose just slightly too large for his face. It was the only less-than-perfect feature she could see on an otherwise flawless package.

“If you don’t stop staring at him like a cat at a big, fat bowl of cream, I swear I’m going to call Dad. If you’re embarrassed by your virginity now, think how you’ll feel when Dad finally lets you leave the house at age sixty.” Duncan shouted the last word, causing several heads to turn in their direction.

Reaching out, Olivia placed a hand on his arm and patted him. “I’ve got to go up for my last set. Are you good? Are you done freaking out?”

He frowned, stood, and pulled her chair out. “I’m good. If you behave.”

“No promises.” As Olivia stood, she felt an icy shiver run down her spine. Spinning around, she tried to zero in on the source, but no one stood out. No one watched malevolently. Still, she could feel eyes on her. And they weren’t nice like Quinn’s.

Duncan caught her by the arm, stopping her. “What?”

Olivia shrugged. “An uneasy feeling. It’s gone now.”

Duncan nodded and released her. He wasn’t looking at her, however. He was slowly surveying the room.

Returning to the stage, Olivia lost herself in the music. She always strolled through the patrons during the last song. It was her way of saying goodnight. This night was no different. Except, she planned to walk by Quinn’s table specifically.

Olivia signaled the band. They began to play “The Lies of Handsome Men.” She meandered through the audience, patting an older man’s shoulder here, kissing an even older man on his bald head there.

She knew the exact second that Duncan recognized her intent. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him suddenly sit up straight. Ignoring the dark look he sent her, she made her way slowly to the table where Quinn sat alone. Putting her hand on his left shoulder, she let it drift across his back to the opposite shoulder as she sang. 

Suddenly her hand was caught in a strong male grip and carried to his mouth where he incredibly gallantly kissed the back.

Then he turned her hand over and kissed her palm. She felt the impact to her core like an earthquake shaking her very foundation. 

Olivia nearly forgot the words to the song. She turned to look down into his eyes. What she had thought from across the room was a dark brown or even black, turned out to be a deep, cobalt blue. 

Extracting her hand before she completely lost what remained of her senses, she made her way back to the stage to wrap up the ballad. As she left the stage for the last time of the night, she got an appreciative round of applause. She was met at the edge by Duncan, who escorted her to her dressing room.

* * *
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YANCY HAD SUPPLIED the guys with the layout to High Spirits to study. They knew every exit, supply closet, restroom, and every other space, large or small, in the entire building. 

Quinn remained at his table. The nightclub would remain open until three. A D.J. replaced live entertainment with playlists. Quinn and his brothers were to wait a few minutes before leaving separately. Quinn was to take a different route and meet Duncan at Olivia’s dressing room. Phelan and Dair were going to meet them at the private rear exit. 

His body had responded to Olivia’s touch, just as Quinn knew it would. He was thankful he had to wait. The woman could turn him on faster than a lightning strike. It was amazing. Quinn needed a little time to cool down. He hadn’t had this lack of control over his body since he’d first reached puberty.

Not that other women didn’t turn him on. They did. But no woman had ever made him hard with just the sound of her voice or the innocent touch of her hand.

He drank the rest of his beer as he contemplated the fact that God obviously had a wicked sense of humor. Otherwise, why, out of all the women in the world, would he be drawn to the one woman that Yancy and Diane Masters considered a daughter? And who Van and Duncan thought of as a sister? At least he hoped they did. It was going to make taking her to bed problematic on so many levels. To say nothing of probably shortening his life expectancy.

His body reacted to the mere thought of sex with Olivia, so Quinn forced his thoughts back to the job at hand. Once more he let his gaze roam leisurely around the room. Several single men were present. The bastard could be any of them. Of course, just because a man was here with a woman didn’t put him out of the running. Or the son-of-a-bitch could have already left. 

The process of elimination would not work. There were too many men to eliminate. They were going to have to find some way to narrow the field and identify the guy before he did something to either frighten, or worse, harm, Olivia.

Dair had slipped out a few minutes earlier. Quinn glanced up as Phelan left. He waited several seconds more before heading out the bar door. Turning, he walked down the hallway past the restrooms. Going through an unmarked door, he went into a back hallway where the offices and dressing rooms were located.

Duncan leaned against the wall several doors down. Quinn joined him.

His friend nodded toward the door opposite. “She’s changing. Won’t take her long.”

Quinn nodded. He leaned against the wall near his friend. Duncan kept glancing at him as if he wanted to say something, until annoyed, Quinn barked, “What?”

Duncan straightened from the wall. “Olivia’s not like the woman she portrays when she sings.” He shook his head. “She uses the stage name Moya Grier. It’s sort of her alter ego. But Olivia herself..., well, she’s very shy. As Moya, she puts on a femme fatale performance that’s just not the real her.”

Quinn had no clue where his friend was going, or what he was trying to tell him. “Okay,” he said when Duncan stopped speaking to once more stare at him.

Duncan tilted his head back, thumping it once against the wall.

“If there’s something you think I should know, just spit it out. I have no idea what you’re trying to tell me.” Quinn waited as Duncan straightened once more and faced him.

“Olivia’s birthday is a week from Sunday,” Duncan stated in a low voice. “She’ll be thirty.”

Quinn nodded, still confused. “Okay. You wanna throw her a party or something?”

Duncan flashed a quick grin. “Yeah. Maybe. That would be nice, I guess, but it’s not what I’m getting at.”

Quinn straightened away from the wall. “Will you just cough up the hairball already and tell me? At the rate you’re going, we’ll have white hair and be chasing old ladies around the nursing home before I know what the hell you’re getting at.”

Duncan looked around before meeting Quinn’s gaze. Then he blurted out in a loud whisper, “Olivia’s a virgin.”

Quinn’s mouth dropped open, and then he burst out laughing. Duncan had to be joking.

Instead of laughing, Duncan crossed his arms and glared, his eyebrows forming a vee.

Quinn stood away from the wall and threw up his hands. “Come on. No way. You’ve got to be joking. No way in hell some man hasn’t taken that woman to bed. She’s gorgeous! And she’s sexy as hell.”

Duncan’s arms remained crossed, his expression ferocious. “Yeah, I know she’s gorgeous. You know she’s gorgeous. Nearly every man who sees her probably thinks the same thing. Everyone except Olivia. She doesn’t even recognize that she’s pretty. She’s never trusted a man when he tells her she’s pretty.”

“Is she blind?”

Duncan shrugged, finally uncrossing his arms. “No, she’s just never seen anything special about herself.” He glanced at the closed dressing room door and then back. “Livy doesn’t see herself as beautiful. She knows she’s not ugly or plain, but she just sees herself as ordinary. Couple that with her shyness and dates have been few and far between. Now she’s embarrassed by her lack of experience, so she hasn’t even gone on a date in years. But now with her birthday approaching, one she sees as a milestone, she wants to, as she puts it, take care of that pesky little problem.”

Quinn’s eyes narrowed. “Are you telling me that Olivia’s on the make for some lothario to pop her cherry?”

Duncan bristled up like an angry porcupine—or brother. Probably not the best phrase to have used.

Quinn held up his hands. “I’m just trying to get a grasp of the situation. Olivia’s looking for a lover at the same time that some nut case is stalking her? That is not good. Not good at all.”

“You think I don’t know that?” Duncan growled just as the door opened. A smile replaced the glower. “Ready to leave?”

Quinn looked Olivia over from head to toe. Her dark blonde hair was still in the thick braid, but she had removed her makeup. Only some lip gloss remained. A hip-length, oversized sweatshirt in multi shades of green had replaced her sexy gown and heels; a pair of jeans not tight enough to be leggings; and a pair of brown suede ankle boots. The lady was gorgeous, no matter how she dressed.

She suddenly turned and looked up at him. A pair of sage-green eyes snared Quinn like a fish on a hook. She smiled, and he could have sworn his heart stuttered.

“Hello, I’m Olivia.” She held out a delicately boned hand.

Quinn enfolded it in his and gently shook it. “Quinn. It’s my pleasure to meet you.”

Duncan reached down and disengaged their hands, sending Quinn a warning glare. 

Olivia blushed. “Let me grab my coat and wallet.” She returned from her dressing room after a couple moments with some sort of square-shaped purse hanging cross-body by a thin strap. With Duncan’s help, she slipped into a brown, hooded stadium jacket. She closed the door to her dressing room and locked it.

Duncan wrapped an arm around her shoulders and steered her toward the employee’s exit. “I’ll drive Olivia home in her SUV. You guys follow us.” He opened the door to reveal Phelan and Dair waiting just outside.

“Why don’t I drive on ahead and make sure no surprises are waiting?” Phelan offered.

Duncan nodded. They all knew how to get to Olivia’s house. 

“Wait. I’ll do it,” Quinn spoke up. “You and Dair get a motel room as close to Olivia’s as you can. If someone is watching her, we don’t want them to be able to identify all of us.”

“You sure?” his younger brother, Dair, asked.

Quinn nodded.

“He’s right. Assuming the guy isn’t seeing us now,” Duncan agreed. “He’s bound to know me already as often as I’m here. The less he knows about the rest of you, the better.”

Quinn watched Olivia. She didn’t comment, seemingly content to allow them to make the decisions.

“I’ll call later and let you know where we’re staying.” Phelan headed for his truck.

Dair headed for his motorcycle.

Quinn shook his head. If Elli, their foster mother, discovered that Dair was riding his motorcycle around the mountain roads of West Virginia at the end of January, she’d tear a strip off his hide. Quinn wasn’t particularly happy about it himself, but they had forecast no snow for the next few days. He guessed he could let his baby brother slide.

“Take your time, Duncan. Give me time to get there ahead of you and check the place out,” Quinn said.

Duncan fiddled with the keys Olivia passed him. “Heads up.” He tossed something toward Quinn.

Catching it in one hand, Quinn inspected it. It was a house key with a remote for a security system. At least she had a system in place. But then, with Yancy as a surrogate father, he expected nothing less. “See you there.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Olivia was glad Duncan was driving. She was tired. It was good for everyone that she wasn’t behind the wheel. Leaning back in the passenger seat, she watched drowsily as Duncan navigated through the late-night traffic leaving Clarksburg, West Virginia.

“Are you still angry with me?”

Duncan glanced at her. “I’m not angry with you. I’m worried about you. I think someone stalking you is a higher priority at the moment than you accomplishing your goal in the next week?”

Olivia stared out her side window. “Maybe to you.”

“It should be to you, too. The stalker is dangerous.”

She turned back to his profile. “Why do you say that?”

Duncan sighed. “He’s stalking you, Olivia. Stalking, as in hunting you. The guy is a damned low-life predator, and you are his intended prey. What part of that doesn’t sound dangerous to you?”

“None of it,” Olivia admitted glumly. “But I can’t just stop my life until he’s caught. Who knows how long that will take? Quinn seems perfectly capable of keeping me safe.”

“He is,” Duncan nodded. “If he’s not distracted. What you’re planning would most definitely distract him. Besides, Livy, I know you. You aren’t going to be able to handle a one-night stand. If you could, you’d have done it by now. Hell, you’d have had several considering all the men salivating when you sing. But you’re not that kind of woman. You need commitment. You need to be in love with the guy. Or at least have a strong connection. Look, I just don’t want to see you hurt.”

Unfortunately, he made some valid points. But Olivia was tired of getting all of her romance vicariously through novels. At least once she wanted to experience what she read about. She wanted to know what making love—no, scratch that—what having sex was all about.

Olivia believed she could handle a one-night stand. With the right man. It might even be easier if there was no emotion involved. Perhaps if she thought of it as a scientific experiment.

It probably hadn’t been such a good idea to discuss it with Duncan. But, really, she couldn’t talk to any of her female friends about it. They probably already thought she was a relic.

Olivia hoped Duncan was correct in his assessment of Quinn’s character. If he were a womanizer, like Duncan thought, then maybe he wouldn’t be too hard to seduce. Olivia smiled to herself. As if she knew how to go about a seduction. Hopefully, all she would have to do was show the slightest encouragement and let Quinn take it from there. She needed someone easy, because as herself, she had no clue how to go about it. She couldn’t be her alter-ego, Moya, and sing her way through her entire life.

She changed the subject. “I have enough places for all of you to sleep at my house, if you think that would be better.”

“No, Quinn’s right. It’s better if the guy can’t identify all the players.” Duncan wasn’t sure that letting Quinn stay was such a good idea, either, considering the sparks coming off his friend every time he was near Olivia. It was worse that Olivia was showing signs of interest, too. He wasn’t sure he was equipped to fight both a stalker and Quinn.

“You aren’t worried that the guy might have seen us together in the parking lot?”

“Not really. Phelan and Dair, they’re Quinn’s brothers, by the way, had already scoped the area out. If there had been anyone in the vicinity, they would have told us.”

Olivia nodded. She sighed, once more leaning her head against the seat. The let-down after the show was hitting her earlier than usual. No doubt because Duncan was driving, and she could therefore relax.

It took her foster brother nearly twenty-five minutes to make what was normally about a seventeen-minute drive. He was giving Quinn plenty of time to reach Olivia’s house and check it out. The security was top-notch. Yancy and Bobby, another Hunter from Cosaint, had seen to that. Still, the house was somewhat isolated, being out in the country as it was. The closest neighbors had no direct view of her house, trees and vegetation blocked it from them, even in the winter.

Duncan smiled at himself, remembering his father’s less than enthusiastic reaction upon seeing Olivia’s home for the first time. For over twenty years, Olivia had been part of his family in all but blood and name. She was the daughter his parents had never had. The sister he and Van hadn’t known they wanted until she’d walked into their lives several years before her own mother’s death from cancer. Her father, a close friend of Yancy’s, had died two years prior to her mother, a casualty of a military exercise gone wrong. After the death of Olivia’s mother, his family had become her family.

Knowing that he wouldn’t be able to convince her to move, Yancy had enlisted Bobby’s aide, and together, they had made Olivia’s house as safe as modern technology would allow.

Duncan drove the SUV around the side of the house, parking it beneath the carport that was attached to the covered back porch.

Olivia, who had fallen asleep only a few minutes before, woke up and wiped her eyes.

Light spilled out onto the back porch from the kitchen window and the atrium door that opened off the dining area portion. A floodlight at the back corner of the porch flared to life as they neared, illuminating the nearby yard. 

Opening the door as they approached, Quinn stood back to allow them entry. “Everything’s clear,” he said, but he gave Duncan a look over Olivia’s head that let him know that while the place was secure, there was a problem. That being the note that Quinn discovered propped against the base of the door.

“Would you like something to drink? Or eat?” Olivia asked, dropping her purse into the top drawer of a chest near the door. Taking off her coat, she hung it on the coat rack beside the door.

“I think we’re good,” Duncan replied. “It’s been a long day. Some of us aren’t used to your hours.”

“Okay. Come on. I’ll show you to your rooms.” Olivia was glad they were tired, too, because she was dead on her feet.

Quinn picked up a couple of duffle bags, tossing one to Duncan. 

Catching it, Duncan slung it over his shoulder. He then locked the door and set the alarm.

Olivia led them through the hall and up the stairs. Straight ahead, at the top, was the guest bathroom. To the right was the master suite. To the left were the two guest rooms, each with a queen-sized bed.

“Both rooms are ready.” Olivia waved a hand toward the two open doors. “There are fresh towels in the bathroom. If you need anything else, just let me know.” She glanced at Quinn, too shy to meet his gaze for long now that they were in her home and not the nightclub.

“We’ll be fine, Olivia,” Quinn said, his voice deep and resonant. “See you in the morning. Sweet dreams.”

“You, too.” Olivia blushed because she hadn’t come up with something witty to say. With a nod, she went into her own room and closed the door behind her. 

She wanted to wind down by thinking back over the evening, specifically her first views and impressions of Quinn, but she was so tired that she knew she wouldn’t be able to stay awake for long. Going into the bathroom, Olivia hurried through her preparations for bed. She was thankful yet again that High Spirits was a smoke-free environment. Otherwise, she would have had to wash her hair. She hated the smell of cigarette smoke.

Less than fifteen minutes later, Olivia was sound asleep.

* * *
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DUNCAN TOOK THE FRONT bedroom since that’s the one he was used to using.

After dropping his duffle on the foot of the bed in his room, Quinn joined Duncan. He softly closed the door behind him.

Duncan was in the process of hanging his clothes in the closet. He stopped when Quinn shut the door and gave him his full attention. “What’s wrong?”

“I wish Yancy and Bobby had thought of installing surveillance cameras. The son-of-a-bitch walked right up to her backdoor and left this.” He pulled the note from his back pocket and handed it to Duncan.

Quinn waited while his friend read the derogatory word that they had called Duncan, as well as the graphic terms the guy used to describe what he thought Duncan and Olivia did together. Not to mention the filthy name he called Olivia. Finally, there was the part about what the bastard wanted to do to Olivia.

Duncan dropped the note on the bed and slapped his open palm against the outside wall. Had he used his fist, there would be a hole in the drywall.

“That friggin’ bastard! When I get my hands on his ass, I’m going to rip him limb from limb.”

Quinn agreed. “We did learn something. The guy was in attendance for at least your portion of Olivia’s show. Do you know if High Spirits has surveillance inside the nightclub?”

“Yeah, at least part of it. Why?”

“We might have a chance of picking out this asshole if we could look over the recordings.”

Duncan pulled out his cell. “Wade, it’s Duncan. How does the place record surveillance? ...Great. Could you have them email me the portions covering the nightclub? At least back a couple of months if they have it? ...No, eight days is fine.” He gave the man his email address and hung up. “They’re stored digitally. They keep two weeks at a time, and since High Spirits is only open four nights a week, that means eight days’ worth of video. Wade’s going to have them emailed to me.”

“Great. But you didn’t bring your laptop, and neither did the rest of us. Dair may have his tablet. We’re not going to be able to see enough on our phones.”

“Don’t worry about it
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