
      
        
          Dani's Duo

          A MFM Romance

		      
          Lauren Fraser

        

        
          
          
        

      

    

Copyright © [2011] by [Lauren Fraser] 
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.







Blurb


Attorney Danika James is ready to celebrate her greatest win to date, but not with a bunch of stodgy lawyers and martinis. Beneath Danika’s buttoned-up exterior lives a woman with wild-side desires she has yet to fully discover. 
Tattoo artist Paddy O’Shea walks on society’s razor edge. When he learns his best friend, Cooper Hanes, has more than a casual interest in Danika, Paddy suggests a weekend celebration of exploration none of them will ever forget.
For the next forty-eight hours the men satisfy fantasies Dani didn’t even know she had. But every party has to end. Doesn’t it? Or can the courtroom diva turn Dani’s Duo into something as permanent as one of Paddy’s tattoos?
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Chapter One


“Guilty.” 
Danika James mentally fist-pumped her victory, the slow smile that spread across her face the only outward sign of celebration. After a year-long trial, justice was finally going to be offered to the victims and their families.
She stood and straightened her black pencil skirt. Adrenaline zipped through her system and her hand trembled against her thigh. God, she loved winning. She couldn’t wait to celebrate.
On the courthouse steps, journalists swarmed around her. This was the biggest case the province had seen since the Picton trials. “Miss James.”
Microphones were shoved in her face as reporters vied for the best space to get their story. “How do you feel about your victory?”
Danika looked at the reporter and bit her tongue at the sarcastic reply that threatened to spill out of her mouth. Was that even a real question? Dumbass.
“Today the families that were victimized by Jeff Slate received justice. I hope this brings them a little bit of relief for the pain they endured. Mr. Slate was guilty, the Victoria police and the RCMP did their jobs and provided all the evidence we needed to prove that guilt.” With a humorless smile, she nodded and pushed her way past the reporters.
She had barely made it down three steps when her cell phone vibrated. Danika quickly pulled her phone out of her purse and glanced at the screen. Her boss. “Paul, hi. I guess you heard,” she said.
“I did. Congratulations. That’s a huge win.”
“Yes, it was. Thank god the jury agreed.”
“Absolutely. Listen, Sergeant Jeffries called, they need someone down at the station ASAP and since you’re closest…” he trailed off.
Shit. Guess her celebration would have to wait a little while. “I’m on it. What are we looking at?”
“Assault and battery.”
“Let the fun begin,” she sighed and hung up her phone.
Three hours later, she finally finished her work for the night. Still needing to take the edge off and celebrate, she flipped open her phone and dialed her best friend, Tina. “Hey, what are you doing tonight?” Danika asked before her friend even had a chance to speak.
“Hey, girl, saw your big win on the news, so I guess I’m celebrating with you tonight. Just tell me where and when.”
“I’ve got something I need to do first so why don’t we say nine at McGinty’s,” Danika told her.
“Sounds good, see you then. And Dani, congrats.”
“Thanks.”
This was her first major victory since she’d started working as a Crown Counsel prosecutor and getting a serial arsonist off the streets was a huge win. She needed to commemorate it. Pulling her car up in front of Demonz Designs, Danika grinned as a surge of excitement rushed through her body.
Pushing open the door of the tattoo shop, she scanned the waiting room and smiled at the counter girl. Barely out of her teens, the girl was covered with a multitude of piercings on her face and Danika could barely stop staring at her. The girl snapped her gum and gave Danika the once over. Shit. How was it some little girl with pink hair could look at her and make her feel lacking? Danika squared her shoulders and walked to the counter. “Hi, any chance Sal’s working tonight?”
Pinky scanned her again, the disdain now replaced by curiosity. “No, he’s off. You want to come back another time or…?”
Danika bit her bottom lip. She trusted Sal, but she really wanted to get this done tonight. “Umm, just give me a second.” She flipped open her cell phone and scrolled through her contacts and connected. “Hey, Sal, it’s Dani.”
“Hey, baby girl, how you doing? Huge win today. Congrats.”
“Thanks, umm, listen, I’m in your shop and I wanted to get the other piercing done.”
“Oh shit, Dani, I’m out of town and I won’t be back until Monday. You want to wait or you want me to recommend someone?”
She bit her lip again. “Umm…”
“Listen, honey, you’re there already so get Tammy to set you up with Paddy, he’ll take real good care of you.”
“Paddy, got it.”
“Don’t let Tony near you, he’s a good artist but, well, you know.”
She laughed. “I hear you. If Paddy can’t do me tonight then I’ll wait for you.”
“Sounds good, baby girl.”
“Enjoy your weekend, Sal,” she said and flipped the phone shut. Pinky leaned against the counter, not even trying to pretend she hadn’t been listening to the conversation.
“You know Sal?”
“Yep.”
The girl shook her head. “Who’d have thought? So he wants Paddy to do you up tonight?”
“That’s what he said.”
“All right.” Tammy stuck her head around the corner and yelled, “Paddy!”
“What?” a deep gruff voice rumbled from the back of the shop.
“Customer,” Tammy called back.
“I’m off.”
“Too bad.”
“Fuck. Get Tony to do it.”
“No can do, Sal wants you to do this one.”
“Christ,” the voice muttered.
Danika shifted uncomfortably. Perfect, just what she needed—some pissed-off dude piercing her. “Umm, maybe I should just wait for Sal,” her voice uttered the words weakly.
“Nah, trust me, you want Paddy,” Tammy said with a wink.
She could hear footsteps and mumbling coming down the hall but she wasn’t able to see the body attached to it yet. Maybe this was a bad idea.
When the owner of the angry voice finally rounded the corner, the breath Danika had been holding whooshed from her lungs. Holy hell, the man was sex personified. Big and muscular, intricate sleeves of art covered his forearms beneath the fabric of his t-shirt. Worn jeans hung loosely on his hips. Her gaze trailed up his body and landed on his face. Blue eyes twinkled with amusement and his mouth curved up at the edge with a smirk at her obvious visual inspection of him.
“You my must-take appointment?” he asked, nodding toward her.
“Looks like it.”
His eyes scanned her body from top to bottom. God, she wished she’d gone home to change out of her power suit into something a bit sexier. When she’d come in she’d been expecting Sal, and she really didn’t need to bother changing for him but this guy, god, this guy was… Wow.
“All right, follow me.” Paddy turned and walked down the hall ahead of her. Danika couldn’t stop herself from checking out his ass as he went. Damn, his jeans cupped the finest ass she’d seen in a long time.
Paddy led her into a sterile-looking room with a massage-type table in the middle of the floor and a piercing chair in the corner.
“So what’s your name?” Paddy’s deep voice slid across her skin. Shit, this was going to be embarrassing if she couldn’t get this physical reaction to the guy under control.
“Danika?” Her voice pitched up with nerves.
“Is that a question?” He laughed.
Heat ran up her cheeks and she cleared her throat. “No, it’s Danika.”
“All right, Danika.” He gave her body the little visual once over again. “What are we doing for you? A little butterfly on your hip?”
Ouch. Yep, she definitely should have gone home to change first. Clearly he wasn’t having the same reaction to her as she was to him.
“Umm, no. I actually wanted to get my other nipple pierced.”
Paddy’s eyebrow rose. “Other nipple? Meaning you already have one done?”
“Yeah, Sal did it for me a year or so ago.”
“Hmm, go figure.” He walked over to the desk, rooted in the file cabinet and pulled out some forms. “Okay, Danika, I need you to fill this out. It explains the piercing process and aftercare so I’m not on the hook if you decide not to look after it.”
He eyed her power suit again and smiled. “Wouldn’t want you to sue me.”
She looked down at her white blouse and pinstriped pencil skirt and grimaced. “That obvious, huh?
He laughed. “Just a little, sweetheart.” He handed her a clipboard with the paperwork and a pen. “I’ll get set up while you fill that out.”
“So you know Sal?” Paddy asked as he washed his hands at the pristine white sink in the corner of the room.
“You bet. I’ve known him since I was eighteen. He was a neighbor in my first place after I left home and he kind of took me under his wing. Poor little starving university girl and all that.”
Paddy snorted. “Yeah, that sounds like Sal. So you guys have kept in touch since then?”
“Mmm hmm, when I moved back here after law school to start working for the Crown, Sal hooked me up with a place to live. Rick was actually the one who convinced me to get my first piercing.”
Paddy grinned. “Fuck, that guy’s covered. Sal has him decorated all pretty, that’s for sure.”
Danika grinned as she pictured the couple. Sal looked so rough and tough on the outside but he was a big teddy bear where Rick was concerned and treated him like gold. “They both like it.”
Paddy raised his head and looked at her as if he was really seeing her for the first time. “That whole scene doesn’t bother you?”
She shrugged. “Why would it? They’re consenting adults. It works for them and they obviously love each other. Plus, they’ve always been nothing but good to me, so who am I to judge?”
A slow, sexy smile spread across Paddy’s face and the look sent an arrow of pure lust right through her. “Good answer,” he said.
He reached out and took the paperwork from her and gave it a quick look. “All right, Danika. Let’s get this party started.”
Paddy pointed to the piercing chair. “I need you to take off your top and preferably your bra. I can work around it if you want to keep one side covered but it’s a lot easier if I can see both for symmetry of the piercing.” His professional tone did a lot to alleviate her nerves about getting pierced by a stranger.
This would be a whole lot easier if he wasn’t so hot. She shivered at the idea of having his eyes on her body. Damn, she was going to make an ass of herself if she didn’t get her hormones under control.
She turned her back and undid her blouse and dropped it on the chair, followed by her bra. Taking a deep breath, she turned around and walked to the piercing chair. She had to admit she was a little annoyed Paddy didn’t even glance her way when she walked toward him. He was so engrossed in getting his station organized.
When she sat down in the chair, he raised his head, his eyes lingered on her breasts and his jaw clenched briefly before he quickly looked at her face and raised his eyebrows. “You ready?”
She took a deep breath, her stomach fluttering as a zing of excitement zipped through her body. “I think so.”
“Good.” He grinned. “So how come you just had to get this done tonight?”
“Huge win at work today and I wanted to celebrate.”
He nodded. “Seems like a good way to commemorate something.”
“I thought so.”
“So what are you wanting? A barbell, a ring, curved barbell? What’s your pleasure?” His gaze flashed down to her breasts again. “I see you like your bling.”
Danika looked down at the dragonfly shield on her left breast. “Mmm, guilty.”
Paddy rolled his chair closer to her and fingered the ring. Her nipple beaded tightly with the slight pull. His nostrils flared, his hand lingering on the ring before he cleared his throat and rolled his chair away. If she didn’t know better, she’d think he was turned-on by her, but Sal had explained to her over and over that it was a job and it simply didn’t turn you on to tattoo or pierce someone. He liked to think of himself like a doctor. He just got to have a little more fun with his tools.
Regardless, it certainly wasn’t stopping her from being aroused. Danika shifted and squeezed her thighs together. When Sal had pierced her, she hadn’t been the least bit turned-on, but with Paddy sitting beside her it was a whole other ballgame.
The chair wheels rolled across the floor and her stomach clenched at the sound. She took another deep breath.
“Danika, you ready?”
“Absolutely.” She looked up and him and grinned. “Let’s do it.” The adrenaline and excitement was half the fun. Like foreplay.
He smiled back at her. Ripping open an alcohol wipe, he swabbed her skin to sterilize the area. Dani bit back a gasp as the cloth hit her sensitive tip. Air hissed through her teeth. Holy crap that was cold.
With the area prepped, he tossed the cloth in the trash and turned back to her. Sharpie marker in hand, Paddy leaned in close, his breath hot against her chest. He hadn’t even touched her yet and her nipples tightened.
A low grunt rumbled from his chest and he cleared his throat again. The tip of the marker touched the outside edge of her nipple and she jumped at the cool touch.
“You all right?” He glanced up at her, his head still close to her breast, his lips so close to her nipple, he’d barely have to move to make contact.
“Just fine,” she murmured.
He added the second mark on the other side and then grabbed the forceps from the tray. He rolled her nipple between his fingers and a surge of lust shot straight to her core. Her nipple beaded tightly between his fingers.
He smiled. “You’ve got fantastic nipples for piercing.”
“Umm, thanks I guess.” The compliment would have been much nicer if he had simply said she had great nipples without quantifying it, but beggars can’t be choosers.
He clamped the forceps on her nipple and squeezed, forcing her to sit up straight in the chair. Shit. That hurt and he hadn’t even gotten close to the actual piercing.
“We good?”
Oh that amused smirk on his face made her want to smack it off. “Yep, it was just cold.”
“Sure it was, honey.” He laughed.
Paddy rolled his chair forward and held his head close to her breast. His breath puffed out against her already erect nipple and she shivered from the sensation. God. She was getting pierced. There was absolutely nothing sexual about it and yet here she was, turned-on as if they were on a date or something.
“On three.”
She nodded and breathed deeply as Paddy counted down. At the first touch of the needle on her nipple, she tensed. Oh fuck. What had she been thinking getting this done again?
The needle pierced her flesh and she bit back the scream burning to come out. Gritting her teeth to stop herself from making a sound, Danika gripped the arms of the chair like a lifeline.
“Hard part’s done,” Paddy said and winked at her. He grabbed the ring and threaded it through the hole.
Still white-knuckled, Danika didn’t think she’d even taken a breath since he started.
“All right, honey, you are done. “
“Jesus, I don’t remember it hurting that much the first time.”
He chuckled. “You probably had a little less blood flow directly in your nipple when Sal did you.”
Oh god, she wanted to cover her face in her hands. He knew he turned her on. Fuck, this was embarrassing. She flashed him a tight smile.
He squeezed her knee. “You did great. You’re a lot tougher than most of the people who come in here.”
“Thanks.” Heat covered her cheeks. Crap, she knew she was blushing like a girl.
“So what’s up next on your agenda for celebration? You got a boyfriend you’re going to go show this off to?”
“Yeah right. No, I’m just celebrating with friends.”
“O’Shea,” a deep male voice called from the front of the shop.
“I’ll be right out,” Paddy yelled back.
He wheeled his chair back and did some final cleanup of her nipple and handed her a sheet with after-care instructions. “Follow these. If you have any questions just call me here at the shop or you can always ask Sal.”
“Great, thanks.” Danika stood and walked over to her clothes pile on the chair. But her eyes were drawn to Paddy cleaning up his station. Shit, she wished she was better at reading guys. She kind of thought he was attracted to her, but hell, he’d just seen her topless so the interest could have been typical of a guy around boobs. Damn it.
With her shirt on, she turned around. Paddy stood leaning against the wall, waiting for her. He shook his head and grinned. “I gotta tell you, that whole buttoned-up look is very deceiving.”
Danika grinned and waggled her eyebrows. “That’s kind of the point.”
“You’re dangerous.” He laughed. “Come on, I’m off so I’ll walk you up front.” He gestured for her to precede him out of the room.
When she rounded the corner into the main shop area she stopped in her tracks. Shit. Cooper Hanes, the object of hours of lusting when she should be working, stood in front of her with a look of utter shock on his face. How many times had she fantasized about running her hands through that thick chocolate hair? His jeans and sweatshirt hung comfortably on his lean frame. Damn he looked good in his regular street clothes.
“Danika? Hey what are you doing here?”
“Detective.”
Cooper’s stare bounced from Paddy to Danika and back to Paddy. “Everything okay, Paddy?”
Paddy snorted. “Yeah fine, don’t worry, Coop. I didn’t do anything to have the Crown on my ass.”
“That’s good,” Cooper said, his eyes darting between the two as if trying to fit the puzzle pieces together.
The last thing she needed was a bunch of guys on the force knowing she was a little kinkier than they had imagined. Holding her purse in front of her, she nodded at Paddy. “Thanks.”
Trying to hide the wave of mortification that encompassed her body, Danika slid between the two men. “See you around, Cooper.”
“Sure,” Cooper said, his eyes narrowed as if still trying to process her being in a tattoo shop.
“Enjoy your celebration,” Paddy told her with a wink. Jesus, the man was far too potent for his own good.
Ducking her head, Danika quickly slipped out of the shop.
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