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Dedication


For Paul, my partner in crime and fellow adventurer.

“Actually, the best gift you could have given her was a lifetime of adventures.” — Lewis Carroll.
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Introduction



When Dallas O’Grady glimpses a woman bent over a flat tire, he naturally pulls over to help. Of course, the shapely perfection of her rear end doesn’t hurt, not that he’d admit that aloud. Then he gets a look at her face and realizes she’s one of those Drummonds.

The Drummonds and the O’Gradys might both live in the town of Clare, but they’ve never played nice, not since a generations-old feud started over a cache of stolen gold nuggets.

Laura Drummond has fought long and hard to grip independence by the throat and avoid her mother’s bulldozing attempts to control her life. She’s always admired Dallas from afar, and she’s pleased to discover that up close, he’s gorgeous, sexy, and nothing like the monster her family has painted.

When a landslide blocks the road home, she’s forced to accept his offer of a bed for the night. One thing leads to another and soon burning hot-desire melts into thoughts of forging a permanent relationship—damn their families’ disapproval.

But the feud isn’t the only thing conspiring to keep the lovers apart. And the clock is ticking…

Warning: Contains lovers determined to challenge the status quo, lots of sexy times, and a feud that just might destroy their hopes for a happy future.




Chapter One


Whoa.  Dallas O’Grady caught a glimpse of blonde hair seconds before the woman kicked her flat tire. She owned the sexiest arse he’d seen in months. Without another thought, he pulled his truck onto the shoulder and climbed out to offer assistance.
“Problem?”
“My brother is an idiot.” Her lyrical voice held the same crisp chill of the wind whistling across the Napier road. She turned, and he caught a friendly smile belying her words. “Thanks for stop— You!”
The smile skidded away.
Hard drops of rain fell on Dallas’s face, the sleeves of his brown leather jacket, as he eyeballed a very sexy, very grown-up Laura Drummond. His gaze shifted to the gray, washed out clouds, the sky building to dense black on the horizon, then to the rear tire on her late model sedan. “Fine, if you don’t want my help, I’ll be leaving.”
“No, please.” Her hand shot out to halt his retreat. “I’m sorry.”
“Sorry you’re hobnobbing with the enemy?” He spelled out what they were both thinking. Their parents would issue horrendous battle cries if they witnessed this scene, saw the pair inhaling the same air, let alone engaging in something civil like a conversation.
She swept a strand of blonde hair away from her pink lips. “You’re not my enemy. I don’t know you.” She stuffed her hands in her jacket pockets, hunched her shoulders against the rain and stamped her feet. “Look, I’m grouchy. I have a flat. My brother borrowed my spare last week and told me he put it back. My phone is dead, and I’m not going to make Clare in time for my cousin’s hen party. My mother will make dolls in my image and stick pins in them.”
“My brother said there’s a landslide partially blocking the road leading into the town, near the Shannon Pass. If it keeps raining, they might close the roads, if they haven’t already. You wouldn’t make it even if your car was drivable.”
“Yep, I’m screwed,” she said.
No, she wasn’t—not yet, but he’d love to take that thought to its logical conclusion. While their families might harbor long-standing grudges, his dick wasn’t sticking with the program. The skinny Laura Drummond from his vague school-day memories had grown into a classy woman. Her brown eyes glinted with intelligence while her mouth…
Dallas tore his gaze off her because his inappropriate thoughts bore repercussions. For one—a painful hard-on. And two, no way could he cozy up with the enemy.
He cleared his throat. “What do you want to do? I can give you a lift to Clare and hope we’ll make it past the landslide, or I can ring for a breakdown truck.”
The rain was coming down harder now, icy crystal pellets pummeling his cheeks. She caught her bottom lip between her teeth, worried it then nodded a decisive agreement.
“Let me grab my purse and overnight bag,” she said. “I’ll grab a ride and chance my luck. The debris might have been cleared already.”
Dallas told himself not to look, but when she bent over to retrieve her bag, his eyes zeroed in on her arse.
Down boy.
God, he hadn’t experienced this sort of reaction to a woman for a long time. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to fuck her mouth, holding her in place by her hair, and most of all he wanted to tie her to his bed. He wanted the classy Laura Drummond to submit to him while he fucked them both to breath-stealing pleasure.
Shaking the lust away, he accepted her bag and stowed it behind the driver’s seat. He straightened, his mind leaping straight to her and sexual desire. Man, he was weak. Giving in to his libido, he watched her lock her sedan and splash through puddles to join him.
“You don’t resemble your sisters and brother.” They were dark-haired, her sisters both shorter than Laura.
“Nope, everyone says I’m the cuckoo in the nest.” She peeled off her wet raincoat and slid her long legs into his vehicle. “Ugh, it’s bucketing down out there. I’m lucky you came along.”
She was still talking when Dallas climbed behind the wheel. Nervous? He grunted, started his truck and pulled onto the road, trying to ignore the unpleasant sensation of water dripping down his neck.
“I take after my great-grandmother on my mother’s side. They say I’m her twin.”
Dallas nodded while his mind trotted back to the more pleasant occupation of imagining this woman naked and engaged with him in things carnal. A whoosh of heat replaced the chill of wet clothes.
“What are you going to do if the road is closed?” she asked.
“My cabin is on this side.”
“Oh.”
“Are you wondering what I’m going to do with you if the road is closed?”
“Please.” A strangled laugh emerged from her, tinged with a healthy dose of uncertainty. “I doubt you’d do away with me.”
“But you’re not too sure?” He set the window wipers to a faster speed and eased up on the accelerator, not taking his attention off the road. “I am one of those O’Gradys.”
“Positive.” She slanted him an ice-princess look, lifted that elegant nose just so. “I’m pretty sure you’re not hiding horns under your hair, although you might be concealing a tail. Even so, I’m confident I’ll get through this ordeal unscathed. I’ll grab a ride back to Napier. There’s bound to be someone heading to the city.”
Dallas barked out a laugh, amused at her sly humor lurking beneath the hauteur. She didn’t act like any Drummond he’d come into contact with in the past. He’d thought he might have consigned himself to an hour of chilly silence—more than an hour in these driving conditions. But she’d tossed his assumptions on their butt, and he found himself wanting to explore her mentally. Ditto the physical.
“What do you do for a job?” He shot her a quick glance, caught the wrinkling of her nose.
“My mother organized a place for me at a charity. I’m working for them at present, but I’d prefer a position with more challenge.”
“What sort of employment are you looking for?” Hearsay said Laura’s older sisters had never worked in their lives. They’d done the socialite thing, found rich husbands and married. They were now popping out a new generation of Drummonds to heap down hate on the O’Grady family.
“I enjoy organizing things, which makes me a natural in the administration field.”
“Are you good with computers?”
“Not bad. Any program I don’t know, I can learn. I’m a quick study.” Her chin lifted a fraction as if she expected him to challenge her statement.
Again, he found a smile pushing his lips for escape. He enjoyed a woman who surprised him. “If you weren’t a Drummond, I’d offer you a job.”
“What sort? What do you do?”
Again, not the reaction he’d expected. “My brothers and I own a couple of Irish bars in Napier, and I have several rental properties. It’s getting too much for me to handle the paperwork along with the day-to-day things.” The pub where he had his office wasn’t in the best part of town. Nah, he couldn’t see Laura slumming it at O’Grady’s. “We’re thinking of buying the old pub in Clare.”
“The one that closed down due to fire damage?”
“Yeah.” Dallas peered through the windshield, not taking his eyes off the road.
“Can I interview for the job?”
Dallas slowed even further until his truck crawled. Closer to the Shannon Pass, the rain slapped the windows, obliterated the scenery. What he could see of the sky was a sullen gray and lightning flashed in the distance, followed by a rumble of thunder. “You want to work in a pub? Maybe I should check you for horns and a tail. You have an impish sense of humor.”
“I’m not joking,” she said, and he felt the weight of her gaze. “But if you want to check me for devilish signs you go right ahead. I might enjoy it.”
Dallas opened his mouth, shut it again, risked a swift glance in her direction. A tiny grin played around her luscious lips. Oh yeah. She was pleased with herself. “I’m an O’Grady, sweetheart. I don’t possess the right bloodlines for you.”
“My parents want me to marry James Summerville.”
Another glance away from the road. Her big brown eyes held silent messages, and it took him an extended second to grasp the stray snippets of gossip and knit them together. His lips pursed in a silent whistle. “Isn’t he gay?”
“Yup, but James wants marriage. A… Sorry, you don’t want to hear about me.” Laura wiped a round circle on the passenger side window. A polite dismissal of the subject. “I don’t like the look of this rain. If anything it’s getting worse.”
“It’s not looking promising,” he agreed, deciding to let her get away with the change of topic. “Not wedding weather.”
“My cousin was set on an early spring wedding. Heck, I picture her stamping her foot and having a full-blown tantrum about the weather. She should’ve listened to the wedding planner. This time of year is always unpredictable.” Wily amusement colored her voice, and Dallas found his lips quirking. He fought the need to fall into a full-out smile of delight. If she’d been anyone else, he’d proposition her, offer her a cozy weekend of hot sex at his cabin.
But that wasn’t gonna happen.
She was a Drummond.
“What about the rest of the guests?”
“My cousin had that covered. Her fiancé flew in guests via helicopter yesterday. They’ve had an entire week of celebrations planned.”
“So why aren’t you there partaking in the social festivities?”
“I told my mother she arranged this job for me by twisting arms and mowing over objections. I couldn’t, in good conscience, duck out whenever it suited her because I’d taken the job from other, more qualified people. And while she was spluttering trying to marshal objections, I hung up on her.” Satisfaction oozed from each word.
“Lady, you’re bad.”
When he was ten, Dallas had witnessed Jessica Drummond in action, and she’d left a lasting impression. Fire-breathing dragons had nothing on the Drummond matriarch.
“Sometimes,” she agreed.
Dallas’s hands tightened on the wheel. He’d love to play with this one and discover how deep her bad ran. Down boy. “We’re almost at the pass now.”
Up ahead, he caught a flash of red and blue lights through the windshield.
“Looks as if they’ve closed the pass,” Dallas said. “You should be able to get a ride back to Napier with the police.”
He slowed his truck and came to a stop when a man flagged them down.
Laura sighed. “I’m gonna be in big trouble.”
“When is the actual wedding?”
“Next Saturday,” she said. “With the way this rain is falling, I doubt they’ll open the pass soon. On the plus side, my bridesmaid dress is hideous. Orange—no, pardon me—apricot with a truck load of ghastly ruffles. Can I borrow your phone?”
“Sure, but reception is bad here.”
A cop rapped on Dallas’s window and he rolled it down.
“Oh, it’s you, Dallas,” Mason, one of his older brother’s friends said. “We’ve closed the pass. Had lots of rain this afternoon, and a couple of rockslides have come down. Road’s blocked.”
“Are you going back to Napier?” Laura asked.
Dallas already knew the answer. Mason had a house not far from here.
Mason’s gaze narrowed when recognition struck him. His lean body stiffened and his welcoming smile turned cool. “Nope, I’m heading back home. Came out to put up the signs.”
“Looks like you’re stuck with me, Dallas,” Laura said. “Do you know if the phone lines are down?” She directed this to Mason.
“Not so far.”
“Would you do me a favor?” she asked. “I need to get a message to my family to let them know I’m safe. Tell them I’m driving back to Napier and will return once the pass is cleared.”
“But you’re—” Mason stopped and scowled at Dallas. “Are you with him of your own volition, Ms. Drummond?”
Sudden strain sucked the air from his truck, pushed tension across Dallas’s shoulders. “Fuck you.”
Laura reached over and patted Dallas’s hand. It was knuckle-white and clenched around the wheel. “Of course I am. I had a flat tire, and Dallas offered me a lift.”
“Why didn’t you fix it?” Mason’s gaze was cop-intense and a scarce millimeter from interrogation.
“Because my idiot brother stole my spare tire. Aaron is the one you should go after, Officer. Not Dallas. Are you frightened of my mother?”
“No,” Mason said quickly. Too quickly.
And just like that, the tautness dissipated in Dallas. He winged a smirk at Mason and waited.
“I asked you to ring her because she’ll accept your word. If I ring from Dallas’s house, she’ll ask questions. Heck, she’ll ring the law and demand you retrieve me from the devil’s clutch,” Laura said. “Wouldn’t you prefer to go home and dry out? Stay in the warm?”
“I’m beginning to see your point of view,” Mason said. “I’ll make the call. Dallas will you be okay getting home?”
“The road was clear this morning, and with four-wheel drive, it shouldn’t be too bad.”
“Take care,” Mason said.
“Officer?”
“Yes, Ms. Drummond?”
“You didn’t see us together, did you?”
“No,” he said. “As far as I know you drove safely back to Napier. Where did you leave your car? I’ll put a call into dispatch so they know there are no problems.”
Two minutes later, Dallas was turning his truck and driving back to the turnoff for his cabin. Since they’d said goodbye to Mason, the earlier friendliness had switched to something dark and edgy. Every part of him tingled with anticipation.
Big, bad wolf was ready to play.
“Do you know what you’re doing?” he asked.
She sat primly in his passenger seat, manicured hands resting in her lap. Her expression was calm until she focused on him. “Yanking the devil’s tail,” she said. “Does it hurt?”




Chapter Two


A throaty chuckle burst from her, taking Laura by surprise. This wasn’t her, but something in Dallas’s deep blue eyes goaded her to outrageousness. 
“Are you sure you want to play with me, little girl?”
“I’ve cleared my weekend. The least you can do is entertain me.”
“How old are you?” He squinted into the distance and turned left onto a narrow road. The truck made easy work of the incline, tires gaining purchase on wet gravel and propelling them up the track. “Not answering me?”
“I’m twenty-three. You’re older than my brother Aaron, aren’t you? That would make you thirty, thirty-one.”
“Almost thirty-one.”
“Great. I get the benefit of your experience.”
“You’re not a virgin?”
He sounded so horrified she burst out laughing. “I have had sex before.”
“Damn, I didn’t mean this conversation to get to sex. How did that happen?”
“I prodded it that way.” Laura’s lips curved in a grin with a side of cheeky. “I have good social skills. My mother made sure I know how to converse and make people comfortable.”
She waited, was disappointed when he merely grunted and the road snared his concentration. Given the conditions, he was right to pay attention, and she shouldn’t interrupt with flirtatious banter. But she couldn’t halt her intense curiosity. His reputation preceded him—his bad-boy status—yet she didn’t care about the women who came before. For once, she wanted to do something for herself, something private for her own benefit.
After five minutes of fraught silence, he pulled up in front of a squat building surrounded by native bush. The rain fell in unrelenting curtains, the storm raging and pouting in a tree-rattling tantrum. A shiver worked down her spine, and she wriggled her toes to restore feeling to her feet. That would teach her to wear her favorite designer footwear. They were useless when it came to repelling the cold and water.
“Are we in danger of getting trapped up here?”
“Maybe. Why? It’s a bit late for second thoughts.”
Laura let out a scoffing sound. A familiar one she’d had aimed at her by family members many, many times when they thought her behavior reckless. “I’m sure you’re civilized, no matter how much you’re trying to scare me.”
“An interesting combination of impulsive and stubborn,” he mused. “Can you cook?”
“I can.” Fancy French stuff. They didn’t do plain in the Drummond mansion.
He grunted again in the way of men who used single syllable sounds as a second language. “Let’s go. I’ll grab your bag.”
Laura opened her door and climbed out, wincing at the chilliness that blasted her across the face. Tucking her purse under her arm, she skirted puddles and trailed him to the rear door. The cabin wasn’t much to look at, but at least it’d be warmer than out here in the elements.
Dallas unlocked the door and stood back to let her enter. It was dark inside and she hovered uncertainly in the doorway.
“Let me get the light.” He reached around her to flip the switch.
Laura’s breath caught on seeing the huge open room. In complete contrast to the forbidding exterior, the interior was modern and charming with enticing, comfortable chairs and couches grouped around a fireplace. Two thick rugs in bold geometric patterns covered the floor. They looked inviting, and she immediately wanted to scrunch her bare toes into the wool to savor the softness. A leafy green plant sat on a side table. Cozy.
Dallas O’Grady was becoming more interesting with each tick of the clock.
“The spare bedroom is down the hall, right at the end. Clean towels are in the bathroom cupboard. Make yourself at home. I’m going to get the fire started.”
“Thanks.” She picked up her overnight bag and set off in the direction he’d indicated. She had no intention of sleeping in the spare room. Dallas had caught her eye a long time ago when she’d been a sweet sixteen-year-old. He’d dazzled her back then with his black Irish looks—his inky black hair and contrasting blue eyes. His confident, sexy swagger. The hint of an accent even though he’d always lived in New Zealand. Maturity had increased his appeal.
Contrary to her mother’s wishes, she and James weren’t gonna happen. She had no desire to marry or to take on the function of a gay beard. A shudder crawled, slow as a caterpillar down her spine. An endless parade of charity and social functions to help her husband get ahead with no sex, no passion in her future.
No. Thank you very much.
Instead, she’d follow the plan she’d mapped out during the past few months. She had savings of her own, small but a source of pride. She’d commenced a job search and had already arranged one interview. Unfortunately, her name and lack of experience were a hindrance. If she managed—no—once she scored a job, she’d continue to save and indulge her yearning for travel to exotic destinations. While she’d traveled with her family, one didn’t see much of a foreign country from a resort.
The spare room held a double bed and a wooden dresser. It was small but adequate. Laura wandered over to study the view from the window. Darkness had arrived early because of the rain, and she couldn’t see much apart from the skeleton limbs of a tree.
Sighing, she pulled the curtains closed to shut out the night and cold. She drew off her woolen jersey and decided to change into her sweats. Not glamorous or sexy, but warm and comfortable—they’d broadcast a mixed message to Mr. Dallas O’Grady.
Congratulating herself on the last minute impulse to throw them in her bag, she stripped off the rest of her damp clothes. This was an unheard of opportunity, and she’d have her way with Dallas or tenacious wasn’t her middle name.
Ten minutes later, she wandered back to the kitchen.
A fire crackled in the grate, and Dallas had changed into a well-worn pair of jeans and a white cable jersey. Now he stood in the kitchen, squeezing lemons. “Take a seat by the fire.”
His words were a command, even though he hadn’t so much as glanced over his shoulder. Laura was used to orders. Her mother, her father, her older siblings—they shot them at her with machine-gun precision. And out of principle, she went out of her way to disobey whenever practical.
Today, she hovered on the spot, cataloging her feelings about his arrogant manner. She found herself smiling.
Interesting.
Something deep inside made her want to please him, to call forth his approval and hopefully one of his blinding smiles—for her eyes only.
Okay.
A seat by the fire it was.
She glided toward the hearth and sank to the floor. The flames flickered with vitality, an invisible power—a little like the coil of energy tucked deep inside her heart. She would fling off the fetters of parental management. Slowly, slowly. She couldn’t continue to live this way without resentment eating away her soul.
“Here, drink this,” Dallas said, handing her a steaming mug. “It’ll warm you up.”
A citrus scent grabbed her when she took a sip. Whiskey burned down her throat as she swallowed. She coughed, spluttered, shot him a look. “What is this?”
Dallas sent her a lazy grin and joined her by the fire. He sprawled back on a dark green couch, his drink in hand. “It’s Irish whiskey toddy. My grandmother swears by them to keep away winter ails. We sell a lot at the pub during the cooler weather. What do you think?”
“Nice, although it’s probably not so good on an empty stomach.”
The faint tinge of Irish in his voice brought the urge to shiver, the urge to ask a question to hear it again, the desperate urge to reach out, to touch. Her family bore Irish roots too, but they’d worked hard to shed every hint of their motherland.
“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll feed you soon.”
“I thought cooking was allocated to me.”
“We’ll take turns. You can do breakfast.” He surveyed her face, his eyes narrowing a fraction, head cocking to the side. “Why don’t you come and sit up here by me?” His voice lowered to a silky drawl.
The core of power inside her pulsated, echoed in her lady parts. “Do you bite?”
“Yes.” His eyes took on a predatory light. “But it won’t hurt a bit.”
Despite herself, her chuckle held a smidgeon of unease, and she saw he recognized her burst of anxiety. He didn’t say a word more, merely sipped his toddy and watched her like a sharp-eyed predator while she struggled with her instinct to flee.
No point exchanging one prison for another. But this was for the weekend—one, maybe two days. Although she didn’t know him well, she’d instinctively collected info over the years because he’d caught her interest. She’d become a good judge of people, trusted her intuition.
Yes.
Without another conscious thought, she joined him on the couch.
His dark brows rose. “Are you sure you should be doing this?”
God, she loved listening to him speak. So masculine. He oozed confidence, and it was a sexy thing. “I’m attracted to you. We have an opportunity, so why not indulge ourselves?”
“What about my reputation?”
“I’ve never heard anything bad about you.” But she’d heard envy and pissed from Aaron when Dallas had moved on a woman her brother wanted.
“How do I know you’re not playing me? That you’re not gonna call rape once the weekend is done.”
She gaped at him, appalled he’d suspect her capable of such despicable behavior. “If you’re not interested, tell me. I’m not in favor of coercion either.”
“And she’s back.” Amusement darkened his eyes. “The crisp touch-me-not princess has returned.”
“Fuck off,” she snapped.
“Ooh, gutter mouth. I bet your mother would instruct the housekeeper to soap your mouth for that one.”
Heat poured into her face, and she turned away to stare at the flames. “Stop baiting me.” The words emerged with a helping of sulky. Damn, she was blowing this opportunity. She’d never have another chance, not like this. Taking a deep breath, she forced her gaze back to him. “I’m offering uncomplicated and enjoyable sex. No strings. Once I leave, we both walk away without looking back. If you don’t want that, I’m adult enough to accept rejection.”
“I have a girlfriend.”
Silence fell, appalled on her part. “Why didn’t you say so?” She didn’t poach other girls’ men. “I’d never knowingly participate in cheating. That’s not me. Let’s change the subject and forget my proposition. No, wait. First, I want to apologize for putting you in this position, although you could’ve set me straight hours ago. Jeesh.”
He gave a swift nod, grinned. “My girlfriend and I parted ways last year. There hasn’t been anyone serious since then.”
“But why—” Talk about a rollercoaster ride. Irritation snapped back her confusion. “What the heck? Why would you do that?”
His smirk disappeared, replaced by a serious mien. “I needed to see how far you’d go. I have a strict set of rules when it comes to sex, and I wanted to see if we jibed on our philosophies. The last thing I want is to land in the middle of a trap set by a spoiled little rich girl.”
“It’s not my fault I was born to a wealthy family,” she retorted, tempted to hurl her drink at his pretty face. Why had she ever wanted to kiss that mouth?
It lied. It played women. It had played her.
“Put yourself in my position. Ever since Laurence Drummond and Sean O’Grady arrived in New Zealand and filed a joint claim on the Otago goldfields, our families have been at war. I need more than your word if we’re going to play nice together. I don’t want my cock to lead me into trouble and have the consequences nip me on the arse.”
Laura groped to apply fairness to the situation. She sucked in a harsh breath, gripped her glass so hard the heat of the liquid burned her palms. Despite her anger, she understood his reticence, admitted in his place, she’d hold reservations. She glanced up to find him observing her, a peculiar expression etched into his features.
“What do you want?” she asked. “What can I do to prove my sincerity?”
“What do I want?” he mused, throwing her words back at her. He sipped his toddy, still watching her until she felt like a trapped mouse. He, of course, was the sleek black cat waiting to pounce. Instead of putting her out of her misery, he lingered, savoring her frustration and her impatience. Enjoying her unease.
“Now who’s playing?” An edge of bitterness gilded her words. The weekend stretched before her, an unbearably long and wide crocodile-infested river. No way around and no way across.
He set his toddy down on a side table and stood abruptly. “Stay there.”
Nowhere else to go. She relaxed and stretched her toes to the warmth of the fire. Sighing, Laura took another sip of her toddy and closed her eyes. At least this was restful—when they weren’t having confusing discussions.
She couldn’t be sorry she was missing the hen party and the pre-wedding dramatics. After this wedding, she’d become the sole remaining single, female cousin. A project. No wonder her mother was shoving her at James. Jessica Drummond hated her sisters to out-do her own efforts. A shudder tore through Laura at the thought of her wedding. It would take on the air of a Hollywood production.
No. No. If she ever overturned her decision to remain single, she’d elope. Somewhere hot, tropical.
Much simpler.
“Are you awake?”
“Nope,” she said, regaining her earlier cheerfulness. She’d treat this weekend as a lazy holiday where she pleased herself. Pity she hadn’t packed her vibrator, but not all was lost. She’d go manual.
“Read this,” he said, sitting beside her.
She opened her eyes, caught the faint whiff of soap. Something earthy and exotic with shades of sandalwood. “Homework?” she asked, squinting at the paper he held in his left hand.
“It’s a written agreement,” he said, a faint air of challenge, of attitude.
It was his silent ultimatum that made her straighten, set her toddy aside and accept the pages. She started reading, stopping before she reached point one. Her gaze lifted to his. “A contract between lovers?”
“Yeah. Read, digest, ask questions. If you agree, sign and we go from there. If we’re having sex, I want your signature stating you agreed. Last thing I need are accusations of rape.”
He met her gaze without dissembling, sure and confident. Unapologetic.
His cool attitude fostered the same in her plus understanding. Her family…
She gave a curt nod and applied her attention to what was essentially a legal document between lovers. If she signed, she was agreeing to become his lover for— “One month?” she queried. “Why a month? We’re talking a weekend.”
“I don’t think two days will be enough.”
Her stomach did a little shimmy—excitement or fear. Laura wasn’t certain. “We could amend and initial the agreement.”
“I’d prefer to leave it as is. You might start to act crazy once this weekend is over and say I initialed the agreement afterward. I don’t want to give you reasons to dispute this contract at a later date.”
“I thought men were the ones who enjoyed uncomplicated.”
“A month is the perfect length of time to explore each other. I’m kind of bossy. I’d want you to submit to my every whim.”
Wait. “I’m not a submissive.”
His gaze speared into her, hard and compelling. “Why don’t we explore the possibilities and see? Aren’t you curious about how good we’d be together?”
The wretched man had an answer for everything. “So you’re saying you want me for a month?”
“I want to do things properly.”
Laura resisted her urge to roll her eyes—a difficult assignment. None of what had happened today was appropriate. Propositioning a man—the enemy—certainly wasn’t proper or dignified. Heck, it didn’t even rate as smart. But something in him called and goaded her to the shocking. “How do we continue this contract after the weekend is over?”
Maybe she should let him act the instructor. She might learn something.
“You could do a trial period as my new admin person. I’ll give you a basic wage. We can spend some of our nights together.”
She thought about it, nodded. His offer of a job was the deciding factor. “If the job works out, you’ll keep me on? You wouldn’t fire me after our month ends?”
“I’ll judge you solely on your merits. If you’re as good as you say, you won’t have any problems. What about your family? What would they think of you working for the enemy?”
“I can deal with my family.” If she told herself that enough she might come to believe. She lowered her eyes to read the document again. It seemed fair, straightforward. “Do you have a pen?”
For an instant, she thought she saw surprise flicker across his face, but it was gone
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