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			I reached out to you and your fingers touched mine.

			Lightning raced through me, static filled my veins.

			My woman’s soul cried out in joy . . .

			Then betrayal sang her venomous song.

			And I learned your touch wasn’t mine alone.

			Your kiss wasn’t drawn from the depths of a hunger that only a true heart can feel.

			Your passion, your need, your desperate desire, and your pleasure . . . It wasn’t mine to claim.

			It was for whoever lay beneath you.

			It was for whoever drew your interest in that moment.

			And there my heart lay bleeding . . .

			There my soul lay wounded . . .

			And still, the lesson was unlearned.

			For my heart still sang at the sight of you.

			For my soul still ached for the touch of you.

			And the woman . . .

			The woman is still lost in the dream of you.

			LYRICA MACKAY
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			The blizzard raged.

			A curtain of heavy white fluff poured from the skies, blanketing the ground and laying an enchanting veil of wonder over the land. The heavy, wet snow was thicker than it had been when Lyrica arrived at Kyleene Brock’s house. Now, the silent icy flakes were twirling and dancing in the heavy winds, creating a wondrous ballet of nature at its most beautiful.

			And at its most dangerous.

			Lying on the couch, her head propped against the thick pillowed armrest, she ignored the fact that the black chiffon and embroidered silk gown fell back to her thighs and that her robe had worked open from the loose knot she’d tied it closed with.

			Kye’s brother, Graham, wasn’t here, she reminded herself. That was how she’d ended up stuck here with Kye after they had realized how heavy the snow was falling. Her friend hated staying alone. The house was too big and too lonely when it was just her.

			Kye had acted as though something was bothering her, too, something she may have wanted to talk about. Not that she’d gotten around to talking about it. The minute the electricity had gone out and the other girl had realized they were stuck there for the night, she’d become almost angry, or worried about something. Something she had refused to discuss.

			Pushing aside the thought, Lyrica concentrated on the scene outside instead.

			The winds howled and swirled through the naked branches of the trees, whipping the thick flakes into masses of heavy drifts. The sight of it was magnificent, majestic. Mother Nature was throwing a glittering, pure white cape over the land outside and she was doing it with style.

			Had Lyrica been at her mother’s inn, or the small apartment she rented in Somerset, the show wouldn’t have been quite so beautiful.

			So romantic.

			It was a night meant to be shared with someone other than a friend. A night to be sheltered in strong arms rather than reclining alone before the fire.

			Lifting one arm over her head, she pulled at the waves of her hair absently, twirling them around her finger, tugging at them as she watched the snow fall and felt the bittersweet regret she felt each time she came to the Brock home.

			When she’d heard Graham had returned the summer before, she’d been certain she would have a chance to . . . what? A chance at his heart? A chance to be held in his arms, to feel his kiss?

			A chance to be his next flavor of the month?

			No doubt, that was all she would have had a chance at. And despite the fact that she knew it, still he held her spellbound. No matter how hard she looked, no other man measured up to him, and no other man—or woman—could steal her attention from him.

			She missed him.

			He seemed to be absent from home more often than not in the past months. His current little love bunny, damned if she could even remember this one’s name, lived just outside Louisville. Graham drove out to see her often enough that Kye had begun worrying if Graham was more serious about her than he let on.

			Lyrica did more than worry.

			She often tormented herself with the fear that he was falling in love with the cool, sophisticated blonde.

			She hated him for the very fact that this woman had lasted longer than the others.

			She often hated him for the fascination she didn’t want to have for him.

			A man hadn’t played into her plans for the future until she’d met Graham Brock. Until she’d stared into his golden brown eyes, like dark amber, and become trapped within a world of fantasy, hunger, and need that she had yet to escape from.

			What would she do if he married the other woman?

			Could she bear to see him marry?

			It would break her heart.

			The sound of the living room doors opening once again pulled her from her thoughts as a drowsy smile curved her lips.

			“You know, Kye,” she commented as she heard the doors close again before several steps were taken into the room, “maybe we should have just called the guys and told them we were scared here alone after all. I bet they would have been right here on those snowmobiles and then we could have just gone to the apartment.”

			Her brother and cousins had made the offer to come out for her hours before, and she knew they would have enjoyed the chance to use the snowmobiles they rarely got to ride anymore.

			“That really wouldn’t have worked for me.”

			Eyes wide, her heart suddenly racing in her chest, Lyrica found herself staring into Graham Brock’s dark amber gaze as he stood behind the couch.

			He had savage features with a thin, deadly looking scar bisecting his cheek and running into the closely cropped beard he wore. His brows were lowered, a scowl pulling at his expression as he glared at her.

			She should have been embarrassed. She was lying there with her gown nearly showing the fact that she wore no panties beneath it; her robe gaped open; and instead of hurrying to cover herself, she just grinned up at him.

			“Still the overprotective big brother with Kye?” she asked, her heart suddenly racing in excitement as she felt her thighs tighten at the ache centered between them. Sometimes she just hated her body’s response to him.

			“Something like that,” the answer came as his gaze drifted down her body before jerking back to her eyes. Have mercy. He was staring at her the way Dawg stared at his wife, Christa.

			“Little sister can’t stay a virgin forever.” She winked up at him. “At least, that’s what I keep telling my big brother.”

			The look in his eyes and the expression on his face had heat suddenly flooding her body. Graham rarely looked at her with the full strength of that dark hunger that lurked in his gaze. Sometimes she caught a glimmer of it, but never had she felt the full force of all that sensual, erotic hunger. 

			She was feeling the full force of it now.

			She licked her lips nervously, stilling as his jaw tightened and his fingers gripped the back of the couch as though to keep himself from reaching out for her.

			Did she really want to be his flavor of the month?

			Was there a chance she could be something more?

			“What the hell are you doing here?” Moving around the couch, he strode to the fire to grab the poker and prod the burning wood viciously before grabbing more logs and tossing them to the flames.

			Freed from the sensual spell that his look had wrapped around her, Lyrica moved slowly into a sitting position that ensured her gown fell down her thighs a bit and pulled the robe tighter around her.

			Propping her elbow on her knee, she rested her chin on her palm and watched him.

			He wasn’t wearing a shirt, leaving his upper body bare. The firelight reflected off the bronzed flesh and rippling muscles beneath. He looked like a warrior, a noble savage just in from the battlefield.

			The light dusting of chest hair hid the fine, spiderwebbed scarring she knew his chest held from the wounds that had sent him home the year before on a medical discharge. Though, Kye seemed to think there was more involved than just those wounds.

			Snug jeans cupped a manly, sexy-as-hell ass and emphasized the hard, flat planes of his abdomen while . . . Oh, sweet mercy—

			He turned to face her fully.

			Those jeans did nothing to hide the heavy erection beneath as the broad shaft pressed demandingly against the denim. It rose high enough beneath the material that she wondered if she could catch a glimpse of it if he moved just right, beneath the low rise of his jeans.

			Her mouth dried out, then watered quickly at the thought. Flicking her tongue over her lips to moisten them as she swallowed tightly, her gaze was suddenly caught by his again. And what she saw there had her heart threatening to strangle her it was beating so hard.

			“You shouldn’t be here,” he growled.

			“You weren’t supposed to be here,” she retorted breathlessly as he stood by the fire, watching her with narrowed, hungry eyes. “I didn’t hear you drive in.”

			And she would have heard him. As heavy and deep as the snow was outside, there was no way he could have slipped in.

			“I never left,” he informed her, scowling. “Only a moron would have ventured out today knowing this was coming.”

			“Well now, doesn’t that put me in my place?” she murmured, amused at the veiled insult, though she held back the fact that Kye had sworn he was gone.

			His lips thinned at the comment, the dark amber of his eyes gleaming harshly between narrowed lashes.

			“I’ll get the snowmobile out and take you to Dawg’s.” He all but demanded she leave with that offer. “His place isn’t far from here.”

			She wasn’t about to go anywhere unless he physically dragged her out of the house. Not now. Not with this tension whipping through the air and the sudden, heated certainty that she had no intention of ignoring whatever it was that flared between them so often.

			Lyrica Mackay as Graham Brock’s new flavor of the month? Her brother, Dawg, would have a stroke when he heard that one.

			“If I wanted to get out in the snow, Graham, I would have let Dawg do just that earlier. It’s beautiful to watch, but I’m really not into being out in it,” she informed him archly. Her gaze drifted to his bare chest again, loving the way the firelight played against the mat of hair at his chest. It looked like burnished gold, warm and inviting.

			She was pathetic.

			She was hopeless.

			No doubt he and his latest little love bunny laughed often over the silly little Mackay and her crush on him. It was nauseating. No matter the insults she flung at herself, she couldn’t keep her gaze from him, couldn’t stop wanting him.

			He was her fascination. Her weakness. She couldn’t help it, no matter how hard she tried.

			“I can’t believe Dawg didn’t head out here anyway,” he growled, muscular arms crossing over his broad chest as he continued to glare at her.

			“He might have, if he had known you were home,” Lyrica pointed out with a grin. “I believe he may be under the impression that you’re not exactly in residence.”

			His eyes widened briefly before his scowl turned to a glare so fast that she almost missed the transformation. “You’re trying to get me killed,” he muttered.

			She would have laughed, but she couldn’t get the sound past the racing beat of her heart or the breathless need tearing through her.

			She hated what he did to her. Hated how he made her realize things about herself that she hated realizing. Things such as the fact that she was ready to beg him to touch her.

			“Well, if Dawg killed you, Graham, then Kye wouldn’t have to worry about any more of your little snuggle bunnies running around the house at all hours,” she pointed out innocently, though the thought of it had the power to make her burn with jealous anger. “I think she lives in fear of seeing any more of your naked lovers traipsing down the hallway. She’s convinced she’s been traumatized, you know.”

			Several months before, she and Kye both had watched in amazement as his lover had stepped into the kitchen completely naked, then opened the fridge and gathered a variety of fruits and cheeses, along with a bottle of wine, before moving upstairs once again.

			For the briefest second, amazement transformed his features.

			“Kye lives in fear of it, or you do?” he growled, his voice deepening, turning darker.

			A flush raced over her face. She could feel the heat of it, the anger spurring it, and narrowed her eyes back at him in response.

			“I just hope you use protection. It would be a shame if that fine body of yours started wasting away from some bug you’d picked up and couldn’t get rid of.” She mocked his response lightly. “There’s little enough eye candy in this county as it is. Losing some of it would be a crime.”

			“Viper,” he muttered.

			“Prick,” she countered, a brow arching with a satirical grin. “Really, Graham. You’re pretty to look at and all, but I’m sure your attitude would spoil the view eventually.”

			His arms dropped from his chest and he prowled closer to where she sat on the couch.

			Oh, boy.

			She had no idea what she’d set loose inside him, but there was no doubt something was free. His eyes glittered with it, his expression hardening as he moved closer.

			“That tongue of yours is going to get you in trouble,” he warned her.

			Suddenly, the daring and curiosity that had filled her moments before deserted her. He wasn’t hiding that hunger now. In that moment, he didn’t give a damn if she saw the lust raging in his eyes and on his face.

			“So Dawg tells me often,” she informed him as she moved quickly to her feet. “You should discuss it with him,” she suggested. “Tomorrow. Good night, Graham.”

			Turning, she moved to leave the living room and the hunger that flared so bright, so hot in his eyes . . .

			“Like hell.”

			A hard band wrapped around her waist, pulling her to a hard stop as she was brought against the powerful body behind her in one smoothly executed move.

			Oh god.

			She hadn’t expected this. She hadn’t even fantasized about this. Not like this. So dark and dominant that it awoke a knee-weakening submission inside her she had never imagined she possessed.

			“Graham.” The soft exclamation escaped her lips as he pulled her around and brought her body against his once again, holding her to him as he stared down at her silently.

			His gaze burned with lust. Narrowed and intense, it went over her face as she watched him, breathless. Her breasts rose and fell swiftly against his hard chest, her nipples pressing imperatively into the thin silk as though to reach heated flesh.

			“You always have that look in your eyes,” he muttered, one hand moving to cup her neck as it pushed beneath her hair. “Hungry but innocent.”

			She fought to breathe as she watched his lips move, not really caring what he was saying. She wanted him to kiss her. Wanted him to give her whatever it took to ease the hunger that clawed at her each time she saw him.

			How unfair was it, the way she craved just the sight of him, when it was more than obvious he had no problem staying away from her?

			His thumb brushed over her jaw, sending a rush of sensation racing across her flesh.

			“Are you going to kiss me, Graham, or just keep spoiling the view with your attitude?” she finally whispered, desperate for that touch, that taste of him.

			“Kissing you would be the biggest mistake of my life.” He sighed, but he wasn’t letting her go.

			“Yeah, mine, too.” She breathed out, curling one arm up around his neck. “So why not just make it together?”

			She lifted to him.

			His head lowered.

			The second their lips met it was as though the hunger, carefully contained, escaped with a rush, determined to be imprisoned no longer.

			His hunger was voracious. Her need was unquenchable.

			Graham’s lips slanted over hers as he lifted her closer, his tongue pressing between her lips, feeding on her need as he tasted every lush, sensual promise she made in return.

			The lash of heat and overwhelming pleasure wasn’t expected. In all her fantasies, all her heated explorations of her own body, she had never imagined pleasure like this. Hadn’t guessed it could be so hot, so filled with such exquisite pleasure.

			Spearing her hands into the overlong hair at the back of his head, Lyrica curled her fingers into the rough silk feel of it to hold him to her. She couldn’t bear the thought of stopping. Couldn’t imagine ever living without his touch, his kiss, now that she’d had it.

			Heat rushed through her system as he nipped at her lower lip, licked it as he lifted her into his arms, a low, muttered groan vibrating in his chest as he lowered her back to the couch. A hard, muscled thigh pushed between hers, spreading her legs as he came over her. At the same time he loosened the knot of her robe, pushing it to the sides of her breasts as he broke the fiery kiss.

			Lyrica stared up at him, dazed, drunk on the pleasure racing through her as Graham gripped her hands and lifted them to the armrest above her head, holding them securely with one hand.

			“So damned pretty,” he muttered, his lips moving to the line of her neck as she tilted her head back to accommodate the caress.

			Every muscle in her body tightened at the sensations tearing through her as he licked, kissed, and rasped the slender column of her neck. His teeth raked over it, the sound of his harsh breathing meeting her panting breaths as he released her lips and helped her from the robe. At the same time, the slender straps of her gown were pushed down, her arms sliding from them as the material was removed and tossed aside.

			A broken moan of need escaped her lips, though she fought to still it to ensure Kye didn’t hear if she came to check on her. It was impossible to hold back as Graham’s lips moved to the swollen curves of her breasts.

			Pushing the sensitive curves together, he licked, nibbled, his lips kissing as they moved from one tight nipple to the other.

			Lyrica fought just to remember how to breathe past the pleasure. She’d never known such heated, electric sensations. Had never known hunger could rise so hot, so fast through her body.

			Then his lips covered one tight, beaded nipple, suckling it hungrily into his mouth as his hips moved between her thighs. The hard denim-covered wedge of his erection pressed against bare, slick flesh, ground against it, sending pleasure to mix with diabolical greed at the distended bud of her clit.

			Mewls of need fell from her lips as she bit at them to hold back her cries. She couldn’t let them escape. She had to hold back. If Kye heard them, she’d never forgive Lyrica. She hated it when her friends became fixated on her brother.

			A low, desperate whimper escaped as Graham’s hand moved from the curve of her breast to her thigh. His fingers moved up to grip the curve of her hip.

			“Oh god, Lyrica,” he groaned, the dark rasp of his voice sensual and filled with lust. “You’ll be the death of me.”

			Lyrica trembled, and her eyes opened to watch as he levered his body back to stare down at the bare, glistening flesh of her sex.

			Slowly, he spread her thighs farther apart and pushed the knee resting against the back cushions into the upholstery as he lifted her other leg until her calf rested over his shoulder.

			“Graham.” Her voice shook, hunger and the fear of the unknown, need and uncertainty, rushing through her as he drew his hand along her inner thigh.

			“Shh, just for a moment,” he crooned, his voice like dark velvet gliding across her senses. “I’ve dreamed of this, Lyrica. Let me have it, just for a moment.”

			His head lowered.

			Lyrica’s eyes widened at the first lick of his tongue across her sensitive flesh. Her hips arched, a moan slipping past her lips, her fingers sliding into his hair to grip the heavy strands.

			Fiery, intense pleasure rushed through her system with furious intent, tearing through her, drowning any fear that might have been growing inside her.

			There was no fear now. There was pleasure. Exquisite, heated, drugging pleasure she couldn’t have resisted even if she wanted to.

			He pursed his lips as he kissed the hard bud of her clit, drawing a rapturous flare of sensation from the tender flesh as her hips jerked against his lips.

			“Graham. Oh god, Graham.”

			His tongue licked over, around the swollen bundle of nerves. Pleasure whipped and built through Lyrica as he tasted her, kissed the saturated flesh, then with a greedy tongue delved into the swollen folds to find the aching center of her body.

			His tongue flicked over the narrow entrance, spreading heated, electric ecstasy with the quick, hungry licks and shallow penetrations that never seemed enough. With each touch, each taste he took, she needed more. Ached and begged for more.

			“Damn you,” he groaned, spreading the folds apart with the fingers of one hand to deliver another hungry kiss to her clit.

			But this one lingered.

			His tongue flicked over her and sensation slashed through her as she drew her hips up to meet his kiss once again.

			Each touch, each lick pushed steadily increasing waves of pleasure through her system. She was lost in a blinding sea of sensation and desperate to sink deeper. Desperate for more as she felt the pad of his thumb slide against her entrance, pressing into it, spreading her flesh open as the waves began to tighten, to build.

			She was so close.

			Clenched, aching, her hips lifted to him, trembling, shuddering with each driving surge of sensation as she gave herself to the storm pounding at her senses.

			“Graham, where the hell are you!” Strident and filled with ire, the feminine voice of Graham’s current conquest filtered through the living room doors as Lyrica froze, her eyes flashing open to stare at Graham as betrayal tore through her.

			Graham’s head jerked up, shock and guilt reflecting in his eyes as Lyrica began struggling beneath him, desperate now to be free of him.

			“Stay!” he hissed, pushing her back to the couch, leaning over her, one hand over her lips as the door opened.

			The couch hid them. The fire had burned down, the weakened flames and glowing embers casting an intimate glow over the room.

			“Graham, are you in here?” the irate woman called out again.

			Lyrica was dying inside. She could feel the pain tearing through her, the knowledge that he had just left his lover’s bed and had dared to touch her. Dared to show her everything she couldn’t have—

			Her heart was ripping in two. The pain was blinding, agonizing as her eyes remained locked with his.

			Let him see. Let him see how it hurt, let him see that he had just destroyed something she now knew that he ached for just as much as she did. Because she would make damned sure he never had a chance to touch her again.

			Because another chance would end the same way. With the knowledge that she was no more than a stolen, forbidden moment. Something he could throw away whenever his latest lover came calling his name again.

			“Dammit, I’m getting tired of this,” the other woman muttered angrily, fury vibrating in each word.

			A second later, the door snapped shut again.

			Lyrica didn’t take her eyes off his. Pain washed through her in waves, making her breathing choppy, the fight to hold back her tears iffy.

			“I’m sorry,” he whispered, his thumb lifting to brush back an escaping tear. “This wasn’t supposed to happen.”

			His hand lifted from her lips.

			“Get off me!” She kept her voice low, quiet, despite the need to scream, to rage.

			She struggled against him again, pushing at his shoulders, ragged gasps tearing from her throat as she fought to be free of him.

			“Lyrica, wait,” he growled.

			“Get off me before I start screaming,” she demanded, her voice rough, low.

			She didn’t want his skanky little bunny to know about what he’d just done any more than he did.

			“We need to talk—”

			“Fuck you!” she cried out furiously. Her voice was still low, still quiet, but the rage tearing through her was only rising. “Get off me, Graham, or I swear to god, you’ll regret it. I promise you . . .” Kicking, pushing, she fought to be free of him.

			She had to be free of him.

			Oh god, she hated him. She hated what he was doing to her, hated what he was making her feel. She hated this pain. Hated the need still tearing through her body, the inner anger and hunger to stay right where she was.

			Suddenly, she was free.

			Graham jumped from her, pushing his fingers through his hair as a brutal curse hissed from his lips.

			“Stay here, dammit,” he snarled, catching her before she could leave the room.

			“Why? So she won’t see me and fuck your little party up?” she demanded harshly.

			“No,” he whispered, holding her in front of him, staring down at her. The regret she saw in his face made her hate him, hate herself. “So you won’t be hurt any more than I’ve already hurt you. Just stay here, Lyrica. Give me three minutes. Just three minutes . . .”

			Releasing her, he brushed past, and the sound of him leaving the room broke the control she’d fought to hold on to. Sobs tore from her, almost as silent as the tears that whispered from her eyes.

			She sank to the hearth, wrapping her arms around herself as she bent her head to her knees and fought to quiet the brutal sobs shuddering through her.

			They were quiet, but still devastating to her. 

			—

			And to the man on the other side of the door listening to them.

			It was better this way, he thought wearily. He’d been insane to touch her to begin with. He’d known better, yet the hunger that tore at him demanded otherwise.

			A hunger he had no choice but to turn and walk away from. For both their sakes.
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			Two months later

			The snow had melted from the Kentucky mountains, but that didn’t mean there wouldn’t be more before the season was over. The early March weather was a little cooler than normal—too damned bad it didn’t do a thing to cool down his body.

			Pulling into the crowded parking lot, Graham gripped the steering wheel in a white-knuckled grip as a grimace tightened his jaw.

			He was supposed to stay away from her. He’d sworn to himself he would stay the hell away from her. She deserved better than a man who couldn’t trust. A man whose anger burned because of the very fact that he couldn’t stay away from her.

			Glaring at the brightly lit house with music pulsing in the air and humanity milling about it, he knew he should turn around and just leave. Hell, she was over twenty-one. She was a woman grown and well old enough to decide if she wanted to be here or not. 

			At least, that was the argument he’d given her brother, Dawg Mackay. Unfortunately, saying no to the Mackays wasn’t always the easiest thing to do. Sooner or later, a man just threw his hands up in surrender, did what he had to do, and hoped it was over. Mackays were like water against stone sometimes. They just fucking eroded good common sense.

			The Mackay males had decided there were certain parties that the Mackay females weren’t to attend, and in Pulaski County and the counties surrounding it, everyone listened. If one of Dawg Mackay’s sisters was seen at a party with certain qualities, then a call was to be made. If a Mackay couldn’t be reached, then there was a list, a short list, of numbers to call. Hesitate to make the call and when the day came that you needed a favor from one of those Mackay men, good luck.

			For some reason—Mercury in retrograde, bad karma, just bad fucking luck, he didn’t know what—for some damned reason no one was reachable but Graham this time. And it just had to be Lyrica Mackay attempting to have a life without her brother’s permission.

			Hell, he felt sorry for the Mackay daughters who were rapidly approaching their teen years.

			u better get here! cause dude this bitch is burnin’

			Distaste pulled at his lips as he read the text. He was going to have to teach that bastard how to write, and how to describe a beautiful woman.

			With the text came video. 

			And there just had to be video, didn’t there?

			Pulling up the file texted to his smartphone, Graham tapped the icon and waited the second or so it took to download.

			He should have let it be, he thought, swallowing tightly as it came up. Because Lyrica was definitely burning.

			So damned hot she made his fingers burn to touch her.

			The music was a hard country tune, fast and rhythmic, and it played perfectly to her ability to move like the erotic fantasy she was.

			And she was moving.

			Laughing, her gaze centered on the redneck bastard dancing with her, she held the longneck bottle of beer comfortably in one hand as the other curled over her head. She moved with gut-clenching, erotic grace, hips swaying, the tops of her pretty breasts sheened with perspiration, her long, straight black hair flowing to the middle of her shoulder blades.

			Then the son of a bitch dancing with her reached out to clasp her hips—

			And she let him pull her to him. Laughing, her emerald green eyes gleamed with latent fire before she moved back to tease further with the sensual gyrations of her seductive body.

			“Fuck me!” The snarl tore from his lips before he could hold it back. “I’m going to paddle her ass!”

			He tried to push back the thought of what he intended to do to it after he watched it blush a pretty pink, for branding his senses. But the fantasy was still there. Just as it was every day, every night, every time he breathed.

			Exiting the vehicle, he slammed the door shut, listened for the automatic door lock, then strode quickly toward the house.

			She was going to make him insane—that was all there was to it. After the night of the blizzard, after tasting her, there had been no peace for him. He had a taste for her now, one he couldn’t get out of his senses or make himself forget.

			And that was pissing him off.

			This wasn’t the time. The wrong time in his life, the wrong time for his heart, the wrong time for his soul. It was simply the wrong damned time for this. He’d always known Lyrica could get under his skin, get beneath his defenses, but he’d never imagined she’d get in this deep. That she would weaken him at a time when he had no choice but to be strong.

			As he entered the house and made his way purposefully to the patio, his jaw clenched with the anger that thought brought.

			A chorus of boos met his appearance and he knew his reason for being there was expected. Just as they weren’t for the Mackays, parties weren’t his style. If he was going to get crazy with a woman, then he was going to get crazy without witnesses.

			The sound of disappointed calls had the tempting motions of Lyrica’s delicately rounded body stilling as she turned to him.

			Immediately her eyes narrowed, and before he could reach her she lifted that damned beer to her lips and finished the drink in seconds, before he could take it from her. Not that he would have. That was her brother’s prerogative, not his.

			“Ready to go?” he snapped, glancing at the bottle with an air of disgust.

			“Not really.” Her brows arched as a mocking smile shaped her lips. “You ready to leave without me?”

			He grunted at that. The question was so preposterous it didn’t deserve an answer.

			“You walking out or do I have to drag you out?” He sighed.

			Damn, he really hoped she was walking . . .

			She laughed at the question. “Where’s the fun in that?”

			Evidently, laughter was contagious. At least, hers was, because the curious crowd twittered with her.

			Hell, he could read that look in her eyes—she was going to make damned certain this was as difficult as possible.

			Breathing out in exasperation, he flicked a glance at her clothing and considered his options as everyone waited and watched.

			She looked damned good, he had to say that for her.

			Five feet, four inches tall, her three-inch heels pushed her to five-seven. She wore jeans that licked over every inch of skin from just below her hips until they disappeared beneath the dark brown leather boots that ended just above her knees.

			Decision made.

			He didn’t give her time to block him or guess what he was doing. Amid the cheers of the crowd he moved forward, bent, and had her over his shoulder in a second, one arm anchoring the backs of her knees as she screamed in outrage.

			Just for effect, he reached up with his free hand and slapped her shapely bottom as laughter and catcalls echoed behind them.

			“You ass,” she cried out, but she stilled her struggles.

			Well, she stilled them for a few seconds. The feel of her hand smacking at the back of his jeans had his lips curling in amusement as he stalked out the front door.

			“Hey, Graham, you have a wildcat on your hands!” Elijah Grant laughed as he moved to Graham’s side.

			Although the other man carried a beer for effect, he was as sober as a judge on Sunday. Dark hazel eyes watched the area carefully beneath lowered lids, and if Graham knew Elijah, there was a weapon hidden somewhere beneath the sweatshirt, jeans, and boots he wore.

			Probably several.

			“Elijah Grant, I’ll just have Zoey kick your damned ass,” Lyrica threatened him furiously.

			Elijah grimaced, then a grin touched his lips as they entered the parking lot. “Tell her I like my doms in black leather instead of baggy sweats. If she dresses the part, I might let her try.”

			A furious snarl tore from Graham’s burden as Elijah chuckled at her response.

			“Why didn’t a Mackay collect her?” the other man asked then. “She doesn’t give her brother or cousins near that much trouble.”

			“Hell if I know,” Graham muttered. He was still trying to figure out what the purpose of it was himself.

			“So what’s your count at now?” Elijah asked.

			His count. After this, how many favors did he still owe the Mackays?

			“Hell if I know,” he repeated with an edge of anger. “I wasn’t aware I had a count until recently.” Until the Mackays had needed someone to follow Lyrica and her sister Zoey when they took an overnight shopping trip to Louisville just before summer ended the year before.

			“Yeah, they get a man like that.” Elijah sighed.

			“Graham Brock, let me down this minute,” Lyrica ordered. “I swear if you don’t let me go I’ll tell Kye how to run those damned bimbos of yours out of the house within hours. I know how to do it. Ask Declan. I swear I’ll do it.”

			Graham glanced toward the heavens, praying for patience. If she didn’t stop, he was going to end up doing something neither of them would appreciate once they came back up for air.

			“Poor Declan,” Elijah murmured. “Really, Lyrica, you and Zoey should leave the man alone long enough to get him some. Let him enjoy his freedom.”

			Declan Mackay, Natches’s adopted son, had been fighting a war with his cousins almost since the day they’d arrived. It wasn’t a cruel war. It wasn’t one of dislike, not really. But it was an amusing one.

			Reaching the Viper, Graham nodded to the door and waited as Elijah hurriedly opened it.

			“Your chariot awaits, princess.” Graham snickered as he bent, turned, and expertly maneuvered her into the passenger seat. He’d perfected the move during those years when he’d had to collect his baby sister from parties. Though she’d been about fifteen at the time, he thought in disgust, not twenty-four.

			What the hell was Dawg Mackay thinking? Kye would shoot him with his own gun if he attempted something like this now.

			At least Lyrica didn’t attempt to jump from the car.

			Crossing her arms over her breasts, she stared straight ahead, silent and furious.

			“Think she’ll consider the fact that this is Dawg’s fault, not yours?” Elijah asked, the laughter waiting just below the surface more than evident in his tone.

			“No.” Closing the door, Graham raked his fingers through his hair in resignation, his gaze meeting the other man’s. “Why do you think Dawg likes to cash in his favors this way? It’s so much easier than facing the music himself.”

			The music being his sister’s fury. Lyrica was widely known to be the one sister who had no reservations when it came to getting even with her brother. She’d spent two months living in his home when she was twenty, making his life hell with such simple teenage maneuvers that Dawg had sworn to her that he wouldn’t interfere in her life as he did with her older sisters.

			He didn’t keep that promise when it came to certain parties though.

			“Good luck, buddy.” Elijah chuckled as he backed away from the car, watching as Graham opened the driver’s-side door.

			“I’ll need it,” Graham called back as he slid into the low seat and started the motor.

			“Can we put the top down?” Lyrica asked, her fingers moving immediately for the radio and flipping it on as she pushed the volume up.

			Way up.

			He blinked over at her, completely taken aback by the cheerful smile and steady regard. He was so surprised that she was able to find and press the hardtop control before he realized what she was doing. Glancing up to see the top halfway folded back, he wondered if there was any way in hell he was going to survive the night.

			As the roof settled into place, she sat back in her seat, buckled her seat belt, and threw him another smile. “I told Dawg if he sent you after me then I was staying the night with you. Did he mention that?”

			God love her brother’s heart. Maybe the man knew what the hell he was doing after all.

			“He mentioned something about staying with Kye,” he admitted.

			“Hmm.” Lifting one hand, she studied her nails for a second. “Did you mention Kye wasn’t home this weekend?”

			“Did I mention I wasn’t staying after I dropped you off?” he asked. An empty threat. He’d never leave her at his home alone. He rather liked his house standing just as it was.

			“Awesome!” She threw out a perfectly modulated teenage exclamation of pleasure. “The house to myself. Tell me, how hard will you spank me when you come home to find guests in your bed?”

			Like hell. “Guests?” he growled.

			The smile she gave him was pure intended retribution. “Guests, love. Old man Henner’s bluetick hound dogs. All twelve of them. I’m certain they’ll just love that big bed bimbo number six couldn’t say enough about.”

			Training was an amazing thing. It kept him from wincing at the insulting disgust in her voice.

			Vindictive little wretch.

			He was damned glad he’d worn his jacket as he turned on the seat heater and amped the temperature higher to compensate for the open top.

			Pulling out of the parking spot, he continued to ignore the threat next to him, gave in to the hard throb of the vehicle’s motor, and accelerated quickly.

			She was silent as he drove along the narrow lane, fiddling with the satellite radio stations before settling on a channel belting out R&B music. As he turned the volume down to a seductive level, he was aware of her turning in her seat so she could watch him assessingly.

			“Kye should have been home by now,” she stated as he pulled onto the main road.

			“She’ll be there sometime tonight. She didn’t say when.”

			Kye had spent the past three weeks in California with their aunt and uncle, under duress. Her aunt pulled the guilt trip from hell to get her there. She’d flown home the second she was able to get away. Her mother’s sister, as Kye called her, was a manipulating pain in the ass.

			“I’ll call her when she gets home. You can drop me off at my apartment instead of Dawg’s tonight. I’ll harass him in the morning.”

			The statement had him glancing at her. “What apartment? I thought you moved back in with your mother.”

			“My, aren’t you out of the loop,” she drawled in a voice that some men would mistake as a promise.

			Graham knew better. He knew her well enough to detect the anger in her tone.

			“It would seem so,” he grunted. “Dawg didn’t mention an apartment. He just said you were threatening to spend the night with Kye if he sent me after you.”

			“Actually, the exact wording was, ‘Send him and I’ll sleep with him.’ Evidently he didn’t take the warning to heart. Does he not know you’re looking for the next flavor of the month?”

			Lifting his arm to rest on the edge of the open window, Graham rubbed at the side of his face, the rasp of the short beard covering his jaw reminding him of more than the fact that he hadn’t shaved.

			“I probably haven’t mentioned it to him,” he murmured, wondering how fast he could get his tongue down her throat and his fingers buried in her pussy if he pulled the car over to the side of the road somewhere.

			She’d protest at first. He knew her. Contrary little minx that she was, she wouldn’t give in easily after the way they’d been interrupted during that snowstorm.

			Chloe had been stuck at the house after he’d told her their affair was over. He hadn’t noticed the snow piling up until she’d mentioned it, after he’d informed her he was taking her home.

			“Perhaps you should mention it to him,” Lyrica suggested. “Then he might take me seriously.”

			“Hmm, I’d be opposed to warning him first if that’s what you intended to do,” he pointed out. The thought of tasting her again, feeling the tight warmth, and tasting the flow of sweet heat as his tongue rimmed the snug entrance had him a little distracted.

			“You’d be opposed to warning him first?” The low, furious tone of her voice nearly had him grinning.

			“Yeah, I would be,” he admitted. “He or Natches would feel the need to hit me. They still pack a mean punch, sweetheart. I’d at least like to experience what I’m getting my ass kicked for first.”

			Like hell. There were nights—hell, every night after he lay down in bed—that he would gladly take an ass whipping for one more taste of her. Thankfully, he was stronger before and after those moments.

			“I’m going to kick your ass for being a moron,” she stated, eyes narrowed, the emerald green almost neon as she glowered at him.

			“Hmm, think that’s how it’ll go, do you?”

			He didn’t agree.

			Graham flicked another glance at her. That blouse she wore dipped low over the soft rise of her breasts before meeting to buttons between them. He could have it unbuttoned in a second or two, he guessed.

			He could have one of those sweet nipples in his mouth again, his tongue licking over the hard little tip, each stroke, each tug of his mouth making her burn hotter . . .

			“Where are we going, Graham? Because if you’re actually taking me to your house, I really will slip those dogs in on you.”

			She would be too damned busy lying beneath him as he slipped into her, he thought.

			“Where do you want to go?” he asked, ignoring the threat.

			“My apartment, Graham. Are you having trouble hearing tonight?”

			He was having trouble keeping his mind out of her pants, and that was damned dangerous territory.

			He didn’t answer the question, but increased the pressure on the accelerator of the Viper instead. He had to get her to that damned apartment. He could remember, think, and fantasize all he wanted, but he knew the hazards of actually taking what he wanted.

			“Address,” he growled.

			Since when did Dawg Mackay allow his sisters to move out on their own? That was damned dangerous. They were, after all, Mackays.

			Lyrica gave him her address, watching him closely as she named the apartment complex the Mackay cousins had bought six months before. That explained it. She may have felt like she was on her own, but she was still beneath their eagle eye. At least, Graham was certain that was what Dawg told himself.

			After giving him the address, she sat back in her seat, silent then. Graham kept waiting for another smart-ass comment or question, feeling like the anticipation of it would likely have him breaking a sweat soon.

			“Why did you do that during the snowstorm?” Her voice was soft, the hint of vulnerability in it digging sharp claws into both his conscience as well as his temper.

			He should have been prepared for the question.

			Telling her he’d been helpless against the hunger that rose inside him wasn’t the wisest course of action, and he damned sure wasn’t going to take it.

			“Is that why you’ve stopped coming to the house?” he asked rather than answering her. “Because of what happened?”

			He glanced at her, aware of the steady look she had leveled on him, that quick little mind of hers working, gauging his response, his honesty.

			Damn her. Damn her. She reminded him far too much of what he wanted only to forget.

			“Answer me first.” There was a note of hurt in her tone, one that suggested she knew he was trying to avoid the question and was coming up with her own reasons for that.

			Rubbing at the back of his neck for a second, Graham kept his expression clear, with no hint of a reaction. What the hell was he supposed to say anyway?

			“What does it matter?” he finally asked her. “It was regrettable. I never should have touched you.”

			He should have stayed in his room, because he had known she was there. He had known she would be there watching the snow. He’d sensed her in the house that evening, just as he always did.

			He should have just spent the night fucking Chloe, despite the fact that their relationship, as well as his desire for her, was over. He could have done as he had been doing for months and let thoughts of touching Lyrica have their way while he fucked his “flavor of the month,” as she and Kye called his lovers.

			Lyrica didn’t say anything more. Linking her fingers in her lap, she stared out the windshield, lips pursed, jaw tight, as the air around her seemed to hum with her anger.

			Hell, he’d never seen her so pissed she was speechless.

			That was almost scary.

			As he drove past the city limits, Graham told himself that if he’d hurt her, he was sorry, and it was the last thing he’d wanted to do. But he was damned if he knew how to handle what she made him feel. And now was not the time to figure it out.

			Pulling into the parking lot of the apartment complex, he parked the Viper in the slot marked with the apartment number she’d given him.

			It was a ground-floor patio apartment. A privacy fence separated each side of her small yard from her neighbors’, while leaving the front onto the parking lot clear. Which made little sense to him, he admitted.

			“Call Dawg,” he suggested as he put the vehicle in park and turned to look at her. “One of these days someone’s going to get hurt when they have to drag you or Zoey from a party. He’s been lucky so far.”

			She rolled her eyes. “Every house owner on the lake knows if we show up to a party to let him know. As long as the parties aren’t getting wild then he lets it go.”

			“This one was getting wild?” The thought of Lyrica being amid some of the depraved things that went on at the lake parties had conflicting emotions tearing through him. Fury and lust, just to start with.

			“It would have.” She shrugged, unclipping her seat belt. “In another couple of hours the patio would have been empty and couples would have been doing the happy-happy in the shadows.” She waggled her brows suggestively.

			“The happy-happy?” he muttered, wondering at the phrasing.

			“The happy-happy,” she said, voice lowering, a sensual, hungry rasp to her voice. His entire body tensed in reaction.

			His cock, already hard and throbbing in interest, gave a hard jerk, his balls tightening as she turned and gripped the dash and the back of his seat before lifting slowly toward him.

			“You know, Graham,” she whispered, green eyes gleaming in need, in helpless hunger, “that feeling you get when you’re burning inside with the pleasure, certain the flames are going to consume you, drag you to a place where ecstasy fills every particle of your mind?” Her lips were a breath from his as he held her gaze, and he let himself sink inside the melting pleasure she described. “Tell me, did you find that place the night of the snowstorm after you left me? Did you use your bimbo to relieve the lust you teased me with?”

			He was going to fuck her.

			His jaw tensed, lust sweeping over him, consuming him as she knelt in the seat beside him, her upper body braced in front of him.

			“Don’t make this mistake, Lyrica,” he warned her, one hand clenching the steering wheel, the other gripping her hip warningly. “Don’t think in your anger that you can make me pay for whatever slight you perceive.”

			“Make you pay?” she whispered, the full curves of her breasts rising and falling temptingly. “You make us sound like enemies, Graham. I’ve never been your enemy.”

			Releasing her hip, he let his hand move to her thigh, testing the firm muscle beneath, letting himself become immersed in the thought of those lovely legs gripping his hips.

			He moved his hand from the steering wheel and reached up, intending to pull her to him, the only action, the only hunger he could make sense of at the moment.

			“No, you’re not my enemy, sweetheart,” he agreed. He’d make damned sure of it.

			She caught his wrist before he could touch her hair, her head pulling back, the anger he’d sensed in her earlier suddenly flaring in her eyes.

			“And I’m not one of your bimbos, your snuggle bunnies, or your damned cheap-ass tramps that tromp naked around your sister as if she wants to see their silicone-filled breasts or nasty-ass bushes. And I’ll make damned sure my brother never sends you after me again.”

			He watched her.

			Eyes narrowed, his hand returned to the steering wheel as she jerked the door open and moved to leave the car.

			“Lyrica.” He said her name softly, the warning in it bringing her to a stop. She turned slowly to stare at him over her shoulder. “If you ever need me, I’m here. But take this to heart, baby—tease me again, and I’m going to fuck you. Every way I know how, and I’m sure I’ll think of a few new positions just for you. But I will fuck you. When it’s over you’ll be hurt, I’ll feel bad as hell for it, and I’ll make an enemy of every Mackay I know. Do us both a favor, a big favor. Stay the hell out of my bed.”

			Her lips curled in disgust. “Don’t worry, Graham. I never was into trashy studs or used seconds, no matter how damned good they think
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