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Chapter One
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Trent Brannigan reclined on the comfortable chaise-lounger outside the master bedroom on his second-floor balcony, unaware he was about to hear something that would alter his life forever. The night was quiet, the sky clear and cloaked in darkness, save the twinkling stars above. 

A feather-light breeze brushed his freshly showered skin, which was covered only by a pair of Calvin Klein boxer briefs. He drew a deep breath before swallowing a swig of his favored lager from the chilled bottle he’d grabbed out of his upstairs wet bar. The tension in his body from fighting a difficult defense attorney in court all day melded into the place of antagonizing memories. He chuckled at himself for letting the asshole get under his skin.

Sweet acacia and blooming jasmine infused the atmosphere with a pleasant and tranquil aroma. He closed his eyes, drew another deep breath, and relaxed into the thick, comfortable cushions. The sound of females giggling from his neighbor’s lanai snagged his attention, and he opened his eyes. He recognized the voices as they chattered—Nicki, Barbara, Amy, and Holly. Trent thought of the three lucky men who had claimed the hearts of Nicki’s friends and who were rapidly becoming his friends. He glanced at his phone to see it was just past 10:00. 

His oversized house sat next to Nicki’s small bungalow on the cul-de-sac they shared with her father, the man he’d spent his day arguing in front of, Judge Grant Hamilton. Despite being hidden from his upstairs view, he could see her patio from his pool deck downstairs. The urge to investigate enticed him, but he was too content with his current stealthy perch. 

“If I’d known sex could be so good, I’d have done it sooner. The mere thought of it is making my petunia tingle. I hope Adam won’t have to work all night. He keeps me so horny, I can’t seem to get enough of him.”

Trent eased his beer down onto the glass-top table, then angled his ear, trying to catch Barbara’s every word. His cock twitched. He felt a surge of guilt, but couldn’t miss this chance to enjoy such a stimulating conversation. His mother would be ashamed of him, but he never claimed to be a saint. 

“I get where you’re coming from. I share the same feelings about Daniel.” Amy giggled. “He’s a very attentive and well-equipped lover. My petunia is tingling, too. I hope he doesn’t have to work late, either. We have a rule, though.” 

Trent swallowed a chuckle. Petunia?

“What’s the rule?” Nicki asked. 

Yeah, what’s the rule? Trent’s curiosity grew by the second. How many of these conversations had he missed by not coming out here? Suddenly, his upstairs balcony became his favorite spot in the house. He’d try each night to come out here and listen for activity next door. No television or novel could compete with this.  

“If I can’t have sex, maybe I can get off vicariously through your experiences.” Nicki snickered. “And with the help of Bob, which, after this conversation, I’m hooking up with later.”

Trent’s boner came to full attention. He was up for Nicki’s idea. He grumbled under his breath. What a shame. It would be much more gratifying for Nicki’s sweet petunia and his masterful Johnson to come together rather than settle for solo. 

The little darling must feel lonely, being the only single among her friends. Sitting there listening to the others so blissfully satisfied couldn’t be easy for her. He had a remedy, but she didn’t seem at all interested—a first for him. 

“The rule is, he has to wake me up, no matter when he gets home. I need my nightly fix, even if it requires me to be on top when he’s tired from work. Most mornings, too.” Amy giggled. “And sometimes, we fit in an afternoon delight.”

“Oh, my gosh,” Holly complained. “Please. I can’t think about my dad having sex.”

“Then don’t,” Barbara said. “Doesn’t Kevin take care of business?”

Barbara was the ball-breaker. Trent bit his tongue to keep from laughing.

Holly groaned. “You know they’d kill us if they knew we were talking about them like this.”

“So, what you’re saying is Kevin’s not good in the sack?” Barbara asked.

The little instigator. Adam had his hands full with that one. Trent bit his tongue a second time. All he needed was to burst out in laughter and get caught eavesdropping. He shuddered at the thought, and his cock lost some of its enthusiasm.

“I did not say that. Kevin is a wonderful lover. I love our sex life,” Holly insisted. “I just don’t know if we should share something so intimate. It’s supposed to be private.”

“I’m teasing you, Holly,” Barbara said. “Sometimes you’re a stick in the mud, and I just wanted to ruffle your feathers.”

“Bitch. I know,” Holly responded, and they all laughed.

“Okay, girls. Let’s get to why we called this hen session,” Barbara said. “We’re here to brainstorm finding Nicki her perfect match.”

Trent’s brows rose. This was getting more intriguing by the minute. 

“I know the perfect man for Nicki,” said Amy. “Trent Brannigan.”

His heart skipped a beat. Holy shit!  

Amy didn’t stop there. “Daniel thinks a lot of him. So, I know he’s a decent man. He helped my brother when he got into trouble with the law. Talk about good-looking! That is one sweet piece of eye candy.”

His face heated. Damn.

Amy continued, “He’s not an excessive drinker, he has an honorable and decent job as an assistant state attorney, so your dad knows him well, and he’s not aggressive or overbearing. Well, at least that I’ve seen.”

Trent’s heart warmed. He didn’t know Daniel’s sweet wife thought so much of him. He began to understand why his friends were so captivated by these little darlings. If only Nicki felt the same about him. 

“Trent Brannigan is drool-worthy, but he’s way out of my league. He’d never go for someone like me.” 

What the hell? Maybe Nicki did like him a little after all. Why would she come to such an asinine conclusion? Out of his league? No way. She was fresh, sweet, and adorable. The woman was physically fit and even sexier now that he’d heard her speak with such brazenness. His body and his heart burned with desire for the little sweetness and had for quite a while. He’d thought she might not like men. A false assumption, thank God, since she felt he was ‘drool-worthy.’ Nice.

He’d wondered if maybe she wasn’t interested in a relationship or if he didn’t do it for her. Perhaps her resistance to his charm had nothing to do with him. Damn, he’d thought he was better at reading people. He hadn’t seen this coming. His heart swelled at the revelation. 

Maybe she lacked confidence if she didn’t realize he’d be interested in her. Yes, he’d been subtle. He needed to brush up on his flirting skills if she hadn’t noticed him sniffing around. Fucking moron.

“That’s just stupid,” Holly said. “Why would he be out of your league? You’re a beautiful person—feisty and fun, and you care about other people. I wish you’d see yourself as the wonderful woman that you are.” 

“Thank you.” Nicki sniffed. “I love you guys.”

If he wasn’t mistaken, she was tearing up. He wanted to wrap his arms around her. 

“I picture Trent with a tall, busty, confident fashion model type,” Nicki added. “Not a five-foot, one-hundred-fifteen-pound fairy like me carrying a bunch of emotional baggage. I have to wear padded bras to achieve a B-cup, for goodness’ sake. It’s disgusting.” 

“Nicki...” Barbara warned. “You’re going to find someone. There’s a kind and loving man out there for you. I believe God chooses someone for everyone. He’ll bring the perfect man to you, and I think it will happen soon. Look what He’s done for us. You’re next. I’m sure of it.”  

“Thank you, Barbara.” Nicki sniffled and blew her nose. 

What emotional baggage? Curiosity ate at Trent’s gut. He didn’t like that she’d suffered something traumatic that still haunted her. Daniel told him she’d lost her mother when she was sixteen, but he didn’t think that it qualified as ‘emotional baggage.’ He couldn’t ask her because he wasn’t supposed to be listening to this conversation. Dammit.

“Nicki,” Amy said. “We’ve all had bad things happen to us. For your well-being, you must leave painful memories in the past as best you can and move forward. Trust me. I’m speaking from experience. Don’t let your past steal your future. It’s not worth it.”  

“I know you’re right, and I’m working on living in the present. I realize all men aren’t aggressive assholes. Your guys are all wonderful men. They’ve proven that just because someone is large doesn’t mean they will use their strength against a smaller person.”

Anger gripped Trent’s chest. What could have happened to her? His mind went to sexual assault. He prayed not that. He understood her sense of vulnerability. She was small, barely coming to his shoulders. This explained his protective instinct toward her. When he had seen Adam’s friend, Mike, grabbing her at the housewarming party, a rare battle-readiness bubbled up inside him. He’d intervened without hesitation, even though the guy outweighed him by probably a hundred pounds. 

If she’d allow him in, he’d make it his life’s mission to protect her from being the victim of anyone’s aggression. The challenge was to gain her attention in the gentlest way possible. That wouldn’t be a simple task for someone with a competitive drive. He hadn’t played for eight years in professional football as a defensive lineman, nor achieved his JD and passed the Florida bar exam without a bit of aggression. Control of his assertive energy was vital to winning her interest, a challenge he welcomed. After tonight, he’d make this his life’s goal.

The women were leaving, so he relaxed and took another swig of his beer. Barbara could be correct in saying that divine intervention was involved. After all, what were the odds he’d be sitting out here at the same time those women had revealed something about his sweet angel? He’d been wracking his brain about why she didn’t respond to him like most women. Now that he knew more about her motivations, he was determined to make her his.  

He yawned and drained the bottle of the now lukewarm lager. It was time to go to bed. Tomorrow promised another brutal day in court, and he needed his brain cells sharp. Before he rose from the chaise, he heard soft weeping, and his heart wrenched. He wondered what Nicki would do if he slipped out his back door and over to her lanai. Shaking his head at the thought, he rose from the chaise. He was tired and intelligent enough to know that was an idiotic idea. She’d freak. Any woman would. It was pitch dark and late. A person’s backyard was their sanctuary. 

“Stupid girl,” Nicki said. “Well, Bob, it looks like it’s you and me.” 

Her sliding glass door opened and then closed. 

Trent went inside and prayed that his imagination of the little darling in bed with her Bob wouldn’t keep him awake. 

****
[image: ]


Nicki pulled her vibrator from her nightstand and placed it within reach. Then she undressed and slipped into bed naked. She’d showered before her friends came over. Her heart warmed at how they cared about her and wanted her to find happiness like they had. Though she was happy for all of them, she wasn’t sure it would happen to her. Instead of suffering a lack of physical satisfaction and the never-ending emotional void, she would take matters into her own hands, as she always did. 

She picked up Bob, flicked him on vibrate, and rolled him over her breasts, first one, then the other. A wave of heat blanketed her body. She closed her eyes and pictured Trent caressing her—his Nordic blue eyes gazing at her with the affection of an aroused lover. His beautiful mouth pressed over hers. She licked her lips, imagining him tasting her with his tongue. With one hand, she pinched her tiny nipple, and her clit pulsed. 

She pressed the six-inch vibrator between her nether lips and over her clit, the vibrations tapping the sensitive nubbin. Moisture coated the flesh-colored silicone, and she wondered what Trent’s cock looked like. Was he ‘well equipped,’ like Amy said Daniel was? What exactly did ‘well-equipped’ mean? How big was Daniel’s equipment? No. She forced the thought from her mind. That was none of her business. Whatever the situation, Amy seemed to be happy. 

Nicki wondered about Adam and Kevin. Were they well-equipped, too? She giggled. Something was causing her friends to wear permanent smiles. Everything on all these men was oversized. Trent had large hands and feet. He was over six feet tall and broad-shouldered. The veins in his arms turned her on. As did his tanned, neatly trimmed fingers. What would it feel like to have those large hands on her? Or inside her? Or his well-equipped penis filling her full? Oh, my gosh! She gasped. 

Her breathing became shallow as arousal built to a fever pitch, and her body vibrated. She kicked the cover down, spread her legs, and slipped the vibrator inside with ease. While she increased the vibrations by flicking the button, she inserted and removed it as her hips rose and fell. She closed her legs against her fist as she rammed the vibrator inside. She arched her back and curled her toes into the mattress. Within seconds, she climaxed with a high-pitched, breathy scream, and she labored to breathe. She shuddered and removed the vibrator, flicking the button to turn it off. Then she threw it onto her nightstand, yanked the covers up to her neck, and bawled like a baby. 
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Chapter Two
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Nicki crossed her legs and draped the paper napkin over her lap. She sat across the cafe table from her friend, Julie Riggs, who worked in the same building but was on the second floor in the State Attorney’s offices. The secretarial/stenographer pool, where Nicki and a couple of other clerks worked for the magistrates and judges, was on the fourth floor of the extensive legal complex. 

Made-to-order salads rested on the table before them. Workers from surrounding law offices, municipal buildings, and the sizeable judicial complex where Nicki and Julie worked filled the tiny eatery. 

“Oh, Nicki.” Julie ate a bite of her greens, glanced around, leaned forward, and whispered. “Don’t you think Trent was brilliant this morning in court? I love it when I see our attorneys in their element.”

Nicki smiled. “I enjoyed observing the proceedings with you. I love how he handled that creepy defense attorney.”

“Spencer thinks he’s so slick, trying to accuse the cop of misconduct,” Julie said in a low voice. “Trent is much smarter. He expected that move, and we worked late last evening doing preemptive research. That law enforcement officer has over twenty years of pristine service and has received dozens of commendations. He volunteers at the Police Athletic League with underprivileged kids, for heaven’s sake. He even teaches at the academy occasionally. The cop is honorable. The arrest was justified.”

“I know. Wasn’t that funny?” Nicki snickered. “I thought Spencer was going to lose it. How did he not know all that before he used such a flimsy defense tactic?” 

Julie shook her head. “I don’t know. But Trent must be happy with himself.”

“He should be,” Nicki said. “Trent’s a talented attorney.”

Julie nodded. “Yes, he is. We’re lucky to have him.”

“He’s good on the eyes, too.” Nicki’s face heated, thinking about the salacious conversation of the previous night. “Not that I noticed.”

Julie chuckled. “I agree, but something tells me you’ve noticed his physical appeal more than I have. My hubby is a hunky cop, so I’m not as moved by other men’s looks as much as when I was on the market.”

Nicki smacked the top of her friend’s hand. “Don’t gloat.”

Julie cleared her throat. “Anyway, I’ve seen Trent look at you when he doesn’t think anyone is watching. He did it this morning when court adjourned for a break.” Julie grinned. “I detected a bit of interest in his pretty eyes.”

“You’re imagining things.” Nicki shifted in her seat. “He’s my neighbor. I’m not sure if I told you that.”

Julie nodded. “He followed your behind with his gaze as you sashayed out of the courtroom. Trust me, he’s attracted.”

“Sashayed?” Nicki frowned. “I don’t sashay.”

Julie snorted. “I’m a woman, but you have the cutest ass I’ve ever seen, and the way you swish back and forth at that fast pace of yours is adorable.”

“Oh, my gosh.” Nicki’s face was scalding now. “I can’t believe you’re telling me this. I’m going to have trouble walking now.”

“Don’t change a thing, Nicki. You’re a delightful package, inside and out. If the opportunity arises, I’d advise letting that man charm you. He’d be a great catch.” She smiled. 

They finished their salads, and Julie stood. “Stay put. I have to run to the post office, but Trent’s at the counter. I’m going to tell him he can have my seat.”

“Julie—” Too late, the deed was done. 

“Nicki. Do you mind if I join you?” Trent balanced his tray with one hand and pulled out Julie’s vacant chair with the other.

“No, help yourself.” She pointed toward the seat he’d already dropped into.

“Thank you. Perfect timing.” He winked. “This place is busy.”

“Always.” Nicki’s nipples reacted to that one-eyed blink he used too often for her comfort. She crossed her arms to soothe the itch and promptly brought her hands to her lap beneath the table, fearing he might notice how he roused her. Those blue eyes almost always sparkled with an underlying mischief. Talk about sexy. This man’s eyes were sensual, stirring something uncommon inside her. “You were outstanding in court this morning. I thought Spencer was going to lose his breakfast.”

He grinned. “I don’t know about ‘outstanding.’ I’m just happy I expected he’d use the blame-the-cop card. It’s his MO. That’s the thing. Once you’ve used something in multiple cases, it loses validity.”

“Yep.” She didn’t know what else to say. “Other than court, how’s your day going?”

He unwrapped his sandwich and took a bite. “Good. There is no court this afternoon, so that’s a plus. I’ve been in front of a judge for three days. Except for Judge Hamilton, they’re an exhausting bunch.” He grinned.

“Tell me about it,” Nicki groaned. “I’d include Judge Hamilton, though.”

He laughed. “How’s your day going?”

“Okay.” Nicki’s face heated. Maybe it was just hot in this overstuffed eatery. She hadn’t spoken to him since Adam and Barbara’s gathering. “Thank you for saving me from Mike at the Sinclair housewarming party the other night.”

Trent set his sandwich down and looked her in the eyes with intent. 

She squirmed in her seat.

“You know you were never in danger. Everyone there, except Mike, would have stepped in if they’d witnessed your distress.”

His officious gaze locked on hers. “He shouldn’t have touched you, but your reaction surprised him. I don’t believe he intended to scare you.”

“Probably.” 

Mike was huge, and he grabbed her from behind and startled her. She’d yelped and just about jumped out of her skin. Trent had intervened, telling Mike not to touch women without their consent. Trent didn’t know about her problems, and she wasn’t keen to tell him. He was no lightweight at over six feet tall and built solid as a rock. 

“Adam wouldn’t have invited Mike if he were a bad guy. Hell, they wouldn’t even be friends. You realize that, right?” 

“Can we change the subject? I’m sorry I brought it up.”

“We can drop it, but can you answer one question?”

Apprehension washed over her. “Maybe.” 

“Just for my peace of mind, are you heterosexual?”

Nicki laughed. “Yes. Oh, my gosh.”

He let out a theatrical breath of relief. “Thank God.”

She smacked the top of his hand. “Are you serious? Did you think I was into girls?”

A mischievous grin crossed his gorgeous face. “No.”

“Are you a comedian?”

He smirked. “I don’t think so.” 

“I think you might be.” She grinned.

They sat in silence for a moment. Her hands shook, so she held them in her lap. Why he unsettled her was a mystery. She was twenty-six years old. Sitting in a cafe with a hunky man shouldn’t be an ordeal. Then she realized it was not any man but Trent who unsettled her. Maybe his good looks intimidated her. Annoying.

“Nicki?” 

She looked up at his face. “Yes?”

He moved his hand across the table, palm up. “Give me your hand.”

“Why?”

“Because I asked you to.”

Her brow rose. “Why’d you ask me to?”

He chuckled. “You’re so cute. Please trust me enough to give me your hand. I won’t do anything. I want to connect with you for a moment.”

She hesitated, then pulled her hand from her lap and placed it in his large palm. A sizzle shot up her arm, and she tried to pull away. He closed his fingers around her hand. She whimpered. 

He rotated his hand, bent forward, pulled her knuckles to his lips, and kissed the top.

Her heart thundered beneath her ribcage. “Trent?”

She tugged, and he allowed her hand to slip free. “Why did you do that?”

“I want to get to know you better. We’re neighbors and work in the same field. And we’re both single heterosexuals. I’m attracted to you.”

She couldn’t believe he said all that out loud. “Why?”

“Enough with the questions. Why? Because you’re beautiful, you’re bright, you’re sweet. And if I could risk adding, you’re sexy as hell. That’s why.” He leaned back in his chair and finished his sandwich. 

“Wow.” She didn’t know what to say. 

“Will you go out to dinner with me?”

“Um,” she wanted to ask why, but didn’t want to push her luck. So far, he’d been nice. How would he react if he lost his patience and got angry?

“Nicki. It’s not a hard question. What’s causing the hesitation?” He frowned. “Please tell me what I’m doing wrong. If something is unbecoming about me, I’d like to know so I can correct it, if possible.”

“It’s not you. There’s something wrong with me.” She blinked moisture from her eyes. Why couldn’t she trust this man? 

He drew an audible breath and looked at his watch. “I know you want to accept my invitation, but something worries you. I can’t fix it if you don’t tell me what it is. We need more time. I have to return to the office, but would you be willing to come over later?”

“What do you mean?”

“How about if I pick us up something for dinner, and you come over to my house? We can sit on the lanai. You don’t have to go inside my house if that makes you uncomfortable. I’m willing to go slow. I believe you’re attracted to me, too. Don’t you think it would be worthwhile to work through whatever the problem is?”

She nodded. “I fear you’re asking for trouble. I’m sorry. Being such a pain in the ass isn't something I enjoy.”

“You don’t need to apologize. Would you let me try to help you, for both of our sakes?”

“Maybe I should tell you before you’re in too deep.”

He chuckled. “Are you an outlaw?”

She laughed. “No, nothing like that.”

Trent stood. “Good. How’s 7:00?”

“Okay. What can I bring?”

“Just bring yourself. Why don’t you wear your swimsuit? We can relax in the jacuzzi while we talk. I promise to keep my hands to myself unless you want them elsewhere.” He winked.

She stood. “I guess we have to go back to work.”

“Unfortunately. I’ll walk back with you.”

They took their remnants to the trash bin and dumped them, stacking the plastic trays on top. He held the door for her to precede him, and they walked across the street and back to their respective departments.
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“Thank you for dinner.” Nicki followed him from his kitchen, where they’d taken the trash and remnants from their dinner. “It was good.” 

He’d called her to make sure she liked Chinese before leaving work and picking up a variety of selections on his way home.

“You’re welcome. I’m happy you agreed to come and spend time with me.” Trent was pleased she’d trailed him inside. She’d even stepped past the kitchen to the powder room off the hallway while he loaded the dishwasher. Rather than draw her further into the house, he guided her back out onto the lanai. The weather was nice, not too hot or too cool. “The jacuzzi is calling. Are you game?”

“Sure. Yours is much larger than mine.” She grinned, and he melted. Her eyes were beautiful, electric blue with dark cobalt circles around the irises. They reflected her innocence, as did her sweet smile. She’d added a mild touch of pale pink to her lips, and he smelled a hint of spearmint gum. 

“Trent, you have an exceptionally nice house. Maybe I should have asked if you were an outlaw.”

He laughed. “You’re funny.” 

She had an adorable sense of humor when she let her guard down. He’d never seen her this relaxed. Perhaps she was getting more comfortable with him. 

“Being an attorney is my second career. It’s not a secret. I’m retired after eight years as a starting defensive back in professional football. After several injuries and more than a few surgeries, I packed it all in five years ago before I suffered irreparable damage. Mainly to my knees.” 

She glanced down at his legs beneath his swim trunks. He wasn’t self-conscious. There were fine scars near both knees, but nothing unsightly. 

“I didn’t know. Why aren’t you enjoying the fruits of your labor, playing golf or something?”

He tweaked her side, and she laughed. “I’m too young to sit fat and happy. I wanted to contribute more to society than to play a game I loved. It was the most logical choice since I’d gone to school to become an attorney.” He grinned. “I didn’t want to be an ambulance chaser, and corporate law was too boring, so prosecuting criminals seemed a good fit.” 

Guiding her to a chaise lounge near the hot tub, he released her hand and then brushed her soft hair behind her ear. He yanked his shirt over his head after slipping out of his shoes. He waited for her to remove her coverup and step out of her sandals. “Be careful. The water’s hot.”

“Okay.” She followed him down into the hot tub. They sat on opposite sides in front of the jets. “Aw, this feels good.” She closed her eyes for a moment.

“I agree. It’s been a tedious day. It’s nice to relax the weary body.”

She giggled. “I can feel the tension leaving mine.”

“Nicki, I’m so glad. I want you to be comfortable with me.” Not that he could be after looking at this adorable woman in her one-piece swimsuit. There was nothing improper about it, but it was subtly sexy. The garment was pink and clung to her like a second skin. There wasn’t an ounce of excess weight on her body. Her breasts were small but not flat by any stretch. The little puckered nipples poked through the clingy fabric as if she was cold—or aroused. 

“Well, I’m trying to relax.” She grinned. “You’re a bit intimidating. No offense.”

He frowned. “How am I intimidating?”

“You’re big.”

He grinned. “Well, I can’t help that. I imagine everyone is big to you.”

“Yeah, I guess.” She smiled. “Not just that, but you’re looking at me like you hadn’t just had dinner.”

He gave a loud chuckle and raised his hands. “Something else that’s not my fault.” He cleared his throat. “You must know how beautiful you are. I can’t lie, Nicki. I hope we can eventually share intimacy. There’s no rush and no pressure.”

Her eyes widened, and her pulse was visible in her neck. 

“Please don’t be frightened. I just wanted you to know how physically attracted I am to you. I would never force you to do anything. If you never want that with me, I’ll accept your decision. I’m just asking you to give us a chance.”

When she didn’t respond, he continued, “I know I’m not so clueless that I’m seeing something that’s not there. I believe you’re as attracted to me as I am to you. If I’m completely off base, please tell me.”

She shook her head. “No, I can’t tell you that.” She blushed. “I am attracted to you.”

He drew a deep breath. “Well, I’m so glad we’ve established this is not one-sided. Can I ask you a personal question?”

Her blush deepened. “I guess.”

He reached over and took her hand, drawing it to his lips. Then he released it back to her. She didn’t yank her hand away, which was a good sign. “Did something happen to you to make you fearful of men?” 

She pressed back against the wall of the jacuzzi. Trent recognized the defensive move. “Why do you ask?”

“You know, attorneys hate it when their questions get answered with a question?”

She snorted
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