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        What could be better than waking up next to a hot guy? Waking up sandwiched between two of them.

      

        

      
        Quinn Preston, a financial analyst, is not happy when her friends dare her to pick up a handsome stranger at a wedding reception. What better reason to give up men when her previous long-term relationship had not only been lackluster in the bedroom but he had cheated?

      

        

      
        Logan Reed, a successful business owner, can't believe that he's attracted to the woman in the ugly, Pepto-Bismol pink bridesmaid dress. And to boot, she's more than tipsy. After turning down her invitation for a one-night stand, he finds her in the parking lot too impaired to drive. He rescues her and takes her home. His home.

      

        

      
        The next morning Quinn's conservative life turns on its ear when Logan introduces her to pleasures she never even considered before. And to make things more complicated, Logan already has a lover.

      

        

      
        Tyson White, ex-pro football player, is completely in love with Logan. He has mixed emotions when Logan brings home Quinn. But the dares keep coming...
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      Logan Reed jammed a finger into the neck of his white oxford and pulled. He needed some fucking air.

      What the hell was he doing here anyway?

      As he surveyed the church, a bead of sweat popped out on his forehead. His breathing had become shallow and quick. He was going to hyperventilate right there and pass out, making a fool of himself in front of everyone.

      With a start, he realized one of the ushers was speaking to him. “What?”

      “Bride or groom?”

      Bride or groom? Did he look like a bride?

      All he wanted to do was strip off his stiff shirt, strangling tie, smothering jacket; throw on a soft, worn pair of jeans and one of his comfortable shirts; sink into his couch; toss his feet on his coffee table; and chug a nice frosty beer.

      Now that was a fantasy!

      But here he was, standing in a monkey suit in a church, about to be struck down by lightning at any second. He blew out a long breath to settle his thumping heart.

      Logan stared at the confused usher. Unfortunately, he understood the feeling. “Neither.”

      “Are you okay?”

      Logan had vowed to himself to never do this again. Never be in a church again.

      He reminded himself he was only there to observe. He didn't have to participate. But it didn't help. Anyone with as many sins as Logan should’ve been barred from religious houses. That should’ve been a law. But it wasn't.

      For fuck’s sake, he had to get a grip. This was a wedding, not a crucifixion.

      He had promised his sister he would be here. And even though Logan was a sinner, he never broke a promise. Never.

      The usher cleared his throat.

      “Dude—”

      Logan pinned the suddenly flushed, sweating kid, whose suit looked two sizes too big, with a glare. “Dude?”

      He watched the teen's Adam's apple bob up and down a couple of times before he felt a whoosh of air against him, and someone grabbed his elbow. Hard.

      “Logan! How nice of you to get here on time.” The female voice was singsong and syrupy sweet. And it held a lot more meaning in the tone than in the words.

      Logan turned to face his sister. He had to look down because she was nearly a foot shorter than him. “Hey, Shorty. Good timing.”

      The petite brunette gave him a tight smile. “I see that.” She turned to the usher. “We're with the bride,” she said sweetly. “We'll just seat ourselves. Thank you.”

      The usher looked relieved, and Logan almost felt bad. Almost.

      The grip on his elbow tightened, and without warning, his sister dragged him down the aisle and over into one of the pews on the left.

      “Sit down,” Paige said through gritted teeth, even though her face held the biggest smile.

      He sat.

      She smoothed her dress and tucked it ladylike as she settled into the pew beside him.

      “Jesus Christ, Shorty. What the hell is your problem?”

      Logan watched her plastered smile falter.

      “Logan, you’re in a church, for God's sake. It's not the best place to take the Lord's name in vain. And if you keep doing that, I might have to move to another pew so when lightning strikes you dead, I'm in a safe spot.” She smoothed her done-up do and gave a pacifying smile across the aisle to the older couple staring at them, mouths agape.

      “Hey, I didn't want to be here in the first place.”

      “I ask you for one favor—”

      “One? Hmm. You must have a short memory.”

      “Okay, okay. Knock it off. Believe me, I appreciate your coming.”

      “And the thanks I get is a bruised elbow?”

      “Sorry, I thought you were going to make that guy piss his pants.”

      “Well, shit, he called me dude.”

      “Oh yeah, that's so much worse than you calling me Shorty.”

      “I thought you liked it—” Paige elbowed him in the gut before he could say anything besides “ooof.”

      The wedding march started, and the double doors opened to reveal the bride.

      His sister owed him big-time.
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      Quinn Preston almost choked on her Alabama Slammer when her friend elbowed her in the ribs. “Ooof.”

      She saved her drink before it could spill all over her ugly bridesmaid dress. Yeah, that would have been a shame: to ruin such a nice, frumpy, pukey pink taffeta dress. One the bride had said she would be able to wear in the future. Like to a cocktail party. Or maybe her own funeral. Yeah, right. No one in their right mind would want to get caught dead in this thing.

      Ruining the dress wouldn't have been a loss, but losing her drink would have. She was drinking Slammers for a reason—to get good and drunk.

      Lana nudged her again. “You see that?” She nodded her head toward the back of the room.

      “What?” Quinn really didn't care what Lana was excited about. She just wanted to get this day over with. She was tired of watching the happy couple. She was tired of pasting on a plastic smile for the photographer. And she was really tired of listening to the sappy congratulations. All things she might never have—the wedding, the husband, the bridal bliss. Something her parents never failed to remind her. Especially now that she was in her early thirties. And single. Again.

      “Not what. Who.”

      “Huh?” She sucked on the dainty little straw the bartender had put in her drink. Hardly anything would come out of it. Maybe it was designed just for stirring. She pulled it out and threw it onto the bar. She really needed one of those giant straws that came in those fancy frozen drinks.

      “Him. Over there.” Lana grabbed Quinn by the shoulders and turned her around to face whatever had caught her friend's attention.

      “Oh, him.” She took a deep draw of the punch-like drink, only there wasn't a bit of punch in it. Not the fruit kind anyway.

      “Yeah, him.” Lana dragged out him like she was sucking on a maraschino cherry and enjoying the sweetness on her tongue.

      Quinn didn't even take a good look. Men were on her shit list at the moment. She didn't care how hot they were. The potent drink in her hands was all the company she needed. She smiled into her glass; it was the best date she'd had in a while.

      Another pink taffeta blur whirled up to them, out of breath.

      “Jeez Louise. Did you see that hunk of man meat?” Paula, another victim of the wedding fashion nightmare, was flushed and had a bead of sweat running down her chipmunk-like cheeks. “Do you think he's single?”

      Quinn raised one shoulder in a half shrug and turned back to the bar. It was bad enough when the three of them had to stand next to each other at the altar, then throughout the grueling pictures, followed by having to sit beside each other at the head table. All in that awful pink froth. But now that it was all over, and they had done their duty for their friend Gina, there was no reason they all had to stand there looking like someone threw up Pepto-Bismol.

      She leaned into the bar and asked the semi-cute bartender the time. When he answered that it was six, she gritted her teeth. They had only been at the reception for an hour. It was way too early to bail.

      Damn.

      With a sigh, she turned back to her friends. They were still ogling the male eye candy across the room.

      Paula's sigh drifted over her. “I wonder if he likes women with a little meat on their bones.”

      A little meat? She opened her mouth to correct Paula, but shut it quickly. Her friend didn't need to be on the receiving end of her miserable mood.

      “Quinn, I bet he'd make you forget Peanut.”

      Quinn winced and took another long draw from her drink. She loved the flavor and the tanginess on her tongue. And she was trying to forget Peanut. She hated the nickname her friends had called her ex-boyfriend, Peter. Once they had actually called him Peanut in front of his face—by accident, of course. Right. It had taken her a while to brush that one under the rug. He had never liked her friends after that.

      On the other hand, her friends had never liked Peter from the beginning. Unlike her parents, who loved the bastard. Probably more than they loved her.

      “Yeah, Quinn, he could probably fuck your brains out, and you'd never remember that douche again.”

      Quinn frowned at Paula. She noticed her friend's string of pearls hiding in the skin around her neck. Quinn's hands automatically went to her neck to finger a similar necklace—a part of the stupid wedding costume. Ugh. She hated pearls!

      She hated taffeta. She hated pink. She hated frilly dresses.

      She took a long swig from her glass.

      And she hated Peter. The asshole.

      His gift to her last Valentine's Day wasn't an engagement ring. Oh no, after five long, wasted years of dating the shit, he couldn't have gotten her a ring. Nope. Instead he sent her a text message.

      That was it.

      A stupid little text message. Two simple lines.

      This isn’t working anymore. I’ve found someone new.

      She deserved more than that. Something better. After all those years of loyalty, standing by his side, being the “good, proper” girlfriend. As Peter had expected. As her parents had expected. The girlfriend any decent man would want on his arm. Right?

      Not even a sorry. Not even an explanation. Nothing.

      And the next day, FedEx had delivered a box with all the things she had left over at his apartment during the last half decade.

      Quinn emptied her glass and turned back to the bar, blocking out her friends' chattering over that man.

      She needed another man like she needed a hole in the head.

      She slid her glass over the bar top, and before she could ask for another, a deep voice washed over her.

      “Put her next drink on me.”

      Dumb ass. The drinks are on the house. She turned to ream out whoever it was, and stopped. Her mouth opened, but nothing escaped.

      “You look like a fish out of water with your mouth hanging open like that.” When he smiled, the lines around his eyes crinkled. He was tan, an outdoorsy tan, not a manmade one. And he had beautiful green eyes. Shit. She had never seen such beautiful eyes on a man. His nose was a little crooked, like it had been broken, and it made him even more beautiful. No. Not beautiful. He was… He was…

      Quinn closed her mouth and swallowed hard. He was so unperfect, he was perfect. His hair was a dark brown with natural highlights, more proof he liked being outdoors. It was long and pulled back into a neat ponytail.

      She hated long hair on men. But it was right on him.

      He had a beard that wasn't a beard. It was like a longer five-o'clock shadow.

      She hated facial hair.

      He had a strong, corded neck that disappeared into a stiff dress shirt. The collar had been already released and one more button undone below that. The knot of his tie was loose and hung crookedly from around his neck.

      The sleeves of his crispy white shirt were rolled up to his elbows, and his forearms were tan covered in dark hair. His hands…

      Oh. Damn.

      His hands were large. Working hands. Not soft and pampered, but calloused, thick and strong.

      Capable. Capable of doing all kinds of things.

      Quinn's nipples hardened under the scratchy taffeta.

      His hands could do all kinds of dirty, nasty things.

      Things Peter had never wanted to do…

      Quinn ripped her gaze from him and spun back around to the bar, bracing herself against it for a second to catch her breath. She grabbed her fresh drink and took a gulp.

      “Whoa. Slow down there.”

      Pressing the cold drink against her forehead, she attempted to cool herself off.

      She needed to go change her panties, she was so freaking wet.

      She could feel his heat next to her; his body was like a furnace. She wanted to plant her hands on his chest and feel how hot he really was. Her fingers convulsed around her glass.

      “Are you okay?” The deep timbre of his voice sent a shot of lightning through her body, landing right in her core.

      Quinn could only nod her answer.

      Palming her bare shoulder, he turned her to face him. He stared down into her eyes, his lips widening into a smile.

      His lips. Oh man. Those lips probably could do all sorts of things to her, with her. Lips that were made for more than kissing…

      “Yes.”

      Holy shit. That was the kind of yes she blurted when she was in the midst of an orgasm. At least from what she could remember. It had been so long since she'd come… with a partner, anyway.

      Heat crawled up her neck as she stepped back, breaking the contact.

      “I… I'm fine.” She cleared her throat. “Thank you for the drink.” She took another sip before raising the glass to him in thanks.

      “It was nothing.” When he laughed, her knees almost buckled. “Enjoy it.”

      He stepped away and then paused. But it looked as though he thought better of whatever he was contemplating, and he continued on his way.

      Quinn leaned back against the bar and let out a shaky breath.

      She was suddenly flanked on either side by her friends. She had been so distracted, she hadn't even realized that they disappeared.

      “Quinn—”

      “Quinn!”

      “Oh. My. God!”

      “I told you he was hot!”

      “Oh! I wish I weren't married already.”

      “I wish he liked chubby chicks.”

      Quinn couldn't take any more. She raised her palms in surrender. “Stop. Enough.”

      “But, Quinn—”

      “But nothing,” Quinn answered Paula.

      “You're just going to let him walk away?”

      “Paula, he isn't going anywhere. Unfortunately, I'm not going anywhere. We have to be here for two more hours, at least.”

      Lana said, “Are you going to let Peter ruin the rest of your life? All men aren't assholes like him.”

      Quinn snorted and took another sip of her Slammer.

      “Why don't you at least dance with him?”

      “No.”

      “Why not?” Lana asked.

      Why not? Because if she did, she might come right on the dance floor. Because she might end up in a puddle of her own juices. The picture in her head shocked her: it was of her lying in a heap in the middle of the dance floor in the throes of an orgasm. Surrounded by all the wedding guests…

      This drink was stronger than she thought.

      “Because no one is dancing yet.”

      “Sure they are. Look.”

      Quinn glanced over at the area cleared for dancing, and sure enough, a crowd of people were out there shaking their groove thing. Quinn had been too busy trying to get her drink on to notice.

      From the looks of the participants on the dance floor, a few of them had been partaking in the open bar also. Even the bride and her new husband were bouncing and shimmying in the crowd.

      At least they were a happy couple.

      Quinn took another drink.

      Lana frowned at her. “Are you just going to drink tonight, or are you going to do something about your situation?”

      “Situation? What situation?”

      “Getting laid.”

      Quinn checked over her shoulder to see if the bartender was listening. He was. He had a big grin plastered on his face. Great.

      The father of the bride came up and asked for a gin and tonic. While he was waiting, he turned to them. “Hi, girls. Enjoying yourselves? You look great in those dresses. My wife picked them out.”

      Oh joy. Quinn would have to remember to smack—she meant thank—her. She couldn't wait to rip the scratchy, ugly piece of shit off.

      All three women gave him a smile but bit their tongues. Eventually he wandered away, and Lana and Paula jumped right back to harassing her. Good thing they were her friends.

      “C'mon. It's not going to hurt to have a one-night stand. Look at him.”

      “I already saw him.” Holy crap, she knew they meant well, but they were getting on her last nerve.

      “Yeah, and we saw how you were drooling, too.”

      She had not drooled. Her hand automatically went up to her mouth.

      Paula said, “He probably isn't interested in you anyway.”

      “Yeah, you couldn't get someone like that. You attract losers like Peter,” Lana said.

      If they thought their reverse psychology was going to work, well, it wasn't.

      “Looks like he's with Paige Reed, anyway.”

      Quinn's gaze shot over to the corner of the ballroom where the tall man stood next to the petite, dark-haired beauty. Paige Reed. Figures.

      “I thought Paige was dating Connor Morgan,” Quinn mumbled.

      She must have mumbled loud enough, because Lana answered her. “She is. Connor had to fly back to Australia for something to do with his job.”

      “So why is she with him?” Quinn asked. Why was she so curious all of a sudden? Why did she care?

      She didn't. She nursed her drink. After one and a half Alabama Slammers, she was starting to feel pretty tipsy. She wasn't used to drinking. And when she did drink, she usually had wine, not hard liquor, and especially not such a hard-hitting mix of liquors.

      Paula leaned into the both of them and said in an exaggerated whisper, “Maybe he's an escort,” like it was a scandal, and then laughed.

      Maybe he was an escort.

      He was probably worth every penny, too.

      His back was to them now, but that just gave Quinn the opportunity to study how broad those shoulders were in his dress shirt. When he moved, the fabric bunched and pulled with his muscles.

      Lana gasped, jerking Quinn out of her thoughts. “He's not an escort! That's Logan Reed, Paige's brother. I haven't seen him since we were kids. Holy shit, did he grow up.”

      “I'll say.” Paula agreed. “Quinn, I dare you to go ask him to dance.”

      “Not interested.”

      Lana joined in. “Yeah, I dare you too. Don't be a wuss.”

      If she were a wuss, she wouldn't have come out in public in this pink atrocity. And the matching shoes were killing her feet. The last thing she needed was to be dancing. She'd be crippled.

      “That's a double dare, you know, with the two of us daring you.”

      Oh, boy, a double dare. She would definitely do it now—not. “You're crazy.”

      “No, you are, if you pass up this opportunity.”

      “How do you know he's available?” Quinn asked them.

      “You don't know until you ask him,” Lana said. “But if I remember correctly, his wife left him a while ago. There had been some rumors…”

      There had been some rumors about her and Peter too, but rumors were just that: rumors. She didn't take any stock in them.

      Paula suddenly shouted, “Truth or dare?” making Quinn jump. It was like they were teenagers all over again.

      Lana quickly said, “Truth.” And bounced on her toes like she was fifteen.

      Jesus, would someone please put a bullet in my head? Quinn needed to be put out of her misery.

      Paula asked Lana, “Do you shave or wax?”

      “Shave. Okay, Quinn, your turn. Truth or dare?”

      Quinn was not playing this juvenile game. It was stupid; she was not going to fall into what was clearly a trap.

      “Truth.”

      “How bad was Peter in bed?” Lana asked.

      Damn. She wasn't going to answer that one. Even as drunk as she was. She didn't want to relive their vanilla, boring sex life. And she definitely didn't want to admit it or talk about it.

      There was only one thing left for her to do.
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      Logan ran a finger around his collar one more time. Why did it feel like a freaking noose?

      His sister was out on the dance floor with someone's husband, having a good time. With the man's wife's blessing, of course. The eight-months-pregnant woman had her feet propped up on a chair on the other side of the room, and she was smiling and encouraging her husband to have fun while she rested.

      Logan sighed and glanced at his watch. It was only seven. He looked down at the plate of food in front of him. He'd hardly touched it. He didn't want any tilapia or whatever the hell it was. He wanted a thick, juicy steak slathered in spicy BBQ sauce. With a big, fat baked potato dripping in butter and sour cream. Yeah, now that was a meal. Not some twigs of asparagus and a dried-up fish filet. He got that crap at home as it was.

      The only highlight of the night so far was the chick at the bar. The way she'd looked at him had made him instantly hard. He had to finally turn around and walk away before he threw her on the bar and tossed her freaking ugly-ass dress over her head.

      That would have gone over well with his sister, banging one of her friends on the bar. In public.

      He unwrapped one of the little Hershey Kisses decorating the table and popped it into his mouth. He chased it with a sip of Jack and Coke—the whole reason he had approached the bar in the first place.

      He could probably slip out of the party, and no one would even notice. But his sister would never forgive him, and he'd been on the receiving end of her anger in the past. Many times. It wasn't pleasant.

      Basically, it was suffer now or suffer later. Hell, he was already here anyway.

      He looked at his watch again. 7:02. He groaned.

      When he glanced up, he saw a pink vision stalking toward him, and he sat up straighter. Shit, the cause of his earlier hard-on was coming his way.

      She looked determined, and she still had a grip around her glass like it was a lifeline.

      Stopping directly in front of him, she put one hand on her hip. “Are you Logan Reed?”

      Oh shit. “Yes?”

      “You don't know for sure?”

      “Oh, I'm sure.”

      “Are you fucking anybody right now?”

      “Right this minute?” He glanced around to see if anyone else was hearing this surreal conversation. Luckily, no one was paying attention.

      “No. Do you have anyone who’s going to get mad if I ask you to dance?”

      “Uh. No.” Well, hell, that was a unique way of asking someone to dance. She placed her drink on the table, and he asked, “Is that still your second one?”

      “No, third.”

      “I was afraid of that.”

      She grabbed his hand and pulled, but he was too heavy for her to lift, so he unfolded himself from the chair to accommodate her.

      “Are you asking me to dance?”

      “You have a problem with that?”

      “Not at all.” He interlaced his fingers with hers and led her to a corner of the dance floor. Luckily for him, the DJ had turned the lights down and was playing a series of slow tunes. Ones he could dance to. There was no way he was doing the chicken dance or line dancing. He had his limits.

      As the slow, wailing tune blared through the large speakers, Logan slid his palms around her waist, his splayed fingers coming to rest at the small of her back. The fabric of her dress felt terrible, and he didn't know why women wore shit like that and suffered. The dress certainly wasn't flattering.

      But it wasn't the outer package that mattered to Logan; it was the prize he found inside when it was unwrapped.

      He stepped in a little closer and pulled her hips against his. He swore he heard a little gasp. He smiled into her over-styled, dark blonde hair and nuzzled it. Underneath all the hairspray, he caught a scent of wildflowers. It smelled nice.

      “What's your name?” he murmured into her hair.

      “What?” She turned her head a bit, and she ended up nuzzling his neck. Her lips, the shape of which reminded him of an archer's bow, were warm and soft, and he could detect the fruity scent of the Slammers on her breath.

      She was average height for a woman, which made her a bit shorter than him, so he had to lean down a bit to place his lips against her ear.

      “What's your name?”

      He felt the shiver of her body against him, so he traced the delicate shell of her ear with the tip of his tongue. The touch was light enough, but she unmistakably felt it. In response, she arched her back slightly, pressing her hips harder into his.

      “Quinn,” she finally answered him, her voice breathless.

      “Quinn,” he repeated while moving one hand up her back to the bare skin rising out of her dress. He drew the pad of his thumb along the smooth expanse of flesh, along her exposed spine, moving up to her neck to cradle it in his palm. His thumb continued to stroke her skin along the vein in her neck.

      He pulled away a little and glanced down into her face. Her eyes were heavy, and her lips were parted. Her breaths were short and quick.

      He struggled to keep from thrusting against her. If she looked this good in that god-awful dress, he wondered what she looked like in normal clothes. Or no clothes at all.

      Or just a pair of handcuffs.

      His balls tightened, and he released a long breath out of his nose to steady his pulse.

      “Quinn, do you like sex?” He placed his cheek against hers, and they swayed to the music, their hips, their thighs brushing against each other.

      Her eyelids fluttered a bit before she answered, “Sometimes.”

      “Why only sometimes?” he whispered against her ear.

      She shrugged slightly, and one of her off-the-shoulder sleeves slid down a bit, exposing even more creamy flesh.

      Logan brushed his lips along the delicate, smooth skin of her collarbone. When he got to her shoulder, he worked his way back, and in the hollow of her neck, he placed a kiss.

      There was a groan. He didn't know whom it came from. Her? Him? He didn't care. His hand at the small of her back slipped lower, to just where the rise of her ass was. The fabric of the dress kept him from feeling details, but his imagination took over.

      One song transitioned into another, and they weren't even aware of the other couples dancing nearby.

      His hips kept a steady side-to-side rhythm, while his hand on her back kept her close and in perfect time with him.

      He was hard. There was no doubt she could feel it. Even with the yards of fabric around her midsection, her belly brushed against his length, teasing his cock.

      “What kind of sex do you like?” His voice sounded low and gruff to his own ears.

      “The kind when I get to come.”

      Logan chuckled against her temple and slipped the hand he had around her neck to her shoulder. His fingers brushed her skin lightly. He couldn't help but notice goose bumps suddenly appearing everywhere he touched her. Which meant her nipples were probably hard and aching for his fingers and mouth.

      Her dress had slipped down a bit, and the neckline rode low on her chest. The fabric rested just on the crest of her breasts; he could see she wasn't wearing a bra. In fact, he thought he could see the crescent edge of one nipple, even in the dim light.

      He wanted to dip his tongue between her breasts.

      “Quinn?”

      “Hmm?”

      “Why did you ask me to dance?”

      “Because my friends…” Her soft voice faded off.

      “Your friends?” he prodded.

      “My friends dared me to. They think I am such a loser when it comes to men.”

      “Ah.”

      “I always pick Mr. Wrong.”

      “Am I supposed to be Mr. Right?” He brushed the backs of his knuckles over the rise of her breasts.

      “No. Just Mr. Right Now.”

      She was direct. He wondered if it was just the alcohol talking. “So you just want to use me.”

      “Basically.”

      Her boldness wavered, disappointing him a bit.

      He raised his eyebrows. “Huh. And you don't think I'd care?” He leaned back a bit and stared down at her, her skin a canvas for the colorful light bouncing off the mirrored disco ball above the dance floor.

      She wouldn't meet his gaze. “Do you?”

      Logan stilled, bringing their dancing to a sudden halt. “Do you normally drink this much?”

      “No.”

      “Maybe you need to sober up.” He stepped away from her, and his fingers curled into fists. He could be direct, too. “I don't fuck drunk chicks.”

      “Oh.”

      And he left her standing on the floor, swaying. Only it wasn't to the music.
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      The world was coming to an end.

      Okay, it wasn't. It just felt like it. Quinn hadn't drunk this much since college.

      Outside the banquet hall, she sat on the hood of her Infiniti. She had ripped the shoes off her feet and had winged them out somewhere into the dark parking lot. Good riddance.

      She was just rolling her pantyhose down her thighs when she heard the clearing of a throat. She tried to catch her balance, but it was too late. She fell back, cracking her head on the windshield of her car.

      “Ouch. Son-son of a bitch.” She rubbed her head and started to pull out the bobby pins that were digging into her scalp, throwing them onto the ground. Another torturous ritual for women—unrealistic hairdos that needed metal pins to keep them in place. She flung a bobby pin with all her might, and it just plopped to the pavement with an unsatisfying ping.

      “Need help?”

      She looked up surprised to see—what was his name?—Logan watching her.

      “No, I don't—I'm juss fine… Don't want help from you.”

      “Yeah, I can see that.”

      Her pantyhose were still midway around her thighs, her dress pushed up to her waist, and half her hair now fell around her face. She wouldn't be in this predicament if her friend hadn't gotten married. It was all Gina's fault.

      “I hate weddings,” she grumbled.

      “Me too.”

      “It's juss a stupid ritch…ritual to make people suffer.”

      His lips twisted into a smile. “I agree.”

      “I need to go home.”

      She pushed herself to her feet and swayed a bit. She dug into a matching pink clutch and pulled out her car keys.

      He was suddenly next to her, grabbing her hand, snagging the car keys from her fumbling fingers. “Oh no. You're not driving in this condition.”

      “Who says?”

      “Me.”

      She frowned at him, and she tried to plant a hand on her hip, but she missed. “An' who dooo you think you are, huh?”

      “I'm the one your friends dared you to have sex with.” He cast a glance behind him, searching, his ponytail draping over his shoulder. “Where are your friends, anyhow? Shouldn't they be out here driving you home?”

      She had the urge to wrap his ponytail around her hand and tug. Instead Quinn leaned against the front grille of her car, trying to keep her balance. “They leff a while 'go. Told 'em I was goin' home with you.”

      “You are?”

      “No, I juss told 'em that so they didn't think I was a loser.”

      “Why would they think you are a loser?”

      “Because I can't get anyone good.”

      “And you think I'm good?” He arched an eyebrow, waiting for her answer.

      “No. Thass the point. I think you're bad. Very bad.”

      “You've got that right.”

      She planted her hands against the front of her car to push herself to her feet. “See? You're sooo bad, you're perfect.”

      That was the last thing she remembered.

      

      Logan caught Quinn before she fell face-first onto the pavement. He grimaced. He hated drunk chicks.

      But for some reason, he didn't think this was a normal event for her.

      Even so, something had to be done with her.

      He leaned Quinn's limp body back onto the front of her car and held her in place with his knee. Grabbing her clutch—purse, bag, whatever the fuck they called them—he dug through it for her wallet to find an address.

      Nothing. There was nothing in the bag but a tube of lipstick! What the fuck? What was the point of carrying the stupid thing, then?

      Women!

      He threw her car keys into the bag and, with a grunt, hefted her over his shoulder. She was facedown with her dress draped over her head, covering her upside-down torso completely. Which, from what he could see, left most of her bottom bare.

      He shook his head when he noticed her pantyhose halfway down her thighs. And she had no shoes on.

      Not his problem.

      As long as law enforcement didn't spot him in this predicament, he was golden.

      He strode quickly across the parking lot to his Dodge Dually and opened the back passenger side door of the crew cab. He tossed her in the back and slammed the door shut.

      He contemplated dropping her off on someone's doorstep. Maybe
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