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            Dear Reader

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks so much for supporting this indie author and purchasing this boxed set! I truly appreciate you, and hope you’ll enjoy these three couples and their fun journey to love.

      I’ve added the first chapter of Forbidden Virgin at the end. This first book in my taboo series is FREE for a limited time, so be sure to check it out.

      Don’t ever miss a release! To keep up with my news, enter giveaways and exclusive sneak-peaks join my newsletter. I’ll never share your information and won’t spam your email.

      Happy Reading!

      XOXO,

      Carmen Falcone
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      Exposing the truth has never been naughtier

      

      Ryan Winters will do whatever it takes to protect his sister from marrying a sleaze ball rumored to be the head of a prostitution ring. If that includes bringing down the whole operation, so be it. When he spots a gorgeous hooker, he decides she could be the key for exposing everyone.

      Stood up by her identical twin sister once again, Kika Martinez has no idea why the sexiest man she ever laid eyes on mistakes her for a prostitute. It’s wrong, but also part of her most secret—and unrealized—sexual fantasy. Wanting to forget her guilt about her brother’s death just for one night, she gives into temptation and indulges in a hot night of passion.

      When Kika discovers her sister’s life is in jeopardy, everything changes. Ryan is set on uncovering the truth, but will he do that at the price of exposing Kika and her sister?
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      Where the hell is she?

      Kika Martinez sucked in her breath and lifted the square, vodka-filled glass. She scanned the bar area where she’d been sitting like an idiot for the past hour. The laugh from a couple of decked-out drag queens filled the air. A group of loud men, wearing leather jackets and aged denim, occupied most of the round tables. Suggesting to Luna they meet at this sketchy joint located on a gloomy side street off The Strip hadn’t been her best moment.

      Then again, had there been any great moments for the past six years for her and her identical twin sister? She gulped down a shot of vodka. The alcohol burned the back of her throat and loosened her limbs. Doubtful. Since she’d left Nevada six years ago—only returning once a year for the anniversary of Freddy’s death—she and Luna’s interactions had been strained and superficial.

      Her fingers drummed on the cheap vinyl counter. She drank the remaining alcohol, lifted the glass, and gestured to the middle-aged bartender rocking a mini skirt for another drink. Luna wasn’t coming. Kika had been in Vegas for a couple of days, and whenever her sister wasn’t working, she was apologizing for not having met her after work. What the hell?

      A string of catcalls and whistles turned her attention to the sofa in the corner. Damn. She counted at least five people on that couch, all in stages of undress, rubbing against one another. Wow. A couple of topless women kissed each other while the males touched them and licked their necks.

      Her sex clenched. Lord, when had she last had sex? Too long ago.

      “How much?” The smoker’s voice from the large fellow to her right yanked her back to the present. He shuffled in front of the blonde woman sitting next to her.

      “Three hundred an hour.” Blondie’s voice was much fresher than the heavy makeup on her square face. Impossibly long, corn-colored locks swept down her body, almost the same length of the gold sequin dress that hugged her slim frame. A hooker.

      The bartender put another glass in front of her, and Kika grabbed a couple bills from her handbag and handed them to the bartender.

      The man snickered. “Two hundred.”

      Blondie threw her head back, with a soft laugh. “Three hundred.”

      Kika gave her a sideways glance and couldn’t help but notice the confidence that cloaked the woman just as her snug outfit. Like she knew exactly what her time was worth. Like she didn’t give a damn if that John agreed or not. There would be others, wouldn’t there? Other men. Other opportunities to make it right. Or, in her case, wrong.

      It’s not my business. Not really—though she had fantasized about it, hadn’t she? Shifting in her seat, Kika toyed with the multi-layered necklace she’d made.

      For years, she wondered what it would be like to throw caution to the wind and act on it. Just once. A crazy idea, of course. One she never had the guts or lack of common sense to indulge. And now, her secret fantasy was unfolding right in front of her. Warm moisture simmered between her legs.

      Except the woman was a real prostitute.

      Except the woman wasn’t her.

      He licked his lips and groaned. “Deal.”

      As Blondie slurped the rest of her colorful cocktail, the man whispered something in her ear. Blondie let out a joyful laugh, and touched his chest. Kika shuffled on her stool, and clenched her legs tighter till the space between them hummed. Burned. Pulsed.

      She watched them stride out of the bar, taking her fantasy with them. Playing a prostitute. A woman who didn’t experience guilt or any other useless emotion. A woman in control.

      She’d tried to convince Patrick, the Irish guy she dated for six months, to act it out with her. His response had been a mocking laugh, leaving her embarrassed and unfulfilled. She should have known. Patrick wasn’t that kind of man.

      Hell, I’m not that kind of woman. Not really. She wanted to be…just once. She ran her finger over the edge of the glass and sighed. Jeez. I need therapy.

      “Waiting for someone?” The deep voice almost made her jump from her seat. Phew. The man who slid on the stool next to her raked his fingers through his military buzz cut. She caught a whiff of his clean, fresh cologne. A thrill of excitement rippled through her. Damn was he ever sexy. The black polo shirt hugged his athletic frame, and dark blue denim hinted at muscular thighs and legs. His turquoise-blue eyes took her away from the hustle and bustle of the crazy bar and led her to serene, sandy beaches with gorgeous sunsets and a cold bottle of Mexican beer.

      “A no-show.” She pushed through the resentment clogging her throat. Did she even have the right to be mad at Luna for leaving her on the night they should have remembered the anniversary of Freddy’s death, when Kika had been the one who abandoned what was left of their family?

      He gave her a once-over as if wanting to engrave her every feature in his memory. She drew in a breath.

      “His loss.” His lips thinned into a sexy smile. “My gain.”

      She was about to ask why he’d just assume she’d been waiting for a man, when the curiosity over his strong accent derailed her. “Let me guess…Australian?”

      He leaned forward, hands in surrender. “Yeah. Vegas?”

      She sat up straighter, trying to wrestle the rumbling of her body. The hot Australian searched her eyes with his, and their gazes held. His turquoise irises darkened. The promise of the paradisiacal beach remained, though by the way he inhaled—the sharp sound slicing the silence—she doubted her visit to the beach would be serene. Or uneventful. “Where in Australia are you from?”

      “Sydney. Ever been?”

      She shook her head. “I visited Cairns once.”

      “Business or pleasure?” He drawled the last word, and her pulse raced in response.

      Business or pleasure? Hadn’t it been a bit of both? Sure, having jobs around the world was more fun than sticking with one place. Even though just recently she’d started to consider settling down, especially if she wanted to turn her passion of jewelry-making into a profitable business. She had dozens of sample pieces in her suitcase—handmade necklaces and earrings all inspired by places she’d visited—that she hoped to show a couple department stores in New York City after leaving Vegas.

      “What can I get you?” the female bartender asked him, the platinum blonde chewing on her lower lip. Kika crossed her arms over her chest. The bartender ignored the other patrons who’d called her or darted inquiring glances her way. She turned her attention to him as he ordered a club soda. Did he know the reach of the sexual charisma oozing from him?

      The lazy smile tipping his lips told her he did. Hell yeah. “You still haven’t told me where you’re from.”

      “I was born in Mexico.” The words flew out of her parted lips without her consent. “Moved to California with my mom when I was three. Then Nevada.”

      “Was she looking for better opportunities?”

      She shrugged. “Getting away from my deadbeat father was a nice incentive…so, yeah.” The nonchalance in her voice hid the pain her mother had endured as the wife of a reckless husband, then the illegal immigrant who compensated her limited English with tons of labor. Every time her mother returned to the small apartment they shared with their aunt Rosa, Kika still smelled the intoxicating lemony scent from Pine-Sol on her tattered clothes.

      He brought his drink to his lips and she watched his full bottom lip caress the glass.

      “What brings you to Vegas, Aussie boy?”

      “I’m hardly a boy.” The hearty chuckle left little to the imagination. She sucked in her breath. The image of that lazy beach, with white sand and Polynesian flair, captured her mind again with the nostalgia of a vintage record player. “I’m here for a wedding.”

      “A wedding?” she asked in a low voice. Well, of course Mr. Australia had a catch. A fine-ass man like that wouldn’t be single for long.

      “My sister is getting married. I couldn’t miss it.” The assurance in his voice wrapped her like a beach towel.

      She bit back a smile. “Sucks to be you… What’s your name again?”

      “Ryan Winters.”

      “I’m Kika.”

      “Nice to meet to you, Kika.” He stretched his hand to hers, and the firm touch sent a ripple of excitement up her arm. His skin was hot and his grip, commanding.

      She smothered a soft moan. Moan? Get real, chica. She glanced down at their hands, speechless, then at him. With a wicked grin, he brushed his thumb on her palm. The gentle caress raised her body temperature. If his handshake alone unsettled her nerves, what else could he do? She withdrew her hand from his and leaned back on the stool. “So, what do you do for a living?”

      Ryan’s eyes flickered with amusement. “I buy homes in okay areas but with significant foundation and cosmetic problems, renovate them, and put them back on the market for a profit.”

      Her gaze strayed to his large hands, and fingers. The planes of his strong hands spoke of outdoor labor, although during their brief brush there’d been no roughness. A shot of pure adrenaline spilled into her bloodstream. “Do you ever lose money from picking the wrong property to flip?”

      He leaned forward and spoke in a low voice. “I never pick the wrong property.”

      She shifted on the stool and raised her chin. “Even if it was way more work than you anticipated? If it costs more than you imagined?”

      “Even then.”

      She struggled to keep her spine locked, as if she would otherwise dissolve into a river of hot lava. His eyes continued to stare into hers, with the kind of intimacy they weren’t permitted to share. She wasn’t allowed to. Still, yanking her gaze was almost impossible. A lingering glance into his baby blues, and she slipped into a trance.

      “Since we’re talking about costs…I’m interested in you.” He stroked her cheek, and she clung to her last thread of control not to soak into his touch. “Let’s get out of here. If you’re available, of course.”
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      This is just investigating. Ryan’s pulse raced as he stared into her coffee-colored eyes and yearned for an answer. Kika parted her scarlet-stained lips, a trace of surprise crossing her face, and clamped her mouth shut. Did she think he didn’t know she was a hooker? Did she recognize him from the hotel?

      A day ago, he’d arrived in Vegas and stayed at his sister’s fiancé’s hotel, The Spot. To family and friends he’d said he’d wanted to come to the US early for some much deserved R&R. Truth was, he wanted to discover if the rumor he’d heard from a friend was true… If The Spot was a part of a highly-organized prostitution ring, with his future brother-in-law Blake Spot linked to it. Maybe even the mastermind. He couldn’t stand Blake, who was ten years older than Charlotte. Especially after everything his sister had done for Ryan while in rehab. He couldn’t, wouldn’t let her marry the man if Blake was in fact involved. I have five days to find out.

      The woman in front of him could be the key to the truth. He’d noticed her a couple of times, working as a waitress in the casino of the hotel. He’d been unable to take his eyes off of her as she zipped between tables in screw-me shoes, a shimmering short dress that showed off unbelievably long legs, and his mouth had watered at the ass under the skirt. She’d sauntered back to the kitchen or bar area and vanished for hours at a time. Something was off. Tonight, he’d seen her off duty, crossing the Strip. He followed her into the sketchy bar, all the while wondering why someone who served drinks all day would chose to be in this hell hole?

      He’d caught her salivating when a hooker closed a deal with a client. Maybe Kika needed more clients. Maybe the woman had a huge debt. Didn’t matter. Ryan had to get to the bottom of this.

      Apprehension punched him in the gut, and his stomach tightened. Could he do it? Pay a woman for sex?

      She chewed on her lower plump lip, and his libido stirred. Hard. Ever since his stint at rehab three years ago, his counselor had advised him to focus on his recovery and avoid romantic relationships. Not like he had been eager for one, anyway. After screwing up things badly with Lynn, straightening up was a must.

      Still… Damn twelve steps.

      He basked in her beauty. A grey fedora hid her hair. A white tank top clung to her curvy frame. Black hip-hugging slacks cupped her delicious ass. The woman had slightly slanted cat eyes, enhanced by eyeliner and bright silver eye shadow. Her nose was a tad long, giving her profile more character.

      Shit. A hot wave of blood rushed to the part of his body he least trusted. Up close, the task was a lot harder than he’d imagined. He knew he had to keep going. If he told Charlotte about his suspicions, she’d tell Blake and the sleaze ball would find a way to explain—the same way Blake did when he cheated on Charlotte in the beginning of the relationship. And his sister, the fool, forgave him.

      She turned her face to him, and a glint of interest sparked in the depths of her big black irises, surrounded by shimmers of silver.

      “This is the first time I’ve done this. Do we discuss payment now?” He gave a quick glance around them, and lowered his voice just in case. Doubtful the kind of crowd around them would care, but still. He cracked his knuckles and willed the tension away.

      “Not to worry, I’m new at this too.”

      Sure you are. He took a sip of his club soda. “How new?”

      A few strands of rich chestnut-colored hair strayed from her fedora. She tucked them behind her ear and fixed the hat. “This is only my third week. So yeah, I guess you can still call me an apprentice in sex worker hardship. No pun intended.”

      Third week? He frowned. “How do I know you don’t say that to every guy?”

      She tilted her head, and the orchid-y notes of her perfume wafted through. Her scent inebriated him, and he almost lost his train of thought. He curled and uncurled his fists, unwilling to give in and remove that silly hipster hat and thrust his fingers into her hair. “How do I know you don’t say you’re inexperienced to every hooker?”

      “Trust me, I’m not inexperienced with women. Not by far.” He scooted closer, and didn’t resist sliding one of his legs between hers. “I only meant I never had to pay for one.”

      The air shifted around them, and he doubted he could blame the smoke-filled bikers screaming at the bartender. There was something thick and ecstatic swirling between them. He inhaled. Suddenly, his jeans were so freaking tight.

      She crossed her arms over her chest. “I’m surprised how insightful you are to have noticed me.”

      “I reckon I’m very intuitive for a bloke,” he whispered.

      “Not to mention cocky.”

      Screw it. Giving in to a growing yearning to touch her, he ran his fingers along her arm, and started stroking her with a tenderness that surprised even himself. She sucked in her breath, and he wrestled the desire zapping through his veins. Using his index finger, he drew an invisible pattern on her flesh, and noticed a trail of goose bumps on her satiny skin.

      “Three hundred an hour.” She made a motion to withdraw her arm but he gripped her elbow with his fingers. “And you have to play by my rules,” she said, glancing down at his hand.

      “Of course.” He loosened his hold, slowly, until he no longer caressed her.

      She shifted on the stool. “No foul play, no doing anything I don’t agree with, no crazy shit.”

      He crossed his fingers over his heart, without a blink. “Agreed.”

      She toyed with the edges of the purse perched on her lap. “No backdoor smashing.”

      We’ll see about that. Every functioning organ in his body halted, every one but his heart pounding in his ears. And his cock, throbbing in anticipation. The image of the sensual woman in front of him, bending over a couch while he took her from behind intoxicated his brain. “Now that’s a shame.” He managed to string the words together.

      She crossed her arms. “That’s non-negotiable.”

      “All right with me.”

      A small sigh flew past her Angelina Jolie lips. “Good. And, of course, condoms.”

      No problem there. “I’ll wear condoms.”

      “Great. Do you have any questions?”

      He grinned, entranced by her cherry-red lips. Damn it. That woman and sex went together like a hammer and a nail. “What’s your policy on open mouth kissing?”

      She drew back, perhaps surprised at his question.  “I-I guess that’s fine. But if you don’t want—”

      “Oh no, sweet face. I have plans for this mouth.” He lifted his index finger and outlined her lips, starting from the bottom and working his way to the top lip. Her sultry mouth trembled a bit. Suppressing a groan burning in his lungs, he tipped her chin up. “My hotel it is then?”
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      Bloody hell. Doubts assailed him from the moment they’d sauntered out of the bar and made their way onto The Strip. The desert heat, still brutal at nine o’clock at night, smacked him in the face. So she was hooking. He still had no proof she did it during business hours. If he brought her moonlighting to the human resource manager’s attention, or even if he brought it to Charlotte’s, what would happen? Maybe they’d fire her or turn her in. Or did her after-hours activities even matter?

      He’d lose his opportunity to show his sister what kind of man her husband-to-be was.

      As Kika swayed her curvy hips in front of him, his libido stirred. Try telling yourself this is mere investigation. That you aren’t attracted. He’d done some pretty stupid things in his life, but paying for sex had never been one of them.

      Until now.

      Bright lights announced the latest shows, the billboards only momentarily stealing his attention from his conundrum. If he went along with it, wouldn’t that make him as bad? As wrong?

      The crowd, walking in both directions, jam-packed the streets. A man handing out flyers with deals for strip clubs almost bumped into her. Ryan snatched her to him quickly to prevent a body collision with the guy, and brought them next to the slab of cement of the bridge. The collision with her, though…spread electric currents through him.

      “Thanks.” She tipped her fedora and tucked a straying curl behind her ear, her face flushed. “W-Where are you staying?”

      “The Spot.”

      “The Spot,” she repeated in a low voice. She reared back, and widened her eyes. Was she scared he’d take her to her place of work?

      “What’s the matter?” He lifted her chin, the tip of his finger tingling with anticipation. “Tell me.”

      She cleared her throat. “I’m calling this off.”

      Hell no, you are not. “Off?” He stood up straighter, his heart racing. “I have a special key to my suite. No one will see you. We can stroll down the parking garage and take the elevator straight to my floor.” He used his most soothing voice.

      Why did she change her mind? Was there someone who wasn’t supposed to see her in the hotel when during non-work hours? Maybe the tip that his friend Katie had given him was right on the money. Maybe there was a super organized prostitution ring…and he wasn’t going to relax until he found out.

      She sighed.

      “Are you familiar with the hotel?” He scratched his chin. Best not to tell her yet he’d seen her working in the casino. She might suspect him if he had…and the last thing he wanted was to scare her away. “Is there a problem?”

      She stepped back and crossed her arms. “Why would a hunk like you pay someone for sex? Seriously, look at you. I bet your shoulder muscles bunch into a W when you lift weights. And your abs have that narrowing V women go crazy for. I can just tell.”

      Was that an accusation or a compliment? Laughter floated up his throat. “What am I, an alphabet soup?”

      She shook her head. “I just noticed you are better looking out here.”

      “What was wrong with inside the bar? The dim lights didn’t favor me?”

      “Yes, you were really fugly back there.” She pointed toward the bar and shrugged. “My point is, why aren’t you taking a girlfriend out on the town? Why didn’t you bring someone with you on this trip?”

      Was she a prostitute or a relationship counselor? He rubbed the back of his neck, but no massage would bring him the ticket out of that conversation. Shifting his weight from one foot to the other, he let a long sigh out. A different awareness dawned on him. She’d studied his every move. Damn it.

      Besides his counselor and the AA meeting group, his sister had been the only person he’d opened up to about this. Well, it’s not like this was a typical date. Also, he had to tell her something true about himself, besides his profession and nationality. It was only fair. “I’m an alcoholic. I dated someone special for a while, but my disease ruined that relationship. That was three and a half years ago.”

      Kika unfolded her arms, the contours of her face softening. “I understand.” She chewed on her lower lip, and he could tell by the twitch in her eyes, he got to her at some level. Either that or she was a great actress.

      She closed the gap between them. An invisible bubble of awareness encircled them, and silence lengthened. He parted his mouth, but couldn’t string any words past the lump in his throat. Keep your head in the game, man.

      Asking her very personal questions would make him get to know her. Maybe, even like her. Was he ready for that? For bringing down the operation which she was possibly a part of? For using her to save his sister from the claws of that bastard Blake Spot? A cold shiver ran down his spine.

      Time to move forward.

      No.

      More.

      Hesitations.

      “I understand…this.” He dipped his head and covered her lips with his. All his muscles clenched with longing, and blood surged hot and thick in his veins. He held the back of her neck, his fingers kneading the soft skin to bring her to submission. To make her surrender to a kiss that had already disarmed him.

      She opened her mouth and he delved his tongue inside. A rapacious, senseless desire for more took seed and grew. Pulling her against his hips, he groaned. His cock was as hard as granite. How could he not be? The tight tips of her full breasts rubbed his pectorals.

      With a low moan, she nipped his lower lip, and when his bloodstream expanded to the point he thought he’d die, his heart slamming against his ribcage, she released it with a pop.

      “Get a room, guys.” A teenager snickered behind them as he walked by.

      “That’s good advice,” he whispered into her hair.

      Trembling, she disentangled herself from his hold. It took her a couple seconds until she faced him straight in the eye. “Show me your I.D.”

      ID? He watched her in silence, then frowned and pulled his Australian passport from his back pocket. Raising it to her eye level, she skimmed over his name while she jammed her other hand in her purse and grabbed a cell phone.

      “What are you doing?”

      She typed on the screen. “Sending my friend Elena a message with your passport number. If you breach any of the conditions we talked about, or if I don’t call her in the morning, she will know what to do.”

      Was that a policy from the organization to ensure safety? He scratched his chin. “Interesting. You do that with every client? That would be a breach of privacy.” Maybe if she did, there was a way he could get access to a client database.

      Kika gave him his passport back, then tossed her phone in her bag. “It’s a new rule. You know, to protect my ass from foreign clients,” she said playfully.

      He shoved the passport in his back pocket. “Fair enough.”

      “Okay. I’ll go to your hotel, but I don’t want to be seen.”

      He curled up his lips. “No worries. Discretion is my middle name.”

      “No. Your middle name is Charles.”

      Right now, his middle name was Stupid.
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      I should be locked in a white padded room. Or something. The man thought she was a hooker, for crying out loud! Kika followed him into the parking garage, as he’d suggested, to keep their entrance low-key. He slid the room key in the slot to gain access to the elevator from the parking garage. She watched his long fingers and her sex hummed.

      When she had heard he’d stayed at the same hotel where Luna worked as a waitress, she’d almost changed her mind. She didn’t want to jeopardize her sister’s job. What if he ran into Luna at the casino the next day? Gosh, that would be super awkward.

      His candid confession cut to her soul. After what she’d endured with her brother, she’d become wary of being around addicts. It’s not like Ryan is offering you a relationship, right? No puppies and rainbows. He was just her client, in a world where her fantasy was coming to life.

      The kiss he gave her…taught her no padded room, no confinement, could smother the heat still branding her skin. What else did she have to go home to tonight? Freddy had died exactly six years ago. Her had sister stood her up and didn’t have the guts to pick up her cell phone.

      Maybe that was why she went along with pretending to be someone else. She badly needed an escape, and by God there were worse ones than Ryan Winters. Her lack of restraint around him was like taking a ride on a roller coaster for the first time. Except she’d had sex before…but never under false pretenses. He didn’t know where she lived, or anything else about her. He wanted to pay for sex, which gave her the freedom of not having to worry about the consequences. Yes, freedom from the clinging thoughts that always fogged her mind on her annual visit to her sister. Like opening that bathroom door and finding Freddy there, his body stiff and pale against the toilet seat. Dead.

      A security guard nodded at Ryan, and he waved his key as a mere formality. The platinum shining on the card ensured privacy to whoever occupied the top penthouses.

      The elevator doors closed, and he gave her a sexy sideways glance, encouraging her to erase the distance between them, with what she was sure was a very naughty smile on her face. However, a couple of seconds later, the white marbled, panoramic elevator stopped at the second floor, and a few guests joined them.

      “Oh, the disadvantages of having a room on the top floor,” she whispered into his ear. Wasn’t there a part of her that didn’t respond to him with the eagerness of a shopaholic on Black Friday?

      He snaked his arm around her shoulders. “Tell me about it.”

      Anticipation dripped down her spine and surged all the way down the back of her buckling knees. Another floor and more guests entered. She scooted back, and Ryan held her elbow, bringing her closer to him. He nudged her in front of him, his hand on her hip and with the discretion he claimed was so natural to him, he took a millimeter of a step toward her, enough for her to feel his hot erection poking against her ass. Dear. Lord.

      Clamping her lips shut, she suppressed a moan. Each time her heart thumped, her pussy throbbed in a rhythm that was as delicious as it was frustrating. The voices around her faded in the background.

      The elevator stopped at yet another level, and she was about to burst. They scooted back all the way against the glass wall to make room. She could glance behind her and see The Strip, but that meant she’d also have to face him, and just the idea of his azure eyes deepening with desire made her want to rub her back against his chest, and lean against him to give him full access to her neck.

      When the elevator reached the fiftieth floor, the sound of her long-suppressed sigh filled the space. The old ladies chattered on in French, and left the elevator at the same time as Ryan and her. Ryan stretched his hand out to her, and she accepted it. With fingers intertwined, the warmth from his palm engulfed her. He wanted her badly, and that alone had her cursing every tiny step they took until they reached his door. Every. Single. One.

      A handful of penthouses occupied that exquisite floor, with small bronze statues at every corner, renaissance art decorating the walls, and a couple of oversized chairs with golden trim. Luxury and decadence in every detail, just like the rest of the property. For all she cared, they could be in a dark alley in Marrakech. If he wasn’t buried inside her fast enough, she’d die.

      He pressed the card in the slot area, it blinked green, and he turned the knob. Releasing her hand from his, he motioned for her to enter. A knot thickened in her throat. Was listening to her simmering lady parts the wisest decision she could make? He flicked a couple of dimmed lights on, which set the intimate mood. Wow. The place was freaking huge.

      Without waiting for him, she removed her black-wedged shoes and dropped them in the foyer. She walked past a dining table for six, a set of golden couches in the living area, and the inviting rectangular sleek pool on the balcony.

      “Keep going,” he demanded, his husky drawl shredding any remain of doubt lurking in her mind. The man’s accent was porn to her ears.

      Behind the French doors ahead was the master suite. Clenching and unclenching her sweaty hands, she strode to the set of doors, and swung them open as if they could leave all her baggage behind her. Tonight, she was someone else.

      She curled her toes on the soft carpet, her eyes widening to soak in the California-sized bed, impeccably made, with about ten small pillows on top of the rich bronze bedspread. Lights from the outside skipped in the room. The sliding door to the balcony was a tad open, and let in a draft of dry hot air.

      The other furniture, the set of bedside tables, and the chaise longue at the end of the bed, faded in the background. Swept by a sense of empowerment, she turned around to find him leaning against the threshold, staring at her with an intensity that made her shudder.

      He pulled his shirt over his head, and tossed it aside. Moisture evaporated from her throat. The planes of his well-muscled chest shifted as he walked toward her. He was chiseled, and plain gorgeous. A gleam of approval sparkled in his eyes, even though she was clothed. By the time he was a heartbeat away from her, his limbs rubbing on hers, her heart galloped.

      With a sly smile, he took her fedora off, and her hair fell in waves down her shoulders. “I’ve been wanting to do this for a while.”

      “It hasn’t been that long,” she said, her voice a tad nervous.

      “That’s where you’re wrong. Ever since I saw you at the bar…every moment I don’t kiss you, it seems like it’s been way too long a wait.”

      She chewed on her lower lip, biting it hard. Maybe the pain would take over the strangely warm sensation pouring through her. Crap. The man had game. Too much game. I have to up mine.

      She glided her fingers down his hard chest and toyed with the waistband of his jeans. “What do you want?” she whispered, figuring that’s what a sex professional would ask. Also, if he requested anything too freaky, this was her chance to bolt.

      “What I want is right in front of me,” he said, before covering her lips with his and initiating a kiss charged with raw passion. A kiss that made her adrenaline spike even higher than the one they’d shared on the street.

      His tongue stroked and wrestled with hers with the same intensity. Heat coiled low in her belly, and she matched his eagerness with her own, plastering herself against him, her hands perusing his chest. She made circles with the tip of her trembling fingers around his taut nipples and he tensed up under her touch.

      “What do you want, Kika?” he asked, his breath shaky.

      Her heart skipped a beat, and she brought her gaze to his, making it race again. This. This was what she could have right now, and what would help her forget everything else. For one night only.  “I want you to fuck me.”
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      “Too right.” He slammed her against the wall, the coolness of the glass prickling her bare arms. His lips hovered over hers, and she parted her mouth, but instead of going for a full on kiss, Ryan withdrew. Dizzy with desire, her head bobbed toward him.

      He lifted her arms and put them behind her head. A wave of anxiety swept through her, and she arched toward him. Asking for help had never been her forte, but damn the man, she needed him to release the volcanic tension boiling in her veins.

      Ryan held her arms captive with one hand, and she squirmed. Lowering toward her, he ran his index finger over her face, outlining her cheeks, her nose, her mouth. She slipped the tip of her tongue out, and licked his finger. He threw his head back, and let out a long sigh that shred the silence.

      Encouraged, she ran her tongue up and down his finger. He stood straighter and faced her. The spark of defiance in his eyes set her pulse on a wild delicious race. Whatever challenge he’d planned, she wasn’t going to back down.

      She sucked his finger, marveling over his rough skin, and he groaned. Shaking his head, he yanked his finger from her mouth, and ran the glistening flesh down her neck. She felt her main vein pulsating; he must have noticed because he flashed her a smile of pure male pride.

      The moment he pulled up her tank top and fondled her breasts over her black satin bra, she gasped and dropped her shoulders, her body sliding on the glass and producing a squeaking noise. He loosened the grip on her arms till they fell down to her side.

      Ryan pulled her bra to the side, and her breasts spilled into view. Licking his lips, he took a small step back, his intense gaze fixed on her dark brown tips. “These are fucking gorgeous.” He glanced at her. “You are gorgeous.”

      “How gorgeous?” she whispered.

      Smiling, he brushed his palm against her breasts. Oh, how she ached for his touch… Her nipples hardened like diamond tips. After cupping them, he made circular movements on the sensitive skin around her nipples, tugging at the center. Her entire body tingled. Without mercy, her bones melted, one by one.

      She leaned her head against the glass, eyes closed. He began a path of kisses, big and small, on her neck that had her quivering for more. Moaning, she raked her fingers in his hair. The buzz cut was a combination of sharp and smooth—much like the man whose tongue tasted her collarbone.

      “Yes,” she whispered, arousal ricocheting through her. There wasn’t room for anything else but the two of them. No past, no sorrow, nothing. Just the way it should be.

      He licked her nipple, and his hand massaged the other. The moisture from her thighs seeped through her pants, she was sure. A rasping sound flew past his lips when he switched from one breast to the other. This time, he sucked it without delay, grazing his teeth on her tight bud, and increasing the blazing tornado in her bloodstream.

      Could it get any better?

      He touched her waistline, then his hand perused yet lower and he fumbled to find her zipper. Oh, yes, it could—and would—get much better. She caressed his shoulders, her fingernails scratching his bare flesh.

      “Are you trying to distract me?” His voice dropped an octave, his accent even more pronounced. He nipped on her swollen breast, and she smothered a cry of pleasure.

      “Is it working?”

      Chuckling, he unzipped her pants. The fabric soon pooled at her feet and she kicked it to the side. Ryan continued his exploration, slipping a couple of fingers in her white lacy panties. At first, he drew an invisible pattern on her sex, each time threatening to go lower, each time making her inhale all the air in the room only to exhale at once, clumsily.

      She buckled, the promise of a climax fogging her brain. Finally, he inserted two fingers into her warm, swollen walls. She clawed him harder on his back. A coarse whimper pushed past her throat. “More.”

      Ryan kissed his way up her neck and jaw line, while adding his thumb to tease her clit. She shut her eyes, the overpowering sensation building and growing in her heart, her pussy, her thighs. Perhaps sensing how close she was, he intensified the stroking of his fingers, which were now coated with her pearly essence. Flicking her clit, he took her mouth in a frantic kiss—as if his lips, teeth, and tongue searched for something beyond what was being offered.

      Clinging to him, she wrapped one leg around his torso, and the position sent her right over the edge. She caught a hint of the scent of her arousal, and her body roared. He increased the pressure, the rhythm.

      A zingy, tingly sensation started to throb in her clitoris and spread throughout her body. The dominant surge of pleasure made her muscles clench, curled her toes, and she quivered, panting as she exhaled. A lightness, different from anything she’d ever experienced, washed over her, and lingered when she began to slow her pace.

      “Open your eyes,” he commanded.

      She followed suit, and blinked a couple of times to focus on his criminally handsome face, and the shameless grin forming on his sexy lips.

      “That’s how gorgeous you are,” he said with a tenderness that shrank her heart.

      She curled her fists, reality taking over the climax. They were still half-dressed, against the glass door. And she was…supposed to get paid for this. Paid! A chill ran down her spine, and she straightened her shoulders and wiped the sweat from her forehead.

      “Kika…is that your real name?”

      She loosened her leg on his torso until her foot touched the cold, sterile marble. “It’s a nickname. For Francisca.”

      “Francisca.” Her named rolled off of his tongue, smooth like rose petals. He pulled her to him, and in one fluid movement, scooped her up in his arms. She gasped, her legs fidgety. “We should do this the right way, Francisca.”

      Soon, he erased the distance from the bed and eased her on the plush mattress. The right way? Her throat thickened. What could be right about what she was doing? And enjoying.

      Kika shook her head. What difference did it make? Ryan would go back to Australia, and she’d head to New York to stalk department stores buyers to try and sell them her jewelry. She removed her shirt and bra and tossed them on the bedside table. In a couple days’ time, Ryan would be just a memory. Why not make the best of it?
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      Ryan reared back, the relentless throb from his heart rushing to his thighs. Francisca, if that was her real name, was exquisite. She lay on the bed, her olive skin glistening against the gold bedspread. A small lump traveled down her delicate throat, and he watched her full breasts rise with her intake of breath, the cinnamon-colored tips begging for his attention.

      His cock twitched.

      She peered at him, and he stood up and removed his jeans, kicking them to the side. A zingy current stretched between them, and he couldn’t look away.

      “Don’t stop.” She pointed at his black boxer briefs.

      “Couldn’t if I wanted to.” Aware of her undivided attention, he slid down his boxers, and his cock sprung out. Flecks of silver sparked in her eyes as she slipped the pink tip of her tongue out of her mouth and licked the curve of her lips.

      By the time he reached the bed, she scooted over the edge and rotated to her belly. “Come here.” She fisted him, and every part of him tensed. The only beating part was his length, his blood hotter than the Outback in the summer. His stomach curled. Being in control and touching her, making her moan earlier…that had been easy. That, he understood.

      Bringing him closer, she flicked her tongue on his flesh, and he fought the buckling of the back of his knees. She lifted her head and stared at him; his heart beat staccato. Sexiest. Woman. Ever. Smiling, she took his length in her mouth, and he threw his head back. Fuck. The hot, moist recesses welcomed his cock, which grew bigger inside her.

      He groaned. She cupped his balls gently, and ran her teeth along his skin.

      Grazing. Branding. Tasting. He leaned down and thrust both hands in her hair, applying a deep pressure on her scalp. She let a couple of moans out, and intensified the strokes on him, licking his balls and scratching his thighs.

      A thread of sweat slicked his forehead. He wasn’t going to last much longer. Propping herself on one elbow, she shifted on the mattress, changing her angle so he was able to appreciate her luscious breasts. “You’re killing me, love.”

      “If you die on me, you’ll miss”—she pushed her breasts together, leaned forward, and placed his length in between them—“this.”

      Air socked from his lungs. She started to massage his cock with her breasts, the two globes of perfection squeezing him. His groin contracted, and fluid coated the tip of his penis. A firestorm flooded through his veins.

      No. He couldn’t come yet.

      He pulled her to the middle of the bed. The frown between her eyebrows gave him the assurance he needed. She was ready.

      He retrieved a condom from his wallet, and rolled it on. His fingers trembled. Although he’d just met her, a part of him acted like he’d waited for this his whole life. He shook his head. I’m so turned on I can’t think straight.

      With a wicked smile, he joined her on the bed. She opened her legs, and he melded his mouth to hers in a kiss that demanded. Explored. Savored.

      He drove himself inside her, and they both moaned. He didn’t expect her to be this tight, her walls barely letting him move against them. A current of electricity bolted through him. Inhaling, he removed his cock from her, and thrust again, plunging into her.

      He dipped his head down and licked the sweat trickling between her breasts. The fresh odor and her sexy, tantalizing arousal scent filled the room. Each time he impaled her, his heart threatened to gallop out of his chest. Beads of sweat slicked his hair, his buttocks, his torso.

      She linked her arms around him, and the closeness pushed him over the edge. He flicked her clit, and watched as her curvy body quivered under his. A flush spread across her cheeks, and coarse whispers in Spanish escaped her parted lips.

      He withdrew from her one last time, the tip of his length all the way out. He didn’t want to be out. He wanted…her. She wrapped her legs around him, and he went in for his last thrust, all the remaining pieces of his self-restraint exploding as pleasure claimed him and poured out of him.

      Sated, he fell on top of her, his skin sticking to hers. She shifted to the right, and a cool breeze swept over him. A ridiculous sense of intimacy compelled him to kiss her shoulder and whisper, “Don’t move.”

      He swung one leg over the other and sprung out of bed, strode to the bathroom, and disposed of the condom. Opening the tap, he splashed cold water on his face and dried it with a towel. I screwed her.

      Walking back into the room, he rubbed his neck, trying to alleviate the kink. Having sex with her didn’t give him the evidence he needed to show his sister what kind of man she was about to marry. It didn’t prove anything other than he acted like a horndog who hadn’t gotten any in ages.

      He peered around, his pulse racing at the anticipation of finding her again. Disappointment poured over him when he spotted the rumpled sheets on the empty bed, the scent of sweat and arousal lingering in the air.

      Already dressed in the black pants and bra, she was leaning down to scoop her shirt from the floor. The tousled hair and labored breath reminded him of what they’d just done. What he wanted to do again. “You moved.”

      “All good things come to an end, right?” She stood up straight and put on the top. “Time to jet.”

      “I’m not done.”

      She cocked her eyebrow and pointed her head at his hardening cock. “I can see that. Unfortunately for you, I’m calling it a night.”

      “Why the hurry?” He grabbed a flower from the vase and walked to her, pouting and making a sad face. “Stay.”

      She rested both hands on her waist. “Hard to resist a hot naked man walking over with an erection and a Lily of the Valley.”

      “Pardon?”

      She smiled. “The flower you’re carrying. It blooms just once a year and has to be harvested by hand.” He erased the distance between them and lurked behind her, his lips hovering over her ear lobe. “It has a very short shelf life,” she continued.

      He ran his index finger along the green stem, then offered her the bell-like flower. “How do you know?”

      “I worked in a flower shop once. In Vermont.” She touched the flower, her fingers toying with the stem gently. Covering her hand with his, he clamped his lips to suppress the groan floating up his throat. The simple brush against her skin ignited, or rather reignited, his body to stiffen.

      He exhaled all at once; sure he couldn’t hold it any longer. Never mind that he was a fantastic swimmer. That woman put his lungs to the test. “That was an interesting change of careers.”

      In a blink, Kika straightened her shoulders and moved away from him, taking the flower with her.  “Yeah. Listen, I really have to go. It’s been a long evening.”

      He scratched the back of his head. “When can I see you again?”

      She cleared her throat. “You can’t.”

      Come again? Wasn’t repeat business important for her, er, occupation? “You’re not a good salesperson, are you? After what we’ve just done, well, I assume you’d want to see me again.”

      Her lips parted into a sassy smile. “Australian Boy never hears a no. Too bad.”

      He shook his head. “How can I change your mind?”

      “You can’t.” She sauntered to the entry door and he followed her, naked. He should have come up with a magic idea to lure her back into his bed. To make her trust him, and tell him what he wanted to know. Yet, all he managed was to walk behind her, entranced by the sway of her round hips.

      When she reached the door, she clasped the handle and turned to him. A small lump made its way down her throat. Her payment. Right.

      He dashed to the room, retrieved his wallet and returned, handing her a thousand dollars. “Come over if you change your mind. You will change your mind,” he added, his voice firm and commanding. He couldn’t predict the future, not every time, but he knew their paths would cross again soon. Very soon.

      Without counting the money, she tossed it into her small handbag.

      She opened the door, her hand clenching the bronze door handle. For a moment, he thought, hoped, she was going to change her mind and stay with him. With robotic movements, she tossed him a glance over her shoulders.

      Her eyes had darkened to a midnight shade, and the sparks he had enjoyed during sex were gone. “Thanks for the flower.” She let go of the door handle and shut the door behind her, so quietly, it barely made a sound.
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      Kika sprinted out of the room, wishing her legs could keep up with the frantic beats of her heart. I’m doing the right thing. Well, that was debatable, but she couldn’t have stayed.

      She called the elevator and rushed inside, and temporary relief soothed her when she realized she was alone. Alone. Wasn’t that why she’d pretended to be a hooker? To be someone else, and not alone?

      A different sensation of loneliness had assailed her when he’d gone to the bathroom. It was as if that paid hook-up had awakened a longing she never knew she had. What would it be like to be in a relationship without an expiration date? Her fear of turning into her late mother—a woman whose love for her sleaze ball father hadn’t faded even with the distance after she’d moved with her kids to the States—had kept Kika in check her entire life.

      When Ryan returned to the room, she’d already decided it was best to go. Forget about the mind-blowing sex. She’d fought every fiber of her being and maintained her resolve. Ryan was just a fantasy. Maybe that’s why she was confused…fantasies weren’t meant to last. They were like relationships, but ended on a happier note.

      Her cell phone beeped.

      Are you okay? You texted me some guy’s passport information?

      A text message from Elena. The bestie she had met while working in New York, three years ago. Even with having to move and travel, they always kept in touch.

      I’m fine. I’ll call tomorrow and explain. Thanks for checking in, she typed, then tossed the phone in her pocket.

      With a dull sound, the elevator doors opened and she scurried out of the elevator, crossing the lobby. She touched her head to pull her fedora down, but her fingers found her hair instead. Shit. Her favorite accessory. She’d bought it from a dinky little shop in Paris. Ducking her head, she fixed her gaze on the floor and hoped she wouldn’t be noticed. Besides a few tourists in the check-in line, lights were dimmed and a couple of security guards chattered by the revolving doors.

      When she was officially off of hotel property, she reached in her purse for the bills. She walked towards a skinny old man who held a veteran sign, rolled all the money together, and dropped it in his bucket. “Don’t spend all of it in one place.”

      The man’s eyes widened. “This is… Thank you. Thank you.” The smile on his face made her heart sing.

      The song, however, didn’t last long. Returning to her sister’s apartment meant awakening to reality. Ten minutes later, she sucked in her breath and turned the door handle.

      How would she tell Luna what had happened?

      She headed to the living area, and glanced at the two unoccupied red loveseats. Where could her sister be? Shouldn’t her shift be over by now? She glanced at the ginormous Marilyn Monroe picture framed on the off-white wall. “I’m not interested in money. I just want to be wonderful,” said the quote in black bold letters.

      Well, isn’t that freaking appropriate?

      Kika was about to head to the bathroom, when Luna’s spiky heels clanking on the cheap laminate floor announced her arrival.

      Oh, this wasn’t going to be a fun conversation. I slept with a guy who’s staying at the hotel where you work. Oh, and I got paid. Just in case, get some vacation time. Asap.

      Clearing her dry throat, Kika spun around to face her sister. Or what looked like her sister.

      A swollen purple mark circled Luna’s right eye, and a trace of blood strayed from her nose. What the hell? A cold shiver ran down Kika’s spine as she noticed the frumpy state of her sister’s golden uniform. Her stomach clenched tight. She rushed to her sister’s side. “Luna, what happened?”

      Kika outlined her sister’s face with trembling fingers, making an effort not to hurt the sensitive area. Jerking back, Luna lifted her hand, gesturing she needed space. Kika didn’t miss the fear in her bruised eyes.

      “You should be sleeping,” Luna whispered, removing her black stiletto shoes and tossing them to the side.

      Sleeping? Was that the best she could do? “And you should have met me hours ago, remember?” Kika retorted, incredulous. Luna shook her head, the sigh leaving her lips only adding to Kika’s curiosity. “Please tell me who did that to you?” she urged, her heart about to burst out of her chest. She gripped Luna’s hand.

      Luna’s fingers touched the affected area around her eye, and with a frown, she let her hand drop down. “Kika, it’s complicated…”

      Kika placed both hands on her hips, irritation skating up her spine. “No. It’s simple. Someone beat the crap out of you. I’ll go with you to the police so you can press charges. Can you give them a good description?”

      Luna’s black eyes widened, the spark of fear showing again. “I’m not pressing charges.” A whisper.

      Was there a boyfriend in the picture? “Why not? Honey, it’s okay. I’m with you. We’ll get over it, but you can’t let him go free.”

      “Kika, this was…bad luck.”

      “Bad luck was when you dyed your hair platinum blonde in high school. This is full-on disaster. Why won’t you tell me what’s wrong?” Kika raised her voice, a part of her regretting it immediately. The other part warned her Luna had always been slippery, and this time, Kika couldn’t stand her evasiveness. Not when violence was involved. The need to take down the son of a bitch who did that to her sister throbbed in Kika’s temples.

      “Because a lot has changed. I’ve changed.” The pain in Luna’s eyes flashed, like it exceed the physical one.

      Kika’s heart contracted and she had to touch it and rub it to try foolishly get rid of the suffocating guilt. The same one that had haunted her after Freddy’s death. Kika swallowed the regret lodged in her throat. For the past six years, she’d been the one who should be ashamed. Turning her friendship to her sister into a couple-of-times-a-year event, always searching for work as far from her as she could. She hadn’t listened to Luna when she should have, and that had cost Freddy his life. Their brother.

      “I haven’t been here for you, but I am now,” Kika pushed the words out, fighting her blurry vision.

      Luna didn’t hesitate and plopped down on the loveseat, her mouth trembling, tears rolling down her cheeks.

      Could they ever be the way they once were? Kika knelt down in front of her sister. Uncertain but unwilling to stop, she reached out and hugged her. Within seconds, the tight embrace pulled a sob out of Luna’s throat, bringing more turmoil than peace. Kika scooted back a bit, to give her time.

      “I can’t cry.” Luna frowned, makeup smearing her pretty face. “It hurts when I cry.”

      Kika wiped the tears with the back of her hands, chewing her lip and no longer trying to fight her own. “Then I’ll cry for you,” she offered.

      Luna laughed nervously. “Dang. For you to cry I must really look like crap.”

      Biting back a smile, Kika sniffed. “Hey I’ve always told you I was the better looking sister. Now there’s evidence.”

      “Remember that security guy from the hotel where I worked? The one I mentioned was a jerk?” Luna straightened, her hands balling into fists.

      “He did this to you?”

      Luna turned her head away. “He did it because I pushed a guest away.”

      Kika curled her hand into a fist, her fingernails biting into her skin. Her chin jerked as her blood went down on a slow simmer. “That’s ridiculous. Who in the world does that?”

      “Kika… the guest was also…a client. I’ve been moonlighting as a high-end call girl.”

      Call girl. The word hit her like a rock to the chest. She struggled to pull a breath, letting her shoulders sag against the back of the sofa and stilling her blood. Call girl. Couldn’t be. But the honesty in Luna’s eyes never faltered. Her sister had never been a good liar. And right now, a selfish part of Kika almost wished that she was.

      “Why?” She pushed the question out of her Nevada desert-dry throat. The image of the hot Aussie she’d bedded formed in her mind, and she shook it away. Living a fantasy for one night had to be different than selling your body over and over. Whether she was being a hypocrite or pragmatic, she’d work that out later.

      “Tia Rosa slipped in her tub and broke her hips. She has no insurance, and she needed a hip replacement surgery fast. She was in a lot of pain.” Luna wept. “A couple of other girls at work do it, and they’re making tons of money.”

      “Couldn’t she apply for Medicaid?”

      “She isn’t a citizen, remember? That would have been even worse.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me about our aunt?”

      “I assumed you didn’t have the cash, either.” Luna shrugged. “I’ve only done it for two months. I just wanted to pay Tia Rosa’s bills. Omar, the security guy, runs a very tight scheme. He’s never hit me before. Last night, I refused to go with a client and he pulled me to the side after my shift for a cozy chat. You should have seen the man, though. So rude and acting like—”

      A red veil burned the edges of her sight. Kika stood and held out her hand. “Luna, we have to press charges against him.” She threw her shoulders. “Now.”

      Luna wrapped her arms around herself as if her skinny arms could protect her from common sense. “Only if I want to get jailed too. Don’t you know prostitution is illegal in Vegas?”

      Ironically, it was legal anywhere else in the state of Nevada. Talk about being at the wrong place, at the wrong time. Kika rubbed her forehead, her racing pulse competing with the jumbled thoughts in her head. How could she help Luna? “There has to be something we can do. Maybe talk to someone at the hotel?”

      “What do you think they’ll do when they find out?” Luna said with a strangled voice. She used the back of her hand to wipe the new tears rimming her eyes. “I still owe him some money. He paid me in advance so I could take care of Tia Rosa’s bills.”

      Kika touched her chest. “How much do you owe him?”

      “Fifty-thousand dollars.” The bob making its way down Luna’s soft throat was almost palpable. “All I want to do now is work to pay him back and get out.”

      Get out? Kika paced the floor, the circles turning smaller each time. She couldn’t let her sister go out there anymore.

      “You can’t get out like this.” She’d failed Freddy. She’d be damned if she failed Luna. “How does it work?”

      “All negotiations must go through Omar. He has contacts.”

      Kika halted. “I need to talk to this Omar.”

      “Are you crazy?”

      Kika drew a deep breath, her determination firm like iron. She’d find a way to protect Luna and get her out of the ring unscathed. “That sounds about right.”
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      Ryan’s phone vibrated on the bedside table. Without bothering to look at the caller ID, he stretched his hand and grabbed it. He flicked it on speaker mode. “Hello.”

      “Ryan? Did I wake you? It’s ten o’clock.” Charlotte giggled on the other end of the line.

      Rubbing his eyes, he opened them and with a quick glance around, found himself alone in his bedroom. Kika’s scent clung to the rumpled sheets, the only evidence that she hadn’t been a dream. He sat upright with a start. Last night. The woman. The sex. No, the amazing sex. “Sorry, I had a rough night.” He coughed, and hoped his voice would resemble that of an awakening person soon.

      Silence. “Is everything okay?” Charlotte cleared her throat.

      “Yeah, everything is fine, don’t worry.” He surged to his feet and grabbed his boxers from the chair. “I didn’t fall off the wagon in the city of sin.” He attempted to inject some humor in his voice. Truth was, he had indulged in a different type of sinful act.

      “Good.” His sister breathed into the phone. “I have a favor to ask. Blake’s best man had a ski accident in the Alps. He’s fine, but won’t be able to make it to the wedding.”

      Ryan scratched his head and yawned. “And?”

      “I know you’re not my fiancé’s biggest fan, but can you please rise to the occasion and be his best man?” Charlotte asked, injecting some energy at the end. “For me?”

      His best man? “You’re kidding me, right?” He snorted. Even through a phone line, he could imagine his sister drumming her fingers on the phone, pacing in her apartment overlooking Bondi Beach. “It would mean a lot to me. Like your blessing. Like you wanted to see me happy.”

      “Of course I wanna see you happy, Charlotte. That’s the most important thing.” He sighed, and heard another breathing sound from the other side of the line. This time, a lengthier silence stretched, and he pressed the switch to remove the electric blinds and within a second, daytime Vegas unveiled in front of him. The day was overcast, with clouds swarming the gray sky, yet no chance of rain. “I’ll think about it.”

      “Thanks. I met Lynn for lunch.”

      “Nice.” He focused his attention on the groups of people crossing the streets. A couple of white limos rode through the taxis. “How is she?” Drawing back, he turned around and inhaled. He knew damn well how his ex-girlfriend was.

      “Great,” Charlotte said, and breathed into the phone so hard that it sounded like a bloody windstorm had swept through the device. “She’s pregnant. I just…wanted to tell you in case you—”

      Damn his sister. He hated that sweet, condescending tone she had whenever she was about to tell him something he wouldn’t like hearing. Ryan shoved his hands in his hair, his fingers rubbing the scalp. 

      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/naked_truth_series_1800x2700.jpg
A NAKED
s H SERIES

INCLUDES:
HOOKED

ACCIDENTALLY
ACCIDENTALLY STILL MARRIED
ACCIDENTALLY SEDUCED
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUT

CARMEN FALCONE

O

THOR






