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PROLOGUE

 


NEWSPAPER CLIPPINGS spread across the
scarred coffee table of the dingy motel room revealed nothing new,
nothing to grasp onto. So far, they gave up no solid ideas on how
to proceed. But they had to, given time. Yet there was none to
waste, for time was of the essence.

Concentrate.

Maybe if arranged in a different order . . .
a little shuffling of the lurid headlines wouldn’t hurt. The
tattered clippings moved around replayed like a deck of cards until
they came up with a winning hand.

There. That was better.

VANISHED SHOWGIRL HELD
HOSTAGE . . . BRIDE-TO-BE’S EXPERIENCE NO HONEYMOON IN VEGAS . . . MAINTENANCE
MAN “PROTECTS” BELOVED . . . DANCER HIDDEN BELOW SHOWROOM . . .
SHOWGIRL RELEASED AFTER WEEK’S ORDEAL.

The headlines, now in
logical order, told her
side of the story.

The accompanying photographs told yet
another lie.

The slender woman staring out of the grainy
photos appeared ragged, raw, emotionally drained. Her face was too
pale, a splash of freckles – the curse of natural redheads –
prominent across her nose. Her wide mouth was parted, not in a
smile, but as if she were trying to suck in air. Her eyes were dark
pools of pain.

All-in-all, she personified innocence
unfairly assaulted.

An act. All a ploy for sympathy.

She was good at that, eliciting compassion
from the unsuspecting. From men especially. Did this come naturally
to her? Or had she developed the talent in classes as she had her
dancing? Maybe she should have been an actress. She’d fooled a lot
of people. But not everyone.

Some recognized the truth.

JoJo Weston was a slippery sort, a tarnished
gypsy who had gotten only part of what was coming to her.
Unfortunately, she’d escaped her fate with the help of her loyal
friends. Too bad for her. Better had she never risen from her
dungeon. Better had she died there. Then she wouldn’t present such
a problem.

A temporary situation.

JoJo Weston had no idea of what was in store
for her. If she thought she’d had a scary experience before, she
was in for one hell of a rollercoaster ride now.

With some determined help, fate was about to
take another shot at her . . . and this time, she wouldn’t
escape.


CHAPTER ONE

 


FLYING OUT of the Caribbean, JoJo Weston ran
like the hounds of hell were on her heels. She could have taken one
of the limos, but the traffic on The Strip was at its peak. Running
along the tourist-packed sidewalks was faster, even in heels.

Only two blocks to the Fantasy Wedding
Chapel where her unsuspecting best friend was about to marry the
man she loved – unsuspecting that the maid of honor had forgotten
the groom’s ring, that is, and had disappeared back to the hotel
long enough to fetch the thick gold band. JoJo now wore the ring on
her thumb where she couldn’t misplace it.

A red light stopped her in her tracks.
Taking a deep, slow breath, she looked around at the other people
piling up at the corner to cross the street.

That’s when she saw the figure lurking
behind a couple of brawny college-age guys slightly behind and to
her right. JoJo started at that bony frame, those glasses that
bobbled on the too-small nose. Then the image was swallowed by the
crowd now shoving her forward.

The light had changed.

Heart pounding wildly, JoJo stumbled off the
curb. A middle-aged man in plaid shorts and a garish Las Vegas
T-shirt grabbed her upper arm and saved her from a fall.

“You all right,
Miss?”

“Yes, thank
you.”

But she wasn’t all right. Might never be
again.

JoJo forced herself to move, her legs
carrying her across the street in slow motion. Every step was an
effort. She felt overheated, slightly dizzy, and filled with a
familiar and growing dread. Though she kept checking the crowd
around and behind her, she didn’t see anything ominous.

And yet the threat wouldn’t subside.

Nearly every hour of every day, JoJo was
uncomfortable in her own skin. Often, the sensation of someone
following her, watching her, made the hair at the back of her neck
stand up. She knew it was because of what had happened to her. She
was experiencing some kind of delayed shock syndrome that had yet
to play itself out. Even knowing that, her imagination wouldn’t
rest. For the past few weeks, she’d been looking over her shoulder
wherever she went.

But she had never before thought she’d seen
Lester Perkins, who she knew was locked up in a psycho ward at the
county jail, awaiting trial.

Several cars now sat outside the Fantasy
Wedding Chapel, including the ‘68 Corvette Mako Shark that belonged
to the groom, and a more sedate if equally expensive limousine that
belonged to his father. JoJo knew the handful of invited guests who
could come had arrived.

Unfortunately, Sasha’s parents had been
forced to cancel flying in from New York when her dad broke his
leg. And one of Sasha’s sisters was ready to go into labor any
moment and needed the third sister to supervise her kids. Everyone
had been disappointed, but Nick would send Sasha’s family a video
of the wedding and fly them all into Las Vegas later for a family
celebration.

Entering the air-conditioned chapel, JoJo
tucked away the fear that she was teetering on the edge of a
nervous breakdown. This was her best friend’s wedding, for heaven’s
sake, a day to be happy. She almost ran into the groom, dressed in
a tropical white silk-blend suit and yellow and purple
flower-printed silk shirt, a fancier version of what she thought of
as his hotel uniform. Nick Donatelli was the owner of the
Caribbean, both her boss and her friend.

“Sasha’s been looking for
you,” he said, nervously pulling a hand through his dark hair.
“Hey, you okay?”

“Yeah, just out of breath,”
she assured him, unused to seeing Nick looking unsure of himself.
“I’ll go find her right away.”

His intent green gaze followed as she made
her way down the hall to the bride’s room, where Sasha Brozynski
was worriedly poking at her lush tawny tresses.

“Stop fussing or you’ll
ruin it,” JoJo chided in the most natural tone she could
muster.

“There you are.” Swinging
around in her seat, Sasha widened her amber eyes at the sight
before her. “What happened to you?”

JoJo caught a glance of her own disheveled
appearance in the mirror. “Oh, no,” she groaned.

Her naturally curly hair had frizzed. The
brilliant yellow silk fashioned into a flowing loose halter top
gown was damp beneath her arms and around her breasts. Her make-up
had simply melted in the June desert heat.

“You look like you ran a
marathon.”

JoJo lifted her thumb. “I had to go back to
the hotel for this. In our rush to leave for the chapel, I left
Nick’s ring in your room.”

Sasha rose, her lush six-foot frame
accentuated by her unusual wedding gown – a silk sarong fashioned
from the same yellow and purple material as Nick’s shirt. “Sit,”
she commanded.

JoJo slipped into a chair before the
mirrored wall and Sasha attacked her frizzy hair with a curling
iron, saying, “You’ll be good as new in no time.” When JoJo didn’t
respond, Sasha frowned at her through the mirror. “You are all
right?”

Not wanting to put a damper on her friend’s
wedding day, JoJo thought to lie. And she would’ve if the fear
chasing her had kept vague and at a safe distance. But her brush
with the recent past had been too close for her nerves. She had no
one else to tell who would understand.

“I thought I saw
him.”

“Who?”

“Lester.”

“That’s
impossible.”

“I know.” A fluttery
sensation in the pit of her stomach made JoJo shudder. “But I swear
he really was there in the crowd for a moment before he
disappeared.”

“It’s guilt,” Sasha
proposed. “We promised to visit him and haven’t come
through.”

At the advice of Nick’s lawyer, who felt
they should distance themselves, at least until after the
trial.

Sasha went on. “You saw someone who reminded
you of Lester, is all.”

“I suppose you’re
right.”

“You got to stop focusing
on it. Stop being victimized by a man who can’t hurt you any
more.”

“Lester never wanted to
hurt me.”

Secretly in love with JoJo, the mousy
maintenance man had sworn to protect her from her own fiance, who
had turned out to be somebody else. Somebody dangerous. A murderer.
In some part, she owed Lester.

“Yeah, but Lester did hurt
you, if not physically, then in spirit,” Sasha said.

Knowing her friend was right, JoJo sighed.
“I keep seeing shadows where there are none,” she admitted. “I
think I need some time off.”

“I tried to tell you.”
Sasha put the finishing touches on JoJo’s red curls and fluffed
them out with her long, brightly painted nails. “You don’t just get
over something like this instantly. I should know. You need time
off away from Las
Vegas.”

Directly after being released from her
temporary prison, JoJo had returned to work as if nothing had
happened. She’d figured dancing was the best medicine, and for a
few weeks, she’d been fine. Then the memories and her imagination
had gotten hold of her. Oh, she was still able to forget for a few
hours at a time, during her performances. Trouble was, there were
twenty-four hours in a day.

“Maybe I should take a
short vacation,” JoJo admitted. “A few days away from everything
familiar would do me good.”

“A few weeks would be even
better. Nicky will understand. I’ll talk to him.”

“When you get back from
your honeymoon will be soon enough.” Fixing her make-up, JoJo took
heart in the idea of getting away. A rest cure should do the trick,
get her back on track. Only when she felt centered again could she
get on with her life. Only then could she figure out what she
wanted to do with the rest of it. Thirtysomething was practically
over the hill for a dancer. She needed to look at the big picture
without blinders on.

“That’s better.” Sasha
traded the curling iron for a blow dryer that she snapped on low.
“Now raise your arms so we can dry your pits.”

 


 


FILLED WITH SILK palm trees, real tropical
flowers and colorful birds in cages, the chapel was decked out to
resemble a garden paradise. A multi-tiered rock fountain splashed
into a pool behind the minister. Nearly a dozen guests, including
Nick’s father Salvatore and sister Caroline, were seated in rattan
cushioned chairs. Vito Tolentino, who worked for Sally, was Nick’s
best man.

As happy as she was for Sasha and Nick, JoJo
couldn’t help feeling a little weird listening to the vows and
seeing the rings being exchanged, as she’d planned on a wedding of
her own a mere two months before. What a disaster marrying Mac
Schneider – rather Marco Scudella – would have been. He’d used her
in his quest to get revenge on Nick, after murdering an
uncooperative showgirl Nick had once dated.

And JoJo was painfully aware that she might
not have survived the honeymoon had there been one.

Ironically, only two men in her life had
ever asked for her hand in marriage. A murderer and a man old
enough to be her father. She remembered Oliver Phipps fondly,
though. Actually, she’d thought of the lonely man as a substitute
father. She’d lost her own as a kid. And he’d lost his daughter to
cancer. They’d met when he’d helped finance a Broadway show she
landed a part in, and they’d become immediate and fast friends.

“I now pronounce you man
and wife,” the minister intoned.

Before her, Nick pulled Sasha into his arms
and kissed his new wife like a man crazy in love. JoJo swallowed
hard and smiled, happy for the two of them. Oliver had asked her to
marry him to keep her from leaving New York. She’d been flattered,
but had gently turned him down, because she hadn’t loved him as a
wife should love her husband. As Sasha so obviously loved Nick. And
as she’d unfortunately loved the man who’d turned out to be Marco
Scudella.

Cheers from the audience broke up the kiss.
Both Sasha and Nick were grinning like fools.

“So let’s party!” Sasha
ordered.

The reception was held at the chapel, with a
waiter and waitress passing out canapés and flutes of
champagne.

“To the lovely bride and
the lucky groom,” Vito toasted.

Everyone lifted their glasses except Nick’s
sister Caroline, who’d never liked any woman her brother showed too
much interest in. Not even JoJo, though she and Nick had merely
been good friends.

Caroline inched closer to JoJo, murmuring,
“This is all your doing,” in a scathing tone.

Giving JoJo the distinct
feeling that Caroline blamed
her for Nick’s marrying Sasha. “I wish I could
take the credit,” she returned. “But Nick merely found Sasha
irresistible.” Caroline opened her mouth again, but JoJo
forestalled her. “Maybe if you concentrated on your own life, you
wouldn’t have so much time to interfere with your
brother’s.”

Caroline gave her a look of pure poison and
slipped away. JoJo was staring after her when a male voice too
close to her ear startled her.

“I’d like to make a toast
to you, too.”

JoJo whipped around and looked into
brilliant green eyes that every member of the Donatelli family
seemed to possess.

“What did I do?” she asked
Nick’s father.

Sally gave her an intense look. “You went
through lotsa grief a coupla months ago, and I feel
responsible.”

“You weren’t
involved.”

“Not directly, no. But
still . . . bad feelings between the Scudellas and Donatellis were
born long before you.”

“My getting in the middle
wasn’t your fault,” she assured him.

Sally Donatelli had been a
big crime boss at that time, she knew, and though Nick had sought
to legitimize the family business
while Sally was in jail, no one was certain
exactly how far he’d succeeded. And Marco’s father Carmine had been
Sally’s chief opponent in the old days. Maybe even now. She didn’t
want to know. She liked Sally, and since he was Nick’s father, she
wanted to keep on liking him.

“I have respect for you.
You’re a brave woman.”

“I don’t feel very brave,”
she admitted. “I keep wanting to look over my shoulder wherever I
go.”

“Maybe it’s this town. Ever
think about going back to New York City?”

“Not really. I miss people,
not places. What’s left of my family lives in Pennsylvania,” she
said, thinking of her mother and still-single younger brother. “And
my best friends are right here.” She saluted the newlyweds, who
were locked in another clinch.

“You got good taste,” Sally
said expansively. “As does my son. They keep this up, and I’m gonna
have grandkids sooner than I think.”

JoJo laughed with him. They clinked glasses,
finished their champagne and talked about the latest Elvis
sighting, undoubtedly spread by a tourist who’d spotted one of the
impersonators working Vegas.

A short while later, Sally moved on to talk
to his son and the new bride for a few minutes, while JoJo went in
search of some appetizers. She’d calmed her empty stomach by the
time the newlyweds caught up to her. JoJo noticed Nick’s arm wound
around Sasha’s waist as if he were afraid she might disappear if he
let go. As if Sasha would let him out of her sight.

“Nicky has a surprise for
you, JoJo,” Sasha told her. “Actually this was all Sally’s idea,
but it’s an offer you won’t be able to resist.”

Wondering what Nick’s father had come up
with, JoJo said, “Really? So spill.”

“Some time off at the
family ranch,” Nick told her. “You can stay as long as you
want.”

Astonished, JoJo asked, “You own a
ranch?”

“With facilities for a
handful of guests. It’s a small working ranch in Arizona, not too
far from Sedona. The economy being what it is, the place was
floundering, so we tried keeping it afloat by taking paid guests.
So far, it’s been a hit and miss proposition. You might even have
the whole house to yourself. The wranglers, foreman and the
housekeeper live in other quarters.”

Thinking about a change of scene in a “New
Age” area known for meditation and spiritual rejuvenation lifted a
growing weight from JoJo’s shoulders. Maybe this was just what she
needed.

“I didn’t know Sally was
into cattle,” she said.

“Actually, Caroline and
Lucky and I inherited the Macbride Ranch from our mother’s family.
We used to spend a lot of time there as kids.”

She had heard about Nick’s mysterious
younger brother Lucky. He’d disappeared from the Las Vegas scene
long before JoJo had entered it. No one seemed to know his
whereabouts or what he’d been up to for the past half-dozen years
except maybe for Sally, who’d put investigators on his son’s
tracks. And Sally wasn’t talking. While Nick hadn’t complained,
JoJo knew he was disappointed that Lucky hadn’t been around to be
his best man.

“So what do you say?” Sasha
demanded.

JoJo hugged her best friend and with a big
grin crowed, “Yee-hah!” Then she kissed Nick noisily on the cheek
and whispered in his ear, “You better make Sasha happy or you’ll
answer to me.”

Nick grimaced. “Well, then, I guess I don’t
have a choice.”

Only when JoJo let him go did she realize
Nick’s sister Caroline was nearby, her expression disapproving as
usual.

 


 


SHE’D MEANT TO get an early start, but
exhaustion more mental than physical demanded JoJo sleep in. Not
knowing whether she’d be gone for a few days or a few weeks as Nick
and Sasha had urged, she filled her biggest suitcase and a
carry-all to boot. Map and keys to the ranch house in hand, she set
off midway through the afternoon.

On the way to the used Cherokee that was her
pride – she’d never owned any manner of vehicle while living in
Manhattan – JoJo checked her mail box. Stuffed full. Helping with
the wedding had kept her too busy the past few days to see to the
practical details of her life. And they could wait a while longer,
JoJo decided.

She loaded the mail into a zippered
compartment on the outside of her larger suitcase, vaguely noting
an envelope with a New York postmark.

Then she was off on her two hundred mile
plus trek southeast into Arizona, stopping a couple of times to get
coffee and to stretch her legs. It was at one of those rest stops
that JoJo had the sensation of being watched again. Ridiculous, of
course. No one but Sasha and Nick knew where she was going. No one
could have followed her from Las Vegas.

Right?

She rubbed at the back of her neck. A look
around the parking lot at the half-dozen empty vehicles reassured
her. Still, she drove off like a madwoman, checking her mirrors to
see if anyone followed. When no car swung out behind her, she
relaxed.

Why couldn’t she have left her imagination
back in Nevada?

By the time she hit Flagstaff, JoJo was
driving with country music blasting and her window down, delighted
by the cooler, mountain air. Rather than taking the faster highway
south, she chose the scenic route through ponderosa pine ending in
a stunning sixteen-mile drive through Oak Creek Canyon. Lush pine
forest melded into red rock country, the trip down to the lower
elevation executed on hairpin curves and a series of switchbacks.
The sun was just setting, turning the surrounding rock to molten
copper.

At the bottom of the canyon, JoJo pulled off
the road to gawk while sections of the rock walls flared to life in
shifts as the sun plunged below the horizon. The breeze played
through the poplars and sycamores, their rustle hypnotic. Propped
against the hood of her truck, inhaling earth-scented fresh air and
enjoying nature’s show while other vehicles sped by, JoJo felt some
of the residual tension flow from her limbs.

Making her believe the area really did have
the healing properties it was known for.

Her stomach rumbled. JoJo realized she
needed something else, as well. Food. No reason she couldn’t stop
in Sedona for a real dinner, even if it would be getting dark soon.
Nick had given her a detailed hand-drawn map, showing her how to
get to the Macbride spread.

As she drove off toward town, she thought
about her phone call to the ranch the night before. The housekeeper
Flora Ramos had confirmed that the extended family booked at the
ranch would leave Sunday afternoon, and no one was scheduled in
until the following Friday, so JoJo would have the house all to
herself for nearly a week. Since Nick had warned Flora to expect
her, surely the housekeeper would keep a light burning.

 


 


DRIVING DOWN the gravel path from the side
road, JoJo tried not to get spooked again. The surrounding darkness
was thick, its inky blackness relieved only by a sliver of moon and
dusting of stars overhead. No man-made lights had guided her since
she’d left Sedona except those on her truck.

She switched on her high beam just in time
to see the fork in the road. The map indicated she should veer
left. Another quarter of a mile and she spotted the sprawling,
darkened modern log ranch house.

Deciding she’d better figure out where
things were before she unloaded, JoJo climbed out of the truck with
no more than the house keys in hand. The main door was in the
center of the long building, bedroom wings stretching out on each
side. She unlocked the front door and opened it to more darkness. A
switch to her left turned on a table lamp that softly lit the area,
the large main room of the house.

JoJo looked around the pine-panelled room.
On one wall, A big stone fireplace was flanked by two overstuffed
plaid sofas and a set of matching chairs and ottomans. Heavy wooden
coffee and end tables completed the living area, beyond which was a
breakfront and a long wooden table and chairs for dining, plus an
open kitchen area with iron skillets hanging over the old-fashioned
stove.

She chose to explore the left wing for a
bedroom. It had a short hallway with three doors, the one on her
right open. She started to check it out. An indistinguishable noise
made JoJo hesitate a moment in the doorway and listen hard. The
sound was not repeated. Before she could get herself all worked up
again – she was supposed to be relaxed here, for Pete’s sake – JoJo
told herself the noise had to have come from outside, perhaps some
nocturnal animal activity.

Continuing her exploration, she flipped the
wall switch to reveal a large bedroom with a small sitting area and
a private bathroom, all decorated in desert pastels. Pleased, she
decided to claim the room and leave the rest of the house for the
morning. But upon trading the room for the hall, she hesitated yet
again, the strangest feeling chasing her, as if she weren’t
alone.

But she was alone, she reminded herself. No
guests had been scheduled in for the week. No car had been parked
outside. No signs inside warned her of any other presence. Just
this inexplicable and thoroughly phantom feeling tracked her, not
so different from what she’d been experiencing over the past few
weeks. Ghosts that had followed her from Vegas in her mind.

Shaking away the spooky feeling, she
proceeded to her truck to get her things.

A few minutes later, bags tucked in a corner
of her room, JoJo thought to find something cool to drink to
relieve her parched throat. But the moment she stuck a booted toe
in the hall, her upper arm was caught in a firm vise that spun her
around so fast it made her head spin.

“Who the hell are you?”
demanded a sleep-gruff voice.

Heart pounding up into her throat, JoJo
couldn’t speak. Her back was pressed against a wall, and a
half-naked man loomed over her. He was lean but muscular, the hair
dusting his chest disappearing into the V of his unsnapped jeans.
When she forced her gaze higher, to his face, it wasn’t to a pretty
picture. Broken nose, scarred chin and forehead, broad mouth pulled
into a straight line, pale eyes flat.

Beneath sleep-mussed burnished brown hair,
he looked dangerous.

She lost her voice for a moment.

“I want to know who you
are,” he reminded her.

Gathering her courage, JoJo
returned, “Who the hell are you?”

“Who wants to
know?”

“No one was supposed to be
here.”

“Who said?” He was starting
to sound exasperated.

“The
housekeeper.”

“You a friend of
hers?”

“Are you?”

“If you won’t tell me who
you are, I’ll just find out for myself.”

Before her amazed eyes, he stormed into her
bedroom, and immediately spotted her purse at the foot of the bed.
He went straight for it.

When he unzipped the leather, JoJo’s temper
flared. “Hey, what do you think you’re doing?”

“Looking for your driver’s
license.” A large hand plunged inside the bag and scooped out her
wallet.

“Give me that.”

He raised his arm, and though the wallet was
out of her reach, JoJo went for it . . . and found herself brushing
up against him. He was solid as a rock, and as warm as if he’d been
baking under a noonday sun. JoJo’s breath caught in her throat. The
man’s pale gray eyes lit with interest and she flew back into the
dresser.

“My name’s JoJo Weston,”
she said, holding out her hand for her property. Her knees were
shaky and her pulse was hammering in her throat. “Now give me
that.”

But he’d already opened the wallet and had
found her driver’s license. “JoJo Weston. Five feet, seven inches.
Hundred and twenty-four pounds,” he read, then checked her out as
if to make certain those were the facts.

JoJo squirmed. “Satisfied?”

He continued. “Brown eyes. Red hair. That
natural red?” He didn’t wait for an answer, but read her address.
“Las Vegas, huh?” When they met hers again, his eyes burned with an
odd light. “Who sent you?”

“Sent me?”

“Do you always answer
questions with more questions?”

“Are you always so
buffoonish?”

His deepened scowl made her think she’d
pushed a bit too far. “Buffoonish? That’s a word?”

“Now look who’s talking in
questions,” she muttered.

He stepped closer and demanded, “What the
hell are you doing here?”

The last was a shout that made JoJo shake
inside. Why was he so angry? And what was she doing, standing for
this interrogation? Why wasn’t she running?

JoJo realized she was alone in a house with
a man who could very well be violent. Not that she had the faintest
idea of how far she’d have to run to reach the staff housing. The
keys to the Cherokee were in her purse, and he was between it and
her. And she hadn’t even noted the location of the telephone, so
she couldn’t call for help.

Praying the man wasn’t dangerous, she
resorted to reason. “The owner of this place gave me free rein,
okay? Who let you in?” He could be an unexpected guest, after
all.

A charged silence was
followed by his, “My keys let me in. I’m the owner.”

For a moment, JoJo feared
she’d gotten herself turned around in the dark and had driven onto
the wrong property. Good Lord, that would make her a burglar.
Visions of her sitting in a jail cell danced in her head. But no,
the keys Nick gave her fit the front door. So he was lying.
Undoubtedly he’d broken in, maybe through a window.

Looking around for some makeshift weapon,
just in case, she asked, “This is the Macbride ranch, agreed?” The
only thing that came to mind was the lamp on the dresser, and it
was plugged into the wall.

“What if it is?”

“I got the keys from Nick
Donatelli himself.”

“Nick. Ah-h-h.”

Hearing the wealth of understanding in that
sound, she stared at him and saw the knowing look in his
expression. It didn’t take a genius to know what he was thinking.
The misconception irritated her, made her focus on some righteous
indignation rather than fear.

“Don’t get any wrong ideas,
here. I’m Nick’s friend. And his new wife’s best
friend.”

He gaped. “When did my brother get
married?”

“Yesterday.” Then it hit
her and she went wide-eyed. “Brother? You’re not–”

”Lucian
Donatelli.”

He didn’t look a bit like
Nick or Caroline or Sally. All three had green eyes and dark hair
and smooth good looks that escaped this man. “You wouldn’t want to
show me your driver’s license?”

His grin was wolfish, intimidating. “You’re
free to look for one.”

He raised his arms, inviting her to search
his person. JoJo was tempted just to teach him a lesson. And if she
didn’t think he’d like her pawing him, she might have done it, too.
The thought of touching him sent a rush of confusion through her,
and heat seeped up her neck.

When she stayed put, he said, “Maybe you’d
like to check out my bedroom?”

“Does a line like that work
often?”

“Often enough. They call me
Lucky.”

”Yeah, bad
luck.”

“Maybe you need to find out
for yourself.” He stepped closer.

Her hand shot out to stop him, the heel
catching him in the solar plexus. Surprised when he flinched, she
said, “Keep your distance.”

He neither agreed nor tried to overpower
her. But the look he gave her . . . when she refused to remove her
hand, tension stretched between them.

JoJo didn’t know what kind of a game Lucky
was playing – if, indeed, he was Nick’s brother as he claimed. He
didn’t look like Nick, certainly, but there was something about
him. A male strength that was undeniable and powerful and very,
very disturbing. Her palm on his flesh warmed, her fingers tingled.
Suddenly overheated, her body beading with perspiration, JoJo
couldn’t stand it any longer.

“Can we call it a draw?”
she finally asked.

Tension visibly flowed from Lucky and he
backed off. “I assume you’ll be leaving in the morning.”

JoJo wanted nothing more than to be back in
Las Vegas where she’d be safe.

Only she wasn’t safe there, she reminded
herself.

She only hoped she would be here.

“Your brother . . . Nick .
. . invited me to stay here as long as I want,” she said
stubbornly.

“Suit yourself.”

The way he said it made her think she might
be sorry if she did. “I will,” she said anyway.

With a black grin, he nodded, his tone
ominous when he said, “See you in the morning, then.”

JoJo refused to give him the satisfaction of
seeing the doubt that flickered through her. She waited until he’d
left her room and was on the way to his before rushing to close and
lock the door.

His low laughter trailing down the hall got
to her anyway.

An unladylike curse escaped JoJo, and she
vowed to remain awake all
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