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      There is mention of attempted rape against a man by a scorned woman in this story. If that’s a sensitive subject for you, you might want to skip this book.
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      She agreed to fake date her brother’s best friend, but is being with him supposed to feel so real?

      Lynix Mathews knows Dorian Priestly is the woman for him, but she won’t give him a chance to prove it. His man whore reputation doesn’t help. Even his millionaire father is demanding he settle down—by pushing Lynix toward an arranged marriage. But that can never happen. Not when Lynix’s heart only beats for Dorian. He’ll have her or no one.

      Dorian hasn’t had the best of luck with men, and her mother’s matchmaking schemes make everything worse. The only thing left to do? Fake a relationship with Lynix—her brother’s best friend. It’s a win-win for both of them until she falls in love with him.

      Lynix is a known player, and Dorian is stressed with indecision. Should she break things off with the man who’s captured her heart? Or will choosing what she wants—him—leave her shattered in a thousand pieces?
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      “When are you going to stop running from me?” Lynix asked, his voice a deep rumble, causing goosebumps to skitter over Dorian’s skin.

      Chest heaving with her nerves on edge from literally running from him, all she could do was stare at him. He had kissed her near the private lake that was on his parents’ property, and Dorian had run to the pool house with him hot on her heels.

      She wasn’t sure what made her run, but…

      No, that wasn’t true. She knew exactly why she had taken off. It had everything to do with her experiencing the most electrifying, soul-stirring, make-you-want-to-drop-your-panties kiss of her life. He did that. He made her feel things she had never felt, and she wasn’t sure what to do with the sensations still thrumming through her body.

      Dorian might’ve wanted a repeat of that lip-lock, but she wasn’t sure what to do with these needy, lust-filled feelings swirling inside of her. All she could think of was that Lynix “frickin” Mathews, Mr. Playboy himself, had kissed her senseless.

      The most gorgeous, sexiest, and infuriating man she knew. A guy who was so far out of her league that this moment, this incredibly arousing, scary moment, didn’t seem real. More than any of that, though, Lynix was her brother’s best friend. Meaning, he should be off-limits for that alone. Yet, her body craved him in a way she had never craved another man.

      There was so much wrong with this situation that Dorian wasn’t sure where to start dissecting it to make it make sense. Lynix currently had her backed against the door with his arms on either side of her, blocking her in, making her escape impossible. But if she was honest with herself, she didn’t want to escape. Nor did she want to keep pushing him away.

      Except she had to. She had to keep her guard up when it came to Lynix. He was the epitome of a bad-boy, and no way was she letting him near her heart. She’d done that with her ex, and she still had the mental and emotional scars to prove that getting involved with a player was a bad idea. A really, really bad idea.

      At over six feet tall and built like a linebacker, Lynix towered over her, his presence confident and domineering. As a Chicago police officer, he probably intimidated the hell out of perps. Yet, he didn’t scare her. The only reason she was nervous was because of the way he made her feel. Out of control. Needy. And she wanted more than just to kiss him again.

      She was also nervous because it was only a matter of time when someone in her family wondered where she’d gone. They were on the Mathews’s family estate. Her brother and his new wife had gotten married on the property, and the reception was currently going on. Dorian had slipped away to get some air and had ended up at the man-made lake that was quite a ways from the main house. That’s where Lynix had found her. One thing had led to another, and before she’d known what was going on, he’d kissed her.

      Now here they were, a heavy silence filling the space in the small foyer.

      Dorian’s hands moved of their own accord and settled on Lynix’s hard chest, then moved to his thick biceps. He had shed his tuxedo jacket and bowtie, leaving him in a white tuxedo shirt and pants. The man was hella fine, and from what she could tell, he had a powerful body that felt as if it had been carved from stone.

      Between the way he was staring down at her with those smoky brown eyes and the intoxicating scent of his cologne, all she wanted to do was kiss him again. Which again would be a bad idea.

      His left eyebrow quirked, as if he could read her mind. “What? Nothing to say?”

      Dorian swallowed hard as her breathing slowly went back to normal. “What was the question again?” she asked, trying to buy a little time.

      He chuckled. The deep, rich sound was as potent as his scent and settled around her like a cozy blanket. “I’m sure you remember the question, but just in case, I asked, when are you going to stop running from me? I know you feel what I feel whenever we’re within a couple of feet of each other. Why keep fighting the inevitable?”

      Dorian narrowed her eyes at him. “And what exactly is the inevitable?”

      “That you’ll one day be mine.”

      After a slight hesitation, a slow smile kicked up the right corner of Dorian’s mouth, and she started to let it make a full appearance. However, he wasn’t smiling. “Wait. You’re serious? You honestly think I’ll one day be yours?”

      “There’s no doubt in my mind. You and I are meant to be together, and I’m prepared to do whatever it takes to prove that to you,” he said in all seriousness, as if he were an attorney putting the final touches on his closing argument.

      Dorian had known Lynix for years, and she could admit to enjoying their playful banter and lighthearted arguments. But he was arrogant, too fine for his own good, and more than that, he was a babe magnet. Whenever he stepped into a room, it was as if he had a silent beacon that lured women to him. She’d seen it with her own eyes, which had a lot to do with why she’d been able to resist him. She didn’t need another player in her life.

      Nope, she wasn’t going down that road again. When it came to Lynix, she planned to continue to resist the temptation. Sure, her body might lust after him, but her brain was protecting her heart. That’s why she only dated nice, safe guys. Not sexy, wealthy bad boys who were used to women falling at their feet.

      Of course he made her want to walk on the wild side, but doing so was outside of her comfort zone. Yet, their attraction for each other was getting harder to resist.

      “Lynix, I like you, but you already know you and I aren’t a good fit. I’m nothing like the women you usually date. I’m looking for forever… and you’re not.”

      She lowered her gaze. She had just turned thirty-three, and she was ready to find her special someone and have a family. Though he and Zion were best friends, Lynix was older than her and her brother. At thirty-five, from what she knew of his dating life, it didn’t seem like he had any intentions of settling down with one woman. Let alone her.

      Lynix gently cupped her chin within his large, calloused hand, forcing her to meet his gaze. He studied her for the longest, and then his expression softened. He really was a handsome man with intense eyes and skin the color of cinnamon. She had never dated anyone with facial hair, but the well-groomed scruff along his jawline made her want to rub her hands over it to see what it felt like.

      Stop. I have to stop this. She couldn’t keep looking at him like he was a treat she wanted to devour. No, she had to stay strong and hold on to her resolve.

      He released her chin and went back to caging her in. “Dorian, sweetheart, no matter what you’re telling yourself, you and I are perfect for each other. You just have to give me… give us a chance to find out.”

      She folded her arms over her chest, and his eyes followed the move. His gaze lingered on the swell of her breasts in the low-cut, gray dress she wore, and she rolled her eyes. He didn’t meet her gaze again until she dropped her arms to her side.

      “You have too many women,” she blurted.

      He snorted and shook his head. “There are no women in my life. Granted, yes, I’ll admit to being seen with women, but there’s nothing serious between us. Besides, I haven’t been out with anyone in over a month because I’m saving myself for you.”

      She stared at him for a moment, then burst out laughing. “Yeah, right. I just witnessed one of the catering staff flirting with you.”

      He shrugged. “So. If you saw that, you also saw me walk away without a backward glance.”

      True, but still. She couldn’t imagine him giving up anyone for her.

      “For the record, if you’ve seen me with anyone in the past, that’s exactly what it is, in the past. I’ve never been emotionally available to anyone I’ve gone out with, and they’ve known that going in.”

      “And what? That would be different with me? Am I supposed to believe I’m somehow special, somehow different from all the others who came before me?”

      His expression turned even more serious than it had been a moment ago. “Yes,” he said simply.

      Dorian shook her head and pushed against his chest to move him away, but it was like pushing against a brick wall. He was immovable and didn’t budge.

      “Give me a chance to prove to you that I’ve changed, that I want you in my life as more than just my best friend’s sister. And as more than just my verbal sparring partner. You’re the one I want to be with, Dorian. Only you.”

      She shook her head. “I can’t,” she said weakly, despite meaning it. This time when she tried pushing him away, he moved easily. She skirted past him, putting a little space between them. “I don’t want to get hurt again, and you, Lynix Mathews, have the ability to crush me.”

      “I would never hurt you,” he insisted.

      “Maybe not intentionally, but I’m not willing to take the risk. Now, I need to go and rejoin the wedding reception. I’m sure someone in my family is wondering where I’m at.”

      He huffed out a loud breath. “Fine. Then I’ll just have to show you that I’m serious about you and me. I’m going to prove to you that you’re the only woman for me.” He opened the door and stood back, and as Dorian hurried out of the pool house, she heard him say, “I don’t mind working for what I want.”

      Dorian tucked his words into the back of her mind as she headed to the main house. She had to be strong when it came to Lynix, but she wasn’t sure how much longer she could resist him. He made her body hum with need whenever she was around him, and she wanted him. She wanted him in every way a woman wanted a man, but…

      Nope. Not going to happen. Stay strong, girl.
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      Two months later…

      

      Dorian was starting to hate anything involving weddings, engagement parties, and happy couples.

      Bitter? Maybe.

      Jealous? Definitely.

      No. Wait. That’s not right.

      She sighed at the route her thoughts had taken and shook off the sudden bout of negativity. She wasn’t bitter or jealous. As a matter of fact, she loved love and respected anyone who could keep the excitement growing in their relationship. Yet, there were moments like this evening, being surrounded by loving couples, that reminded her of the sad state of her love life. It was pitiful at best, and finding her soulmate was like looking for a goldfish in the Atlantic Ocean.

      Why did it seem impossible to find a wonderful man, fall madly and passionately in love, and then live happily ever after?

      She strolled into the kitchen of Moody Days, her sister Nyla’s jazz club, where several people bustled around washing dishes, plating up food, and taking care of a host of other things. She grabbed a batch of lemon pepper wings and mini quiches and headed back out to the huge room full of guests who were dancing, talking, and laughing. Basically, having a good time.

      Once she set the items on the table, Dorian stood back to see if she could take any empty dishes away. When she had agreed to assist with Nyla and her fiancé’s engagement party, she hadn’t expected to have to help cook and serve so much food. She also hadn’t expected there to be so many people. Then again, what started as an engagement party had turned into a wedding reception as of five days ago. Her sister and now husband, Harrison, had returned from vacationing in Jamaica as a married couple.

      Needless to say, Dorian’s mom had been livid to find out they had eloped. Especially when she’d dreamed of giving her girls, four of them, a fairytale wedding. Virginia Priestly was used to getting what she wanted, but now that her daughters and only son were grown, they were taking some of her power away.

      If only I could be more like Nyla.

      Instead, Dorian was the one who never stepped out of line. From a young age, she had always followed the rules and was the only one of her siblings who had never given their parents trouble.

      The problem was she was tired of being the “good girl”—not that she wanted to be a rebel like Nyla and their sister Cree. No, she was just ready to live a little and stop being so socially awkward and predictable.

      “Okay, it’s time to stop hiding out back here,” Raven, Dorian’s sister-in-law, said after sidling up to her. She had to talk loudly to be heard over the music, but not too loud for the people on the other side of the buffet table to hear.

      Raven was another one who’d been recruited to help with cooking along with Dorian’s oldest sister, Essence, and their mother, Virginia. Raven had also taken on hosting duties. She was a virtual assistant by trade, but she really could’ve been a party planner considering all the great ideas she’d come up with for this event.

      Raven bumped Dorian’s shoulder with hers. “There are a few single guys here from Harrison’s tech company. You should be out there mingling and getting to know some of them.”

      Dorian had spotted a few people who seemed to be there solo, but no one really snagged her attention. Nope. She seemed to only zone in on the numerous couples who were hugged up with their spouses or dates. It was getting tough to watch others who had clearly found the love of their lives. Especially Nyla and Harrison, who were in the middle of the dance floor staring lovingly into each other’s eyes as they rocked to “If I Ain’t Got You” by Alicia Keys.

      Dorian’s heart softened as she continued watching them. It was clear Nyla and Harrison were crazy in love and having a good time. She wanted that for them. Wanted them to have a happy and prosperous life together. They deserved it, especially Harrison. His life had literally been a living hell, and she was glad he’d found Nyla and their family.

      Still gazing out at the dance floor, Dorian’s hand flew to her chest. “Raven, look,” she said and nodded to where Harrison had moved across the room and guided his mother onto the dance floor.

      “Aww,” Raven said, and they both watched as he danced with the woman who he’d been estranged from for years.

      Harrison and his mother were working on rebuilding their relationship. Her brother-in-law’s efforts were commendable because, the way his mother had betrayed him and left him to rot, Dorian wasn’t sure she could’ve ever forgiven her.

      Yet, she loved how Harrison was making the effort. It said a lot about his character as a man and a human being. Despite being a bit envious of his and Nyla’s relationship, she was overjoyed her sister had found a good guy.

      “Yes! He made it,” Raven said excitedly.

      “Who made—” Dorian started to say but stopped when she spotted the he Raven was referring to. Her heartbeat immediately went into a tailspin, and her breathing increased.

      Lynix “Frickin” Mathews.

      “Who invited him?” Dorian murmured, not meaning to pose the question out loud and with such distaste in her mouth.

      Yet, that was the effect Lynix had on her. He was so… so beautiful and a major pain in the butt with his arrogant, God’s gift to women persona. That attitude had seemed to multiply over the last couple of months, ever since their conversation during Zion and Raven’s wedding reception.

      Granted, Lynix was all that and then some, but the fact that he knew he was hot got on her nerves. Some of the crap he spewed made her want to punch him. Playfully, of course, because she didn’t want to break her hand on his rock-hard muscles. Then other times, she wanted to leap into his arms, kiss him hard, and claim him as hers.

      Too bad I’m not brave enough to do either.

      He had told her he wasn’t giving up on them being together. He was just waiting for her to catch up with what he already knew—that they were made for each other.

      It was just more of the cocky crap he kept whispering in her ear every chance he got, which had been often lately. With them being the godparents of her niece and nephew, Zion and Raven’s twins, they’d been forced to see each other more than Dorian preferred.

      But right now, despite trying to look away, she couldn’t help but check him out. As usual, the tall, gorgeous man was hard to miss and practically sucked all the air out of the room with his imposing presence.

      Why’d she have to be attracted to him? Why? She hated noticing the way his black Polo shirt hugged his muscular upper body, especially his impressive biceps. Or the way his long, thick legs looked in his black dress pants.

      Just stop looking.

      “I invited him,” Raven said, snapping Dorian out of her thoughts. Her sister-in-law looked pleased with herself as she grinned. “He was over at the house yesterday hanging out with the babies, and I suggested he stop by the party. He was so gracious in letting us use his family’s house for our wedding and reception. The least I could do was invite him to a family gathering since he’s like family. Wait. I’d think you’d be happy to see him.”

      Dorian frowned at the woman who had not only become her sister but had quickly become one of her best friends. “Why would you think that? I can’t stand him.”

      Raven narrowed her eyes and planted her hands on her hips, giving Dorian a yeah right look.

      “I can’t believe you can say that with a straight face. Why are you lying? More importantly, why are you lying to yourself? I’ve seen you two together, and you guys are always stealing glances at each other.”

      Dorian didn’t respond because she found herself looking at Lynix more often than she preferred. How could she not? The man was too good-looking to be ignored, and the way he made her body stir, even without touching her, was starting to be a problem. He was always a perfect gentleman, but she didn’t miss the way his potent gaze always took her in.

      “And clearly, you have forgotten how I saw you and Lynix sneaking around on his family’s property during my wedding reception,” Raven added.

      Heat spread to Raven’s cheeks as the memory slammed into her like a ninety-miles-per-hour baseball pitch. Yeah, she remembered that night at the lake well. It was one of the few times that she and Lynix hadn’t argued, bantered, or got on each other’s nerves. He told her a little about the property, which his wealthy family owned, and how he used to hang out at that lake a lot as a kid. He’d claimed the stars seemed a little brighter in that particular spot at night, and after witnessing it, Dorian had to agree.

      But then he kissed her.

      The kiss had been long, passionate, and there were times, even months later, she could almost feel his mouth on hers. It was hands down the best kiss she had ever experienced, but Dorian knew his type. Heck, she had even dated a man who reminded her of Lynix in some ways. Confident. Determined. And a player. Her ex had been her coworker, which should’ve been one of many warnings to stay clear of him.

      She hadn’t. Instead, she had learned the hard way that she should have never dated someone she worked with. Besides, she wasn’t cut out to date the proverbial bad-boy, though that was who she was often attracted to. Now, she only went out with guys who were nice, understated, and treated her like she was special. It didn’t matter if some of them had been boring, as long as she felt emotionally and physically safe with them.

      Dorian took a few steps back, blending into the shadows as if Lynix was looking for her or something.

      “Don’t even try it,” Raven said, grabbing hold of Dorian’s wrist and pulling her forward. “At some point, you’re going to have to go after what you want.”

      “Raven,” Dorian started to protest, but Raven lifted her hand and shook her head.

      “Whatever you’re about to say, don’t bother. You might have your brother fooled with your disinterested behavior when Lynix is around, but I know better. Why don’t you go over and say hi?”

      Dorian shook her head. “Why? The man is a chick magnet. I’ll give it ten minutes before a woman is draped all over him.”

      No sooner were the words out of her mouth, a model-like woman with perfect hair, a slamming body, and a toothpaste-white smile approached him at the bar.

      “I rest my case. Besides, I’m not interested in talking to him. We’d probably just argue anyway.”

      Again, Raven was shaking her head. “Nah, something has changed between you two. I noticed it last week when you were at our place visiting the babies, and he showed up. Even if you claim not to be interested, he is.”

      Dorian snuck another peek in the man’s direction, and her heart sank when the woman moved closer to whisper in his ear. Lynix laughed at whatever she said, and Dorian tried not to let it bother her. He wasn’t hers, and she didn’t want him anyway. Who cared who he talked to? Not her.

      Unable to help herself, she continued watching him and the mystery woman. They talked for a few minutes longer before he shook his head and resumed drinking his beer.

      “See, he was just being nice. He’s not interested in…” Raven started but stopped when another woman approached him. This time, it appeared he knew her because he flashed her his spectacular smile, stood, and then hugged her before reclaiming his seat.

      “Some things just never change,” Dorian said and started to move away from Raven, but her sister-in-law stopped her.

      “Okay, the woman’s gone. Now you can go over there, say hi, and thank him for coming to the celebration. Knowing him, I’m sure he’ll take the conversation from there.”

      “I don’t want to talk to him.” At least that’s what Dorian told herself.

      Part of her didn’t, but her traitorous body wanted to be near him, and it pissed her off. He was no good for her. Yet, she loved the attention he always gave her.

      As if sensing her watching him, Lynix turned slightly, and their gazes locked… and held. The seriousness of his expression and the intensity in his dark eyes drew her in, and it was as if everyone in the room had vanished and left them there alone.

      Seconds ticked by before she quickly diverted her gaze.

      What was happening to her? She’d been doing so well, but her resolve to stay clear of him was weakening.

      “Come on, Dorian. Go,” Raven said. “Oops, too late. He’s coming over here,” Raven said excitedly. “And on that note, I think Zion’s looking for me. Bye, and don’t feel you have to stick around if you get a better offer.”

      Raven started to move away, but Dorian grabbed her hand. “Don’t leave me,” she whisper-shouted, and Raven laughed as she sauntered away.

      “Hey, beautiful,” Lynix said, and Dorian shivered at the sound of his deep, husky voice. “Come outside with me. I have something to show you.”

      Dorian narrowed her eyes at him. “The last time you said something similar, I ended up having to run through your parents’ backyard to keep from being seen by others.”

      Lynix grinned, then cracked up. Okay, maybe their encounter during her brother’s wedding reception hadn’t gone quite like that, but still, the man was a danger to her psyche.

      “All right, this is a little different, but you have to admit, the kiss we shared that night was epic.”

      Yes, it had been, and if she were honest with herself, Dorian wanted a repeat. Then again, that would be too dangerous. Normally, she could stand firm on decisions she made, but Lynix was too irresistible for her not to be on guard.

      No, she had to be strong. She’d go with him because she was curious, but there’d be no kissing.

      “Let’s go,” she said, sounding more confident than she felt. “And don’t even think about trying any funny stuff. No more stealing kisses.”

      He laughed again, then slid a hand around her waist and leaned in close, his intoxicating scent making her weak in the knees.

      “I make no promises, sweetheart. Especially now that I know how good you taste.”
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      “Lynix, don’t make me regret going outside with you,” Dorian said, and with those parting words, she headed toward the nearest exit.

      He stood back for a second with a smile on his face as he watched her sashay away from him. If he wasn’t mistaken, he was sure she was adding a little extra swing to her hips, and he was here for it.

      Damn, she was fine.

      Lynix followed a few steps behind her, weaving around people who were huddled together talking and laughing. He was trying not to stare at Dorian’s ass, but it was impossible not to. He’d always thought her a cutie-pie, but this evening she was giving off Nubian queen vibes. The incredibly sexy, strapless black dress that stopped just above her knees hugged her curvy, petite body. Add that to the strappy black sandals highlighting her shapely legs, and he was about ready to bow down to her. Or better yet, carry her out of there and straight to his condo.

      As they slowly moved across the room, he continued checking her out. She often wore her hair in long, individual braids, which he liked, but they always made her look ten years younger. However, seeing her with her thick hair, straightened and hanging loose around her shoulders, had him itching to run his fingers through the long tresses.

      He couldn’t. He had to tread lightly with her.

      Dorian was still skittish around him, and he understood some of the reasons why. She’d been hurt in the past by some asshole and had erected an invisible wall to protect herself. Which was making it hard for him to slide past her defenses. Another reason why she was keeping her distance was because she thought he was a lady’s man. She wasn’t wrong. He used to be. He unapologetically loved women. They were beautiful creatures, and there’d been a time when he welcomed their company.

      But something had been missing in his life. He was tired of the chase and tired of the game of dating. Actually, he couldn’t even call what he’d been doing dating. He’d just been out here floundering until one day he saw Dorian. Like really saw her. He’d always tease Zion about hooking up with his sister, Dorian, but a few months ago, the teasing didn’t feel right. Lynix started to realize he really did want her, and the more he spent time with her, the more he wanted to.

      They still bantered, and she still acted like she couldn’t stand him, but he felt… No, he knew something had shifted between him and Dorian. Now all he wanted was her.

      Lynix caught up with her. “This way,” he said, nodding toward the back hallway.

      He almost reached for her hand but stopped himself, not wanting to attract too much attention from the party guests. Instead, he placed his hand at the small of her back and guided her to the hallway that led to the backdoor.

      Touching her anywhere always sent a jolt of electricity shooting through his body, and now was no exception. His hand rested just above her butt, and it was taking every bit of control he had not to let it slide lower.

      Hell, he was surprised she had agreed to follow him outside, and he was even more shocked that she didn’t swat his hand away.

      This was a good sign.

      The only reason he had even taken Raven up on the invite was with hopes of spending a little time with Dorian. But the way she’d been staring at him while he was sitting at the bar, he figured the best thing to do was get her outside. She didn’t like crowds, which was probably why she’d been hovering near the buffet table. Knowing her, she was looking for any excuse to do anything but mingle with other guests.

      Now that he’d talked her into going with him, he hoped no one stopped them. It was time he upped the pressure in getting her to give him a chance. He just wanted to spend uninterrupted time with her alone. Without one of her family members showing up, especially her brother.

      He’d eventually have a talk with Zion about his intentions with Dorian, but not today. Today his focus was to make sure Dorian knew he wasn’t going anywhere. He wanted her in his life as more than a friend, and he’d wait patiently for her to come around to his way of thinking.

      No matter how she tried to deny it, their attraction was undeniable. For years, he’d always thought her a sweetheart and adorable inside and out, but it was only recently he’d been ready to pursue her. He loved the way he felt when they were together. She was easy to be with and one of the kindest people he’d ever met.

      At thirty-five, he was finally ready to settle down with one woman—Dorian—but he’d known he had to come correct. He had to be ready to make a serious commitment. Otherwise, she’d never take him seriously. Which was why he’d started making changes in his personal life. He hadn’t been on a date in months, trying to prove to himself that he could be a one-woman man. He was ready because the only woman he thought about these days was Dorian, and no other woman would do.

      She reached for the doorknob, but he stepped forward.

      “Let me get that,” he said, and a second later, they were outside.

      It was almost the end of June, and the seventy-degree temperature was perfect. The sun was almost setting, and a gentle breeze brushed across his skin.

      Dorian glanced around. Behind the building was a big, green dumpster several feet away from the door, as well as a couple of parking spaces. When she returned her attention back to him, her perfectly arched eyebrows were bunched together as she narrowed her eyes.

      She planted her hands on her narrow hips. “Okay, so what was so important that you had to show me?”

      He nodded his head to the right, where he’d created his own parking spot. He moved past her old jeep, and on the other side of it was his car. He stood next to the driver’s side door with his hand on the roof of the vehicle.

      “I heard you’ve been having car trouble. I wanted to give you something a little more dependable to drive.”

      Dorian’s gaze bounced from him to the car and then back at him. Her facial expression went from confused to shock, and then it transformed into something he couldn’t quite identify.

      Damn, she was cute.

      “You can’t be serious.”

      “I’m dead serious,” he said as he opened the door to the 2023 BMW 8 Series 840i. Her brother had mentioned her having car trouble over the last few weeks, and Lynix thought about this car that he rarely drove. He had even considered selling it, but now he was glad he hadn’t.

      “I don’t know how much a car like this costs, but I do know I can’t afford it,” Dorian said as she walked the length of the vehicle, inspecting it as if she was on a car lot and knew what she was looking at.

      “I wouldn’t charge you for it.”

      She stopped and looked at him with wide eyes. “Sooo, what? You’re just going to let me have it?” Her tone was incredulous, sounding as if that was the most ridiculous idea in the world.

      “Yes.” He shrugged. “I have three vehicles, and I really only drive my truck.”

      It wasn’t like he couldn’t afford to give her the car. He’d barely touched the trust fund his maternal grandfather had left him for when Lynix turned twenty-five. During the last ten years, since being able to access it, the fund was just sitting there earning interest. The only thing he’d purchased was a luxury condo that overlooked Lake Michigan. As well as investing in a couple of small businesses. Yes, he could afford to let her have the car. Or hell, even buy her one of her choosing.

      “Lynix, this is extremely generous, but it’s too much. I can’t take your car,” she said, backing away and shaking her head. “But if you’re willing, I might want to borrow it on occasion for when I have a date.”

      Lynix stiffened, and an involuntary growl rumbled inside his chest as he watched her, trying to determine if she was serious. Her expression never changed, and he was in her face in a heartbeat.

      He backed her against her jeep and gently gripped her chin in his hand, lifting it until their eyes met. “If you think for one minute I’m going to let you drive some other brother around in that car, you clearly don’t know me at all.”

      His voice had gone deep as he tried to control the sudden jealousy rearing its wicked head. Now that was an emotion he’d never experienced. Leave it to her to bring it out of him. He didn’t care if it was irrational considering they weren’t a couple, but the thought of her dating anyone but him had him ready to spit bullets.

      “Besides,” he continued when she didn’t respond, only studying him, “any man who asks you to drive on your dates doesn’t deserve to be with your fine ass. You deserve to be catered to, worshipped even, and I’m the man who can do that.”

      Lynix’s eyes zoned in on her tempting lips that hung open slightly at his words, and before he could stop himself, he covered her mouth with his.

      Dorian froze, but as he moved his mouth over hers, she relaxed and kissed him back. Her hands slid up the front of his body until she wrapped her arms around his neck. That was all the encouragement he needed to deepen their connection. He cradled the back of her head in his hand, and his other hand circled her waist, holding her close.

      Having her softness pressed flush against his body made his dick stir with need. No doubt she felt the effect she had on him, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she moaned into his mouth, her arms holding him tightly.

      Lynix hadn’t planned to kiss her. He’d only planned to spend some time in her presence, talk with her about the car, and then leave. He’d been trying not to come on too strong, trying not to scare her away, but instead of chipping away at the wall she’d built around her heart, his control was crumbling.

      She felt too perfect against him and tasted like wine and strawberries as he devoured her mouth. He hated to admit he’d kissed plenty of women—something he wasn’t proud of. Yet, he could honestly say none of those experiences matched what he and Dorian shared. And all they were doing was kissing. However, he felt the sensuous caress of her lips to the soles of his feet, and if he never kissed another woman, it would be all right. If he hadn’t known it before, this moment would’ve sealed it for him. Dorian would one day be his.

      A door slammed, and Dorian leaped away from him as if someone had burned her. Lynix growled under his breath and ran his hand over his mouth as his gaze shifted to the person who dared interrupt them.

      Shit. Of all the people to come outside, why’d it have to be Cree, one of Dorian’s older sisters. The woman, an entertainment attorney, was fine as hell, looking like she should be gracing the cover of Vogue magazine with the way she was wearing the slinky red dress. But when he looked into her eyes, she reminded him how she had the ability to put fear into the most hardened criminal with just a look. Yeah, she was that scary.

      Cree looked from him to Dorian and then back at him before narrowing her eyes.

      “I guess I don’t have to ask what’s going on out here,” she said, her husky voice deceptively calm, while her gaze was hard enough to chop him into pieces. Then she turned her attention to Dorian and so did he.

      Lynix couldn’t stop himself from smirking when he looked at his sweet Dorian. She might’ve been a sweetheart, but he sensed there was a bit of a hellcat inside of her, considering the way she was glowering at Cree.

      But of course, there was. She came from a family of strong, outspoken women. There was no way some of their strength and boldness hadn’t rubbed off on her. Why would he think otherwise?

      Because she’s so damn sweet, that little voice in the back of his mind said.

      “I know why I’m out here,” Dorian snapped angrily, her arms folded across her chest. “But why are you? Are you following me?”

      Seconds ticked by before a slow smile spread across Cree’s lips, and she pointed at Dorian. “Don’t get snippy with me, young lady,” she said, humor in her tone, something Lynix had never heard from her before. “I came looking for you because they’re getting ready to toast the happy couple, and I didn’t think you’d want to miss that.” She turned and glared at Lynix. “Then again, I could be wrong. Maybe you’d prefer to have Lynix’s slick talking tongue down your throat instead.”

      “That’s none of your business,” Dorian said, her words not as confident as they’d been moments ago. “So you can leave.”

      Cree waved her hand dismissively. “Fine, I’ll go, but Lynix, I don’t care if you are some rich, entitled prince. Hurt my little sister, and I will destroy your ass.”

      Prince? She’d known him for years and knew he wasn’t some damn prince.

      “And after I destroy you financially, then I’ll cut off your balls and feed them to a junkyard dog. Think about that the next time you kiss my sister at a family event.”

      “Seriously, Cree?” he said, struggling not to laugh at her dramatics.

      Without responding, she turned on her red, sky-high heels and went back inside as if she hadn’t just threatened to castrate him.

      Lynix looked at Dorian. “Should I be afraid?” he asked jokingly, trying to lighten the mood, and Dorian didn’t disappoint when she burst out laughing.

      She laughed for a solid minute before saying, “Umm, yeah. You should be very afraid. You know she don’t play.”

      Smiling, Lynix nodded and pulled her back into his arms. He kissed her sweet lips and then asked, “Will you have dinner with me next weekend?”

      Dorian sighed and placed her hands on his chest, oblivious of the effect her fiery touch had on him. Her hands were like a hot poker against his skin, but he loved when she touched him.

      “Lynix, I—”

      “Don’t say no,” he said quietly and brushed the back of his fingers down her soft cheek. “Even if you’re not ready to date me exclusively, tell me you’ll have dinner with me in the very near future.”

      “Okay, I won’t say no. I’ll say… maybe.”

      She smiled at him, and it was like watching the sun burst through clouds on a rainy day. He wanted to see that smile every day of his life, and all he had to do was figure out how to make that happen. How to get her to let down her guard with him.

      He gave her another quick peck on the lips. “I’ll take that. Just know I’m not giving up. I’ll be asking again soon.”

      She nodded, still smiling as she walked backwards toward the door. “Take care, Lynix, and thanks for the offer regarding the car.” Were the last words she spoke before disappearing inside the building.

      Lynix rubbed his hand over his short beard as he stood there a moment longer. He needed a plan. It was time to show her what she was missing by not giving him a chance.

      Feeling encouraged, he walked to the driver’s side of his car and climbed in. He’d think of something. He always did.
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