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      Content warning: This book contains offensive language, sexual situations, domestic violence, violence/violent deaths, kidnapping and torture, and gore. None occurs between the main characters. For readers 18+.

    

  


  
    
      Collins Yeun has had two dreams since she jumped the wrong girl who trespassed into her dangerous neighborhood—to make a name for herself in the cutthroat world of the wealthy and to marry the man she’s crushed on since she was a teenager.

      

      Collins’s dreams are thrown out the window when her life is in danger. Needing protection and the fear behind his family’s name, Collins presents a proposal to the newly appointed mob boss Granger Ward, a.k.a. her best friend’s ex-head of security, who isn’t shy about his dislike for her. Marry her, and she will help him win over the woman of his dreams.

      

      Surprisingly, the brooding and dangerous man accepts.

      

      He doesn’t believe in one true love. She saved her V-card for her dream man.

      

      As their dislike for each other slowly turns into passionate desire, will two people with different dreams take a chance on one another for the long haul? Or will their differences cause them to part ways?
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        * * *

      

      Love is like wildflowers; it’s often found in the most unlikely places.

      
        
        ~ Unknown
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          COLLINS

        

      

    

    
      I’ve never been happier for anyone in my life than at this moment. I watch my best friend, Blaise, and her husband, Maddox, make their rounds at the New Year’s Eve party at Blaise’s cousin’s estate in the Bay Area.

      She smiles at something one of the graceful elderly ladies says, and the tender expression on Maddox’s face when he looks at Blaise . . . I place my hand over my heart and sigh.

      I would give up a kidney just for a man to look at me the way he looks at his wife. Or for him to claim me like Maddox is doing, with his muscular arm slung across Blaise’s back and his hand cupping her hip whenever he catches the men at the open bar staring openly at Blaise in her ruby-red satin dress.

      Mine is his unspoken word to the men in the room who are curious and intrigued by the woman with one eye green and the other blue.

      My best friend is more than just her different eye colors and beauty. She attends fundraisers for charities she cares about and helps raise more money for them through her endorsements and appearances. The good she does is overshadowed by the paparazzi’s interest in her private life.

      Lately, the focus is on her recent marriage to the dangerous “Mad” Maddox Stassi. He allegedly doled out his own brutal form of justice to the men who raped his younger sister, Gia. Blaise is a dangerous woman in her own right. She is rumored to be the daughter of mobster Cillian McCabe.

      Rumors make my job as Blaise’s assistant interesting. No day is the same, except for consistent days and times blocked out for Maddox.

      They are busy and sought after. Maddox is a real estate developer, and Blaise is what I would call an influencer and a smart businesswoman.

      I either play into the rumors spread by the press in her favor or steer her fan base to what makes Blaise money—her attendance at high-profile parties, separate from fundraising, and on the arm of her billionaire husband.

      The power couple draws in crowds, while Blaise’s collaboration with Gia puts the up-and-coming clothing designer in the spotlight.

      From what Blaise tells me, Gia is handling the attention well, considering the invasion of her privacy after the hospital where she was seen for a rape kit leaked her records to the media.

      Boy, that hospital paid through the roof for that mistake. Gia donated the money she won from the lawsuit to a victim advocacy group. Good for her. Next to Blaise, Gia is the strongest woman I know, and I respect them both for what they’ve gone through.

      I take my eyes off the lovebirds and glance around the ballroom. Many of the guests come from old money and family names dating back decades or centuries. It must be nice to know where you come from and who you are. I grew up with nothing to my name, and I have no idea who my biological parents are.

      Staying in the background, I people-watch from my spot, leaning against a wall with a fruity drink in my hand. A wallflower, that’s who I am, like my quiet but spunky heroines in the Regency romance books I’ve read.

      “Hey, how’s my favorite girl?” Roman, Blaise’s cousin, takes a spot beside me.

      I’m not Roman’s favorite anything. He’s only saying that because I’m Blaise’s best friend, and we’ve recently and successfully worked together on a matchmaking project.

      He’s ready for another success story and has his sights set on the lonely widower loading his plate at the buffet table and the chatty silver-haired widow seated at a table with her friends.

      Other than this recent project he’s roped me into, he’s only seen me as Blaise’s unlikely friend. I’ve known her since we were thirteen, when she trespassed into my neighborhood, and I jumped her for a taste of the sweet and gooey cinnamon roll in the paper bag in her hand.

      Roman found me later and gave me a good reaming.

      “I’m good,” I answer. I’m not.

      I’m slowly withering from the hypercritical stares from the other women and how the men look away without a flicker of interest in their eyes when their gazes land on me. I’m not wanted here.

      I finish my drink, place my glass on the server’s tray, and grab another. “You didn’t have to, you know? You could’ve just shown me their pictures, and we could’ve planned everything over lunch.”

      I take a large gulp of my fruity drink.

      My nerves are on edge. Where is Rylan? Will he show up at all, or is he at another party?

      I asked Blaise about Roman’s younger brother, but she quickly changed the subject. Blaise only does that when she doesn’t want to hurt my feelings.

      “Why wouldn’t I? It’s New Year’s Eve, Collins. The party of all parties. And you’re Blaise’s best friend.”

      “We’re not joined at the hip, Roman. I do have a life separate from hers.”

      “You’re upset.”

      I sigh. I did come off bitchy and ungrateful.

      “I’m sorry.” I wave my hand. “I’m just pointing out the obvious.” I wrap my hands around the glass and lift it like I’m toasting. “Thank you for having the servers bring me virgin drinks.” My bag with my cell phone and keys is hanging off my shoulder. “It was nice of you.”

      Smiling, he tilts his head and speaks near my ear. “We wouldn’t want a repeat of the incident.”

      I smile back. “Only you would call it that. Anyway, it was one time, and you happened to witness it because Blaise butt dialed you.”

      Blaise and I are new to this drinking thing, having turned twenty-one within a few months of one another. We got hammered during a sleep-over binge-watching Korean dramas, or what I like to call k-cries. Blaise accused me of getting ragey when I’m drunk.

      Throwing a pillow at her is ragey? I cried bullshit and said she was pulling my leg. Blaise rolled her eyes. I stuck out my tongue. Then we play fought one another before calling a truce and laughing obnoxiously.

      Roman watched the whole incident unfold with his arms crossed and a glower on his face. He’d barged inside Blaise’s place, and we were so plastered, we hadn’t noticed. Boy, he was pissed.

      After he calmed down and we sobered up, he lectured us about alcohol and not to have too much of it at parties. It dulls the senses, making us vulnerable to being taken advantage of. He’s absolutely right. Lucky Blaise, she has Maddox, his security detail, and hers. I don’t have the same luxury.

      Now that she’s married, who will I argue, play fight, and obnoxiously laugh with? I sigh. Life won’t ever be the same.

      “Thank you for the invite. The party is absolutely stunning.” I sweep out my arm—grand ballroom, black-tie affair, delicious food and yummy drinks. I ignore the rich snobs turning up their noses at me behind my back.

      What’s in my bank account isn’t worth their time. They only smile and make small talk because I’m the reclusive Blaise Lexington’s best friend and assistant.

      It’s the reason I’ve turned down the other parties Roman and his family invited me to. I’ve endured enough judgment and have concluded that I will never be good enough.

      “I’m grateful that your family and Blaise include me in your lives.” Had they not, my life would be much different from what it is now.

      He nods at the crowd of tailored suits and dresses worth more than my annual salary. “If you want to make it big in their world, you have to play their game. Make the rounds. Chat. Smile. Ask about their children. They love talking about their mini-mes.”

      “Mini-mes?” Laughing, I toy with the heart-shaped pendant hanging from a silver chain around my neck. It’s a gift from Rylan for my twenty-first birthday. “Never have I heard those words from your mouth.”

      He chuckles. “I made you laugh, didn’t I?”

      He did. I glance sidelong at him. With his bright blue eyes, chiseled jawline, and dark hair, the strands perfectly in place, Roman Lexington is a scout’s dream come true for the next cover model. In fact, he was on the front pages of business magazines for his rising fame as the new face of the Bay Area’s late-night scene.

      “Thanks, Roman. I’ll consider your advice.”

      Someday, I want to prove everyone wrong by making it big in the world of the rich. It’s been my dream since one of the foster kids I grew up with read my diary and tore my pages of dreams to pieces, saying I’ll amount to nothing because I came from nothing.

      What right does another person have to shit on someone else’s dream? I told him exactly that. He punished me with a swift hit above my kidney, where the damage wasn’t obvious to my foster parents or my teachers. I never tattled on him or the other kids who bullied or beat me because of my mouth and small size. Tattling was worse than taking a beating.

      “You okay, Collins?”

      I blink and paste on a smile. “I’m dandy. Thank you for asking.” My voice is syrupy sweet. I have to carry on with my sunny pretense. It’s what everyone expects. “Just thinking about the next party, that’s all.”

      “You’re going to another party?”

      “After the countdown. Some friends want to go bar hopping until last call.”

      “You’re a social butterfly.”

      I laugh. “Never have I heard those words from your mouth, either.”

      “But I made you laugh, didn’t I?”

      I smile. “You’re on a roll, Roman Lexington.”

      “And you have an admirer, Miss Yeun.”

      He tips his flute to the left of the room. I look and catch Blaise’s head of security, Granger Ward, staring at me with disapproval on his face. Other partygoers are also looking at me and Roman.

      Granger isn’t admiring me. He’s in the same boat as the others. They’re speaking in hushed tones with their gazes on us. How dare a nobody like me laugh and canoodle with the most eligible bachelor on this side of the coast? That’s what I imagine they’re whispering about behind their hands.

      “Granger doesn’t like me,” I tell Roman.

      He chuckles. “Granger doesn’t like anyone.”

      “Then why did you say I have an admirer?”

      Roman angles his head down to mine to make up for our height difference. “Look to Granger’s right,” he says out of the side of his mouth.

      People are gathering around us, no doubt eavesdropping. Roman is aware, and touching my elbow, he tips his head toward the ballroom’s double doors. We walk. My attention is still on my admirer.

      He’s one of the guests. Tall. Muscular. Hair as dark as mine. Tousled on top and shaved on the sides. He is young, closer to my age than Rylan’s, twenty-eight, and Roman’s, thirty-two.

      “Who is he?” I ask, curious.

      There’s a feral, dangerous air about him that has me shivering.

      “Sawyer McCabe.”

      A mobster at Roman’s party? Are the rumors true and Blaise is Cillian’s biological daughter?

      Cillian McCabe is the alpha of the family. Their family is large, but there’s a hierarchy, from what I overheard Granger explaining to the other bodyguards at Blaise’s Friendsgiving party.

      Cillian is at the top, and the hierarchy branches off into three ruling patriarchal heads, but Cillian has the last word in all McCabe business.

      Sawyer catches me staring before I can look away. The corner of his mouth twitches. I swallow down my nervousness.

      Drawing the attention of a mobster is not on my bucket list, or any list, for that matter. Mobsters are dangerous. I wouldn’t want to go near one with a ten-foot pole or wish a life with one on my worst enemy. Their world is cruel, and I am done with having to witness acts of violence.

      “No one compares to Rylan.” Thank goodness my voice is steady. I’m on edge from catching a mobster’s attention and questioning whether I’m working for a mobster’s daughter.

      I hope the rumors aren’t true, and Sawyer McCabe at the party is some multiverse anomaly. I take a large swallow of my drink.

      What kind of cockamamie nonsense is going through my head? Were I to voice my thoughts to, say, Granger, who is following me from across the room with his glare, he’d say I’m quirky. Blaise would laugh and say I have an overactive imagination and watch too many movies.

      I observe her and Maddox enjoying alone time in the corner, with Maddox’s security forming a wall around them for privacy. A tight band circles my chest. I’m going to miss Blaise and our old life, but I envy her new life with Maddox.

      Roman and I walk along the edge of the ballroom. The guests are clumped in groups in the middle of the ballroom or seated at tables near the buffet table.

      Young ones. Older ones. They differ in age, but they all have something in common—lots and lots of money. Or their parents’ or grandparents’ money.

      “Speak of the devil. Look who finally decided to show up.”

      The room falls to a hush. I swing my attention to the ballroom’s entrance. My heart drops to my stomach. I tighten my hold on the flute’s stem.

      Rylan, dressed in a three-piece royal-blue suit, walks in with Gia on his arm.

      She is devastatingly beautiful in an off-the-shoulder lavender satin dress with a slit down the side. White lace lines the straight bodice and slit.

      The dress clings to her curves while the slit shows off her slender legs. Her heels are at least four inches, and the color matches her dress perfectly. A train of white lace trails behind her.

      Gia is the perfect blend of beautiful, sexy, and sophisticated in this dress, complemented by her hair up in a messy bun.

      I place my empty glass on the passing server’s tray and grab another drink. I take a quick perusal of what I’m wearing. My long-sleeved vintage floral dress, in dark chocolate, pales in comparison. It’s like putting an old brown leaf next to one that is red, orange, and yellow.

      And my topknot is not messy. It’s tight, and the few strands that frame my thin face don’t lessen the severity of it. Give me a ruler and I’d look like an uptight schoolteacher from another century.

      Pasting on a smile, I rush over to my crush and my BFF’s sister-in-law and run into a brick wall. My body lurches back, and I teeter on my two-inch heels. I grab for something, anything, and grasp the air. My body tenses, ready to fall onto the hard floor. I squeeze my eyes shut.

      A muscular arm slings across the small of my back, preventing me from falling backward, and I’m picked up off my heels and brought against a broad chest. I gasp in surprise and relief. My eyes snap open.

      The relief is short-lived. My wine glass had smashed between our bodies. Thank goodness it didn’t break, but the wine spilled all over my rescuer’s suit. His dress shirt and jacket are stained pink.

      “I’m sorry. Oh my God, I’m so sorry.” I lift my gaze to my rescuer’s. Steely gray eyes stare back at me.

      Granger.

      He is not my rescuer.

      He’s the brick wall.

      He intentionally stopped me from getting to Rylan.

      I ball my hand. Granger doesn’t like me. He’s made that clear on many occasions and, of course, when Blaise wasn’t nearby. But I’ll be damned if he keeps me from my dream man since I was thirteen.

      “Put me down!” I whisper-yell for his ears only.

      “Leave the party now and I will,” he volleys back.

      I growl low in the back of my throat. What right does he have to make that kind of demand? It’s not his party. I narrow my eyes. He glares back.

      Our war of wills started when Granger became Blaise’s head of security three years ago, and sooner or later, one of us has to go, and it won’t be me.
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          GRANGER

        

      

    

    
      “Put me down!” she yells in my ear, like I’m across the room rather than right here, holding her up and against my chest as she stands on the toes of her boots.

      “Leave the party now and I will,” I ground out from between clenched teeth.

      The woman responsible for Blaise’s kidnapping shouldn’t be at any of these parties, sinking her claws into the next guy she’s sniffed out with deeper pockets than Rylan. Collins Yeun’s newest interest is Roman Lexington, the eldest of the four brothers. Collins was hanging on to his every word while I watched from my position across the room.

      Marco, Shaw, and Owen are stationed near the entrances and exits of the fancy ballroom. We’re here for show more than anything. Maddox has his own security detail, and from what I’ve observed since this shindig started two hours ago, they are doing a fine job of keeping an eye on my charge and Maddox’s wife, Blaise.

      “What’ll it be, Miss Yeun?”

      “Seriously?” She wriggles her body, attempting to free herself from my hold. “We are past formalities, Granger.”

      I cock a brow. We aren’t.

      Whether we’re attending a party at Blaise’s as guests, or Collins is a guest at a party and I’m working, I will never see Collins as anything more than someone I work with.

      Smirking, I lower my arm to the underside of her ass, and using it as leverage, I tug her higher until her boots are off the floor. Collins weighs next to nothing.

      Her eyes narrow and her nostrils flare like a dragon, a very pissed-off one. “Really? You’re using your height to your advantage? Not fair, Granger.” She pouts and angles her dark eyebrows to her button nose, hoping to reel me in with what someone else would think is an adorable expression.

      I’ve seen her do the same with Blaise’s cousins, and those weak-in-the-head motherfuckers fall for her charming ways and give in to her every time.

      I’m the exception.

      I don’t fall for Collins’s charms. She is quirky and meddlesome. Not my type. No way will I let her charm her  way into my life.

      My life doesn’t need meddling with, except . . . My gaze cuts to the dark-haired beauty who stands out in her lavender dress while the other women are dressed in darker colors. Lavender is soft and feminine.

      The rubies, sapphires, and emeralds of the other women’s dresses are expected for a fancy party. “Expected” doesn’t appeal to me. Exceptional does.

      Gia’s exceptional appearance and air of confidence with a hint of reserve born from being in the public eye for a horrendous act committed against her body call to the side of me that wants to protect her at all costs.

      Small fists pound on my chest, drawing my attention away from the woman of my dreams. “We’re making a scene!”

      “No shit.” I rake my gaze over Collins, from her black hair pulled into a tight bun on the top of her head to her dark almond eyes, mud-colored dress that clings to her straight-as-a-board body, and finally to her boots.

      She looks like a high school girl attempting to appear older by wearing a dress from another century while pulling off the tomboy vibe with her hardcore knee-high black boots.

      I set Collins on her feet and slant my head down near her ear. She’s thin and petite. Small. Too small. I’d break her with my bulk. Not that I’m interested in Collins Yeun. “Follow me out, now,” I hiss, out of patience with her dawdling.

      She challenges me with a soft and low, “Only if you come with me to the coat room in the back.”

      Curious, I do. What does Collins have up her sleeve?

      I check in with the guys on my comms. Collins is walking ahead of me, out of earshot. “Heading to the coat room.”

      “For what the fuck?”

      I chuckle. Marco and his mouth. “Collins spilled her drink on me.”

      A logical guess for why I’m following Blaise’s assistant rather than keeping an eye on Blaise and Maddox’s sister. Rylan is a decent guy, but decency went out the door for me when he walked in with Gia.

      Blaise’s cousin be damned, I’ll play dirty to get Gia away from any guy who eye fucks her. Gia has been through severe trauma and requires a gentle hand and patience. I can give her those things—only me.

      “Hurry!” Collins is standing by the open double doors to what must be the coat room.

      She’s waving, the motion of her hand like copter blades. Fuck hurrying. Smirking, I slide my hands in my pants pockets, pull my shoulders to my core, and stride over to where Collins is waiting for me with a glower on her thin face. I can practically see the steam shooting out of her ears; she’s so pissed.

      I have all the time in the world. There’s no one waiting for me at home after my shift ends in an hour. Maddox’s security detail takes over at the stroke of midnight.

      When I finally walk past the doors, Collins’s thin arms are crossed, and her boot taps the floor. “You did that on purpose!”

      Muting my comms, I bend at the waist and stare into Collins’s dark eyes. “Are we in grade school, Miss Yeun?”

      Growling, she tips her chin at me. Had I not been angry with her since hearing she was the one Blaise went to see the night of the kidnapping, I would’ve grasped the stubborn jut of Collins’s chin and tugged until we were eye to eye. Then I’d fucking crush that attitude with my mouth on hers, robbing her of her breath and her next juvenile response.

      Surprising me and catching me off guard—this small woman has never touched me this much in the three years we’ve worked for Blaise—there isn’t a chance to put space between us, to avoid being touched by a woman without my permission.

      Collins grabs my arm and yanks me until we’re standing in front of a rack lined with suits, shirts, and slacks. Her nails dig into my skin through my shirt. Sharp pains pierce my flesh. Her breasts press against my arm when she wraps her arms around mine. Soft. Round. Full. They’d fit perfectly in my palms.

      A vision of Collins, half-naked and looking down at me with her onyx hair falling in waves around her face, slams into me. Heat rushes to my cock.

      Pain and pleasure, my weaknesses and what I crave in the bedroom. My heartbeat ratchets up. My mouth waters for a taste of her. Her flavor would coat my tongue. I’d cup my hands to my face and breathe in her musky, sweet scent.

      Except this is quirky Collins, and I’m in a coat room.

      Exhaling, I recall who I’m with, where I am, and where I’m not. I’m in a coat room with a woman who triggers all my wrong buttons. I’m not with one of the regulars in the sex rooms, where expectations about what can and can’t happen are clear and NDAs are signed.

      Reality is like a bucket of frigid water thrown in my face. My cock softens. Then I make a crucial mistake. I look down.

      Her thin arms are entirely wrapped around my bulging bicep. I can imagine it now, Collins fisting my big cock with her small hands before she takes my length and thickness in her mouth.

      And the way she’s leaning against me like I’m her shield, her protector . . . A surge of overwhelming protectiveness I’ve only felt for my sister washes over me. But the protectiveness I feel for Collins is mixed with a dark need to possess and dominate her.

      My attention shifts to the double doors. I can reach them in three long strides, lock them from the inside, and plunge us into darkness with the flip of a switch. My attention returns to her grip and how her small body fits perfectly against my large frame.

      Collins would easily fold beneath my command.

      My dark and dominant needs overshadow my surge of overprotectiveness. I grit my teeth and resist the urge to pull my arm away from Collins’s grip and command her to kneel and open her mouth to take my cock for daring to touch me without my permission.

      I rear back.

      Never have I had this rip-roaring need to dominate a woman outside the sex rooms that it takes all my willpower not to fist my hand in Collins’s severe bun and demand she get on her knees now or else I’ll put her over my knees,  bare assed, and spank her until she cries out with pain, then pleasure when I slide my fingers inside her soaked pussy.

      Breathing in through my nose and out my mouth, I tamp down the urge to dominate her. To command that she submit to my every whim, including enduring pain for touching me.

      Had Collins grabbed me like this in the bedroom, she’d swiftly be placed on the bed face down on the covers with my hand firmly on the back of her neck, her legs kicked apart, and my cock fisted in my hand at her entrance while I take in all of her, from her raven hair to the elegant curve of her back to her high and tight ass.

      “I have a suit and shirt in each color in case something like this”—she tips her head at the stain on my white dress shirt and suit jacket—“happens.”

      She lets go of my arm and leaves this void that fucks with my head. What is wrong with me that I’m craving Collins’s touch and am annoyed when she isn’t touching me?

      Thank fuck she spoke when she did, though, yanking me out of my waking wet dream. Not having sex in a long time is messing with my brain if I’m entertaining the thought of bedding  Collins Yeun.

      “What would you like? The same or something that brings out the color in your eyes?”

      “Color in my eyes?” I smirk. “There isn’t any color to bring out, Miss Yeun.”

      She scowls. “Slate gray is a color.”

      I chuckle. Collins and her optimistic view of the world. “Don’t romanticize my eye color with your colorful language.”

      She stomps her feet. “I’m not romanticizing anything. I’m calling it like it is.”

      Were anyone to step inside, they’d think we were sneaking in some something-something.

      “If you say so.” We’re close enough that I get a whiff of her perfume. Earthy like a mix of cypress, cedar, and pine with a hint of spices I can’t put my finger on, and . . . lemon?

      Or the smell is coming from the stain on my shirt, the wine soaking through it and coating my chest hair.

      Either way, I like my women smelling sweet rather than like they’ve traipsed in the forest. I wrinkle my nose and step back. Hurt flashes across Collins’s face before she locks it down with her all-business expression.

      Fuck, I’m a bastard.

      “Shall we move this along? I’m on the clock.” I glance at my watch to make a point. Fuck sakes, the jerk in me isn’t standing down.

      This small woman brings out the worst in me, and I have three good reasons why.

      One, I blame her for Blaise’s abduction. Had Blaise not been in that dangerous part of the city, dropping off Collins’s birthday gift, she wouldn’t have been kidnapped.

      Had Collins asked Blaise to stay over rather than letting her take the bus home at that fucking late hour, Blaise wouldn’t have been taken.

      Fuck sakes, I go over all the what-ifs in my head, and in the end, it comes down to one thing. Collins could’ve saved Blaise from her godawful fate. Instead, she left my innocent and naïve half-sister to fend for herself out in the dark and dangerous world.

      Two, I am onto Collins for riding Blaise’s shirttails and profiting off Blaise’s trauma. I mean, come on, she could’ve gone to college or gotten a job until she figured out what she wanted to do, like most normal eighteen-year-olds. Instead, Collins guilt-tripped my little sis into hiring her as her assistant.

      Three, she’s using her position to get face time with Blaise’s rich and single cousins, hoping she’ll snag one of them and be Mrs. Collins Lexington.

      Yeah, those reasons bring out the bastard in me. I hate gold diggers and social status climbers. They remind me of my ex.

      “Right. I’m so sorry.” Collins bites down on her bottom lip. “How about we go with the samesies?”

      I cock my head. “Samsies?”

      “Yes. Same shirt and jacket as what you’re wearing.” She removes a white dress shirt and a navy-blue jacket from the coat rack. “In your size. Since I’m leaving, per you.” Her eyebrows attempt to meet in the middle. “If Marco, Shaw, or Owen needs a change of clothes, you can direct them here.”

      “Copy that.” I hold back the urge to click my heels and salute her. Collins can command her own army. Another reason I’m not attracted to her. I like calling the shots, and we would butt heads at every turn with her bossiness.

      Collins’s eyebrows straighten, and her dark eyes sparkle. She clasps her hands over the spot above her heart. “I love when you speak bodyguard speak. It’s so”—she hops in place—“so badass!”

      Her eyes get big, her smile is lopsided, and the way she looks at me with wonderment when she says badass . . . My groin pulls tight and my cock twitches in my pants.

      Fuck me.

      This is the most action I’ve had from my dick in a long time, and from  Collins Yeun?

      I’d better buy a lottery ticket on the way home. Fuck, I’m a bastard for thinking poorly of her, but it’s been a long time since a woman has turned me on to the point that I’m imagining fucking her every which way to my heaven on earth, starting with inside a coat room.

      I mentally tell my cock to stand down. I am not attracted to Collins Yeun. I’m excited to see Gia after being away from her presence for weeks. Yes, that’s it.

      Except someone other than Gia lights me up with hot desire in my head, and I’m visualizing it now. Long black hair halfway down her back. Equally dark eyes. Narrow face. Button nose. Full lips. Small breasts. Tiny waist. And those slender legs . . . They’d wrap around my thick waist as I pound my steel rod inside her tight, wet cunt.

      Need pulses through my cock. A groan threatens to rumble from my mouth. Fingers tap my shoulder. I blink. Collins is looking up at me with a worried expression. “Are you okay? You were staring off into space.”

      I clear my throat and my mind of Collins splayed on my bed with her black hair spread out on my white pillows and her slender legs falling to the sides, her soaking pussy ready for my mouth, my fingers, and my cock.

      “Fine. Let’s get this done with,” I say with a sternness Collins doesn’t deserve.

      “Of course.” She nods, this rapid up and down like she’d rather bail than be here with me. It must be the deep scar transecting my face.

      People gawk, avoid looking at me, or look past me, like I’m not right in front of them when they’re talking to me. I must give it to Collins, however. She doesn’t bail or do any of the above. She stands her ground when a stronger man would have scrammed long ago.

      “I’m so sorry, Granger, and thank you for catching me before I fell on my ass, though it was you who ran into me.”

      I shake my head. This woman is good. Praise one minute, then a proverbial slap in the face the next.

      I shrug off my jacket. “It was a mutual collision of our bodies. You went for Rylan and Gia. I was aiming for Blaise. She wanted to speak with me.”

      Collins moves around me and tries to yank my sleeves from behind. I shake off her grip. “I can undress myself, Miss Yeun.” I glance over my shoulder and glare, refusing to be manhandled by a woman. I do the manhandling.

      “Hurry,” she repeats.

      I scoff. Fuck, she’s bossy. “What has your panties in a twist?”

      There’s deafening silence, followed by a throaty laughter straight from Collins’s core that does something to my insides.

      “Never have I heard that word from your mouth.”

      She smiles and sizes me up like I’m the shit. My chest puffs out. The corner of my mouth twitches. My cock pulses beneath my pants. What’s with all this pulsing and twitching of my manhood?

      I need to get away from this woman before my cock imprints on her like animals do with their mates. Collins will never be my woman. She is too innocent for my baser needs.

      Innocent and baser needs are forgotten when small hands grab the front of my white dress shirt and yank so forcibly that the buttons pop off. Collins whips my shirt off my body faster than I can take my next breath.

      Blood engorges my cock.

      Not again.

      Letting out a soft breath, I stare straight ahead, hoping Collins doesn’t see my beast straining against my zipper. Her dark, tight bun taunts me. I fight down the impulse to undo her bun, rake my fingers in the onyx strands, and tug her head back, exposing the elegant column of her neck.

      Then I’d kiss along her naturally tanned skin before I claimed her mouth and punished her with my cock, first with my girth in her mouth and then finishing inside her tight, wet cunt.

      The urgency in her voice steers me back to reality. Thank fuck. I’m ready to blow my load and would’ve required a pair of “samesies” trousers.

      “They’ll be here soon. We have to get you dressed and in place.”

      She’s speaking in riddles. It’s another one of Collins’s quirks. I haven’t decided whether I find her riddle speak annoying or adorable as fuck.

      I should do as she says, then get the fuck away from her before I make another jerk comment or lead her the fuck on by shutting her up with my mouth on hers.

      Shut Collins up with my mouth on hers? Not happening.

      One woman is on my mind.

      Gia.

      She is a broken soul who is rising from the ashes of her trauma like a phoenix.

      A smart woman who will take the world by storm with her talent for designing clothing that the rich and famous are scrambling to get their hands on first.

      Gia is a strong and talented woman who is not bossy, too talkative, or too . . . I inwardly sigh. Collins is too much of everything—attitude, energy, optimism.

      A quiet woman with inner strength is what I’m looking for. But how can I convince Gia that I’m the man of her dreams when I’m cockblocked by her overly protective big brother? The one rumored to have castrated her rapists.

      I go after what I want. I always have. But I’m fond of my cock and my balls and would like to keep them, thank fuck you very much.

      I blow out a breath.

      I’m fighting a losing battle.
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      Granger isn’t hurrying along like I asked him to, and it’s unfortunate that I had to ruin a good shirt.

      Having seen Blaise’s other bodyguards’ upper torsos, I quickly give Granger’s hairy chest a once-over, then drape the white dress shirt I’d grabbed from the rack over his broad shoulders.

      “Button up, now!”

      Granger takes his time. I swat away his hands and get the job done in no time flat.

      “You have experience undressing and dressing a man, Miss Yeun? I’ve never been undressed and dressed so fast.” He looks me up and down, not hiding the surprise on his face.

      “I’m a little preoccupied, Granger.” I snatch a matching jacket to what he had worn and shove his tree-trunk arms into the sleeves.

      Spinning Granger around, I give him a once-over, and satisfied with how put-together he is, I smooth the jacket’s collar. “There.” I pat his shoulder. “Presentable.”

      Before I led Granger to the coat room, I texted Roman to bring Gia over on the pretense that he has all these suits, and with her eye for fashion, she would best pick out an outfit for the next party that would spotlight the blue in his eyes and the jet ink of his hair. He owes me a favor, and I called it in.

      He texted back that no way in hell would he walk Gia over without Blaise or another woman with them. Rylan had to go through an intense interrogation. It was the only way Maddox would let him take out Gia.





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-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/badlovelargeebook.jpg
EE

AND THE

FROM THE AUTHOR OF

ASHLYN MATHEWS





