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      “Mon amie, Killjoy, come danz wiz me?”

      Killian barely glanced at the slender young Frenchwoman wearing the barely-there dress. She had shouted the request at him, so as to be heard above the loud and throbbing music being played in this packed Paris nightclub.

      Having received no response, the woman grasped hold of his hand and attempted to pull him toward where a sea of bodies gyrated to the music. They appeared slightly grotesque in the colored lights sweeping across them from overhead.

      This persistent woman only attempted to pull Killian, because at six foot four inches tall and weighing in at a little over two hundred pounds, most of which was muscle, no one was moving Killian unless he wanted them to. Right now, he was exactly where he was supposed to be, close enough to act as bodyguard to the woman dancing with her friends. His two men, Evan and Luke, were positioned elsewhere in the nightclub and both watching the same woman.

      Besides, at the age of thirty-five, being stuck in the middle of all these alcohol-high twenty-somethings was literally his idea of hell.

      “My name’s Killian, or Mr. Price,” he rasped without taking his attention away from the woman he was here to guard.

      “But Natalia, she call you Killjoy all ze time?” the pretty young thing looked and sounded puzzled.

      Natalia Brunelli, the same woman Killian was currently keeping a close eye on as she moved her voluptuous body around the dance floor in another barely-there dress.

      She called him a lot of things.

      But, as Natalia’s father, Leonardo Brunelli, capo dei capi of the Italian Mafia and based in New York, paid Killian a lot of money to be his daughter’s personal bodyguard twenty-four-seven, she was allowed to call Killian whatever the hell she wanted. Didn’t mean he would always answer her, of course. That young lady was far too fond of having her own way, and she took perverse pleasure in trying to annoy him.

      One day she would go too far, and that was when she was going to end up over Killian’s knee, having her deliciously rounded bottom spanked. But not before he’d enjoyed squeezing and caressing those twin globes first.

      While he still could.

      Because once Leon learned Killian had spanked his precious daughter’s ass, he doubted he would still have a job with the Brunelli crime family, let alone as Natalia’s personal bodyguard.

      The tingling of Killian’s palms, just thinking about spanking Natalia, told him it might be worth it.

      In the meantime, Natalia’s favorite name for him at the moment was Killjoy, and she took delight in calling him that whenever she wanted to get a rise out of him. Mainly because she resented any attempt on his part to prevent her from doing exactly as she pleased. Unfortunately, that included just about anything. Natalia always did whatever she wanted, and damn the consequences.

      They were only in Paris right now because she had decided to stop off here on her way back to the States after attending her father’s wedding in London.

      Leon Brunelli had remained a widower for the twenty years since Natalia’s mother died giving birth to her. But the older man had recently fallen in love with a young woman who had proven herself more than up to the task of becoming the wife of the capo dei capi.

      Natalia liked her father’s new wife, thank God, or Leon’s transition to being a newly married man might not have gone as smoothly as it had.

      Killian’s lids narrowed, his body tensing when he saw Natalia had stopped dancing and was forging a path through the dancers to the side of the room where Killian was able to continue watching her without being too oppressively noticeable. In his own eyes, that was. Natalia had made it clear, many times, that she thought him being in the same room as her was too close.

      These past two years of being Natalia’s personal bodyguard had been…interesting.

      When Killian and his three cousins, Jericho, Liam, and Kieran Price, left Ireland ten years ago, none of them had any idea what they were going to do next. They only knew they didn’t want to become part of the Irish Mob, like both of their dead fathers before them.

      He gave a self-derisive snort at how well that had turned out. Instead of staying with the Irish Mob, they had gone to New York, and ended up becoming Leon Brunelli’s personal security team. The Italian-American preferred his bodyguards not to be Italian and thus bribable by any of the other regional capos with their eyes on his position as capo dei capi. The Price cousins were totally loyal to Leon and always would be. He had taken them in when no one else had trusted the four cousins and their connections to the Irish Mob.

      When Leon’s daughter, Natalia, graduated from the private school she attended as a day pupil two years ago, Leon had put forward the idea of one of the cousins becoming permanent personal bodyguard to the then eighteen-year-old young woman. Killian got the job by default. None of his cousins had wanted it.

      Killian had taken lead on the protection detail, but he had two younger guys working with him, brothers whom he had personally trained and trusted to back him up on evenings like this one, when it required more than just one pair of eyes to ensure Natalia’s safety. Evan was currently standing next to the bar and Luke near where the DJ was playing music, and both of them had their eyes fixed on Natalia. The two men also took over on the days Killian could be sure Natalia was staying put, allowing him to take some hours off for himself.

      Tonight, Natalia was, as usual, surrounded by a group of her Parisian friends comprised mainly of men. She was beautiful, with a curvaceous figure and a bright and intelligent personality that drew men to her like bees to honey.

      Which was probably the reason that during the last two years, Killian had found several gray strands amongst his shoulder-length brown hair and gained a few frown lines he hadn’t had before then either.

      Natalia was—

      “Get the fuck away from him!” Natalia slapped the other woman’s hand away from Killian’s arm, gray gaze blazing.

      —a handful would be putting it mildly, Killian finished the thought with an inward chuff of derisive laughter.

      Although Natalia’s adverse reaction to Killian being touched by one of the French friends, she “just had to see” before she returned to the States, was new.

      Marie—Amelie? Killian had an in-depth security file on all these so-called friends back at their hotel—gave a disappointed pout. “’E is ’ot, and I only wish to danz wiz him.”

      “Find someone else ’ot to danz with.” Natalia’s eyes flashed again in warning. “Killian is going to dance with me.” She lifted her chin in challenge as she looked at him.

      Killian inwardly tensed. If he refused to dance with her, Natalia would lose face in front of the other woman. But if he accepted, Killian knew he was the one who was going to end up losing more than his face.

      Because Natalia enjoyed nothing more than piercing holes through the professional client/bodyguard barrier Killian preferred to keep between himself and the person he was protecting. In this case, Natalia. It was even more difficult not to blur that line when the two of them were together night as well as day.

      It wasn’t so bad when they were in the apartment in New York or on the family estate just outside the city, because Natalia had her own suite of rooms within those highly secure locations.

      Unfortunately, she was never there for long, preferring to attend all the fashion shows around the world. During those times, the two of them shared a hotel suite. On Leon’s orders, and Killian agreed. He couldn’t protect Natalia if he was in a different hotel room to her. Evan and Luke always shared a room on the same floor as Natalia’s suite, one of them always standing guard in the hallway and ready to offer assistance if there was a problem.

      Leon, like Killian, didn’t trust Natalia to stay in her room once she had supposedly gone to bed for the night. She was too fond of trying to slip out of the hotel and disappearing off to a nightclub, completely unprotected.

      That wasn’t happening on Killian’s watch.

      Which was why she had given him the name Killjoy.

      It was difficult, at the best of times, to remain distant from the person you were paid to protect. Even harder when that person was the rebellious and deliberately provoking Natalia Brunelli.

      Killian knew that maintaining a distance between the two of them could prove impossible if he agreed to dance with this beautiful and sexy woman.

      Especially when she was wearing that almost fitted black thigh-length dress, her luscious dark hair a tumble of curls down her spine, long dark lashes surrounding those mesmerizing gray eyes, and her full lips colored with a tempting red gloss. The four-inch heels on her strappy black sandals added to her height and emphasized her shapely legs, but the top of her head still only came as high as Killian’s shoulder. Even her voice was fucking sexy, being naturally low and husky.

      Besides, agreeing to dance with her wouldn’t just breach that professional line between client and bodyguard, it had the potential of trampling it underfoot.

      Because, no matter what Natalia might think to the contrary, he was a man as well as a bodyguard, and Natalia, even though she behaved like a spoiled brat a lot of the time, was also one of the most sensually alluring women Killian had ever set eyes on.

      A fact he’d been totally aware of and fighting reacting to for the past two years of their close—sometimes too close—proximity. The alternative of passing the lead of this protection detail on to one of his cousins was equally unacceptable. He allowed Evan and Luke to take over for a few hours when they were on the Brunelli estate, but otherwise, Killian simply didn’t trust anyone else to guard Natalia as well as he did.

      

      Killian is going to refuse to dance with me, Natalia realized with an inward groan of disappointment.

      She’d spent years lusting after this man, long before he became her personal bodyguard.

      He and his three cousins had actually been her father’s personal protection detail for several years, and during that time, they’d all taken it in turns to accompany her in the limousine each morning and then to collect her again in the afternoon, to the gated school she attended. The times it was Killian’s turn were the ones Natalia looked forward to the most. All four Irishmen were gorgeous to look at, but there was just something about Killian, something more, a repressed wildness, that had drawn Natalia to him like a moth to a flame.

      As a consequence, she’d been infatuated with the big lug for more years than she cared to think about.

      And the bastard was now going to humiliate her totally in front of one of her friends by refusing to dance with her. Damn Amelie for daring to touch him in the first place. If she hadn’t then Natalia wouldn’t have felt the need to rush back to Killian’s side to issue the challenge and end up looking a fool—

      “Okay,” Killian rasped.

      Natalia blinked, sure she had misheard. “Okay?”

      He raised a mocking eyebrow. “You asked me to dance, and I accepted.”

      She knew that, damn him, it was just that, having issued the challenge, she’d never in a million years thought Killian would agree to dance with her. He was always so damned professional, keeping his distance and, more often than not, hiding his thoughts, in the daytime, at least, behind dark glasses. He couldn’t do that in the already darkened nightclub, allowing her to stare into his gorgeous green eyes.

      The two of them continued to look at each other, Natalia only vaguely aware of Amelie’s disgusted tutting before the other woman flounced off back into the melee of dancing of bodies.

      “Unless you’ve changed your mind?” Killian was the one to now challenge softly.

      Natalia’s lids narrowed. The bastard was playing with her. She could clearly see the mockery now glinting in Killian’s green eyes, as well as that derisive and infuriating uptilt of his chiseled lips. It didn’t need a mind reader to know Killian thought she was going to back down from the challenge.

      He really should know her well enough by now to have realized she’d never backed down from anything in her life.

      “I haven’t.” She quirked a dark brow. “I just realized you might feel out of place, being so much older than everyone else in the nightclub?”

      His smile turned mocking. “I seem to remember that French count you were so enamored with when you were in Paris a month ago, and came to this same club with several times, is even older than I am.”

      “Henri is different.”

      “In what way?” Killian grated.

      Her chin tilted even higher. “Henri is like an expensive and matured wine,” she admired. “Rich, with a full-bodied heat, and a magnificent finish.” She virtually purred the latter part of her deliberately provocative description of the Frenchman.

      Killian’s humor faded as if it had never been, his eyes narrowing. “I didn’t ask what sort of lover he was.”

      Just as well, because Natalia had absolutely no idea whether or not Count Henri Asselin was a good lover. She was inclined to think no woman knew that. But it was fun letting the far-too-uptight Killian Price think that she knew.

      She narrowed her eyes as an emotion ghosted briefly across Killian’s piercing gaze, but it was gone too quickly for her to be able to discern what it was.

      “Are we going to dance or not?” She knew her expression was daring him to ask more questions about her relationship with Henri.

      In actual fact, the Frenchman was one of the fashion designers Natalia admired, but the two of them had only ever been friends who shared a love of fashion and clothes. They were a little more than that at the moment, she reminded herself, but even so that closer relationship didn’t include anything sexual.

      She suspected that Henri was involved in a relationship with his male personal assistant. That young man certainly always glared at Natalia whenever she was with his employer.

      None of which was Killian’s business.

      Besides, he really should have realized during these past two years of being her constant companion that she’d never been alone with a man long enough to be involved in a single physical relationship, let alone with the Frenchman. She might like to flirt, but that didn’t mean she was promiscuous. She gave a snort at the realization she was the opposite of promiscuous: a virgin, pretty much without a clue. Which didn’t mean she wasn’t, and hadn’t always been, completely physically aware of Killian Price.

      “I’m not concerned by the age thing,” Killian now assured her. “I have the moves if I need them,” he dismissed confidently. “But are you sure you want your sophisticated friends to see you dancing with this bogtrotter of an Irishman? Especially when you obviously prefer a ‘fine wine,’” he added in a hard voice.

      Natalia actually preferred and appreciated the company of older men. Probably because it had just been her and her father for so many years. That had changed now, of course, with her father’s remarriage, but Natalia still gravitated to and was attracted to men who were several years older than her.

      Tall, muscular, and ruggedly handsome men like Killian, who made her feel protected and sexy at the same time.

      Her gaze met his steadily. “Guinness beer also comes from Ireland, and as every discerning woman knows, it’s dark and smooth, with a creamy aftertaste.”

      Killian scowled. “Your father’s new wife had the right of it when she said you should have been spanked more as a child.”

      Natalia gave a satisfied laugh at the increased Irish lilt in his voice. It was only noticeable at all when he was angry or displeased. And Natalia loved nothing more than eliciting a reaction from Killian. Any reaction. “She meant that with admiration, because she’s is as independently minded as I am.”

      “God help your father,” Killian acknowledged dryly.

      “He loves it and her,” Natalia dismissed without rancor. She totally approved of the woman her father had married. “Come on, let’s dance.” She smiled her satisfaction when Killian made no effort to resist, as he had Amelie, when Natalia grabbed his hand and pulled him onto the dance floor.

      God, she’d been so angry when she’d spotted the other woman’s hands on Killian earlier.

      She knew virtually nothing about Killian’s private life except that he guarded it almost as fiercely as he did her. She did know that being the lead on her bodyguard detail didn’t allow him much time for anything else. In fact, Natalia made sure of that by traveling constantly and ensuring the need for Killian’s presence whenever she went on those trips.

      If Killian had a permanent woman in his life, then she had to be a very understanding one, considering the amount of time he spent away from New York and in Natalia’s company, albeit in work mode.

      She’d decided that the most romance Killian could have in his life were one-night hookups, and there was nothing she could do about those. She wished she could, but even Killian had to be allowed to have the occasional evening off from being her bodyguard.

      Which didn’t mean she had to like the idea of the women he might be with on those nights.

      “Are we dancing, or do you just intend to stand there scowling all night?” Killian’s mocking voice interrupted her less-than-happy thoughts.

      “We’re dancing.” Her scowl turned to a smile when, as if he had been prompted to do so, the DJ put on a slow ballad. The people around them began to pair up. “Obviously, the DJ appreciates how old you are and has decided to be kind to your creaking joints,” she taunted.

      

      Fucking hell.

      Killian had no idea how he’d gotten himself into this situation.

      Probably because listening to Natalia’s description of Count Henri Asselin being a fine wine with a “magnificent finish” had annoyed the fuck out of him. Just as he’d had the urge to strangle the Frenchman a month ago whenever he had to stand silently by and witness the other man spending time with and fawning all over Natalia.

      But if she was determined to tease and challenge him, and it seemed tonight that for some reason she was, then Killian daren’t back down.

      Any show of weakness was sure to make Natalia even more impossible.

      If Natalia wanted him to dance with her, then that was what he was going to do. Damn it, he was a man, not a fecking machine, and Natalia Brunelli had taunted him one too many times.

      Besides, that “creaking joints” remark alone deserved retribution.

      “What are you doing?” she protested when Killian turned her so that her back was toward him. “You—” She gasped when Killian snaked one of his arms about her waist.

      He splayed his hand across her abdomen as he pulled her back against him, sliding his other hand down her arm before entwining his fingers with hers. The front of his body was now contoured against her spine and the plumpness of her bottom.

      Oh yes, he was definitely going to hell for this.
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      Natalia could barely breathe. Not because Killian’s hand was pressing too firmly on her abdomen or his fingers were crushing hers, but because of the way his body was pressed so intimately down the length of her spine. Allowing her to feel every hard muscle and curve of his chest and abdomen, and every contour of his hips and the hard length of his cock.

      She’d been slightly shocked a couple of months ago when she saw her father dancing with his soon-to-be wife in exactly this same way. She challenged any girl not to be surprised when she was suddenly confronted with her own father’s sexuality. Along with that had come the realization her Papa was not only sexy as hell, but that other women, young women, obviously thought so too. Carla was only five years older than Natalia, and she made no secret of her desire and love for her new husband.

      Natalia’s father and Carla had been dancing the salsa together at the party that night. It was a dance of quick and snapping movements which, although they obviously had serious sexual undertones, had still looked nowhere near as sensual as Natalia found slow dancing with Killian.

      If swaying together with your feet firmly planted on the floor and only their bodies moving could be called dancing.

      Holding hands with Killian was intimate enough, but the hand he splayed across her abdomen felt hot and possessive through the thin material of her dress. She could also feel the stroking caress of his hips and thighs against her bottom as the two of them swayed in time to the music. Killian’s heat and closeness made Natalia’s breasts tingle and between her thighs feel hot and swollen.

      There was a dress code to get into this nightclub: ladies were to wear clothes that didn’t actually reveal any intimate body parts, and the men had to wear suits or other tailored clothing.





OEBPS/images/killiantitlepage.jpg
DANCE WITH THE DEVIL 3

CAROLE
MORTIMER

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

4





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/killian_dancewiththedevil3.jpg
f USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

CAROLE
MORTIMER

z







