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  DEAR READER,

This book was originally published in 2010 under the title: In Plain Sight. Since then, I’ve revised the book and added more than 12,000 words to it. I was able to expand on Joe and Vicki’s courtship and showing how they fell in love.

Sincerely,

Marie Tuhart


  CHAPTER ONE

Victoria Collins glared at the illuminated display panel in the elevator and vowed to kill the entire maintenance department. She could see the headlines now—Elevator Homicide. TechTronics employee kills because of slow cab.

She couldn’t blame her impatience on having a stud waiting at home. All she had to look forward to was a glass of wine, a hot bath, and her vibrator. But anything beat being in this slug of an elevator alone.

She tapped her foot. The display dragged past the floors. She was only at twenty. Would the day from hell ever end?

First, some ass had run into her, making her spill her coffee down her jacket. Second, her assistant had called in sick. Third, her marketing report had never made it from her department to the vice president’s office. Three irritating annoyances.

Tonight she had stayed late to update the report to perfection and carried it up herself, not trusting her report wouldn’t be lost again. The display flashed eighteen. The seventeenth floor was next— Joe’s floor.

Her nipples hardened behind her lacy bra. She’d had little control over her reactions since he had come to work at the company several months ago. Oh, yes, her breath caught in her throat. Joe had bad-boy written all over him. He was handsome, with a work ethic that rivaled her own. Victoria held her breath as seventeen lit up and stayed solid. The elevator shuddered to a stop.

Could it be him? Oh, get a life, Victoria. Why would he, the company’s newest wonder boy, be working late on a Friday night? He was no doubt out partying with any number of gorgeous women in downtown Seattle. Probably some other poor sap working late tonight.

She kept her attention on the display when the doors opened, wishing the person would hurry up and board the elevator so they could get on their way.

The spicy scent of pure male and citrus surrounded her. Oh, dear Lord. She knew the scent—it turned her bones to water every time. Only he smelled like that. She closed her eyes in a brief moment of ecstasy before the doors slid shut, reminding her of where she was. Alone in the elevator—well, not now.

Her gaze connected with his. Clear blue eyes danced with delight. His black hair was long enough to cause the ends to curl in a sexy way at his collar. His tailored gray jacket covered his broad shoulders, the tie a shade lighter, contrasting with his white shirt. His hands in the pockets of his dark slacks pulled the fabric tight over his hard thighs and …

She swallowed, forcing her gaze away from his incredible body. He was watching her. Shit. “Good evening.” Oh, Lord, was that her breathy, soft voice?

“It is now,” he said, and a slow smile tugged his lips. His voice was husky with the right amount of sex appeal, and his smile … She gulped. The smile reminded her of a predator who had cornered its prey so they could play sensual games.

He’s just a man.

Oh, yeah, but what a man. Moisture dampened her panties. Damn, she didn’t want to be attracted to him, to lust after him.

A loud bang startled her out of her thoughts. The elevator jerked to a stop, throwing her off balance—and straight into Joe Bradshaw’s arms.

“Are you okay?” His fresh minty breath brushed her cheek.

The warmth of his fingers curled around her arms sent shivers of awareness and arousal singing through her veins. “I’m fine.” She forced herself to keep her voice steady and calm, even though her heart raced like an out-of-control freight train. She extracted herself from his hold even as she longed to stay in his embrace. “What happened?”

“The elevator stopped.” There was no mistaking the amusement in his voice as he stepped to the control panel. He pressed his long, tapered finger against the emergency button.

Nothing happened.

He shot her a glance, brow raised, then turned back, opened the small metal door, and lifted up the phone.

How would those fingers feel on her skin? Against her breasts, caressing her nipples, in her pussy? Oh, God! If she didn’t stop this, she’d climax without him even touching her. And she couldn’t do that, it would reveal too much.

After several moments, with precise, almost delicate care, he replaced the receiver. He faced her with a wicked light burning in his eyes. “The guard’s not answering the phone. He must be on his rounds. I pressed the emergency button, but there’s no response. We may be stuck here for a while. These elevators haven’t been upgraded with cameras yet.” His tone was bland, but the speech flowed through the unmistakable curve of a smile, as if he were happy they were trapped here. He couldn’t want to be stuck with her, could he?

Her pulse quickened. “We can’t be stuck.” No, no, no. Not today, not with him. Oh, please, please. Anxiety swept through her. How could she hide her arousal if they were trapped together in this damn elevator? Could he smell the musky scent? With weak knees, she wobbled over to the buttons and pressed. Nothing.

Fumbling with the zipper on her purse, at last she got it open and pulled out her cell phone. ‘No service’ flashed. She shoved it back. Shit. She was stuck in the elevator with a man who oozed sex. Of course, having spent the last six months fantasizing about him day and night didn’t help ease her frustration. She leaned against the elevator wall, trying to keep some space between them.

Why not take advantage of the situation? Could she? No, she couldn’t. After she had been fired for her last workplace romance, she had decided never to mix business and pleasure again. The price was too high. But the Fates had seen fit to put temptation in front of her. The pros and cons weighed in her mind. She didn’t report to Joe, so that was a plus. Yet they worked for the same company, and others might see them together, a minus. A plus, she was attracted to him. A minus, she was in lust with him. Oh, damn, her head was spinning. How could she fight herself, Joe, and temptation?

“Are you claustrophobic?” he asked, as he stood a few feet from her. He appeared totally relaxed except for those intense blue eyes watching her.

“No, but … ” Her mouth became dry as the Sahara, and all coherent speech escaped her when he shrugged out of his jacket. His white shirt molded tight across his shoulders, showing off his muscular chest.

“Good. Tell me why you’ve been avoiding me.” His husky tone sent shock waves through her body.

Her eyes widened, and what little bit of breath still in her lungs whooshed out.

* * *

HE MIGHT AS well get comfortable, since they’d be here a while. Joe was very conscious of the complication a workplace romance would create, and he’d held himself back until now. But being thrown together in this elevator, he’d be damned if he was going to let the opportunity pass.

At thirty-four he’d had his share of women, but no woman had fascinated him as Victoria did. He’d been intrigued the moment he had caught sight of her on his first day. A woman who tried to hide her sensuality instead of flaunting it was a woman he couldn’t help but notice.

She had a quiet demeanor, but he’d seen the fire in her eyes when someone challenged her in a meeting. He wanted to put that fire there, in a more intimate way.

Right now, though, exhaustion was written on her face. Hell, she’d had this tired look all week. How could anyone miss the slight smudges beneath her beautiful green eyes? Those beautiful sea-green eyes had grown dimmer and more remote as the week progressed. He didn’t like how hard she was working.

She had an air of vulnerability around her, and for a moment he almost backed away. But he couldn’t resist the temptation to uncover the sensual woman hiding underneath those dowdy clothes. Maybe a nice hot bath and a massage, then they could get on to other intimate pursuits. Other men seemed to miss her soft sexiness. But he didn’t. Over the last few months, he’d seen the way she’d glance at him, then away, when he looked at her. When he turned his attention elsewhere, she’d focus in on him again.

Last week she’d ducked into an empty cubicle to avoid him. The thought almost made him smile—almost. But he’d also noted her rapid breathing, dilated pupils, and pebbled nipples whenever they happened to meet. This was the best sign he’d had to date. She was just as affected as he was by the attraction. Now he had the chance, maybe he could find out what made her tick.

He had to make a move. A preemptive strike. If he waited until she was at top speed, she’d shut him down quicker than a cold shower. He’d seen her do it with other co-workers who flirted with her.

“Got a hot date tonight?” he asked, continuing to stare at her while he draped his jacket over the faux-wood bar at the rear of the elevator.

“No, but I’m sure you do,” she blurted.

He arched a black eyebrow, and her cheeks grew warm. Why the heck did she blurt that out to him? Where was her sense of self-preservation? It had disappeared into the stratosphere the second he’d stepped into the elevator.

“Forget what I just said.” She pressed her fingers against her forehead. This wasn’t her day.

“I’ll let it go. Tell me why you’re in such a hurry.”

“Listen, the only date I have is with a hot bath.” How could he appear so fresh after working all day? She knew he’d been in early this morning because one of the secretaries had commented on his sending down several massive reports for typing. He looked so good, it wasn’t fair. She tucked behind her ear several wisps of hair that had escaped the twist she wore.

His steady gaze traveled over her body and burned through her clothing. “Hmmm, if we get out of here soon, I’d be interested in sharing.” He stepped forward, his breath fanning her cheek.

“What?” She’d lost track of what they’d been talking about. When had he moved closer? She angled her body away from his. “Sharing what?” His heat called out to her, making her want nothing more than to surrender to it.

“Your bath, Vicki.” His index finger touched her skin and trailed across her cheek, leaving a path of fire and awareness.

He was touching her. Her mind whirled. Was she dreaming? God, she hoped not. It would be too cruel to wake up and find this had been a fantasy. Part of her wanted to sink into his warmth, the other part warned her this could end in disaster. “You know my name?” She could have slapped herself for asking such a stupid question. Her palms tingled with the need to place them on his chest and feel the solid beat of his heart.

“Yes.” His fingers teased her lips before taking a path over her neck to the base of her throat and down to the vee of her jacket.

What was he doing? He’d never seemed interested in her before. Well, it wasn’t like he had anything else to do while they were stuck here. She should be insulted. But she wasn’t, and she didn’t have a clue as to why. Unable to help herself, she closed her eyes, luxuriating in the roughness of the pad of his finger against her soft skin. Her body craved the sensations, reveled in them, even while her brain protested. This is someone you work with.

“I know a great deal about you,” he whispered, his breath caressing her ear.

She lifted her lashes to gaze at the fine dark stubble on his chin. “Wh … what do you know about me?” Step away, her brain ordered. But her legs wouldn’t cooperate. Her heart beat so hard she thought it would burst out of her chest at any second.

“I know you’re a beautiful woman.” His palms cradled her hips. “And you’re sexy as hell.”

“Sexy?” She gave a harsh laugh. There was nothing sexy about the plain black suit she wore, or the modest heeled shoes, or her hair pulled into a twist and the bare minimum of makeup.

But the woman underneath … well, no one knew about her. How could he have seen through her protective façade? Her insides shook at the thought of Joe getting beneath her carefully built wall.

Joe’s hands at her waist held her captive. Why was he touching her? His grip was gentle, almost as if he were afraid of frightening her. She wasn’t scared of him physically. Mentally, however, was another matter.

“Yes. Sexy.” His blue eyes clashed with hers. “Oh, you’ve gone to great pains to hide it, but it’s still there, especially in the way you move.” He shifted closer.

“Mr. … ” Her hands fluttered to his chest, intending to push him away, but the second she encountered his warmth she was reluctant to leave it.

“It’s Joe, Vicki.” He slid closer to her and dipped his head.

“It’s Victoria,” she said in a firm voice. He’d called her Vicki a second time. No one called her Vicki. Not her parents, not her grandmother. Her heart clenched. Her parents had divorced and remarried so many times she barely talked to them. Her grandmother … a smile crossed her lips. Her grandmother refused to shorten her name. Her stomach clenched with the reminder her grandmother was gone now. With a quick shake of her head, she forced away her memories. Now was not the time.

She should be annoyed with Joe for shortening her name, but instead her insides melted. She angled her head away from his seductive presence, but it didn’t help. She could still smell him and feel him—and damn it, she wanted him.

“Vicki is much sexier, and you’re one sexy woman.”

“Yeah, right.” Her spine stiffened. Enough! Push him away. But her body wouldn’t cooperate. This was crazy. They were stuck together, and he just needed something—someone—to pass the time. She wasn’t important to him. And that stung.

“Why do you doubt it?” His palms skimmed up arms and settled on her shoulders. Within the next minute, his hands were in her hair. Seconds later, her blonde tresses tumbled around her shoulders. “Better?” he asked.

“No. It isn’t.” She managed to get her body to obey and take a step back. She held out her hand. “I’d like my clip, please.” He had no idea how precious the gift was to her.

He admired the silver design before slipping it into his pants pocket.

“Mr. Bradshaw, this is very unethical.” She fought to keep her tone stern, even though her spine wanted to melt and her lips tingled with the need to kiss him.

“It’s Joe.”

Victoria shook her head, her hair cascading further. “I can file sexual harassment charges.” Her tone was firm.

“But you won’t.” A grin teased his lips, and excitement raced up her spine. That grin was wicked, sexy, and wildly devilish. She’d never met a man like him.

“What makes you think so?” She didn’t like the way he thought he knew what she’d do. Let alone thought of her as a piece of tail. Oh, hell, who was she kidding — they’d been dancing around each other since day one. He was an object of her lust.

“Because this isn’t about your job with TechTronics or anything connected with work. This is between you and me.”

Shock and disbelief at his presumption had her saying, “There is no you and me.” She’d like nothing more than Joe and her. What else had she fantasized about? But she had to stay in control here. She was no longer a man’s little puppet. She had shed that persona when she walked out on Derek.

“There will be.” His fingers caressed her neck, before cradling her head. He leaned down to capture her lips with his.

She stiffened. This wasn’t a good idea. But her body didn’t listen. She melted against him and vaguely heard the thud of her purse as it hit the floor before she entwined her arms around his neck.

A part of her wanted this kiss, wanted to be in his arms. She’d wanted this since the first day she’d seen him. After work, she’d spotted him in the lobby of the building looking sexy in jeans and a black leather jacket with a motorcycle helmet tucked under one arm. She was a sucker for the bad-boy look. Now the bad boy was in the elevator with her, taking what he wanted, and she was giving it to him. Brain and common sense be damned.

Her lips parted. The rough texture of his tongue danced over the roof of her mouth before tangling with hers, drawing, pulling it into his own. She tasted mint; he must have brushed his teeth before leaving his office. Odd thought, as their tongues tangled and fought to take control.

When the kiss ended, their harsh breathing filled the silence. She gasped.

“You taste like sin.” His voice was deep.

“And how does sin taste?” she asked, surprising herself with her boldness. Inhaling, she tried to get some oxygen to her brain, then maybe she could clear this sensual haze clouding her judgment.

“Delightful. Sweet. Erotic.” He nibbled her earlobe. “Do you know what I want to do to you?”

“You want to have sex with me.” She gulped. Where was her indignation that he dared to kiss her? Where was her outrage because this could cost her her job? She tried to summon up some anger, but her body didn’t care. She was aroused, and damn it, she’d imagined this moment too many times while alone in bed.

“More than sex.” His breath caressed her ear before his tongue rimmed it. “I’ll touch and lick every inch of your body. When I’ve made you come from my fingers and my tongue, I’ll plunge my cock into your sweet, wet pussy to feel you squeeze and milk me.” His gaze drilled into hers as he paused for a moment. “Then we can experiment to see how far over the edge we can drive each other.”

Her knees almost buckled. It wasn’t fair—she was twenty-eight years old and her body was reacting like Joe was her first lover. Then again, no one had ever had the nerve to talk to her like he did. Not in bed and not alone in an elevator. And damn if just listening to him didn’t make her blood burn and her sex tighten.

“Mr. … ah, Joe,” she corrected herself, when those blue eyes snapped to her face. “An elevator isn’t the place for this type of conversation.”

“Why not?” He brought his right hand up between their bodies, toying with a button on her blazer.

“The elevator could start at any second and … ” She stopped breathing as he undid the first button, then the second. Even with the material between their skin, his body heat blazed, bore into her skin. Her nipples pebbled even more, begging for his attention.

“I knew it,” he whispered with a hint of victory in his voice. He’d uncovered the red lace camisole she wore beneath her jacket. He trailed his index finger over the slopes of her breasts, then he paused. She looked up. “Say you don’t want this. Say no and I’ll stop.”

The struggle on his face was evident, yet she wanted him, and he wanted her, even if it was only for a brief moment in the elevator. “I want this,” she whispered, giving him consent and arching into his touch. She wanted him to continue. Forbidden sex in an elevator with a passionate bad boy was a private fantasy come to life, and God help her, she was going to throw caution to the wind and take full advantage of it. Her body demanded it.

And what if you get fired? Her logical side was still alive and working. This could only be one time. No relationship. A relationship would get her fired; one-time sex that no one but the two of them knew about … she should be safe. Unless they were caught.

“Thank God,” he rasped as he pushed her blazer off her body.

Her mouth opened but any protest died on her lips as he palmed her breast. Heat enveloped her. He massaged her breast, making it swell, before catching the nipple between his thumb and forefinger and squeezing gently. Her knees gave way and he snagged her around the waist. Hauling her up against his body, he brought her hips into sharp alignment with his. His hardening cock pressed against her core. Her pussy wept in anticipation.

No man had ever aroused her so fast or with such expertise. Her brain was shutting down. The realization the elevator could start and they could be discovered only added to her excitement. Danger heightened her arousal. She grew wetter, moisture soaking her panties as she grew impatient for his cock deep within her.

He tugged her nipple once again before lowering his mouth to it.

Oh, dear Lord. Hot, wet heat surrounded her nipple, spreading out like wildfire. Her head fell back. Her nails dug into the soft flesh of her palms as she curled her hands into fists at her sides. All the while he licked and suckled her through the camisole. Tiny electrical shocks surged through her body straight to her pussy, making it throb with need.

Wet silk clung to her breasts when he lifted his head to stare down at her. “I’ve wanted to do this since the first day I saw you.” His voice was hoarse and his eyes filled with passion as he stared at her.

“What? Getting stuck in an elevator together?”

His husky laugh sent waves of awareness through her veins. “Not the elevator, but tasting you, touching you, fucking you.”

His words danced along her nerve endings, causing her stomach to clench with desire. Why had he chosen to make a move on her now? Was it just her availability, her proximity? Her mind tried to reason, but couldn’t. Her body’s need to devour him, inch by inch, was too overwhelming. When long, male fingers lowered the straps of her camisole, she drew in a startled breath. Cool air touched her skin and her nipples tightened further.

“These are fantastic.” His voice was husky with need.

Her head rested against the elevator wall and his lips closed over her naked breast. His tongue licked a path to her nipple, swirled around before he pulled it deep into his mouth and sucked. She arched her back, giving herself to him. Her breasts were sensitive, always had been, but his lips, tongue, and teeth took her to another level. She was burning up. Her stomach tightened as flutters spread from her breasts to her clit and back again. A climax was building.

He nipped lightly, and as her hips surged to meet his, molten hot lust rushed through her. She was ready. Now!

“Joe,” she whispered.

An audible pop! filled the elevator as he released her nipple. “I’ve always been a leg man, but your breasts have converted me.” His lips kissed a path up to the hollow of her throat, then his tongue dipped into the small depression before tasting his way back to her mouth.

This kiss was hot, hard, and demanding. She didn’t even think about resisting. She didn’t want to resist. Who was she to throw this chance away? She’d worry about her future tomorrow and even the next day. Right now she wanted this man. She played with his tongue in his mouth, coaxing it to follow hers into her mouth, where they tangled together. He groaned, and a thrill of excitement weaved its way up her spine.

She hadn’t expected this. Never in a million years would she have thought she’d melt in his arms this way. Oh, she might have fantasized about him, but never this. Reality was much better. Just for once, she wanted to feel this man’s desire for her and only her. Even if it only lasted these few minutes. She wanted Joe, here and now. His hard cock pressed against her core, ready and waiting. She wasn’t going to turn back now.

When he lifted his head, she forced her eyes open. His gaze blazed with passion, the fire within the depths burning a path straight to her soul. His palms rested on her stomach, fingers bit by bit inching up the fabric of her skirt. She could hardly breathe. One more touch and she’d go up in flames. But she didn’t care, and she wasn’t about to let him have all the fun.

Forcing her arms into action, she began to unbutton his shirt and tugged it from his trousers. God, the coarse hair covering his chest was delicious beneath her fingers. She raked her nails across his nipples in a light touch. His quick intake of breath told her he liked it. Her ex had hated anything near his nipples. “I want to taste you,” she said, her pussy clenching with need.

“Go ahead.” Desire and need filled his voice. “I want you to.”

A sense of power wrapped her in its intoxicating spell. Lowering her head, she licked him, her tongue darting in and out like a cat. He tasted salty and masculine. Pure delight flowed through her body at his groan of pleasure. The sound was more than enough encouragement. She laved one hard nub then the other while her fingers trailed over his lower back, where the play of muscle beneath her palms delighted her senses.

He cupped her jaw, lifting her mouth to his. Another demanding kiss, their breaths mingling in the heat of passion. He pushed her against the elevator wall; his erection throbbed. She wormed her palm between their bodies and brazenly cupped him.

A shudder swept through his body and he broke their kiss. “Take out my cock.” His demanding tone was thick with desire.

For a second her heart stopped beating, then with great care she lowered the zipper, found the opening in his briefs, and brushed her fingers across his smooth hardness. His penis jumped, short-circuiting any rational thoughts she had left. Pushing his shorts down, she encircled his thick shaft and his hips shifted forward, pressing into her palm.

He was so thick. And so long. The veins of his cock stood out and the head glistened. She ran her fingers over it, spreading his wetness. Thinking about his length surging into her had her biting her lower lip to contain her excitement.

“My turn.” His tone was playful and deep.

He plucked at her zipper and the back of her skirt gave way, then his palms slid down to her hips, pushing the fabric down until it fell at her feet. Cool air caressed her legs. “Please.” The pleading tone in her voice surprised her. “Soon,” he whispered as his hands landed on her thighs. “Garters.” He all but groaned out the word. “God, woman, you’re sex on two legs.”

Her breath caught in her throat when he cupped her through her panties. Automatically, her legs widened. She was so hot, so wet. Her sex throbbed for his touch and his cock.

She didn’t have to wait long. With a hard tug, he tore her panties from her and slid a finger between her slick, wet folds. Unable to help herself, she pushed her pelvis forward and widened her stance even more. He slipped in a second finger, and she groaned. God, it felt so good. So damn good.

She kept stroking his cock, feeling his need, his heat, his hardness, wanting all he could give her and more.

“I can’t wait,” he muttered. “I’ve got a condom in my back pocket.”

With trembling fingers, she found the small foil packet. Somehow she managed to open it, rolling it down his pulsing cock. “Done.”

The word had just left her lips when he lifted her. “Put your arms around my neck, then wrap your legs around my waist,” he ordered, his voice tight.

There was no hesitation. She did as he demanded. She wanted this. No, needed this. At the touch of his cock at her entrance, her breath whooshed out. His fingers had stretched her, but he seemed impossibly big.
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