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      “You reek of sex.”

      Noah Ryan grinned at his buddy Jared, a guy he’d gotten to know over the last couple of years while living and working at Stone Cliff Resort in the Canadian Rocky Mountains. Taking his friend’s ribbing in stride, Noah scrubbed his hands through his disheveled hair, and sank down onto the driftwood next to him, setting his motorcycle helmet at his feet. He let his glance surf over the crowd gathered around the nightly, beachside bonfire. He zeroed in on a cute blonde with big tits and gave Jared a wry smirk. “Not yet I don’t.”

      Jared reached into the cooler, pulled out a cold brew, and handed it to Noah. “Yeah, well that’s a matter of opinion.”

      “Fuck you.” Noah laughed and twisted off the cap, the taste of weed and smoke scratching his dry throat like coarse sandpaper. “How the hell can I reek of sex when I just crawled out of bed, alone?”

      Jared shrugged. “Well your bed smells like sex, then.”

      Okay, so that was probably true. His bed likely did smell like sex. Sometimes a hard, mindless fuck chased away the chills that had taken up residency inside him since the accident a little over three years ago. Then again, sometimes it didn’t. Sometimes the demons managed to tunnel their way past the wall he’d built despite a warm body lying next to him.

      Noah took a long pull from the bottle, and washed the grit from his throat. Too bad the alcohol did little to drown the pain that blackened his soul. Then again, did he really deserve for it to?

      He worked to push all dark thoughts aside, and tried to keep things light. He nudged his friend with his elbow. “Ah, come on, Jared. Don’t be jealous ’cause I’m getting all the play and you’re not.”

      Jared waved to Ryan and Bobbie, a couple of locals who had just rolled in, before he flicked his beer cap at Noah. “Yeah, well, fuck you. I get all the play I need, or I would be if you weren’t always hovering around.” Two well-built, dark-haired hotties moved in front of them, smiling flirtatiously at Noah. “Christ, Noah, what the hell is it about you?” He clucked his tongue and added, “You’re like nectar to the honey bee, my man.”

      Laughing, Noah took another swig from the bottle as the cute blonde he’d been eying glanced his way. He caught the mischief in her gaze and pegged her as a local, a rich townie who’d just returned home from university. He knew her type all too well. She’d spend her days lounging on the water with her friends and her nights here at the beach, otherwise known as the Cave, where many of the resort staff and locals alike gathered for a little action. Not that he was judging her. He wasn’t. After all, unlike him she was getting an education and going places.

      With exhaustion pulling at him, Noah stretched his arms over his head and stifled a yawn. He hadn’t planned on hanging out with Jared tonight, but since he couldn’t take staring at his ceiling for one more minute, he’d decided if he couldn’t sleep, he might as well get laid. The little townie gave him a look that said, come get some and his cock twitched, but before he made his move on the blonde, he shifted closer to his friend. He pulled an envelope from his back pocket and slipped it to him, wanting to do this exchange off resort and away from their manager, Donald Brake’s, watchful eye.

      “Noah...” Jared looked down at the envelope and shook his head. “Shit.” He stole a quick glance around before he shoved the bills into his pocket. “But you were saving...you can’t afford—”

      “And you can’t afford not to.” He looked pointedly at the swelling beneath Jared’s bruised eye. Even though he claimed the injury had happened when he fell off the raft during yesterday’s rough, white-water ride down Canyon Run, Noah knew better. Noah pitched his voice low, his words for Jared’s ears only. “You keep fucking with these guys and you’ll lose more than just your job. You know that, right?”

      “Yeah, yeah, I know,” Jared said gravely, dark eyes cast downward in worry as he rubbed his temples with his thumbs. “Christ, I had a straight flush. I never thought I could lose.” He fisted his short-cropped hair and gave a tug. “I mean come on, what are the fucking odds that the other guy beat me with a royal flush?”

      “A trillion to one,” Noah said. He didn’t need to do the mental math that came so easily to him as he finished off his beer and reached for another, handing one to Jared as well. Even though Jared was as big a fuck up as he was, the guy was a damn hard worker, and in a few short years had climbed his way up from bellboy to concierge. That job was his life, and Noah wasn’t about to stand around and see it get taken from him.

      It was Jared’s job to get to know the guests and see that their needs were being met. What he wasn’t supposed to do was socialize with those guests, or get himself invited to the after-hours poker game that the resort’s management turned a blind eye to. The high-rolling businessmen, who came to town for the annual weeklong event, weren’t the kind of guys who took kindly to getting stiffed. You owed them money, you paid your debt. One way or another.

      Noah’s glance shot to the blonde. Then again, who was he too lecture about rules, considering he was about to break one himself? Even when off duty, the staff wasn’t supposed to do anything to bring negative attention to the resort, which meant that picking up a local for a quick fuck on the rocks was pretty much all kinds of wrong.

      “I’ll pay you back,” Jared said.

      The blonde gave Noah a once over and a satisfied grin. “You just keep yourself out of trouble.”

      Jared followed the direction of Noah’s gaze, and when he glimpsed the girl Noah had his sights set on, he shook his head. “You’re one to talk. That girl has trouble written all over her.”

      “Good,” Noah said, smirking.

      “She’s got a boyfriend, Noah,” Jared warned. “And he’s a big bastard.”

      “I think you’re mistaken.” Ignoring Jared’s warning, Noah stood and shoved one hand into his pocket, pulling his worn and faded jeans lower on his hips, a not so subtle invitation that brought the blonde’s attention right where he wanted it. “I think she’s looking for a little play.”

      Jared gave him a look that suggested he was either crazy, or had a death wish, or possibly both. Maybe he was right.

      “Yeah? What makes you say that?” Jared asked.

      “She wouldn’t be wearing a shirt that showed off her tits if she didn’t want me to look.”

      While Jared cursed under his breath, Noah moved through the throng of people. Seconds before he reached blondie, some douche bag stepped in front of him to block his path. Noah nudged him with his shoulder, shoving him out of the way. With single-minded determination he moved past him, but when the guy said, “Is there a problem here, pal?” it stopped Noah dead in his tracks.

      He turned and sized up the steroid-induced mouth breather and shrugged. “Listen dude,” Noah began. “As far as I can tell the only problem here is that you’re standing between me,” he paused to poke his finger in the direction of the girl watching him with big, curious eyes, “and her.”

      The guy grabbed Noah’s arm, his nostrils flaring as he yanked Noah closer. Even at six feet, Noah had to lift his chin to meet the guy’s eyes. The ogre gripped him tighter, his sausage fingers digging into Noah’s biceps.

      Like a wire stretched tight, Noah snapped. “Get the fuck off me.” His skin came alive as he jerked his arm free. Christ, he didn’t like to be touched. Touching made him feel...well, it made him feel.

      Old, blood-soaked memories clawed their way to the surface, and visions of his best friend clutching his arm like it was his lifeline swamped him. But Noah hadn’t been Jonny’s lifeline. Oh no, not at all. Noah was a fuck up, and the sole reason Jonny was dead.

      “...Noah.”

      He heard Jared saying something, pleading with him, but the words were lost in the foggy haze clouding his mind, riding circles around his brain on the pain that came with remembering.

      “Maybe you should listen to your boyfriend,” the ogre said.

      Noah laughed in his face. “Maybe you should suck my dick.”

      The mouth breather fisted his hands and drew his arm back. Heart racing, Noah stood there, his body braced as he prepared for the pain. Welcomed it.

      Deserved it.

      Like a hard fuck, sometimes a good punch in the face sent the demons scurrying. For a little while, anyway.

      The hit came sure and swift, and Noah’s teeth clashed as he flew backwards toward the water. The damp sandy shore padded his fall, but the cold waves crashing over his body snapped his groggy senses back to life faster than a broken condom. He jumped to his feet and spit a mouth full of blood onto the sand as the primate came at him again, his knuckles practically dragging on the ground.

      “Stop it, Alex,” a shrill voice cried out, and Noah’s heart sank as the girl he’d been stalking halted the fight. Jesus, he’d wanted that next blow. Craved it. Noah wiped his mouth with the back of his hand as blondie pounded her fists into Alex’s chest.

      Fuck if Jared hadn’t been right. Blondie did have a boyfriend, and the big bastard’s name was Alex.

      Alex grabbed the girl’s hands, and pinned them to her sides. She squirmed and fought against him, the back of her shirt lifting to show a tramp stamp that Noah was certain her good folks knew nothing about. Damned if she wasn’t just the girl he needed tonight.

      “Stay out of this, Dara,” the ape named Alex warned.

      Noah took a threatening step toward Alex. “Take your fucking hands off her.”

      “Noah,” Jared warned again as the crowd gathered around them. The bonfire burned bright, the fiery embers sparking like angry fireflies in the dark night sky, casting a flickering spotlight on the scene playing out before them. “You start this shit again, and Donald won’t give you any more chances,” he bit out harshly, but Noah was too far gone, too far down the road filled with blood and bad memories to walk away.

      “I didn’t start it.” He swiped his tongue over his swollen lip and jutted his chin toward Alex. “He did. I’m just going to finish it.” Noah stood there, sizing up his opponent once again, waiting for him to make another move.

      Alex looked at Noah, then at his girlfriend, who continued to struggle against his grip. Suspicion moved into his beady eyes as they locked on hers. “What are you protecting this guy for? Do you know him or something?” he asked, his voice slurring slightly.

      “We’re all just here to have a good time, Alex.”

      “A good time?” He jerked his head toward Noah, his lips curling with disgust. “That’s the good time you want?” Silence hung heavy for a moment, then sweet tits shrugged, everything in what she didn’t say answering Alex’s question. “This shit ain’t worth it.” He shoved Dara away, pushed through the crowd and stormed down the beach.

      He watched Alex disappear and then turned his attention to Dara. “You okay?”

      Big eyes moved over his swollen lip as her two friends came up behind her. “Are you?” she asked.

      Noah scrubbed his hand over his jaw. “Your boyfriend throws one hell of a punch.”

      She took a sip from the cooler her friend handed her, looking at him over the rim of the bottle. She swallowed and licked her lips before saying, “Maybe he’s not my boyfriend anymore.”

      “Is that right?” Noah asked, inching closer and invading her personal space. Damn she smelled good.

      “Well, maybe not tonight, anyway.” She nibbled her bottom lip, a seductive move Noah figured she’d perfected in front of a mirror, and then slid her gaze over his body.

      “You gotta be fucking kidding me.” The sound of Jared’s voice from behind him pulled Noah’s attention away from those luscious lips.

      Noah cast him a quick glance and smirked. “What?”

      “Like you even have to ask.” Shaking his head, Jared disappeared into the crowd, leaving Noah to do what he did best. Fuck everything up.

      With the fight over, the crowd went back to partying, and Dara stepped in and closed the small space that remained between them. She went up on her tiptoes, those nice tits of hers pressing into his chest. Reaching up, she feathered her fingertip over his swollen lip. “Does it hurt?”

      “Yeah. It hurts like a son of a bitch. But I guess that’s to be expected when I use my face to stop a punch.”

      She puckered those pouty lips of hers and all Noah could think about was how that sexy mouth would feel around his cock.

      “You think I should kiss it better?”

      Noah grinned. Christ, she made this so easy. “I think that’s a good start.”

      She handed her cooler back to her friends, and gave the cute brunette a knowing smile before she turned back to Noah. With a tip of her head, she gestured behind her. “Maybe we should...you know...go somewhere private.”

      She didn’t need to ask him twice. Noah grabbed her hand and pulled her away from the crowd. Once they were out of sight, near the rocky cliff at the far end of the beach, he stepped into the water and splashed a palm full into his mouth. He sloshed it around to wash away the blood, and then spat it out.

      Not wasting any time, he gripped Dara’s hips, his cock swelling inside his jeans as he pushed her up against the rock wall. He dipped his head, his lips so close to hers that he could taste the raspberry cooler on her breath. Goddamn she had a mouth made for sucking. He slipped one hand around the back of her neck, the floral scent of her hair filling his nostrils as his eyes latched on her hot mouth.

      “So about that kiss,” he murmured.

      Her tongue flicked out to moisten her bottom lip and ignoring the split on his lip, he crushed his mouth to hers. The pressure stung like a bitch, but he didn’t care. He groaned as sensations overcame him, let them push back the memories that came far too close to the surface tonight. His tongue slipped inside to thrash with hers as his hands went to her tits. He palmed them and she moaned, wiggling against him. With his mouth watering for a taste of her nipples, he gripped the hem of her shirt and tugged.

      He pulled it over her head and inched back to look at her lace bra. “Sweet,” he murmured and she smiled at him, the look on her face telling him she knew she was as sexy as hell and could have whoever she wanted. He was fine with that. She wanted a good time, and tonight he was the guy she’d chosen to provide it. It wasn’t his fault she picked a no good loser like him. But some of the townies liked to go slumming during their summer break, and as long as he was getting a piece of ass, he was cool with it.

      He reached behind her back, made quick work of the metal hook, and then tossed the bra onto the rocks along with her shirt. Pushing a knee between her legs, he widened them and bent to draw a hard nipple into his mouth.

      Her hands raked through his hair and she whimpered. He ignored the pain in his jaw and sucked deep, needing to get lost in her. Her hands moved to his shirt, and she tugged at the material. He reached behind his neck and tugged it over his shoulders, adding it to the pile forming on the rocks. Once he was half naked, she raced those soft fingers over him.

      “Nice tat,” she whispered, tracing the cross tombstone on his arm.

      An uneasy tremble moved through him as she stroked him. He grabbed her hands, put them behind her and lightly brushed the tattoo at the small of her back. “I like yours, too.”

      She made a move to reach for him again, but he pushed against her, caging her hands between her ass and the rock. “Keep them there,” he ordered.

      She looked like she was going to protest, but when he released the button on her shorts, and shoved his hand inside, a low moan rose from her throat. His cock throbbed against her thigh and she sucked in a quick breath when he dipped inside her panties to finger her pussy. A whimpering sound bubbled up from her throat.

      “Feel good, baby?” he asked.

      “So good,” she said, bucking against his hand.

      He pushed a finger inside her and his mind shut down when he felt her wetness. “Jesus, you’re drenched,” he growled. He pushed deep, and while she looked so fucking hot in her short shorts, with his hand inside her panties, he couldn’t get a good finger bang going with her still dressed.

      Panting hard, and keeping a finger inside her, he said, “Take your shorts off.”

      She pulled her hands out from behind her, pushed her shorts down and wiggled them to her feet. Her pussy tightened around his finger with her movements. With his free hand, Noah pulled them from her ankles and tossed them onto the pile.

      Leaning up against the rocks, she spread her legs wide to give him better access, and the sweet scent of her hot pussy hit him like a double shot of rum. The world around him faded, dulled to a hush. He pushed his finger in and out of her, until she was so soaked and ready that all he could think about was ramming his dick into her.

      Her hands went to his zipper. “Take yours off too,” she said breathlessly. “I want to see your cock.”

      Noah groaned. Oh yeah, this girl really was all kinds of trouble.

      He pulled his finger out of her pussy, tore off his pants, and threw them on top of her clothes. His cock jutted forward, so hard and ready his brain was nearly blank. Jesus, he loved it when his brain shut down. Her gaze dropped, and she made a whimpering sound as she reached for his dick. He nudged his hips forward, offering it to her. It was true he didn’t like to be touched, but when a chick wanted to stroke his dick, he damn well made an exception.

      “So big,” she murmured.

      “You like it big, baby?”

      “Yeah.” She licked her mouth, her hands grasping his cock harder.

      Noah swallowed hard. “You want to suck it?”

      She gave him a sexy grin that told him how much she liked sucking cock, how good she was at it, before she sank to her knees. The second her mouth wrapped around his crown, he gripped her head with one hand and braced the other on the rock wall behind her. Christ, her hot wet mouth felt so damn good.

      “Fuck...”

      She moaned around a mouthful of cock, and he rocked into her, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged a little, but continued to try to take him deeper.

      “Nice,” he murmured, ramming into her.

      She licked the long length of him, her tongue running circles around his crown before she plunged forward to take him back in again. She spent a long time working him in and out of her hot mouth, and when he groaned, she cupped his balls. They drew up tight against his body, and knowing he was close to coming in her mouth, he inched back, and hauled her against him, desperate to bury himself inside her.

      He gripped her hips, and lifted her until she was sitting on the ledge, shoving his shirt underneath her ass. His fingers bit into her thighs as he widened them. Bending forward to better position himself between her spread legs, he swiped her cunt with his tongue, and she jutted her tits forward as she leaned back, her palms braced on the rock behind her.

      Noah grabbed his pants, and pulled a condom from the pocket. He tore into it and rolled the rubber down the long length of cock.

      Dara’s eyes widened in anticipation as he wrapped one arm around her slim waist for leverage, and positioned his cock at her entrance.

      “You ready to fuck?” he asked.

      Instead of answering she wiggled her hips, forcing him in an inch.

      “Christ,” he groaned as her heat wrapped around him. He held her tighter, and in one quick thrust powered into her. She gasped and rubbed her hard nipples against his chest.

      He pumped deep, fast, ramming so hard he was sure they were going to punch through the rock wall. She moved with him, and he inched back to look between their bodies as he pulled out, only to sink all the way back inside again. Jesus, she was hot...

      He fucked her long and hard, until her body tightened and she made a whimpering sound. A second later her hot cream singed his cock. As her muscles squeezed his dick, she reached for him again, but he pinned her arms to her sides and pumped feverishly. He knew he was being rough, knew he was going to leave her bruised come morning, but there was nothing he could do to slow down. He needed to fuck. He needed to forget. Oh, God, he just needed...

      His cock swelled to the point of no return, every nerve in his body alive and on fire. He drove all the way insider her, burying himself balls deep as he let go, splashing his seed into the condom. He threw his head back and growled, concentrating on the explosions rocketing through him. She squeezed him with her cunt, milking every last drop of his release.

      Sweat trickled down his brow, and he swiped it away as he strived to catch his breath. Dara shifted and pulled away, his cock slipping out of her. He stood back, water splashing against his heels as he disposed of the rubber. Dara reached for her clothes and pulled them on quickly. Once she was dressed, she jumped from the ledge and grinned up at him.

      “Thanks,” she said, licking her lips and smoothing down her long blonde hair as her skin glistened with perspiration. “That was fun.”

      “Yeah,” he said, his voice rough, edgy as he reached behind her to grab his pants. She stepped around him, and he said, “I’ll guess I’ll see you around.” He tugged his jeans on and gave a casual roll of his shoulder.

      “Sure. I’ll be around,” she said and then disappeared down the beach, dismissing him like he was nothing but a go nowhere loser, a go-to guy when a girl needed to scratch an itch.

      What bothered him the most was that she was right.
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      Keeping her head high and back straight, Kathryn Lane lowered herself into the chair opposite her new boss at Stone Cliff Resort in the heart of Alberta’s Rocky Mountains. She crossed her legs at the ankles, and poised her tablet on her lap, ready to dive into her new position as Marketing Assistant.

      “Kathryn,” her boss Shannon began, flashing her a warm, welcoming smile, but behind that smile Kathryn could easily tell she was a serious businesswoman, one who didn’t tolerate anything but perfection. “I see personnel placed you in Wolf Lodge. Are you all settled in for the summer?”

      Kathryn nodded, thinking about the small room that resembled her dorm at Sanford, Canada’s prestigious, East Coast University where she had just finished her junior year. At least at the resort her room had a private shower and the staff quarters had a small, communal kitchen so she didn’t have to eat mystery meat in the meal hall every day. And when she didn’t feel like cooking for herself, she could use one of her staff meal tickets to dine on low fat, healthy food at the buffet.

      “Yes, thank you,” she responded, keeping an air of professionalism about her.

      Shannon looked at her over her dark-rimmed glasses. “You know this week is all about settling in. You didn’t have to come in until Monday.”

      “I wanted to get an early start.”

      “Very well.” Shannon’s silver hair glistened in the sunlight shining in from her window as she pulled open a file with Kathryn’s name on it. She adjusted her glasses lower on her nose, and went quiet for a moment as she read. “So you’re internship is for the full four months?”

      “Yes,” Kathryn answered. “It’s part of my scholarship requirement.”

      Shannon slipped a paper from the file and her perfectly sculpted brows went up as she looked it over. “I’m impressed. It’s not every day we get a scholar like you interning for us. I expect great things.”

      Kathryn smiled her usual smile, never hinting at what she’d had to give up in order to get where she was. No friends. No dates. No dreams. Her father would have none of that. No, his only daughter had to work, work, work, and stand above the rest.

      “Thank you. I’m looking forward to getting started,” she said cheerily, even though inside she was tied up in knots. While she’d worked hard and was extremely grateful that she had won one of Canada’s largest university scholarships, the pressures that came with it could sometimes be overwhelming. Not only did she have to maintain an exceptionally high average in all her classes, she had to perform well during her summer break internships, which challenged her in three disciplines: enterprise, public policy, and community development. Combining those pressures with a president and CEO father who was always breathing down her back, pushing her to do better than her best, so she could graduate at the top of her class and secure herself a corner office in his financial consulting firm, certainly made for challenging times.

      Shannon handed her a pile of brochures, and a thick book on the resort that contained the mission statement and marketing plans. “You can look these over on the weekend,” she said.

      Kathryn nodded, and Shannon opened her mouth to say something else, but closed it again when a noise outside her office door drew her attention. Shannon looked over Kathryn’s shoulders, a frown on her pretty face as she zeroed in on something or someone in the resort lobby. Curious, Kathryn angled her head to see what the commotion was all about.

      She took in all the new staff who were milling about, getting themselves acquainted with the resort and settled in for the summer. She peered through the crowd, until she caught a glimpse of a guy standing outside the resort manager’s door. Dressed in staff colors, his snug green t-shirt with the resort logo on it hugged his broad shoulders, and showcased a hard body. On his left arm, she caught a hint of a tattoo dipping below the short sleeve. Her gaze dropped to his low hanging swimming trunks, and the clipboard he clutched tightly in his hand. He seemed to be in deep discussions with Donald Brake, the manager with whom Kathryn had interviewed with to get the assistant’s job.

      Kathryn glanced at Shannon. “What’s going on?”

      Shannon sighed. “That’s Noah. He teaches skiing in the winter and is a river guide for the white-water rafting tours at Canyon Run in the summer.”

      “He seems upset.”

      “It’s nothing for you to worry about.” When Kathryn nodded, accepting the answer without question, her boss leaned in like she was about to confide something personal. “You probably won’t cross paths with him, Kathryn.” Shannon paused to look over Kathryn’s prim, knee length pencil skirt, and chic blazer. Feeling a bit uncomfortable under her scrutiny, Kathryn smoothed her hand over her hair, checking to make sure it was still secured tightly in her ponytail. Shannon’s eyes moved back to hers and she smiled. “I’m sure you won’t be running in the same circles during your time here.”

      “Oh, okay,” Kathryn said, for lack of anything else.

      Shannon went quiet for a moment and then advised, “You might want to pick your friends carefully here. Relationships between staff members aren’t forbidden, but they are frowned upon because they can interfere with work. I’m certain you wouldn’t want to do anything to interfere with your job or your scholarship, isn’t that right?”

      Kathryn nodded. Point taken.

      Still, unable to help herself, she stole another glance at Noah. As if he felt his eyes on her, he turned his head toward her. When their glances collided, he gifted her with a smile, a smile so hot and disarming, it sucked the breath from Kathryn’s lungs. What the heck? She exhaled slowing, trying to appear unaffected as she turned back to Shannon, who thankfully, was looking over her file once again.

      “I guess we’ll get started then,” Shannon said. “Since you’ll be working on the brochures, the first thing I need you to do is familiarize yourself with the resort. You need to know all the ins and outs, and all the activities we offer.” Shannon gestured with her hand when someone came in the door behind Kathryn.

      “Amy, come in. I was just about to call for you.”

      Kathryn smiled at Amy as she came bouncing in, a big smile lighting up her pretty face.

      “Hey there,” Amy said to Kathryn as she extended her arm. They exchanged a handshake as Shannon did the introductions.

      “This is Amy’s third summer with us. She’s a psychology student, and she works registration and sometimes helps me out,” Shannon explained. “I asked her to show you around today, and I believe Amy lives at Wolf Lodge as well. Isn’t that right, Amy?”

      “Sure is,” Amy said, her long, dark hair as bouncy and bubbly as her personality. “Are you ready?” she asked.

      “Absolutely,” Kathryn said, turning off her tablet and putting it in her bag.

      For the next few hours Amy showed her around, and even though her personality was very different from Kathryn’s, Kathryn couldn’t help but like her. Amy helped to familiarize her with all the facilities, including the spa, horse stables, dining room, biking trails, ski hills, and tennis courts. Once they were done, they took the shuttle to Deerfield, the closest town.

      Amy talked nonstop during the tour and as they drove past a beach area that looked like it had had a fire recently, she gave a grin. “That’s the Cave. It’s where we go to have a little off-resort fun.” She nudged Kathryn. “If you know what I mean.” She looked at Kathryn’s business clothes and then at her own. “Tonight we’ll get out of these work clothes and into something a little sexier.”

      Instead of telling her she didn’t have clothes that were sexy, she just nodded and looked at the mountains in the distance. Amy pointed out the amenities, and when they drove down a side road, the brick buildings full of gorgeous graffiti, Kathryn’s heart leapt, thrilled that Deerfield had an art district.

      Kathryn pointed at the wall. “Who did that?”

      Amy’s eyes widened. “Gorgeous isn’t it?”

      “Yeah,” Kathryn agreed, taking in the lines, shading and composition. “Whoever did that was very talented.” She thought more about art, art history, and murals, her true love.  A knot tightened in her throat. She swallowed it down, because she knew better than to let her thoughts travel that path. While her father collected numerous art pieces, a career in the arts, or switching to a fine arts degree certainly wasn’t in the cards for his daughter.

      Their last stop on the tour was the white-water rafting adventure at Canyon Run River. They arrived just in time to see one of the boats returning, the thrill-seekers inside laughing as they wrung water from their hair. They disembarked, and that’s when she caught a glimpse of Noah at the back of the boat. He pulled off his helmet, and wiped the water from his face.  Kathryn felt her mouth go dry.

      “Looks like fun,” Kathryn said, when in reality the whole idea of rushing down a river scared the hell out of her. She didn’t take risks. Her every action was calculated and had a greater purpose. Of course, that didn’t mean she didn’t want to. Except such behavior was frowned upon in her world.

      “We can sign you up for a run if you like?” Amy said.

      Her glance shot to Amy, then back to Noah. If he was part of the deal, then maybe she’d give it a shot. Okay, where the heck did that crazy thought come from?

      “Have you ever done it?” Kathryn asked.

      Amy licked her lips and gave her a wicked grin. “Not yet, but I sure do want to.”

      When she caught the way Amy was drooling over Noah, Kathryn said, “Uh, wait, are we still talking about rafting?”

      Amy laughed. “Nope.”

      Kathryn turned her attention to Noah, her glance moving over his body, which looked mighty fine in that wetsuit. They both stood there in mute silence as they watched him secure the boat on shore. He unzipped the wetsuit, pulling it from his shoulders to expose a very tight, very hard body, one with a tombstone cross with a J in the center on his left arm.

      Amy groaned. “God he’s so hot.”

      “Yes, he certainly is,” Kathryn murmured, but then instantly straightened her shoulders. “I mean, yes, but he’s not my type.”

      Amy rolled her eyes. “Come on, Kathryn, he’s every girl’s type.”

      And that was exactly why mooning over him was a waste of time. A hot guy like him would never look twice at a bookworm virgin like her. Kathryn shrugged off the comment, but try as she might, she couldn’t tear her gaze away from him. It was like coming upon a bad car accident and being compelled to stop and view the wreckage.

      Her gaze lingered over his split lip and then left his face to admire his abs. She suddenly wondered what it would be like to touch them.

      “Time to head back,” Amy said with a sigh, pulling Kathryn’s thoughts back.

      “Right,” she said, shaking her head to clear it. Good God, what was wrong with her? She wasn’t into guys like Noah. Heck, she wasn’t into guys at all. She could almost hear her father’s voice. Boyfriends get in the way, relationships distract from your greater purpose.

      Even when it did come time for her to bring a member of the opposite sex home, it certainly wouldn’t be someone like Noah, a boy who had trouble written all over him—one her new boss had not so subtly warned her to stay away from. Then again, she’d probably never get the chance to bring a boy home. No, her father probably already had a boring accountant from his firm picked out for her.

      A boring guy to go with her boring life.

      For the rest of her boring life.

      Perfect, just perfect.
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      Noah braced his hands above the doorjamb and looked at Jared as he pushed papers across his desk. “I guess I owe you a thank you.”

      Jared met his glance and said, “You don’t owe me anything.”

      “Yeah, well, Donald would have fired my sorry ass if it weren’t for you.”

      He pointed to his eye. “And I would have been floating at the bottom of the river if it weren’t for you.”

      Noah plunked himself down on the seat opposite Jared. “Okay, so enough of this pussy shit. Are you hitting the Cave tonight, or what?” He rubbed his hands. “It’s initiating night. Time to give the summer staff a nice warm welcome to Stone Cliff.”

      Jared grimaced like he was reliving his own dunk in the lake. “You mean a cold welcome.”

      “So you’re going then?”

      “That depends.”

      “On what?”

      “Are you going to be there?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      Instead of answering, Jared said, “Come on, let’s go eat. I’m starved.”

      Noah’s stomach growled, a reminder that he hadn’t eaten since rafting down Canyon Run earlier that afternoon. He smirked and said, “Yeah, I can see how you’ve worked up an appetite, pushing the pile of paper around, and all.”

      Jared gestured toward the cut on the corner of Noah’s mouth, reminding him of his fight with the Neanderthal last night. “Yeah, well, we’re not all suicide junkies like you.”

      They walked toward the kitchen, passing by Shannon’s office. Noah glanced in, catching a glimpse of the cute red-head he’d caught staring at him earlier that morning when he was getting reamed by Donald, and again later today down at Canyon Run.

      “Who’s the new girl?” he asked.

      “Kathryn Lane,” Jared said, not bothering to look to see who Noah was talking about. That was the all-knowing, all-seeing Jared, always had his finger on the pulse of the resort. “Scholarship student. She’s here for a summer internship.”

      An uneasy shiver moved through Noah as he gave her a once over. It wasn’t the way she kept her back rigid, or the way she had her strawberry hair pulled back in a tight ponytail that had him thinking back to three years ago. It was her focus. The way she seemed to tune the whole world out as she concentrated on her task, like it was the most important thing in the entire world. Noah had learned the hard way that it wasn’t.

      “Forget it, Noah,” Jared said.

      “Forget what?” Luke asked, as he caught up with the two of them on the way to the kitchen. Noah knew Jared considered Luke a friend, but Noah, well, he’d rather run his raft into a rock wall than hang out with the guy. As far as he was concerned, Luke was a bit of a douche, always walking around like he thought he was better than everyone else. So what if he was a super star tennis player, taken out by an injury during the world’s junior a few years back. Now, thanks to his family’s connections, he had a nice cushy job at the resort, giving lessons—on and off the court—to some of the hottest ass around. And to top that off, he took a three-month hiatus in the summer, hanging out with his family in Europe during the resort’s busiest months. What twenty-three-year-old needed a hiatus? From the second Noah stepped onto the resort, Luke had seemed to take an instant dislike to him. He’d never come out and said it to his face, but there was no denying the tension between them.

      Jared jerked his head toward Shannon’s office as they passed. “Noah was checking out the new girl.”

      “Oh yeah? Well forget it, pal,” Luke sneered and ran his hand over his gelled hair. “A girl like that would never fall for your bullshit.”

      “It’s not my bullshit they fall for,” Noah said, grabbing his cock.

      “You’re such a crude bastard,” Luke said. “Regardless, you’re not her type.”

      “And you are?”

      A sour look moved over Luke’s face as he let his glance rake over Noah’s work clothes. Then he waved a hand over his own body. Christ, the guy looked like a fucking pussy in his designer brand polo shirt and golf shorts. Noah could understand having to wear shit like that on the court, but the guy was off duty.

      “Come on, Noah, you can’t be serious,” Luke said. “She’s out of your league.”

      “Probably. But I bet I can get her to go out with me. In fact, I bet I can get her to do a lot of things with me.”

      “Oh really? Then I guess I’ll take you up on that.”

      Wait! Shit, what had he just agreed to? He thought back to the pretty girl who looked like she was all work and no play. His gut tightened, because everything inside him told him that he should have kept his big mouth shut. Getting her to go out with him was a bad idea. Not because he wasn’t up for the challenge, but because he saw way too much of himself in her. Too much of the guy he used to be and never wanted to be again.

      “Isn’t fucking around with staff forbidden?” Noah asked, hedging a direct answer.

      “It’s frowned upon.” Luke made air quotes as they entered the kitchen area. “Not forbidden.”

      With a shake of his head, Jared grabbed a tray and moved ahead of them, leaving them to hash out the details of the bet Noah knew better than to accept. Then again, he was the one who had put it out there. Jesus, he was such a fuck up.

      “What’s good?” Jared asked the kitchen staff.

      “Lasagna,” the head chef, Mario said in a very thick Italian accent. He looked past Jared’s shoulder and met Noah’s glance. “Nice and cheesy, just the way you like it, Noah.”

      Working to keep things light, Noah stepped up to Mario and slapped him on the back. “You’re the man.” Reaching into his back pocket, Noah pulled out the two tickets a guest had given to him as a thank you for a fun time white water rafting. While he wasn’t allowed to accept cash tips, sometimes the guests rewarded him with things like vouchers and tickets.

      “Take the wife out to the drive-in tonight.” He gave him a wink, and said, “Maybe you’ll get lucky and something really boring will be playing.”

      Mario laughed. “You’re too good to me,” he said as he put an extra heaping of lasagna onto Noah’s plate.

      Luke, who barely spared the cook a look, took his tray and made his way toward the back room, where staff ate separately from the guests.

      “Well,” Luke continued as they all sat at the long table. “You want to bet on it or what?”

      “What’s in it for you?” Noah asked, glancing out the window to see a squirrel run up a tree. Off in the distance he caught a glimpse of Amy, gesticulating with her hands like she always did as she showed another newbie around the resort. Noah caught the way Jared was watching her, his eyes glued on Amy’s ass.

      Noah looked back at Luke in time to see a sly grin slide across his face. “Your motorcycle.”

      “What the hell?” Noah’s head jerked back. “You want my bike?”

      “Yes. Not the one you’re riding. I want that piece of crap you keep in the garage.”

      “What the fuck do you want with that?” Noah swallowed the bile rising up in his throat at the mention of his broken down bike, or rather Jonny’s bike. Jonny had loved that vintage motorcycle more than anything in the world. He’d purchased it years ago with the intention of rebuilding it. But he hadn’t lived long enough to get it up and running. Noah had spent the last few years tinkering with it, wanting to see Jonny’s dream through for him. Unfortunately, the parts for this particular bike weren’t only expensive, they were hard as hell to come by. He’d recently found the gearbox he needed, and had put a bid in on it, but pulled out at the last minute to lend the money to Jared when he’d found out Jared was in trouble. He’d lost the part to another bidder, and had no idea if he’d ever find another, but it was worth it. No way could he just sit back and let Jared get the shit kicked out of him, or worse.

      “It’s taking up too much room in the garage, and I’m afraid my Porsche is going to get dented with all those parts you have lying around.”

      Noah shook his head, hardly able to believe what Luke was suggesting. “What’s in it for me?”

      “I’ll help you restore your bike. Either way I win because it gets the damn thing out of the garage quicker.”

      “I don’t want you touching my bike.”

      Luke met his glance, and they stared at one another over their food. After a long moment, Luke pushed back in his chair, and said, “Okay, fine.” He pulled his car keys from his pocket and dangled them.

      Noah shook his head as he stared at the keys to the Porsche. “Are you serious?”

      “Jesus, Luke, what the hell are you doing?” Jared asked around a mouthful of lasagna.

      Without taking his eyes off Noah, Luke smirked and said, “Don’t worry. I know what I’m doing.”

      Shit, if Noah won Luke’s car, he could sell it and get the parts he needed to finish the bike.

      Noah angled his head. “Are you sure about this?”

      Luke dangled the keys again. “This is how sure I am. So what do you say? Do we have a bet or are you too chicken shit?”

      “You’ll be gone all summer, how will you even know I got her?”

      “I’ll know.”

      “How?”

      Luke arched a brow. “Because after one summer banging you, she’ll come out the other end just as fucked up.”

      As he glared at Luke, he knew taking the bet was a shitty thing to do, but then again he was a prick, and pricks did shitty things.

      He tossed a hunk of lasagna into his mouth and turned to Jared. “Tell me everything you know about her.”
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      Kathryn kicked off her heels and threw herself on her bed, her mind going over all the things she’d learned today. For the most part, her job consisted of preparing text for pamphlets, designing brochures, website updates, and helping her boss with corporate events. Next week, however, she’d be helping out with her first wedding, and she had to admit she was looking forward to being away from the desk.

      A knock at her door had her jumping to her feet. She pulled it open to find Amy on the other side. Dressed in a pair of cute short shorts, and a top that didn’t quite reach her belly button, which had a butterfly piercing dangling from it, Amy came bouncing into her room.

      She frowned and planted her hands on her hips. “Wait, why aren’t you dressed?”

      “Dressed? “ Kathryn asked. “For what?”

      “We’re heading to the Cave.” She slanted her head. “Didn’t we already talk about this?”

      “I guess…I don’t really…” Her words fell off as Amy rifled through Kathryn’s closet. “What are you doing?”

      Amy pushed her dark hair off her shoulders, disappointment on her face as she puckered her lips. “Did you bring all work clothes?”

      “I just…”

      “Never mind.” Amy grabbed her hand and pulled her into the hall. “We’re about the same size. I’ll lend you something.”

      “Wait,” Kathryn said, as Amy pulled her down the hall. “I wasn’t really planning—”

      Amy shot her a grin. “Your graffiti guy will probably be there. I’ll introduce you.”

      “Oh.” As Amy dragged her into her room, which looked like a tornado had blown through it, Kathryn couldn’t help but feel intrigued. Back at school she often wandered the art district, longing to be a part of it. She’d made a few connections, and was even invited to a few after show parties, but had always ended up turning them down. “Well, I guess I could come for a minute,” she answered, curious to meet the artist behind the graffiti.

      Amy pulled open her dresser and began tossing clothes over her shoulder. “Nope. Nope. Nope,” she said. “Wait, here. Try this.”

      Kathryn stared at the cute, summery orange, yet very short dress she was holding up. “I don’t think...”

      “Don’t be silly. This will look gorgeous on you, especially with your hair.” Amy tossed the dress over Kathryn’s shoulder, and then reached for the elastic keeping her curls in a ponytail. “I can help you with your hair and makeup too,” she said.

      “I don’t normally do much with it.”

      “Well, everyone who’s anyone will be at the Cave tonight. And if you want to have a little fun this summer, and by fun I mean snag the hottest guy before one of the locals get their claws into him, then we need to get you all prettied up.”

      Her thoughts instantly went to Noah, and she was about to say that the most fun she ever had was sneaking out to the art district, when Amy cut her off.

      “Noah will be there,” Amy said smiling.

      “Is that who you’re trying to snag?” Kathryn asked.

      “Who isn’t?” she said, laughing. “But, actually I’m kind of into his friend Jared.” She held her arms up and flexed her non-existent biceps. “He got buff over the last year.”

      Trying to appear uninterested in Noah or his friend, Kathryn shrugged and asked, “What makes Noah so special?”

      Amy’s dark eyes went wide, and Kathryn couldn’t help but smile at how animated she was as she threw her hands in the air. “You’ve seen him, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “He’s so hot, and I mean come on, who doesn’t love a bad boy?”

      Before she could think better of it she began, “But Shannon...” When she realized what she was saying, she let her words fall off, not wanting to gossip. Lord knew she’d been on the other end of the gossip mill a time or two. Of course that was to be expected when she studied all the time, and had no social life. Her classmates just didn’t know the real her, and people were always threatened by the unknown. Then again, she didn’t know the real her either, had never had the chance to explore what she really wanted, who she really was.

      Amy grabbed her brush and ran it through Kathryn’s hair. “Noah is here for a good time, like most of us. We’re young. That’s what we do, Kathryn. We have a good time.”

      Kathryn nodded and swallowed the lump in her throat, because she feared she wouldn’t know a good time if it smacked her over the head. “Life isn’t just about having fun.” As soon as her father’s words left her mouth she felt like smacking herself.

      Amy pursed her lips and looked at her, obviously putting her psychology skills to work as she stared into Kathryn’s eyes.

      “You’re right, but what good is living if we don’t have some fun, and cut loose once in a    while? So come on, let’s show off those smoky eyes of yours, take the straightener to your hair, put you in something sexy, and go enjoy being young.” Amy stood back and let her gaze move over Kathryn’s face. “Do you have any idea how gorgeous you are?” Kathryn felt heat move into her cheeks. No one ever told her she was gorgeous before. “Noah isn’t going to know what hit him.”

      “I told you I’m not—”

      “Yeah, I know what you told me.”

      

A short while later, she sat beside Amy on the shuttle that took them to the Cave. Amy pulled out her phone and they shared contact information.

      “In case we get separated,” she said.

      Hoping that didn’t happen, Kathryn watched the beautiful scenery fly by, and when the shuttle finally stopped near a shale beach area, over half the people got off. The warm summer air washed over her, and gravel crunched beneath her feet as they walked a path to the water, to where the fire was already blazing high. Feeling a bit nervous, Kathryn let her gaze drift to the horizon, admiring the streaks of pink and purple bruising the skyline as the sun set over the mountains. She took in the sandy shore and the rocks hugging the sides of the beach.

      As if picking up on her unease, Amy nudged her and said, “Relax, Kathryn, this will be fun.”

      Kathryn nodded and exhaled slowly. “Why do they call it the Cave?”

      Amy pointed to the rocks. “There’s an alcove in the rocks over there.” She wagged her eyebrows. “Great for when you’re looking for a quiet place.”

      Music blared from the open hatch of a car that was backed up on the beach. People were talking and laughing loudly as they sprawled out on the roof and engine bonnet. They reached the fire and a cooler was shoved into her hand as Amy introduced her around. She spoke briefly to Emery, the newly hired maid, as well as to Mike, the guy who worked the front desk with Amy. Kathryn recognized a few of the people from the resort, as well as from her living quarters.

      She sipped her drink and tried to relax as she made conversation with her coworkers. A short while later, Amy waved a guy with dreadlocks over. He was a local bartender named Trent, and after discovering that he was the graffiti guy, Kathryn found herself relaxing, losing herself in conversation with him. She was on her second cooler and feeling the effects of the alcohol when a motorcycle sounded in the near distance. She turned to see Noah climbing off and tried to ignore the rush inside her stomach.

      “Noah, my good man,” Trent said.

      “You know Noah?” she asked Trent.

      “Who doesn’t?”

      A shiver skipped down her spine just from saying his name. She hugged herself and turned to see Amy, who was grinning at her.

      “Do you want an introduction?” Amy asked.

      “Not really.”

      “You should probably say hello, considering you’re going to be seeing a lot of him this summer.”

      “Why would I be seeing a lot of him?”

      A twinkle moved into Amy’s dark eyes. “Because you’ll be sleeping beside him for four whole months.”

      Kathryn took another mouthful of her peach cooler, finishing it off. “I don’t plan on—”

      Amy laughed. “Relax Kathryn. I mean he’s in the room next to yours at the lodge.”

      “Oh.”

      Screams erupted beside her and she turned in time to see a girl get carried into the water. A commotion broke out, and all around her guys scooped up girls and tossed them into the waves.

      “What’s going on?” she asked, a bit woozy from the alcohol as her mind tried to sort things through.

      “Initiation,” Amy said. She grabbed Kathryn’s arm and tugged her closer. “Unless you want to get dunked you’d better—”

      Amy didn’t get to finish what she was saying, because some guy picked her up by the legs and tossed her over his shoulder. Her purse fell to the ground and all she could see was the sand rush by as he ran with her. A second later he tossed her into the lake.

      She screamed, and took in a mouthful of water. Submerged, the cold waves seeped into her clothes and chilled her to the bone. Thrashing and freaking out in the dark, she kicked her legs, her body flailing like a hooked fish as she tried to right herself. She continued to struggle, to get herself together, when someone grabbed her by the waist, and pulled her to her feet.

      “Are you okay?” a deep voice asked as he anchored her body to his.

      She took one look into the most gorgeous pair of blue eyes she’d ever seen and knew in an instant that she was not okay. In fact, she might never be okay again. The feel of his body next to hers sucked the oxygen from her lungs. As she gasped and gulped to refill them, she slipped from his hold and dipped back under the water.

      Before she even realized what was happening, he fished her out again and threw her over his shoulders. The movement forced the water from her lungs as he carried her to the shore. He laid her out on the ground and tilted her head back. A second later his mouth was on hers.

      Bursts of warm air filled her lungs, but she couldn’t think about that right now. No, right now all she could think about was how hot his lips felt, how his mouth tasted like beer and cinnamon and everything nice. Unable to stop herself, she moaned, her nipples tightening as she wrapped her hands around his head.

      He stiffened and inched back. Their eyes met, and when confusion morphed into understanding, he said, “I thought you were drowning. I was performing—”

      “CPR,” she rushed out, mortified. Please ground, open up and swallow me whole! “I knew that.”

      Good Lord, how could she think he was kissing her? She resisted the urge to slap her forehead for being so stupid. Of course he was performing CPR. He was a trained white water rafting guide. He probably did this kind of thing all the time.

      He continued to hover over her, his mouth still so close. She was more apt to drown in the embarrassment flooding her than the lake water. Working to appear unaffected, she went up on one elbow, and wrung the water from her hair. Then she turned her attention to the floral dress clinging to her body like a second skin. She peeled it away from her hips. When it made a sucking sound, she cringed and tried to wipe away the makeup running down her face. Good God, she could only image what she must look like. So much for Amy spending hours on her hair and makeup.

      So much for snagging the hottest guy...

      “Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “I’m sure,” she sputtered.

      He narrowed his eyes, like he didn’t believe her. “I thought you took in some water.”

      Moonlight spilled over her rescuer as her glance moved over his face, dropping lower to take in the leather jacket stretched over broad shoulders. She’d seen him twice today, and knew he was hot, but having him this close did the most ridiculous things to her body. Her brain practically shut down, and her mouth opened and closed repeatedly, once again mimicking a damned hooked fish.

      Get it together, Kathryn.

      He leaned over her for a long moment, staring down at her. He had a strange look on his face, like he didn’t know whether to stay there or run the other way. Finally he said, “Come on.” He climbed to his feet and pulled her up with him, placing his hand on the small of her back to guide her away from the water. She tried to concentrate on her walking. But it was damn near impossible to put one foot in front of the other when all she could think about was how good his fingers felt splayed over her back. He led her to a piece of driftwood, where his helmet lay in the sand. He sat and pulled her down with him.

      He put his elbows on his knees, folded one hand over the other, and turned toward her, watching her closely. “Why don’t you just take a minute.”

      “I’m okay, really.”

      “You don’t seem okay to me.”

      She shrugged, trying for casual. “That’s just because you don’t know me.”

      “So you’re not hurt?”

      She forced a smile. “Only my pride.”

      After a long moment he let it go and gave her a playful look. “I’m Noah,” he said, his voice a little deeper than it had been moments ago.

      “I...know. I heard all about you.”

      He arched a brow. “Oh yeah? What have you heard?”

      Before she could help herself, she said, “That you should come with a warning label.” God what did she say that for? Clearly his closeness was messing with her mind.

      He laughed out loud, and Kathryn couldn’t help but smile.

      “Sassy,” he said. “I like that.” He brushed his thumb over the droplet dripping down her cheek. “I guess I need to do some catching up then.”

      She inhaled his scent, warm sand mixed with leather, and tried not to choke on her tongue when she asked, “Catching up?”

      “You know who I am, but I don’t know a thing about you.”

      “I’m Kathryn, with a K.”

      “So Kathryn with a K,” he paused, and ran his finger over the top button on her dress. “Before we get to know each other, I think we should get you out of these clothes.” She clutched her dress and he grinned, a teasing look on his face. “Or at least get you by the fire until you dry.”

      “Oh, right.” What the heck was it about this guy that turned her inside out? Everything that came out of his mouth made her think of sex. And she never thought of sex. No, that wasn’t true. She thought of sex, she just never had sex. Which was horrible and embarrassing for a girl going into her sophomore year.

      He stayed over her for a second longer, his gorgeous blue eyes moving over her face before he climbed to his feet. He took her hand and pulled her up with him. Their groins collided and her entire body convulsed. He must have mistaken the shiver for something else because he pulled off his coat and wrapped it around her shoulders.

      “But I’m all wet,” she said.

      “I don’t mind that you’re wet.”

      She caught the lopsided grin on his face, the suggestion in his eyes. Okay, so her thoughts weren’t just going in an erotic direction because the guy was hot. She was thinking about sex because everything that came out of his mouth was sexual. She was sure of it.

      Once again his hand went to the small of her back. She took note of the way the girls watched him as they trudged through the sand, and when they reached the fire, Amy came up to her.

      “Sorry Kathryn. I was going to go in after you, but stopped when I saw you were in good hands.”

      As her glance went to Noah’s hands, hands that made Kathryn quiver without even trying, she instantly knew there was nothing good about them. This guy had bad boy written all over him, and any girl would be wise to keep her distance.

      She gave a wistful breath, because Kathryn Lane, good girl extraordinaire, always did what was wise. Right?
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      After getting up early and tinkering with Jonny’s bike, Noah climbed onto his own crotch rocket and took a ride. There was nothing he liked more than cruising through the mountains when traffic was nonexistent. He could crank up his speed and go fast, and if he was really lucky, outrun the demons.

      He took a winding turn and thought more about Kathryn and the way she had disappeared shortly after they’d walked to the fire to dry her clothes. One minute they were all standing around shooting the shit, but when he turned to talk to a townie, she’d disappeared. He heard her rustling around in her room later that night, and had thought about knocking on the thin wall that separated them. Instead he climbed into bed, exhaustion taking over him. He crashed for a little while, until the blood-soaked memories pulled him awake at the crack of dawn.

      After a long ride along the windy paths, he made his way into the town square. Everything but Edible Matters, his favorite coffee shop, was closed at this hour. He drove past Randall’s Market and headed toward Edible’s. He needed a strong cup of java, but the clouds moving in overhead warned him it was time to turn back. His wheels weren’t great on slippery roads, and he was only in a t-shirt. Kathryn had left with his jacket last night, and since he’d watched her suck back a few coolers with Amy, he didn’t want to wake her this morning to get it. He was just about to make a U turn right in the middle of the street, when a flash of red caught his eyes.

      No way!

      As if thinking of her had suddenly conjured her up, he inched his bike forward quietly. He came up behind Kathryn as she browsed the shops on Main Street. She stopped outside a place that had paintings displayed in the window. She stayed there for a long time, her fingers touching the glass as she admired a local artist’s work, specifically the paintings showcasing the Rocky Mountains.

      He watched her, and it occurred to him that she seemed different this morning, a little more relaxed as she window-shopped alone. He took another moment to really look at her. This morning her hair was tied back, but when she angled her head, he could see that her face was free of makeup. There was no denying that she was pretty, even more so without all that crap on her big, green eyes.

      He pulled closer to the sidewalk and revved loud. When she spun around, alarm on her face, he opened the mask on his helmet and asked, “Need a lift?”

      She eyed him and then looked up and down the near empty streets. “Are you following me?”

      He braced both feet on the ground, and folded his arms. “Maybe you’re following me.”

      “Why would I be following you?”

      “I could ask the same question.”

      “That doesn’t even make sense,” she said.

      She planted her hands on her hips and Noah looked at her clothes. Last night she’d been in a cute dress that had showed off her nice legs, and today she was back in her work wear, with expensive shoes geared for the office, not a long trek into town.

      He nodded upward. “You better get on, unless you want to get all wet again.”

      A noise crawled out of her throat as she tightened her blazer around her body. “It was nice when I left.”

      He snapped his fingers. “Things can change just like that around here.”

      A droplet landed on her forehead and she wiped it away. “I thought that only happened on the East Coast.”

      He grabbed his spare helmet and handed it to her. “Is that where you’re from?” he asked, although he already knew she was. He’d lived on the East Coast himself for a couple years and had picked up on her accent.

      “Yes,” she said absently as her glance went from the helmet to the bike and then to him. She frowned. “Is that thing safe?”

      “It’s only as safe as the driver.”

      She inched back. “In that case—”

      Laughing, he jerked his thumb behind him. “Come on, Kat, get on. I’ll pop your cherry.”

      “What?” she asked, her body tightening. “What do you mean?”

      Her reaction surprised him. “You’ve never ridden before right?”

      “Right.”

      “So that’s what I meant.”

      Her shoulders relaxed. “Oh, okay.”

      Something in the way she had reacted to his teasing struck him as odd, and he couldn’t help but ask, “What did you think I meant?”

      “Nothing,” she said breezily, waving a dismissive hand.

      “So what do you say, Kat? Want a lift?”

      She exhaled slowly, and he could almost hear the wheels spinning as she glanced up at the sky, a dark threatening cloud directly overhead. “Fine,” she said, and she fiddled with the helmet shield. “And it’s Kathryn.”

      “Kathryn with a K. I know.”

      She adjusted her ponytail and pulled her helmet on. It seemed a bit too wobbly. “How’s the head?” he asked.

      She adjusted the helmet. “It’s big, but it will be okay.”

      “No, I mean how are you feeling? You don’t strike me as a drinker, so I figured you’d be a bit hung over this morning.”

      “I’m okay. Someone left an orange juice and a bottle of Tylenol outside my door.”

      He revved his bike slightly. “Good, then the noise won’t hurt you.” He shifted forward as she climbed on behind him. He showed her where to put her feet, and his cock sprang to life as she wrapped those long, sleek legs of hers around him. He waited for her hands, and when they didn’t come, he reached behind him, grabbed them both and pulled them around his chest. He drew her arms around him only because this was her first time and he didn’t want her to fall off.

      He did a turn in the street, and her hands tightened around him as he headed toward their lodge. Her small fingers dug into his chest, but oddly enough, her touch didn’t seem to bother him too much. With the ground slick, he took his time, but the rain falling on his shield made it tricky to see. He lifted it, letting the rain pelt his face as he negotiated the slippery road. Instead of pulling his bike into the staff garage, he continued past the resort, taking a back route to the ski hill.

      He could hear the cranking of her shield as she lifted it. “Where are we going?” she asked, her breath warm on the back of his neck.

      He took one hand off the handle bar and pointed toward the ski hill. “Up there,” he said over his shoulder. “Shield down,” he ordered.

      He listened to her shield snap shut as he cut through the trees, dodged a few low hanging braches and took a sharp corner. He leaned into the bend and she pressed hard against him.

      “Noah,” she said, her voice uncertain as her thighs tightened around him.

      His cock twitched. Jesus...

      “Don’t worry, Kat. I won’t let anything happen to you.”

      A few minutes later, he stopped his bike at the bottom of the empty ski hill, which had been shut down for the summer. He adjusted the kickstand and they both climbed off.

      Kat removed her helmet and rain fell as she looked around. He watched her, and when she blinked in confusion, he noticed the tiny flecks of honey in her green eyes. She pushed her wet bangs from her face, and swiped her tongue over her bottom lip. “Why did you bring me here?”

      “I figured if you liked looking at pictures of scenery, you’d like this a lot better.”

      Blinking fat droplets of water from her lashes, she glanced at the mountains in the distance. “It really is beautiful.”

      “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

      Noah pulled his keys out of his front pocket, and walked to the shed that controlled the lift.

      She hurried up behind him. “What are you doing?” she asked, and he didn’t miss the worry in her voice.

      “Turning on the lift.”

      “We shouldn’t be doing this.”

      “Why not?”

      “Noah, we can’t.”

      He unlocked the door, pressed a few buttons, and then flicked the switch. “Sure we can.” He gave her a lopsided grin. “See how easy we can?”

      She shook her head. “If we get caught...I can’t lose...”

      “It’s okay, really. The lift needs to be turned on every now and then for maintenance. No one will think it’s anything but that.”

      “What if we get caught?”

      “What if we don’t?” He started walking toward the lift entrance. “Come on.”

      He glanced over his shoulder to see her root her feet. “I don’t think this is a very good idea.”

      “You will. Just wait.”

      A noise sounded in the woods. “What was that?” she called out.

      Noah turned back and peered into the trees. “Probably just a wild animal.”

      “Like a raccoon.”

      “Yeah, or a bear.”

      “Oh, God!”

      Turning, he headed toward the moving the conveyor. “Are you coming, or what?” he asked.

      “Well, I’m not staying here alone with a bear.”

      Panting as she caught up to him, the cool rain coming down harder, they both jumped onto a wet ski lift. When she nearly slipped off he grabbed her, pulled her close, and held her in position.

      “Hold this.” He took one of her small hands and put it on the side bar. She gripped it like it was her lifeline, and while the panic on her face was cute, in a bid to relax her he said, “Don’t worry, Kat. If we get caught, I’ll tell everyone I kidnapped you and forced you to ride.”

      The tow carried them higher, and she looked down to see her dangling feet. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

      “I know, but you want to, don’t you?”

      She shook her head, her wet ponytail flaring around her face. “No I don’t want to. I’m not into breaking the rules.”

      “We’re not breaking them, we’re just bending them,” he said.

      She opened her mouth like she was about to counter, but as the chair carried them toward the sky, she glanced at the scenery and said, “Oh, my God.”

      “I told you.”

      He followed her glance, and exhaled slowly as they climbed the mountain, steam rising up from the ground below as the cold rain fell harder.

      She wiped her eyes. “I wish it wasn’t raining.”

      He shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said quietly. “I kind of like the rain.”

      “I do, too, but I want to take a picture, and I don’t want to damage my phone.”

      “We can come back when it’s not raining.”

      A noise crawled out of her throat as she cringed. “I can’t imagine you’ll ever get me to do this again.”

      He gave her a lopsided grin. “I bet there are a lot of things I can get you to do.” She arched a dubious brow, and he rocked the chair.

      She squealed. “Noah, don’t.”

      “Don’t what?” He stood up on the seat, and spread his arms, something he’d done a hundred times before.

      “Get down, you’re scaring me.” When he sat back down and aimed a grin her way, she shook her head and laughed. “You’re crazy.”

      “You know, I think that’s the first time I’ve seen you smile.”

      “I shouldn’t be smiling.” Her glance left his and searched the ground. “What we’re doing is wrong.” She poked her finger into his chest. “You’re a bad influence.”

      “You have no one to blame but yourself. You knew I came with a warning label.”

      She whacked him, and he let loose an exaggerated oomph as he grabbed her hand to hold it. “You hit pretty good for a girl.”

      The smile she gave him felt like a sucker punch. Jesus, she wasn’t just pretty, she was gorgeous.

      She looked to the left, then right, taking it all in. Something moved over her face, something wistful. “I would love to paint this.”

      “Is that what you’re into? Painting?”

      She crinkled her nose, and that’s when he noticed her freckles. Damn they were cute. “I don’t really get to do it much.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because...” She frowned, and her head fell forward, like the world was weighing her down.

      “Because what?” he probed, even though he was pretty sure he already knew. The lift bumped and she fell against him.

      “I’m a business student and that doesn’t leave much time for anything else. I guess I’m all work and no play.”

      He exhaled slowly and stared off into the distance. “Believe me, I know what you mean.”

      From his peripheral vision, he saw her glance shoot to him, and when he looked back at her, she gave him a strange look. Despite his high IQ, it didn’t take a genius to interpret the meaning behind that look. She clearly thought he had no idea what he was talking about. And why would she? He knew what she saw when she looked at him. He knew what he presented to the world.

      “How would you know?” she asked. Then, as if embarrassed by her judgment, she began to backtrack. “I mean...”

      Coming to her rescue and turning the focus back to her, he said, “You should loosen up more.”

      “Yeah, maybe.” She looked at him and her eyes said it all—he needed to do just the opposite.

      He turned from her, and they both stared at the scenery for a moment, then Noah broke the quiet. “What is it you can’t lose?”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Earlier, you said you can’t lose, but you didn’t finish.”

      She hesitated for a moment and then said quietly, “My scholarship.”

      He nodded. “Do you attend Sanford?”

      “Yeah, how do you know?

      “You said you were from the East Coast, and Sanford’s the best business school east of Toronto, so I just assumed.”

      Oddly enough, her school was only minutes from the one he used to go to. Both smack dab in the middle of the city, the two prestigious schools, Sanford and Kingsdale—one known for business and the other known for its top notch computer science program—were friendly rivals. And sometimes not so friendly, considering they took their sports very seriously.

      Clearly not wanting to talk about it anymore, she plastered on a smile and asked, “So what are you into?”

      “If I say your body, would you hold it against me?”

      She looked confused for a moment, then when she got the joke—her, holding her body against his—she laughed so hard, he couldn’t help but join her.

      “What?” he finally asked.

      Swiping the tears mingling with the rain from her face, she asked, “Noah, you can’t be serious? You can’t think a line like that really works?”

      “You wouldn’t believe how many times it does.” He gave a sheepish shrug and said, “I guess you’re too smart to fall for it.”

      Rolling her eyes, she said, “You guess?”

      Seeing the smile on her face, and knowing he was the one who put it there, made him want to do it again.

      “I really do love it when you smile. You should do it more often.” He thought about that for a minute, and an idea formed as his eyes locked with hers, taking in the skepticism lingering beneath. “I think that will be my goal for the summer.”

      “To make me smile?”

      “Yeah.” He swept his hand toward the panoramic scenery below them. “Look where you are, Kat. I think you should have a little fun.”

      “Why?”

      He looked at the mountains, and the light fog crawling up the rocks. “Because losing yourself in your work can be a dangerous thing.”

      She went quiet for a long time and then finally asked, “Do you think there’s a happy medium?”

      “Probably not.”

      She slanted her head, her gaze moving over his rain-soaked face. “You’re kind of a strange guy, Noah.”

      Wanting to lighten the mood, he winked. “That’s one of the nicer things people have called me.”

      Before she could respond, a big eagle flew in front of them, its massive wings stirring the heavy air.

      Kat gasped and jerked back against the seat. Instinctively Noah put his arm around her, and pulled her close. “Careful,” he said, not wanting her to slip from the wet seat.

      Eyes alive, she shook her head and watched the bird as it circled them before flying away. “That...that...was amazing. Damn, I really wish I had my camera ready.”

      The joy on her face made him want to see the bird again, too. “Like I said, we’ll have to come back.”

      He settled against the seat with her as the lift began its descent. They both sat in silence for a while longer, lost in their thoughts as they took in the view. He shot her a sidelong glance and noticed her fingers didn’t grip the side bar quite as hard as they had at first, and she now leaned forward, her eyes darting everywhere, cataloguing each new sight. After they slipped off the chair, he shut it down, and they climbed back on to his motorcycle.

      “Ready?” he asked as she wrapped her arms around his waist without prompting.

      With her mouth close to his ear, she whispered, “Thanks.”

      The softness in her voice had him spinning around, and when he caught the vivid honestly on her face, his throat tightened. The warmth in her eyes filled him with doubt as his mind went back to the bet. Shit. Now if he didn’t follow through with it, he’d lose Jonny’s bike, and he couldn’t let that happen.

      “Shield down,” he said and then revved the bike to drown out the guilt niggling at his gut. They made their way back to the resort. He drove into his small space in the garage, and parked.

      Kat climbed off and looked at Luke’s Porsche. “Nice car,” she said. Her glance went to his small workbench in the corner, where bike parts lay scattered about. “Yours?” she asked.

      “Yup.” The site of Jonny’s bike made him think about the bet again. Guilt taunted him once again, but then he quickly shrugged it off. He needed to focus on his goal.

      When she picked up a fuel pump to examine it, he put his hand on her back to guide her outside. “You better get out of those clothes.”

      She gave him a curious look, but instead of probing she nodded and set the part back down. A few minutes later he stood outside her bedroom door, and braced his hand on the overhead jamb.

      She peeled off her wet blazer and he couldn’t help but look at the two damp spots on her white blouse. “Thanks for the lift,” she said.

      “Anytime.”

      “Seriously, Noah. It was…” she paused like she was looking for the right word, and then added, “…fun.”

      “You say that like you’ve never had fun before.”

      “Thanks again,” she said, ignoring his remark, one that he knew was bang on. She was about to close the door, when he put his other hand on it to stop her. He dipped his head, and pitched his voice low. “Not so fast. You have something I’m going to need.”

      Her eyes widened, and he was certain he saw her nipples tighten beneath her blouse as she stood there staring at him, her jaw slack. “What...what do you need?”

      He looked past her shoulders, and gestured with a nod. “My coat.”
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