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He can tie up all her objections, but what about her heart?

Kennedy O’Connell’s life is perfect—a great job, plenty of friends, a brother who loves her. The chaos that ruled her childhood is gone, and she couldn’t be happier. Unfortunately her mischievous streak tends to get her in trouble, and when she walks into her favorite spa to find a sexy Australian rock star taking her place, she can’t resist a little fun.

Isaac Anschau has spent five years chasing his dream. His rock royalty status can’t be denied, but his demons are catching up with him—he’s burned out, his creativity decimated. Until a redheaded vixen decides she wants to play, and he discovers a way to leave his nightmares behind. There’s just one problem: Kennedy is dead-set against submitting, despite the way she melts when his Dom side comes out.

They’ve got nothing to lose by walking away, and everything to gain if they give in to the raging hunger between them. Baring their bodies would take only a moment. Baring their souls could take a lifetime.
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For the girl who will be.

It’s all about the future.

∞
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Kennedy groaned as her tug on the door sent pain shooting through her shoulders and down her spine. She needed to get on the massage table before her overstressed muscles totally seized. Note to self: full urns are heavier than they appear. But heavy or not, the flowers had given just the right touch of fairy tale to the “wedding of the year” that she’d organized. The marriage of the costars in last year’s best film of the year had gone off without a hitch.

Too bad said hitch had ended up in her neck and shoulders. Thank God her weekly Sunday massage was scheduled in another five minutes. Assuming she could get the heavy-ass door to the Sovereign Resort Salon & Spa open. She pulled a little harder.

“Come on, weakling. We’re waiting.”

Kennedy turned to her department VP, Cooper, and stuck her tongue out. The man grinned unrepentantly, white teeth gleaming against dark skin.

“If I’m so weak, why don’t you use those enormous muscles of yours to get us inside, huh?”

Cooper shook his head, his look of indulgence getting her back up. She chose to ignore it when one massive paw reached out and tugged the door open effortlessly.

“What, you needed the whole hand? Wouldn’t two fingers have sufficed?” she threw over her shoulder as she waltzed inside. She’d never worked with anyone more knowledgeable than Cooper, which was why, when she’d been promoted to president of guest services at their exclusive Las Vegas resort last month, she’d recommended he be promoted into her old position of vice president—despite the fact that he cracked one too many jokes about how tiny she was. Given his size, everyone was tiny, a fact she took great satisfaction in reminding him of.

“Thanks, Gigantor.”

Cooper’s chuckle followed her as she walked to the wide, semicircular reception desk. “You’re welcome, Half Pint.”

Teri was already shaking her head at their antics. “Just another typical Sunday, huh?”

“Of course.”

Their simultaneous responses widened the receptionist’s grin. “Let’s get y’all separated before someone becomes testy, shall we?”

“Too late.” Cooper’s words shook with suppressed laughter that ended on an oomph when Kennedy’s elbow jabbed into his rock-hard belly.

Kennedy winced at the twang pinching her shoulders.

“Looks like you’ve done some damage,” Teri said, eyeing Kennedy’s posture.

A pout curved Kennedy’s lips. “And I didn’t even get to have fun doing it.”

A snort escaped her VP, echoed by a man she belatedly noticed leaning against the wall across from the door of the waiting room. Tall, dark-haired, and nearly as muscular as Cooper—nice. He was obviously waiting on someone, which meant he was either a husband or security, but anyone with security would’ve been important enough to call her in. Since no one had, she was betting on the former. She met his amused gaze and gave him a shrug before turning back to Teri.

“My usual room?”

Her friend focused on her computer screen, amusement still tugging at her lips. “I believe Melody put you there, yes. Just let me—”

Kennedy waved the help away. “No worries. I’ll find her.” She’d been here every Sunday morning for the past year, since the first week she’d worked at Sovereign Resort. One of the best perks of the job. She’d also booked hundreds of guest services at the spa and, in the case of high-profile clients, escorted dozens here personally. Intimate familiarity was an understatement.

The long hall leading from reception to the spa was swirled stone, laid to resemble rocks weathered by a swiftly flowing stream. She trailed a hand along the surface as she walked to the women’s dressing room, absorbing the peace and quiet. Inside, she exchanged her clothed for a fluffy white robe, then returned to the hall and made her way toward the massage rooms. Maybe before she left, she’d soak in the pool that took up the back half of the spa, overlooking the eastern Vegas skyline. The residue of the tension she’d gathered since her promotion, good or not, might take longer than a thirty-minute massage to erase.

The waiting area near the massage rooms stood empty. Kennedy skirted its edge, admiring the mini waterfall that was its focal point, and headed for the back room, the one Melody always put her in. It wasn’t the biggest, but it was her favorite. Thick shoji screens concealing built-in soundproof panels filtered the light and noise from outside, encapsulating her in the decadence of Turkish linens and the scent of lemongrass. She often started her time in the whirlpool tub inside the room. Just laying eyes on the door relaxed her muscles and eased her breathing. With relief she slid one screen aside and stepped into what she liked to think of as her own personal retreat.

And jerked to a stop. What the hell?

Her room—her room—wasn’t empty. She saw his feet first. It had to be a him, because the feet were long and wide and rugged. They hung below the cover of the white sheet, resting at the very end of the massage table. One twitched as if in sleep, and the sheet inched up, the white cloth a stark contrast to the deep tan of his skin. Muscular calves were outlined clearly under their shroud, as were heavy thighs, the sheet pulled taut across his—

Damn. Kennedy fanned the sudden flush of heat in her cheeks.

Narrow hips broadened to wide shoulders. His back was bare, the deep furrow of his spine a shadow in the candlelit room. She knew she was staring, but her feet wouldn’t move. They held her there, glued to the floor, and she could do nothing but gawk at the beautiful expanse of sun-kissed skin and the intricate tattoo of a sea turtle on the shoulder closest to her, fins extended as if swimming toward the shaggy dark-blond hair along the man’s nape. Deep blues and greens seemed to glow in the flickering light, the turtle’s dark eyes staring as if wondering who this creature was that had dared to interrupt his companion’s rest.

The turtle probably wasn’t alone.

She turned toward escape, her gaze lingering on the blond highlights in the man’s hair, the sharp edge of his jaw, the curve of a high cheekbone. Thank God his eyes were clos—

A loud click tore through the quiet—the door, no longer blocked by her shoulder, sliding shut beside her. Kennedy’s throat closed over a curse. On the table the man stirred, his muscles stretching like a lion waking from a nap. “I almost fell asleep there for a minute, love.”

Good. God. Putty in his hands, that’s what she was. He could be ninety with one foot in the grave and no teeth, and that Australian accent brushing his words would melt her just the same. Combined with that beautiful body? She couldn’t see the lips that formed the words, but her ovaries didn’t seem to care. Kennedy’s insides swelled with heat, preparing to burst at the next sexily accented sound.

“I think that ‘almost’ is a bit of an exaggeration, isn’t it?”

No no no! Shit!

Kennedy squeezed her eyelids shut. She hadn’t intended to talk, hadn’t intended to stay, even. The risk of a guest witnessing her faux pas was bad enough, but make that a sexy, sensually accented guest? No.

But she’d opened her big mouth now, hadn’t she?

That mouth is always getting you into trouble, Sis.

Vincent had warned her time and again. Too bad her tongue didn’t listen. It would when she told it not to share this story with him, though. She’d wear a ball gag if she had to, but no way would she give her older brother ammunition for their next sibling squabble.

A chuckle from the table startled her out of her panic. “Too right.” He said it like rye, as if the T was too much trouble to pronounce. “I did drift off a bit. Jet lag’s a bitch.”

Her feet propelled her forward without permission, a sympathetic murmur sounding in her throat. She searched the room, desperate for some way to excuse herself without being seen, some way to disappear without Mr. Aussie realizing his masseuse was actually some strange woman who’d barged her way into the wrong room. Thank God he hadn’t turned his head; the awkward angle over his shoulder would’ve given him the perfect view of her standing at the door, sweaty fingers clutching the fluffy robe she wore—with nothing underneath it.

Nothing underneath it.

A completely absurd need to howl with laughter choked into her throat. Of course she was naked. It wasn’t like he was wearing anything under that sheet either.

Oh God oh God oh God.

The man on the table stirred.

I am so dead. What the hell do I do now?

She reached up to rub her hands over her face, the shock of blazing-hot cheeks slapping her out of her adolescent tizzy. “We’ll get started in one moment,” she murmured. “Let me just check something real quick.”

Just get out of here, Kennedy.

“Check anything you want, love,” the man said drowsily, “as long as I’m on the list.”

There was no missing the flirt in Mr. Aussie’s words, no matter how slurred they were. The sound sparked something inside Kennedy too, something she really needed to ignore: mischief. It had been the bane of her existence and a constant source of amusement for Vince throughout their childhood, and now it stirred in her belly, bringing trouble with it, she knew.

Not this time. She could be a good girl. Really.

She shuffled back toward the door.

“Let me make you more comfortable first.”

What? No!

It’s just a little tease. It won’t hurt anything. He’ll never know who you are.

I’ll know, she argued, but her hand was already reaching for the warmer, lifting the lid, pulling out a hot washcloth. She waved the steaming cloth in the air for a few moments, allowing it to cool to a comfortable temperature, then walked it over to the table. “Here we go. Roll over for me, please? Eyes closed.”

The man obeyed, sighing deeply when the warm cloth settled over his closed eyes. Thank goodness, because Kennedy was sighing as well. Just looking at his gorgeous face made her sigh.

“Nice,” he said.

“Mm.” Kennedy retreated to the tabletop. An enclosed pot waited, the little red light on the front indicating that the wax inside was warm and ready for use. She lifted the lid to stare at the melted wax, her imp firmly in control now. “We’re just about ready. Shall we start with your waxing? That’ll get you nice and awake for your massage.”

“Waxin’?”

The faint note of apprehension couldn’t mar his lovely accent, but it did push a bubble of laughter up the back of Kennedy’s throat. She closed the warmer and shuffled through the papers on a clipboard sitting nearby. “Right. You asked for the Brazilian, correct? Adventurous man.” Every ounce of appreciation she could scrounge up went into the last two words.

A choked sound came from the table. “A what?”

“A Brazilian. Yes?”

“No!”

“Oh.” She kept her back to the table, barely able to control her laughter. “I must have something wrong here.” Grasping the clipboard, she turned toward the door, careful to keep her head down and turned slightly away from the table, her long bangs hiding her face from the man she was teasing. “Let me clarify my orders.”

The sound of shifting came from the table. “Definitely think you should check that.” She caught a shudder from the corner of her eye. “Not just no, but fuck no,” he muttered.

A tiny laugh escaped despite her best efforts. “Well, we wouldn’t want a fuck no, now would we? I’ll be right back.”

She managed to slip through the door. As it clicked shut, she came face-to-face with Melody.

“What were you doing in there?” her friend whispered, a spark of amusement in her brown eyes saying she already had some clue.

Kennedy shoved the clipboard at her friend and shook her head. “Heard that, did ya?”

Melody muffled her laughter behind a hand. “Every word. What were you thinking?”

No way in hell was she telling anyone what she’d been thinking—that Mr. Aussie was sexy enough to distract her until escape had been impossible. She went on the offensive instead. “I was thinking he took my room.”

“He’s also taking your masseuse,” Melody said. “He’s that important. Now get over to the blue room before someone realizes what you did. Kai will be there in a minute.”

Kennedy grumbled. If he was that important, why hadn’t she been told about him? Whoever the guy was, he was racking up marks that were definitely not in his favor, and racking them up quick. Kai was a great masseuse, but Kennedy wanted Mel, damn it. Routine was a must, especially when you needed to relax.

Her bottom lip pouted out.

Her friend swatted her lightly with the clipboard on her way to Mr. Aussie’s door. “Go and I won’t snitch on you.”

“Gee, thanks.” She slinked away, but not before Melody’s cheerful voice reached her ears.

“So, Mr. Anschau, we’re not having a waxing today, correct?”

Mr. Anschau’s answer came through loud and clear. “No. We’re staying the hell away from my balls, thanks.”
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He was drowning. The salt water filled his nose, his mouth, his lungs. It burned, the pain a roaring companion to his overwhelming need to breathe, but all he sucked in was more water, more pain.

His only escape.

“Ike!”

Isaac jerked awake, a sick wheeze cutting the air as he dragged a ragged breath into his laboring lungs. Heavy hands landed on his shoulders, startling him, skyrocketing his already quick pulse until Nick’s face swam into view and reality righted itself once more.

Nick. A nightmare. Oliver.

He was always Oliver in the dreams, sinking beneath the surface, the water consuming him, taking him away from a life he could no longer bear. A life he desperately wanted to end.

“That’s the third one this week,” Nick was saying, “and the week’s not even half over yet.”

Isaac pulled himself up to sitting and ran a hand over his eyes. This morning’s massage had left him too relaxed, sent him into a deep sleep once he’d returned to the penthouse suite. Too deep for his conscious mind to control.

“What the fuck, dude? When are you gonna do something about this?”

They’d been together a long time, since Isaac’s first top-ten hit single. Long enough that Nick Lewis held nothing back when they were alone. Nick was the best bodyguard Isaac had ever known, and growing up with the kind of money his family’d had, he’d known more than a few. He’d never been friends with any of them, though. Unfortunately, Nick was close enough to know exactly how fucked up Isaac was right now—and had no qualms about pointing it out.

Isaac grunted, the sound hoarse, his throat raw from the dream seawater and memories. Bad enough that Nick knew. The last think Isaac needed was the record label finding out their star musician was unstable. Needing help. “I’ll get right on that,” he croaked.

No, he wouldn’t. Nick knew that as well as he did; his friend’s glare said as much. He could glare all he wanted, though; Isaac didn’t want to talk about it. He didn’t want to think about it. He sure as fuck didn’t want to dream about it, but that part he couldn’t control. His jaw ached as he clenched his teeth together.

Nick hovered over him, his face serious, his own jaw a stubborn line. “You’re going through a rough time; everyone does. If you don’t want to talk to a pro, you can at least tell me what’s going through that head of yours.”

Isaac stood abruptly. “I haven’t grown a vagina yet.” His chest ached as he walked toward the bar. The water bottle he retrieved from the fridge cooled the rasp in his throat and hid his expression. He couldn’t talk about this, even if he wanted to. The nightmares were too private, too painful. They’d pass once the anniversary was over.

Nick shook his head, frustration evident as he walked toward the door. “Fine. Sit up here and sook.”

A snort escaped, threatening to choke Isaac on his last swallow. “What?”

“You know, sulking.” The faintest glimmer of amusement lit the man’s eyes as he glanced over his shoulder. Lightening the mood. The tight knot in Isaac’s gut eased the slightest bit.

“No, I’m not having a sook.” His friend might never get the hang of Aussie slang, but then if he could, he wouldn’t provide the entertainment he did now. Isaac hid a wry smile as he leaned his elbows on the bar. “I’m not the whinger around here; you are.”

That one Nick was familiar with—Isaac accused him of whining often enough. He shot Isaac a bird from where he stood next to the door. “You’re meeting with Mr. Seaberg in an hour. Want me to order something to eat in the meantime?”

Who knew when they’d get back from their tour of the concert space later today. Isaac had no appetite, but knowing Nick wouldn’t eat if he didn’t, he nodded. “Sure.”

Nick already had his phone in hand, finger hovering over the buttons. “Last chance, mate. I may not offer again. You sure you don’t wanna talk about it?”

It was Isaac’s turn for an obscene gesture. “Rack off, mate. I’m already mad you turned down the offer of your own massage this morning.”

Nick shrugged and started punching buttons. “Just keepin’ it real, is all. I’ve got a job to do, which is to make sure you get what you need unmolested.”

Except Isaac hadn’t been unmolested this morning, had he?

The thought of his redhead—when she had become his, he didn’t know, but it was there all the same—brushed the remaining shadows from his mind. Christ, she’d been lovely.

While Nick placed their order, Isaac headed for the shower. The hot water pounding onto his shoulders and neck reminded him of this morning’s massage. His masseuse had done the impossible: worked the permanent kinks from his neck and shoulders into painlessly smooth motion. The relief was exquisite, like the untying of a rope after being bound too long. But it wasn’t the talented brunette he focused on as the water caressed his naked skin; it was the briefest glimpse of long red hair and a delicate frame wrapped in a thick white robe.

His mystery woman had been just as naked as he was under that robe. She’d taken advantage of his sleepiness and lack of sight to tempt him, tantalize him with her husky voice, her light scent. And then she’d teased him. Isaac Anschau, rock star, the man who hadn’t been teased in far too long to remember except by his smart-ass bodyguard. But the sexy redhead had dared to play with him. He should be furious—he guarded his rare moments of privacy fiercely after so many years in the spotlight—but she hadn’t tried to touch him, had shown no sign of recognition. Just enough well-meaning torture to make him laugh.

He couldn’t forget her, and neither could his body. A glance down assured him he’d get to live with her torture for a while yet, likely every time she came to mind. The ache was a welcome distraction; so was finding her. He’d start at his meeting with the Sovereign CEO. Surely the man would have some idea where he could start his search.

An hour later the elevator whisked them to the ground floor of the hotel. They arrived at the executive offices at twelve thirty on the dot and were promptly shown into the one belonging to Sovereign’s owner, Jerry Seaberg. He was everything Isaac had expected, a dignified man whose aura of authority and money matched the massive mahogany desk he was currently circling, charismatic smile in place. “Mr. Anschau, welcome!”

“Seaberg, how you doing?”

“I’m well,” he boomed, extending a hand for a firm, enthusiastic shake. “Sovereign is already working her wonders on you, isn’t she? Make use of the spa this morning?”

“I did.” Isaac let a genuine smile through. “I might have to hire Melody to come with me on tour.”

“Absolutely not. She’s a favorite around here.” Jerry gestured them over to a seating area nearby. “I’m glad it lived up to expectations.”

Isaac rolled his head on his shoulders. “It absolutely did.”

Jerry settled his trim frame into a chair catty-corner to Isaac’s. “We’ll get down to business in just a moment. My head of guest services is on her way here. Got held up with a little emergency. She won’t be long.” He nodded toward the line of floor-to-ceiling windows that made up the entire back wall of his office. “What do you think of Vegas so far? Not too different from Australia for you, I hope.”

“A bit,” Isaac conceded, although he hadn’t seen much other than the ride from the airport. He was considering ways to get Jerry’s take on his search when a buzz from the desk interrupted.

“Ah, that’ll be Kennedy. You’ll like her.” Jerry stood. Isaac followed suit.

The door to the office opened as he turned toward it, readying his professional face, only to stop, stunned, the second the woman came into view. Cliché or not, time slowed as he watched the beauty cross the room. A tall redhead with creamy skin, the greenest eyes he’d seen this side of Ireland, and the body of a goddess rising from the sea. He took it all in with a glance, but it was the hair he returned to. A deep, luxurious red that couldn’t come from a bottle. It was long, heavy, with thick curls that teased her bare arms, but he’d seen it this morning, tamed by a ponytail that had hidden its sheer sex appeal in a way that should be a crime.

Just the kind of search he liked, a quick one. He’d rather move straight to the chase.

“Isaac Anschau, meet Kennedy O’Connell. Sovereign is lucky to have her.”

His gaze was still on that hair when the woman stopped in front of them. He let it lower slowly until his eyes locked with hers, wide and anxious, like a sub unsure of her Dom’s next move. She knew exactly who he was if that look was anything to go by—a deer in headlights, he believed they called that look in the States. The grin that tugged at his lips felt more sadistic Dom than polite acquaintance, but then, now he was the one in control, wasn’t he?

It almost felt...good.

“Hello, Ms. O’Connell.”
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