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      Carlotta’s black stretch limousine stopped in front of the private jet terminal in Santa Monica. The driver hopped out and opened the door for her. “I’ll get your bags from the trunk, ma’am.”

      She followed him to the back of the car. “I’ll take them from here,” she said as he lifted her designer suitcase and her matching electronics bag. The driver attached the bag to the case, and Carlotta grabbed the handle to roll it up the ramp.

      The sliding doors opened, and she glanced around the open space, more luxurious than any first-class lounge. Taking her Prada sunglasses off, she slipped them into their case in her cross-body purse. A slight smile touched her lips at the sight of a Christmas tree decorated with red and gold ornaments. The red tree skirt had puffy appliques of airplanes and clouds all around it, and the topper was a propeller plane with Santa as the pilot. “I’ll Be Home for Christmas” played through the sound system. She sighed. Do all airports play that song?

      She loved Christmas, but this production prevented her from spending it with her brother and grandparents in Sicily. At least her brother and she would spend a belated Christmas together in LA after the film wrapped in mid-January. Maybe they could fly to Sicily for a week or so to see their grandparents?

      A small group of people in business suits sat in leather wing chairs around a glass coffee table. Another group in shorts and flip-flops sat on the plush tan leather sofas. Some mingled while waiting for their flight to be announced.

      She spotted him. Brandon Johnson, the tall and devilishly handsome man, stood in the center of the lobby, surrounded by six women, flight attendants and passengers all vying for his attention. She groaned. He’d been so full of himself the first time they met at the studio. And now he would be on the same flight. Oh well.

      Although the concierge wasn’t behind the highly polished cherrywood desk, she walked over. Taking her passport from her purse, she opened it to the photo and information pages.

      “OMG, your name is Caroline Messina and not Carlotta,” Brandon’s sensual voice whispered as he bent down to her ear. His minty breath sent a zing of excitement up her spine. Where did he come from? He was ogling the flight attendants a minute ago.

      Her eyes rounded, and her head snapped toward his deep voice. Her lips almost touched his sculpted, masculine ones. He pushed the brim of his black Stetson back with one long, sun-tanned finger. The corners of his eyes crinkled, and he said, “So, Caro, why the sexy one name? Your passport shows you to be a fraud.”

      “Oh, you’re a snoop as well as a pain,” she said between clenched teeth. Infuriated by him, she stepped back. Forgetting her carry-on on the marble floor of the lounge, she lost her balance, tumbling backward.

      Brandon’s powerful arms wrapped around her, saving her as he crushed her against his hard, muscular body. She was molded flush against him from her chest to her knees. Not even a hair could pass between them. Her anger fled in the heat of his arms, and her nipples tightened.

      Her breath caught when her core pulsed, and she pushed her balled fists on his massive chest. His scent enveloped her—more intoxicating than exotic cologne—leather and soapy, a clean, virile man. Her fists uncurled, and her fingers slid across the cotton fabric of his blue-and-white plaid shirt, gliding over his pecs before rising to his broad shoulders. Oh, he feels so good. All those hard muscles under my hands. Stop that! Remember… you hate him.

      Brandon slid his hands down her back and whispered only for her. “Your pert breasts feel so damn good with your nipples into my chest.” A bone-melting smile spread across his sensuous lips before he said, “I like that.” He pressed his jean-clad hips into her, and she felt his erection. He wiggled his brows at her.

      She shoved him. “Let go of me, you lecher!” she hissed. The way she was tipped back looked as if they’d been dancing, and he dipped her. Her leg had wrapped around his narrow hips. Their lips were so very close that all she needed was to move a fraction of an inch, and she would feel those lips on hers.

      “Okay, if you insist, Caro.”

      Under his Stetson, Brandon’s slow, confident smile spread across his tanned face. One of his dark brows rose, and his blue gaze held a hint of mischief as he took one arm away, no longer supporting her back.

      She gasped. Looping her arms around his neck, she said, “No, don’t let go. Hold me.”

      His smile grew wider, showing his dimples and straight white teeth as he helped her to steady herself on her red Louboutin stiletto sandals. “I knew you’d see it my way. Now let’s hurry. You’re causing a scene. Every cell phone in the place is aimed at us. We’ll be on the cover of something by tomorrow.” He bent to pick up her passport from the floor and handed it to her.

      She snatched it from his fingers. “You are the most insufferable, pig-headed infant⁠—”

      “Now, now, Caro, after I saved you from landing on your pretty, well-toned ass.”

      “Stop calling me that,” she gritted out.

      The concierge he’d been flirting with keyed open the glass door that led to the tarmac. Carlotta posed for the cameras, giving them one of her best smiles. She handed her carry-on to the woman and walked away from Brandon toward the jet as fast as she could.

      In the lounge, and anywhere else—for that matter—he’d been insufferable, flirting with all the women. He knew how good-looking he was. The drop-dead gorgeous type with a perfect tan, a square jaw, and the sexiest smile she’d ever seen. Dimples too! Damn him. But good looks only went so far. What about on the inside?

      He slept with every woman over the age of eighteen. He was notorious for his one-night stands. His type nauseated her. Using his good looks and celebrity status to get whatever he wanted. Mainly to get into women’s pants. Well, her pants were off-limits. She stayed away from men like him. LA was full of them.

      “Welcome aboard, ma’am.”

      “Thank you,” she said to the flight attendant and went to find a seat. She buckled herself in and took her black-rimmed sunglasses from her purse to put on. He came to sit next to her.

      She moved her hand over the seat. “This seat’s taken.”

      He frowned. “Really, Caro? We’re the only passengers on the flight. Just you and me, twelve hours on this private jet all the way to Fiji.” His sculpted lips lifted into a smile before he wiggled his brows.

      She hid her groan behind a false smile. “Yes, see, there are plenty of seats for you to choose. This one is taken.”

      She shifted in her seat and threw her legs over the armrest to plant her black, strappy Louboutin-shod feet on the cushion next to her.

      “I get the feeling you don’t want my company.”

      She lifted her sunglasses, stared into his blue eyes, and said, “Very astute of you.” Then she lowered her glasses and crossed her arms over her chest, praying he didn’t see how erect her nipples were. They ached for his touch, his mouth. He removed his hat, and his wavy hair reminded her of decadent dark chocolate, the kind that lingered on your tongue.

      She certainly wouldn’t let his obnoxious personality get in the way of her career. Having to work with him, she kept thinking of the love scenes they had to be in. Her panties were soaked! I didn’t expect my body’s traitorous reaction to him. She still felt the imprint of his dick against her.
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