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Chapter 1

The redhead next to the door flashed him a smile as he walked through the lobby. The shimmering silver dress was cut low on the top and high on the sides, showing off enough skin to earn a return smile. She jerked, startled by the hand that brushed her arm and forced her attention back to the man standing at the desk. The hand had a wedding band on it, as did hers.

Cole smirked and pushed his sunglasses into place. That was the last thing he needed, another bored housewife looking for a thrill. He'd made that mistake once... well, twice. Three times if he counted the one that wasn't really a mistake. She was getting divorced, they just weren't moving fast enough for her.

He shook the thoughts away and walked through the automatic doors of the lobby. The dry Vegas air washed over him and brought a smile to his lips. He'd have preferred it warmer, but even Las Vegas cooled down in December. Besides, he was still warm from his workout in the Excalibur's fitness room. He'd had plenty of eye candy there thanks to all the women doing their best too work off the calories from too many drinks the night before.

Women considered Cole a blessing and a curse. His curly dark hair and bright blue eyes gave proof to his Mediterranean heritage, while his broad shoulders lean waist spoke of his dedication to staying fit. They were drawn to him, it seemed, and then had to deal with the consequences of lusting after a man that drew the attention of others. They seldom asked Cole what he thought of the problem, not that his opinion would have helped them.

"Cab for you, sir?" one of the Excalibur's doormen asked.

Cole took in a deep breath of the desert air and sighed. "No thanks, I'm walking."

"Awfully cold out today. Not even sixty degrees."

Cole smiled, letting the doorman know he was doing a good job of trying to weasel a tip out of him. "I'll be all right, thank you."

Realizing he'd lost, the doorman returned the smile and directed his attention to the next person coming out of the casino.

Cole started walking, heading down the sidewalk and out into the sunlight. In spite of the "cold", the sun baked him in his dark suit. It felt empowering. Cole smiled and lifted his head up, staring up into the blue. The contrails of jets crossed over the Las Vegas sky, the only thing marring the perfect view of the bright yellow sun.

He lowered his eyes, blinking and squinting. It was a stupid thing to do, impairing his vision for a few moments, but it was one of his failings he couldn't resist. The sun had always warmed him and made him feel like he could do anything. His parents had laughed and called him solar powered as a child. He would play all day in the sun and then, as soon as he came inside, he would crash and be asleep before he finished his dinner. 

The spots in his eyes faded as he made his way up the strip and passed casino after casino. The road and sidewalk was busy, but still moving at a good pace. It wouldn't be until later, after the sun went down, that the foot traffic on the strip would become congested. Cole moved through the people keeping his eyes open for any pick pockets or other trouble.

He paused to admire the men and women dressed up as statues, mimes, historical figures, and even a Transformer. This was his first trip to Las Vegas and, he hoped, it wouldn't be his last.

By the time Cole made it Caesar's Palace h'd worked up a light sweat. He tossed the handful of cards featuring naked women that had been thrust into his hands along the way into the trash before tucking his sunglasses into the pocket inside his jacket. A quick scan of the lobby earned him a sign pointing to the conference room the job fair was being held at.

He walked through the casino and admired the over the top decorations, as well as the people walking up and down the halls. Security guards stood in their tailored suits, tracking people and keeping an eye out for trouble. Cole studied them, noting which ones were good and which needed more training or a pink slip. He was disappointed when he could only find a couple that he thought didn't earn their paychecks.

A beautiful woman in a red and black dress caught his eye as she walked towards him. Well, not towards him, but rather down the hall in the opposite direction he was headed. He studied her until her head lifted and turned. Her dark eyes stole his breath, but he managed to smile back at her. That was one of the simplest things most men never tried: smiling. Especially at a beautiful woman that caught you admiring her.

She might have been one of the reasons why. Her face pinched as her glare scorched him hotter than the sun ever could. He turned his head as she closed and started to walk past him, undaunted by whatever foul mood she must have been in.

A nagging sensation in the back of his head made him jerked his head back to the front in time to see a door opening in front of him. He leapt back and away from the door, startling the people around him. He dodged the door, barely, and looked back at the woman to see if she'd noticed. Her face was turning away from him but he was certain he'd seen a hint of a smirk on her lips.

Cole turned back around and let out a grunt when he found himself staring into a pair of the most beautiful green eyes he'd ever seen. Her brown hair was done up professionally, with a lock of it resting on her forehead and teasing him with the sudden urge to reach out and tuck it back. She wore a green dress that clung to her figure and complimented her in ways that he hoped he might be able to add to later that night.

"Oh! Excuse me," she mumbled and turned away.

"No, excuse me," Scott managed after he recovered. He noted the reddish highlights in her French twist and wondered if they were natural or the work of a skilled stylist. "I—"

He stopped as she hurried away into the crowd of people moving past them. He frowned and started to take a step forward to catch her when a blond woman emerged from the bathroom. She looked him up and down, a smile lifting her lips that left him feeling like a piece of meat. Not that he wasn't used to being looked at that way, but there was something in her eyes that told him when she was done feasting there might not be anything left.

"Careful tall, dark, and handsome," the blond said as her hand came up the rest her red fingernails against his chest. "You wouldn't want to run over somebody. A big man like you could crush a girl under you."

The familiarity of flirting helped Cole pull himself back together from the beautiful girl in the green dress. He smiled down at her and noted the faint lines on her face. Those said she didn't approve of Botox or she'd had a hard life before she found it, even though she didn’t look all that old. "You're right, I have been known to squash a few women from time to time. It always starts out innocent enough though."

Her laugh was deep and throaty. A second blond emerged from the bathroom behind her and joined her. She let her eyes undress Cole while the first woman responded. "I'll bet! You're a troublemaker. What's your name?"

"Cole Andreas," he said. "Who do I have the pleasure of nearly running over?"

"Oh no, you wouldn't have run me over," the woman teased. "Quite the opposite. I was talking about that flimsy young thing in the green dress. She wouldn't have known what hit her."

Reminded of the woman he'd nearly walked into he lifted his head again and scanned the crowd. She was long gone though. He dropped his eyes back to the blond. "Normally I'm more careful than that. Can I make it up to you? Some coffee or a drink? Maybe dinner later?"

The blond laughed in a way that hinted he might have a fun evening ahead of him. "You must be one of those men that are into older women."

"Older? Not by much," he flirted. "At the most you're thirty one, but more likely twenty nine."

She tilted her head while her amusement lit up her eyes. "Why'd you skip thirty?"

Cole's leaned in a little, mingling their personal space. "Because you look very prime to me."

Her eyes widened and she let out a light hearted laugh. Her companion gasped. She reached down into her purse and pulled out a card.  "You are trouble! Tell you what, give this to a man named Gregor at the booth for Hydra Securities. Tell him Cortney sent you."

Cole took the card and made sure he brushed his finger against hers. As soon as their skin touched he felt a spark jump from her hand to his. She was still there, but the hallway around them disappeared for a heartbeat in time. He was standing under a blue sky dotted with fluffy clouds. Instead of the dry air from the air conditioning vents he could smell the ocean on the wind.

The vision was gone as fast as it had come, leaving him disoriented. He focused on Cortney and noticed her eyes had widened and even her pupils were dilated, though they looked almost like they were shaped like ovals. She blinked a few times, restoring them to perfect circles.

"Ooh, you are special," she said. "You've got a spark."

Cole laughed in response to her smile. "A little too dry in here," he said. "Sorry about that."

"Quite all right, Cole. I like a man that can make me gasp."
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