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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      What the fu—!

      Ian’s shocked gaze remained fixed on one of a dozen security monitors in front of him.

      He had to force himself to look away and give his head a shake to clear it before turning back to the screen.

      She was still there.

      What the hell was she doing spending her Friday evening in a place like Utopia, London’s hottest and most exclusive nightclub and casino?

      He spoke into his hands-free mouthpiece. “Karl, the woman who just came in alone, a brunette, slender, sapphire-colored eyes— Yes, I said sapphire,” he repeated impatiently. “It’s a shade of blue. She’s also average height, wearing a black knee-length dress, low-heeled shoes… Yeah, that’s the one. Her name is Eve Bishop. Would you apprehend Miss Bishop and bring her to interview room one, where I’ll be waiting?” Ian used the word interview loosely. Most times that room was where they took members of the nightclub and casino clientele who were already causing trouble or were about to. “Take over from me here, Viktor,” Ian said as he turned to the man sitting beside him. “And turn off the security camera in room one,” he added grimly as he stood and strode from the room.

      Goddammit, Evie shouldn’t be alone in a place like Utopia. She shouldn’t be here at all. She was a fucking librarian, for Christ’s sake, not one of the usual svelte and sophisticated—and predatory—women who frequented this nightclub on the lookout for the next wealthy man who could keep them in the life to which they were, or hoped to become, accustomed.

      Ian’s steps faltered slightly as he made his way down to the public area of the club, causing him to pause, hand braced against the wall, and draw in several deep breaths.

      Evie.

      Dear God, Evie was here…
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        * * *

      

      “Miss Bishop?”

      Evie spun round to face the man who had called her name and was now powering across the crowded bar area toward her. She instantly recognized him as one of the black-suited men standing guard at the entrance of this fashionable nightclub, checking ID if necessary, before letting people in. She had breathed a heavy sigh of relief once she was inside those doors. From the grimness of this man’s expression, that relief might have been premature.

      Her heart thumped even more wildly, and her fingers tightened about her clutch bag. “Is there a problem?” She used her severest librarian’s voice, the one reserved for people who were late bringing a book back and didn’t want to pay the overdue fee.

      The man, well over six feet tall and built like a tank, just kept coming. “Would you come with me, Miss Bishop.” It clearly wasn’t a request as he took a firm grasp of her arm and pulled her toward a door marked Private.

      Evie tried to break free, but it soon became clear those defined muscles in the man’s arms and chest weren’t only for decoration. “Would you mind telling me what this is about?” She resisted being pulled through the doorway to the private area of the nightclub and casino. If it became necessary, she wasn’t opposed to screaming.

      Was it possible someone had recognized her and reported her presence to Gregori Markovic? But how had they even known who she was? She and Adam were twins, yes, but they looked less alike than any normal brother and sister; she was a brunette with blue eyes; Adam was blond with hazel eyes.

      But wasn’t it a good thing if this man was taking her to Markovic? After all, the only reason she had come here tonight was so that she could talk to the head of the Russian bratva and owner of this nightclub.

      She relaxed in the man’s grasp. “There’s really no need for you to hold on to me so tightly, or at all,” she assured the man lightly as she stepped through the doorway into the dimly lit hallway. “I’m more than happy to meet and speak with Mr. Markovic.”

      The man glanced down at her from his superior height as he stopped outside an open door halfway down the carpeted hallway. “I’m not taking you to Mr. Markovic.”

      Her eyes widened. “Then who—”

      “Good evening, Evie.”

      That voice!

      Dear God, it couldn’t really be him. Not after all this time. And not here and now, of all places.

      A glance inside the room showed her it was indeed Ian Knight in all his magnificent, breathtaking glory.

      She took in the whole of his appearance in that single glance. At the age of thirty-five, Ian was six feet and four inches of raw, toned muscle. His dark hair was slightly longer than Evie remembered. His eyes were so dark a brown they almost looked black, set in a face that was far too rugged to be called handsome, and yet it mesmerized nonetheless: straight brows over those dark eyes, a long aquiline nose, high cheekbones, chiseled lips, and a square and determined jaw.

      He wore an elegantly tailored suit that did absolutely nothing to hide those toned muscles beneath, the wide shoulders, tapered waist, powerful thighs, and long legs.

      Evie forced her gaze to return to those dark, narrowed eyes. “Ian.” She nodded.

      He glanced at the man still standing in the doorway behind her. “Wait outside, please, Karl.”

      Evie heard the door close and guessed, without needing to look to confirm it, that Karl was now in the hallway on the other side of that door. There was an authoritative edge to Ian’s tone not too many people would argue with, even a hulk like Karl.

      “What am I doing here, Ian?” The room was bare of all comfort that Evie could see, furnished with only the table against which Ian now leaned, arms folded in front of his massive chest. There were two hard chairs in the room too, one on either side of that bare table. It looked like an interrogation room, which was not in the least reassuring.

      Ian continued to watch her through narrowed lids fringed with thick dark lashes. “That’s what I was hoping you would tell me.”

      Now that her initial shock was over, Evie was bombarded with memories of her and this man together three years ago. Followed by the pain of being ejected from Ian’s life. Pain that had been crippling at the time, and could still almost bring her to her knees if thoughts of him should pop unannounced and unwanted inside her head. Thank God that didn’t happen too often nowadays. Although after tonight, she was sure that was about to change.

      Her chin tilted defensively. “And why would I want to tell you anything?”

      His mouth twisted. “Perhaps because I’m acting head of security at Utopia.”

      Her brows rose. “Acting?”

      “The other guy is on paternity leave.”

      “Paternity leave?”

      “As in he and his wife have a newborn baby.”

      Evie wasn’t completely ignorant of the Markovic setup, had found out what she could about the man before seeking him out. Which was why she knew Nikolai Volkov, a seriously bad-ass Russian, was head of all Markovic’s security and personal bodyguard to the man himself. This was the same man who had now gone on paternity leave?

      “Nikolai Volkov?” she voiced uncertainly.

      “Yes.”

      “You no longer work for your cousins’ security company?”

      “I’m on loan from Knight Security.”

      “Does—”

      “Evie, what the fuck are you doing here?” Ian had had quite enough of Evie answering every question he asked with one of her own.

      “I heard they serve great cocktails in the bar?”

      She was still doing it!

      Having had a minute or so to compose himself before Evie arrived at the interview room, Ian now deliberately let his gaze rove over her slowly, from her head to her feet, and then back again, taking in every single thing about her as he did so. The glossy dark hair, those huge sapphire-blue eyes, tiny nose, full lips, and a slender throat. Her skin was creamy smooth against the black knee-length dress that only hinted at the full breasts, narrow waist, and slender hips beneath. She had a great pair of legs too. Although, like the dress, they would have looked sexier if she’d been wearing four-inch stilettos rather than the two-inch-heeled sandals she had chosen to wear instead.

      Evie didn’t do sexy. She never had. Which was why Ian had never understood what it was about her that made him want to lay her down on the first convenient flat surface or press her up against the nearest wall and fuck her brains out.

      Maybe because, as he had once discovered, beneath that prim exterior Evie presented to the world was a red-hot woman who matched him passion for passion. It had shocked the hell out of him the first time they made love. As had the discovery she was still a virgin at the age of twenty-three. After that night, he had craved her, the feel and taste of her, to the point he couldn’t think of anything else but lying between her thighs with his cock buried to the hilt inside her.

      That craving for her was still fucking there.

      His nostrils and lungs filled with the essence of her. He clenched his hands into fists to stop himself from touching her as that essence took possession of all his senses. Until all he could see was Evie lying naked on her bed, her hair wild against the pillows, eyes dark with arousal, her breasts tipped by hard and tempting nipples, her thighs slightly parted and allowing him to see the moisture slick and inviting on her folds.

      Jesus…

      Again he asked himself what the hell was she doing in a nightclub like Utopia. The fact she’d mentioned Gregori’s name a few minutes ago and knew Nikolai was the Russian’s head of security indicated she was here to see Markovic.

      She certainly wasn’t here to sample the exotic cocktails they sold in the bar. “You don’t drink alcohol,” Ian said knowledgably.

      She shrugged narrow shoulders. “A lot changes in three years.”

      “Not that.” He knew her father had been an unrepentant alcoholic when he died, and that it hadn’t exactly been a bowl of cherries growing up with a father who more often than not forgot he even had a daughter.

      “No,” Evie conceded ruefully. “The truth is I wanted to speak with Mr. Markovic.”

      “Why?”

      Her eyes flashed darkly. “None of your damned business.”

      “Why not just make an appointment?”

      Evie frowned. “I can do that?”

      He eyed her mockingly. “Well…yeah.”

      “But I thought… Isn’t he…”

      “Russian bratva?” Ian drawled. “You can say the word out loud, Evie, it isn’t going to jump up and bite you on the ass.” But he might.

      Her cheeks blushed at his mockery. “Well, isn’t he?”

      Ian gave a hard grin. “He’s mainly legit nowadays. He has an office in the city to prove it.”

      “Oh, very funny.” Evie eyed him scathingly. “I didn’t come here for the purpose of once again becoming the source of your personal amusement— Ian?” She gasped as she suddenly found herself pinned up against the wall by Ian’s rock-hard body, his hands flat against that wall either side of her head, his breath a warm caress across her cheeks.

      His close proximity was immediate and overwhelming. Evie could smell the heady aroma of his aftershave, heavy with an underlying male musk. Her limbs quaked at the feel of the heat of his body pressing against hers. She felt mesmerized by those dark eyes staring directly into her own. Could almost taste the chiseled lips only inches away. Lips Evie knew could be soft and oh so seductive.

      As she had once allowed herself to be seduced.

      Not again.

      Never ever again.

      It had taken her months, years, to get over this man the last time. If she ever had.

      Part of her wanted to cry, to scream and shout at him for having once broken her heart. The only thing stopping her was her pride. She wouldn’t give Ian the satisfaction of knowing how much he had hurt her when he walked away without so much as a single glance back to see the havoc he had wreaked in her life and heart.

      “Get away from me,” she instructed coldly, knowing she wouldn’t be able to free herself. Her arms were crushed against his chest, and she already knew it would be a waste of her time trying to push him away when his strength and height far outmatched her own.

      “What’s your business with Gregori Markovic?” Ian took absolutely no notice of her request and remained exactly where he was.

      Consequently, so did Evie. “As I said, that’s none of your business.”

      “Oh, but it is.” He bared his teeth in a smile. “As head of security here, I have the final yea or nay in who does or doesn’t get in to Utopia.”

      “Acting head of his security,” she sniped.

      Ian hadn’t been at all impressed when his cousin Gabriel assigned him to take over as head of security at this nightclub a week ago. Even less so that it was for the duration of three months, while the usual guy, Nikolai Volkov, took that time off to be with his wife, Daisy, and their new baby daughter. But the Knight family owed Nikolai, and as most of Ian’s cousins were off either getting married or already away on their honeymoon or, in Ethan’s case, away on another assignment, Ian was the only member of the Knight family available right now to repay that favor.

      It should have been one of the other men on Markovic’s security team who took over here, of course, but as Nikolai and Daisy had also been personal bodyguards for Gregori and Gaia Markovic and their young son, the three senior men were now assigned to each of them.

      Despite his misgivings, Ian had found himself actually liking Gregori. The guys he was working with at Utopia were okay too. In fact, this assignment had been pretty straightforward until tonight.

      Until Evie stepped through the front doors and once again threw his life into turmoil.

      He had no idea what it was about this particular woman that merely looking at her gave him an instant hard-on. Apart from those gorgeous eyes, Evie was average in looks, average height, average build, average bloody everything, and yet one look at her and his cock stood at attention shouting yes, please, pretty please. A plea that had gone unanswered for far too long.

      Ian deliberately ground the hard length of his cock into the softness between her thighs as he leaned forward to speak softly against the curve of her ear. “You stepped back into my world, Evie. Now you’ll take the consequences.”

      Evie felt trapped. Completely surrounded. Not only by Ian’s close proximity but also that pervading and seducing musk and the increasing heat of his body pressing into hers.

      His more than obvious arousal came as a complete shock to her.

      It would also be madness on her part to allow herself to be affected by that arousal. “Get the fuck away from me.” Evie glared at him.

      Ian’s eyes widened at her vehemence. “You don’t normally swear.”

      “Nothing about being around you is normal. It never was,” she scorned. “Now either get away from me, or—”

      “Or what?”

      “Or this.” Evie raised her knee and struck, hard, in exactly the place her self-defense classes had taught her was the most vulnerable part of a man’s body. Nature had definitely slipped up there. A man’s testicles should be inside his body, where they weren’t so defenseless.

      “Jesus Christ!” Ian stepped away to double over as the full impact of Evie’s knee crushing his balls reverberated through his entire body. Clutching his own balls wasn’t exactly a manly thing to do, but he needed to reassure himself they were still there and hadn’t been knocked up into his throat, as they felt they might have been. Yep, they were still there, but they hurt like hell. “What the fuck did you do that for?” He gave a pained wince as he straightened.

      Evie calmly bent down to pick up the clutch bag she had dropped when he pinned her against the wall before answering him. “Maybe next time, you’ll listen when I ask you to step away from me.”

      “Maybe there won’t be a next time.”

      “Promise?”

      Ian looked at her searchingly, the stormy blue of her eyes giving lie to her serene expression “When did you get to be such a bitch?”

      She snorted. “Possibly after the man I had been dating for almost a month, and who had been sharing my bed for almost the same amount of time, walked out of my life and never looked back!”

      Him.

      Evie was talking about him.

      Ian instantly shut down a return of those memories of the two of them together. As he had done each and every time those memories had tried to invade and destroy him these past three years. “Mr. Markovic has no plans to come to Utopia this evening,” he informed her coldly.

      “Oh.” Her expression reflected her disappointment.

      As her eyes revealed her pain of having talked of their past relationship?

      If so, she immediately shut down both emotions. “Will he be here tomorrow evening?”

      Her determination to see and speak with Gregori was becoming a concern to Ian. Gregori was, as Ian had claimed, mainly a legitimate businessman, and a squeaky-clean one, but he was also head of the Russian bratva in London. What the hell could a librarian have to talk to the head of the Russian mafia about?

      Ian could think of only one reason. “What did your brother do this time?” Adam Bishop, Evie’s twin, had been a fuck-up three years ago, and Ian couldn’t think of any reason why that would have changed.

      Color first brightened and then faded from Evie’s cheeks, leaving them pale and delicate as porcelain, the skin now taut across her high cheekbones. “Perhaps you could tell Mr. Markovic of my visit and my need to talk with him tomorrow evening?”

      Evie was coming back here as soon as tomorrow evening?

      Yep, her urgency confirmed Adam Bishop had to be involved in this somehow. Ian would make it his business to find out in exactly what way before Evie stepped foot in Utopia again.

      He crossed the room and opened the door. “Karl, could you escort Miss Bishop out of the building?”

      “I didn’t say I was leaving yet,” she snapped behind him. “But when I do, I’m perfectly capable of seeing myself out, thank you.”

      Ian turned slowly. “You’re leaving when I say you’re leaving.”

      “You have no right—”

      “My territory, my decision.”

      “You always were an arrogant bast—”

      “And, Karl.” Ian ignored her to look at the other man as he stood in the open doorway. “Have Ilia drive Miss Bishop home and—”

      “I can get a cab—”

      “—see that he ensures she has gone inside the building and the outer door has locked behind her before he leaves.” Ian gave Karl Evie’s address as if she hadn’t tried to interrupt him. Nor did she question how he knew she still lived at the same apartment. Which was just as well, because Ian wouldn’t have answered her. He knew she wouldn’t have driven here, because having lived in London all her life, she didn’t drive. “Good night, Miss Bishop.”

      Evie guessed from the finality of Ian’s tone that not only was this meeting over, but she was being driven home by a man called Ilia whether she liked it or not.

      She didn’t.
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      “What are you doing here?” Evie hissed the words at Ian as he stood on the other side of the front desk of the library. She always volunteered to work on a Saturday so that one of her colleagues could have the day off. She had nothing else to do, and she didn’t consider being at the library all day to be any hardship.

      Ian gave an unconcerned grin. “Fair’s fair. You came to my place of work last night. Now I’ve come to yours.”

      At least she had tried to look the part when she went to Utopia the previous evening, whereas Ian was wearing a black T-shirt that revealed the bulging muscles in his arms. It also fitted snugly to the equally as toned muscles in his chest and abdomen. Faded black jeans hung low on powerful hips. He wore heavy black boots to complete the bad-boy biker image.

      Except, where Ian Knight was concerned, it wasn’t only an image.

      Maybe he wasn’t a biker, but he was a bad boy to his very core.

      Merely looking at him set Evie’s pulse racing and had her wondering how she could ever have attracted a man who looked like Ian in the first place. Maybe he’d seen seducing her as a challenge? Found the virginal librarian a stark contrast to the beautiful and sophisticated women he usually bedded, and the direct opposite of the air of danger that followed him around like a black cloud?

      Whatever Ian’s reasons had been for pursuing her three years ago, Evie wasn’t stupid enough to fall for his seductive smile a second time. “Why?” Even to her ears, her voice sounded defensive.

      “We need to talk.”

      “What about?”

      “You know, Evie, this habit you have of answering my question with one of your own is really starting to piss me off,” he growled.

      “And that should bother me, why?”

      “Because I’ve only had two hours’ sleep.”

      “Was she worth it?”

      He scowled as she continued to ask questions rather than answer his. “You really don’t want to piss me off today, Evie.”

      She ignored his warning. “I believe I demonstrated last night that you should be wary of annoying me too. How are you today, by the way?” She gave a pointed glance toward the front of his jeans.

      “Are you offering to kiss it better?”

      “Certainly not.”

      He shrugged. “In that case…I may never be able to reproduce, but I’ll live.”

      “Perhaps it’s as well you’ll never reproduce.” The thought of several small replicas of Ian visited upon an unsuspecting world made Evie wince. “Besides, I thought my questions were pertinent to the conversation,” she added briskly.

      “At last, a statement instead of a question,” he taunted. “And the reason for my lack of sleep is because the club doesn’t close until four in the morning, and then I made some inquiries about your brother, Adam.”

      She frowned. “You’ve spoken to my brother?”

      “No.” He sighed. “But I know more about him now than I think you’re going to want to know.”

      Evie looked about them self-consciously before answering him softly. “I really can’t talk about this in here.”

      “And I’m not going anywhere until we have talked about him, so I guess we’ve reached a stalemate.”

      “I’ll be taking my lunch break in five minutes, if you would care to wait for me outside?” Evie was conscious of the fact that several of her work colleagues were already casting curious glances in their direction. The female ones, of course; Ian could tempt a seventy-year-old granny into thoughts of sin.

      “I’d prefer to wait in here,” he drawled, all while staring at her with those intense dark eyes.

      Devil’s eyes, Evie had called them after he’d disappeared from her life three years ago.

      “Wouldn’t want you to leave by the back door, now would I,” he added mockingly.

      “Go to hell.” Evie didn’t know whether she was more annoyed at Ian for thinking she might run out on him, or that he was right. Until he made that comment, she had fully intended waiting for him to go outside and then leaving for lunch by the staff entrance at the back of the building.

      “Been there, done that,” he drawled. “Didn’t like it much.”

      “Your past misdeeds finally caught up with you, did they?” she taunted.

      “Something like that.” He nodded before strolling over to sit on the comfortable couch set to one side of the front desk.

      There was no mistaking the predator he was, even though he gave every appearance of being relaxed as he placed the booted ankle of one foot on the knee of his other leg. After which he folded his arms in front of his muscular chest and proceeded to watch Evie through narrowed lids.

      His casual appearance wasn’t as out of place as she’d thought. The library was close to one of the universities, and a lot of the students came in to study during term time. They weren’t exactly known for their designer-label clothing either.

      Although Evie had a feeling, despite the casualness of his appearance, that Ian’s T-shirt and jeans cost more than she earned in a week.

      Which wouldn’t be all that difficult, she admitted. Being a librarian didn’t exactly pay well, but she loved it here. She loved the order and quiet, and being surrounded by the books that had been her escape and salvation when she was growing up with a single-parent drunkard for a father.

      She didn’t look at Ian again as she continued to work long after the five minutes she’d specified. Linda should have taken over from her by now, but the other woman was well known for returning late from her breaks. For once, Evie didn’t mind.

      Her thoughts were all over the place as she wondered what Ian did or didn’t know about Adam. She had a feeling he had deliberately dangled her brother’s name in front of her like the bait it was. Well, she had no intention of rising to that bait. Whatever Ian wanted to say about Adam could wait another few minutes.

      Just because she didn’t look at him directly didn’t mean Evie wasn’t completely aware of every move Ian made. The glances he gave at his expensive wristwatch. The muscles flexing in his arms and chest as he picked up one of the books on the table next to him, and then put it down again when he realized it was a popular children’s book about wizards and witches. Evie had to hide a smirk at his look of disgust.

      She was also aware of the exact moment his patience gave out and he unfolded his body to stand and approach the desk again.

      “God, I am so sorry I’m late back, Evie.” Linda arrived at the desk before Ian reached it, the other woman sounding slightly harassed. “I didn’t even have time for lunch. There was a sale on at Benton’s, but the queue at the desk waiting to pay was almost out of the shop, and the woman in front of me…” She trailed off to stare at Ian as he now leaned against the desk, a blush coloring her cheeks as she took in everything about him.

      The complete opposite of Evie, Linda made no effort to hide the fact she was only doing this job until something better came along. She clearly considered Ian something better. Linda was beautiful, and a tall and leggy blonde, so maybe it had.

      “Don’t do it again,” Evie snapped at the other woman, and then instantly regretted it when she saw the amusement in Ian’s expression. As if he knew it wasn’t Linda’s tardiness she was annoyed with but the other woman’s drooling reaction to him. Which it was. “You can show me what you bought later.” She placed a hand on the other woman’s arm in apology for her previous sharpness.

      She needn’t have bothered, as Linda continued to stare at Ian as if she would happily substitute him for the lunch she’d missed. “Fine,” she answered distractedly.

      “Shall we go?” Evie prompted Ian abruptly.

      He gave her one of those evil grins, apparently enjoying her irritation at Linda’s response to him. “There’s no hurry. Whenever you’re ready will do.”

      Two could play at that game… “Then I’ll go and collect my jacket and bag from the staff room.” She hadn’t been going to bother with her jacket as it was a warm day outside, but leaving Ian to the predatory mercies of Linda seemed like a fitting retribution for his having come here at all and disrupting her working day.

      She deliberately took her time putting on the black jacket that matched her skirt. She considered releasing her hair from the neat bun at her nape, but in the end decided against it. This was the way she always dressed and looked for work. She did give in to a little vanity, though, by adding a coral-colored lip gloss. Not that the mirror reflected back anything other than what she was; a twenty-six-year-old spinster librarian wearing a shapeless black suit, a cream blouse, and flat shoes.

      As she had already guessed would be the case, Linda was gushing over Ian and then hanging on his every word when he replied to whatever question she’d asked. Evie almost laughed out loud as Ian looked up and she saw the look of desperation in his eyes. Almost. Because she didn’t want to find anything about him amusing. Didn’t want to like a single thing about him. As he’d said earlier in regard to the hell she’d wished him to, she’d been there and done that, and all she had got for her trouble was a broken heart and a wariness about ever trusting another man again.

      Which she hadn’t.

      Oh, she went out for the occasional dinner or the theatre with Trevor Harris. He was a professor at the nearby university, and a middle-aged widower with three grown up children almost her age. He insisted on calling for her at her apartment before driving them to a restaurant or the theatre, but Evie always said good night to him outside the venue before going home alone in a cab.

      Ian Knight had cured her of any romantic feelings she might otherwise have felt for another man. Not only because he had broken her heart, but also because Ian was so forcefully male, and an amazing lover, that Evie was convinced no other man could ever measure up to him.

      Maybe Ian wouldn’t measure up to her memories of him either. The brain tended to pick and choose what it wanted to remember, usually the good stuff, and— No, Evie might have spent only a few minutes in his company again, last night and again this morning, but it was enough to know Ian was as lethally attractive as he’d ever been. Maybe more so. There was a sharper edge to him than there had been three years ago. As if life hadn’t been any kinder to him during that time than it had to her.

      Damn it, it couldn’t be curiosity she was feeling to know more about those years since she’d last seen Ian?

      If she was, it was incredibly stupid on her part.

      Men like Ian used and then discarded women by the dozen. As she knew to her cost.

      “Can we go now?” He grabbed hold of Evie’s arm the moment she arrived at the front desk.

      “But I haven’t given you my number,” Linda protested.

      “Gotta go.” Ian almost dragged Evie out of the building, only letting her go and drawing in several deep breaths once they were outside in the sunshine. “That woman has the mating instincts of a piranha,” he muttered disgustedly. “Or maybe a black widow spider.”

      “And I thought she was your type,” Evie taunted. “You seemed to return her interest initially.”

      Because he had wanted to see if he could get a reaction out of Evie. All he’d gotten was a taunting disinterest. “As you’re well aware, I like to be eaten during sex, not devoured whole after it,” he drawled.

      The humor instantly disappeared from Evie’s expression. “Can we get to the point of why you’re here?” she prompted frostily.

      Ian had two reasons, not one. Her brother Adam was the first one. The other was the fact Ian had thought of nothing else but Evie since last night. And it had been eating him alive, wondering if he really had reacted as strongly to seeing her again as he thought he had.

      He had.

      The moment he set eyes on her again today, looking so prim and proper with her hair scraped back and secured at her nape, and her blouse buttoned all the way up to her throat, he had instantly gotten a hard-on and started assessing the desk to see if it would be strong enough to bear the weight of both of them.

      Prim.

      Proper.

      Nothing remarkable to look at, apart from those sapphire-blue eyes.

      And yet every time Ian came anywhere near Evie, his cock stood to aching attention.

      A distraction like that could get a man in his line of work killed.

      “Ian?” she prompted impatiently.

      “Let’s go get some lunch—”

      “I’m not having lunch with you.”

      “Why the hell not?”

      Because Evie was sure she would choke on it if she attempted to eat anything while in Ian’s company. Being with him was disturbing enough, but add her brother, Adam, to the mix, and her stomach instantly gave a sickening lurch.

      Adam and Eve.

      Her parents had clearly possessed a sense of humor when their twin children were born. Before their mother succumbed to the cancer that was eating her away a bit at a time, after which their father had started to drink and never stopped.

      It had been a miserable childhood, and one that had forged an even deeper bond between Adam and Evie than even being twins might have engendered. Their father had died when they were nineteen. Evie and Adam had both been at university, Evie studying English while Adam studied computer science.

      As it turned out, sometime during their father’s drunken haze, he must have had a single moment of clarity and had thought to use some of their mother’s life insurance money to buy the house they lived in. Selling that house had been their only option if they both wanted to finish their courses at university. As it had ceased being a home years ago, that hadn’t been too difficult a decision.

      Even so, the years of them both being at university had been hard ones, and there had been very little money left by the time they both graduated. Once Evie finished her course, she was able to get a job in the library, but it wasn’t one that paid well. Adam graduated at the same time and landed a better job with a company that designed the graphics for online games.

      The problems had begun after a friend invited Adam to a casino six months ago. Utopia, to be exact. The loans Evie’s brother asked her for were small to begin with, but had gradually become larger and more frequent. Which was extremely worrying, considering Adam earned about three times as much as she did.

      She gave a shake of her head. “This isn’t a social visit. We aren’t friends.”

      “And you only lunch with friends, is that it?” Ian taunted.
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