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            Summary:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Four years of celibacy have turned Hunter Miles into a predator—a dangerous man. He’s horny. Hard. And coming home from college, he never expected to find Bailey Jones so tempting.

      

        

      
        It’s an instant infatuation.

      

        

      
        She’s the one woman he shouldn’t want—his little sister’s best friend. The last time he saw her she was a knobby–kneed little girl, but what welcomed him home was all woman—her decadent curves and a flirtatious smile are tossed at him each time they are within arm’s reach.

      

        

      
        She’s tempting.

      

        

      
        Pushing.

      

        

      
        Offering up her body to a man hanging by a very thin thread.

      

        

      
        Fuck the consequences. He wanted her, and she was going to be in his bed by the end of the week.
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        She was beautiful. Perfection.

        Innocence with a touch of the forbidden.
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        Friday Night

      

      

      “HOME SWEET HOME,” I breathed out while shutting off the headlights on my Mustang. It was seven thirty at night and my parent’s curbside was dark, the sole lighting source coming from a motion sensor fixture that flickered twice and then shut off.

      I was tired.

      Hungry.

      Ready to spend the next week sleeping, surfing—burying myself inside of something tight with a nice set of tits.

      It was time to relax and enjoy.

      Gorge myself on everything I’d gone without to graduate six months early. My bachelor’s in business would serve me well, but at that point, my focus had shifted. For over two hundred and eight weeks, I’d lived the life of a motherfucking monk.

      Lived without the three things that any man in college coveted above all else: alcohol, parties, and pussy.

      They were a distraction. Something unnecessary at the time.

      Especially when my mind was set on something much more satisfying than a drunken conquest.

      “Where is everyone?” My eyes followed the small curve in the driveway that led to a garage no one used. Three cars were parked there: two beside each other, and a large SUV that I wasn’t familiar with. I pulled in behind the latter, admiring the black-on-black theme.

      It was nice. New. Looked expensive. Emily got a new car?

      But then again, I wouldn’t know much about what happened in this house anymore. In the last few years, I’d come home for Christmas once, and that was my freshman year. My parents understood my need to fast track and get my foot in the door, and how little time I had since taking on a heavy course load and then the internship at the city’s biggest marketing firm.

      The same one that, as of yesterday, hired me full time to work in their sports division.

      Turning my engine off, I opened my door and stepped out. Reaching toward the sky, I stretched my tired limbs from the long drive down from Pensacola. My neck cracked, and then my stomach rumbled, reminding me that I’d been behind the wheel for hours without anything more than a Coke.

      Within seconds, beads of sweat formed at my brow, and I gathered my overgrown mohawk and pulled it into a small bun. The humidity and heat weren’t out of the norm in Florida, just something we learned to live with. You adapted to it.

      It didn’t matter that we weren’t far from the beach; the summer nights in Daytona were brutal.

      Closing the door, I popped open the trunk and pulled out my bag. So far no one had realized that I was here, and I wanted to capitalize on the fact. The front door was out of the question, so I followed the paved path around back and smiled when I found the sliding glass door wide open.

      No one was in the pool, but I could just make out Mom in the kitchen taking something out of the oven. Without making much noise, I slipped inside and stood with my back against the wall, waiting for her to turn around.

      I counted to one hundred, and nothing. Not even our dog noticed my arrival. Where the hell was Bruiser?

      So, I did what any obnoxious son does when scaring their mom…I whistled. One loud, high-pitched sound that caused her to scream and almost drop the pan in her hand.

      She jumped—whirled around to face me with one hand on her chest and the other on the baked dish now on the countertop. “What the…oh my God!”

      Pushing off from the wall, I opened my arms with a smile. “Surprise.”

      “Baby, what’re you doing here?” Flip-flop-covered feet slapped against the travertine floors on her way to me. “Why didn’t you call us? Jeff, hurry...my baby’s home!”

      “How about: Welcome home, Hunter. Missed you?”

      “I should beat you with my rolling pin, kid.” Her small arms wrapped themselves around my over six-foot-three frame. She squeezed my midsection, face buried into my chest. “We weren’t expecting you until next week for the girls’ graduation.”

      My own arms tightened, and I kissed the crown of her head. “Some loose strings were tied up and my schedule opened; I have the full week off, so spoil me, woman.” That earned me a huff, so I carried on with a small laugh. “If you take me into that kitchen and feed me, I’ll answer all your questions and only veto you twice. Think about it…brag worthy.”

      “Loose strings, you say?” Out of everything I just said, that’s what she focuses on?

      I grimaced. Her mind had veered toward a dangerous subject. “Yeah.”

      “Answer all my questions. You promise?”

      “Si?” I replied with trepidation, sweat once again beading at my hairline. I’d just dangled a proverbial carrot in front of a motherly I-want-my-son-to-find-a nice-girl horse. The cogs in her head were turning, and I knew what was going to come next.

      Mom looked up then and smiled wide. Her slate-grey eyes, so much like my own, held an evil glint. “Does that string have a name? Am I going to be a grandmother?”

      What. The. Hell? “Jesus, Mom. You…no…I—” Stepping out of her embrace, I placed my hands on her shoulders and gaped at her like a fish. That woman had no filter.

      Almost four years of self-imposed celibacy didn’t add up to settling down with the first woman that crossed my path. Just no. My cock was looking for the right-now kind of pussy.

      Just a quick fuck, and then leave in the morning.

      “Answer the question, Hunter. Will I be a grandmother within the next year?”

      “I’m not going to dignify that with an answer.”

      “Give me something, son. Anything.” Mom widened her eyes and gave me the most pathetic look. It didn’t work. I didn’t feel the least bit bad for not giving in. In my twenty-two years, there had only been one person who could manipulate me like that, and I hadn’t seen her in years.

      She wasn’t flesh and blood, but the girl had woven herself into my heart like a secondary little sister. More than.

      “Please stop.” Running an agitated hand through my hair, I pulled on the long strands, undoing the small bun I kept it in, and massaged my temples while counting to ten. “Don’t start. I just got here.”

      “You aren’t denying it.” Mom giggled; her fingers caged my jaw, pulling me down to her eye level. “When you are ready, I’d love to meet her. Promise to be on my best behavior.”

      “You? Best behavior?” Laughter, loud and obnoxious, followed those words a second before my little sister fully entered the room. Her eyes met mine, and a huge smile broke out across her face. “Nice of you to show your face.”

      She’d changed so much since I’d been gone. Gone were the chubby cheeks and glasses, and what stood before me now was a beautiful girl who was still incredibly short for her age. Her hair, the same shade of black as mine, was cut into a short, angular bob with side-swept bangs.

      Emi looked like a miniature adult.

      “Is that any way to greet your big brother, Emily? Come here, squirt.”

      At my mention of her childhood nickname, her blue eyes narrowed, and her lips pursed. “Stuff it.”

      “Stop being melodramatic.”

      “Quit being a jerk.” Emily walked over to me then and punched my shoulder. It didn’t hurt in the least, but I didn’t say a word as I pulled her in for a tight hug. “Missed you,” she whispered into my shirt, her hold tight.

      I squeezed her tighter. “Missed you too, squirt.” At that, she poked my ribs and I jumped back and away.

      “Kids, behave,” Mom chided, but the happiness in her tone was clear; it’d been too long since we’d both been home. “And where the hell is your father?”

      “I’m right here, Kelly.” Dad walked into the room still in his scrubs. He was a dentist, while mom ran a small accounting firm from the house. “And I see we have another crasher for the week?”

      Another crasher? Is Bailey here too?

      I hadn’t seen her in so long. Too long, if I were being honest.

      “Seems so.” Mom walked over to him and kissed his cheek. “Now, say hi, and please go get changed for dinner.” Dad nodded, but the second she turned around, he rolled his eyes. “Saw that, Jeff!”

      He paused mid-step at her yell. “That woman has eyes in the back of her head,” Dad muttered before pulling me in for a bone-crushing hug, causing Emily to squeak in my hold. We laughed at her while she squirmed out from our embrace.

      “You guys suck.”

      “And maybe, you don’t feel like going out tonight?” Dad released me and turned around to look at her with a raised brow. “You guys can stay in and…what is it you kids call it? Chill?”

      “Love you, Daddy, but that would be a no.” Emi batted her lashes.

      “Where’s this party at?”

      “What party?” I butted in, turning to stand beside him with my arms crossed over my chest. I know I’d been gone a few years—the most important ones since she had a boyfriend from what I heard—but while I was around, she was expected to be a saint. “And tell me you aren’t wearing that?”

      “First off—back off, Jolly Green.”

      “Here we go, Jeff.”

      “They never grow up, love. They’ll be forty and still go at it over the littlest things.”

      “Answer me.”

      “This is none of your business, Hunter.” No matter how much she tried to out-glare me, I held out longer than her. Four minutes into our standoff, she threw her hands up in the air. “Fine! The Birks are throwing a huge blowout for the senior class down at their high-rise. They’ve given us use of the banquet hall, pool area, and restricted beach owned by the building.”

      “Mighty nice of them. Why?” Something smelled fishy. That, and she wouldn’t look me in the eye.

      “Because we’re dating their sons.” Emily spoke low, but I caught it. Their kid was the punk dating my sister.

      “Okay.” Not more I could say or do until…something registered then. We? “Who’s the other half of this we?”

      A throat cleared, and my eyes flickered toward the person interrupting us.

      Son of a bitch. I stopped breathing while my heart beat inside my chest like a war drum.

      There, standing by the kitchen’s entrance, was the incarnation of everything I found beautiful. Exquisite. A carnal temptation sent to destroy my male pride.

      Tiny in stature, this woman was slender and curvaceous. My mouth watered at the sight of her in a simple pair of cutoffs and an off-the shoulder midriff top. The string from her bright pink bikini peeked out—a tease—from over the shirt’s rounded collar.

      Her skin was tanner than I remembered, a sweet shade of golden honey that made her light green eyes stand out. My own eyes devoured every single inch; from the bigger-than-a-handful breasts, to the tight curve of her ass.

      Jesus Christ. My little Bailey was all grown up.

      Fuck. It was maddeningly brutal to will my cock to stand down at that moment. To not twitch, much less swell, at the soft scent of vanilla that invaded my senses then.

      I kept my eyes on her face and fought to keep them there.

      The usual warmness in her green orbs was absent, though, but I still caught the small gasp she let out when our eyes connected. Behind her cool exterior, there was a small fire lit.

      She was angry with me, but not indifferent, and that I could work with.

      “Jock is not my type, chick.” Familiar eyes swept over me a final time before looking at my sister. Fuck, I wanted them on me, almost said her name to pull her attention back, when she rolled her eyes at Emi. “And furthermore, loudmouth, Brad is not my boyfriend.”

      That small turn of her head flicked the mass of black curls over her shoulder in a move I’d only seen on commercials; it was nearly impossible to hold my groan in at the sight.

      “He seems to think differently.”

      “Because you thought it’d be cute if we all dated. You’re the reason he’s such a pest.”

      “Not true, B—”

      “Emi, I love you, but he and I won’t happen. I’d rather avoid his kind of attention.”

      “What do you mean by that?” How could my parents just stand by listening to her say that he forced himself on her? Were they not hearing the same thing?

      She rolled her eyes and waved me off. “Metaphorically, Hunter. I’d kick his ass—”

      “And I’ll break his neck.”

      “Language, Bailey,” Mom and I spoke at the same time.

      No one mentioned my slip; how inappropriate it was to demand liberties that weren’t mine. The anger and possessiveness in my immediate reaction stopped me cold.

      This was not the way a brother figure felt. Acted.

      I needed to remind myself that this was Bailey. Emily’s best friend Bailey.

      That I couldn’t see her that way. Had fought everything within me not to.

      She was the same sweet girl I once saw as a sister. She’s not so little anymore. Completely legal.

      Our eyes met once more, and the floor beneath my feet shifted. Things had changed. This couldn’t be happening again.

      This was not good. For either of us.

      Fuck.
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        Four Years Ago

      

      

      LETTING SOMEONE GO was never easy, but sometimes an unfortunate necessity.

      An unavoidable evil. It left a bitter taste in your mouth and tore you apart from the inside. Your stability was taken—rocked by knowing that they’d no longer be a part of your normal.

      Moreover, because it was the right thing to do, tonight, I let her go.

      Erica and I weren’t in love. It was more like we tolerated the other. We used each other; scratched the itch whenever we wanted. What we shared was not exciting or all consuming; it was just the comfortable knowledge of having someone.

      No pretenses or bullshit acts of foolish love. We just were. For years we just were.

      The perfect “it” couple to everyone on the outside.

      High-school sweethearts.

      Prom king and queen—the envy of everyone in our school. It was expected that we’d always be together.

      No one knew the truth. No one ever would.

      And now she’s gone. Would soon be on her way to college in Tennessee.

      Pulling into the curb, I turned the car off, got out, and then walked around back. I settled on an Adirondack chair, it groaned under my weight, legs scraping against the terra-cotta tiles around our pool.

      Silence surrounded me. Drowned me.

      My thoughts were running an endless marathon. Everything I knew and was accustomed to was no more. Tomorrow everything would change:

      Where I lived. Slept. Who I fucked.

      Every. Damn. Thing.

      For some reason that bothered me, and not because I suddenly realized that I cared for Erica. Because I didn’t. Not in that capacity.

      This restlessness I felt was about more than her. My frustration was due to the why that evaded me.

      Why did I feel miserable, instead of excited?

      Why was there a deep pang inside my chest?

      Graduating and leaving for college was normal. Heck, even the small sabbatical I’d planned to take before my first semester started wasn’t weird. No work or school. Just some downtime before the fall semester started.

      Plenty of people took a break between graduating high school and starting college. Mine would just be for a few short months until my nineteenth birthday.

      I wanted to let go, and once school started, I had to somewhat behave—allow minimal indulgences when it came to partying or sleeping with random women.

      Suddenly, the sound of the sliding glass door opening was heard faintly in the background, but no footsteps followed. I knew who it was before she opened her mouth.

      She always brought a slight smile to my face. “For Christmas I’m buying you a cowbell, little B.”

      Two thin arms wrapped themselves around my neck from behind. “Don’t be a jerk, Hunter.”

      “Just speaking the truth, kid.” At my words, she huffed and smacked my shoulder. It stung a tiny bit. “Why so violent?”

      “Call me a kid again, and I’ll knee you.” Bailey walked around me and placed herself in my line of sight. Hand on her hip, she stood over me with a glare. However, that mock anger evaporated at the sight of my somber expression. “What’s wrong? Talk to me.”

      Green eyes looked at me with such a soft expression that my chest ached—gave a harsh thump inside my chest, and I rubbed the spot. The truth of the situation was hitting me dead in the heart.

      Bailey and Emily were going to grow up without me here to protect them. Already beautiful, in a few years they’d make heads turn and dirty minds wander.

      I wouldn’t be here to punch out the first jerk-off who makes them cry.

      “Melancholy’s hitting me hard, little B. Nothing else.”

      “Make room,” she demanded, and I opened my arms for her. Within seconds, she’d placed herself on my lap with her head nestled into the crook of my neck.

      It was comforting

      This was something we’d done since we were young and needed to vent. Sit close and talk. Just be. Didn’t matter that I was considered an adult at eighteen—a high school graduate—while she’d just turned fifteen a few days ago.

      We were family.

      Close. Bailey had been as much my best friend as she was Emily’s.

      Since the age of seven when we met, she’d been my little confidant. The one person I could talk to that wouldn’t judge me.

      “Comfy?”

      “I am. Thank you so much for asking.” Her giggle was muffled by my shirt’s collar.

      “Brat,” I muttered under my breath, but she heard and elbowed me hard. Immediately, I wrapped an arm around her midsection and held tight, making it impossible for her to move and try to hit me again. “Behave, or I’ll toss you in. I hear the drowned-rat look is all the rage in those girly magazines you and my sister worship.”

      “Do it, and I’ll shave your eyebrows at night while you sleep.”

      I threw in a dramatic gasp. “You wouldn’t dare. I’m too handsome.”

      She raised her head and tilted it to the side. “Want to bet?”

      “Truce?” Because there was no doubt in my mind that she’d do it, too. That slightly crazed look in her eyes confirmed as much.

      “Thought so.” Bailey snorted and then resettled on my lap. “Now, enough with the distractions, Hunter. Talk to me. What put that sour look on your face?”

      “Erica and I—”

      “Why am I not surprised this involves her,” she interrupted, her tone dripping disdain.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” Gently, I pushed her back so I could look into those expressive green gems. Bailey had a poker face like no other, but her eyes gave her away every time. To me, they were like an open book. “Please explain. You never disliked Erica before.”

      Rolling her eyes, she resettled her stare away from me. “Always so defensive when it comes to your precious girlfriend.”

      I didn’t correct her. Something about the way she said “girlfriend” worried me.

      My ex never liked little B. but to my knowledge had never shown the distaste. I’d warned her to be very careful in how she treated Bailey.

      With a finger under her chin, I tilted her face up to meet my eyes. “Wait a minute, sweetheart. Where’s all this animosity coming from?”

      “Never mind. Forget I said anything.” Shoulders dropping, she made a move to stand. “Let’s pretend this never happened.”

      That wouldn’t do.

      With my arm still anchored around her waist, I pulled her tighter to me. We were almost chest to chest, and it was at that moment that it truly hit me: her body had developed into that of a young woman in the last year.

      I felt her curves molding themselves against my harsher planes, my over six-foot frame dwarfing her petite stature; something I loved in the girls I dated.

      Tiny enough to manipulate to my liking.

      A curvaceous doll.

      And for as much as the thought perturbed me: we fit perfectly. There was no denying that.

      Bailey isn’t rebound material. Too young. Quit—

      Little B. shifted, and that subtle scent of sweet vanilla creme infiltrated my senses, causing me to utter a low groan. Something she didn’t realize.

      What the hell is wrong with me? She’s like a sister.

      “...going to bed.” Lost in my head, I missed the beginning of what she’d said. Bailey pushed herself off my chest; my hold had slackened, and she’d used it to her advantage. Had taken a few steps back.

      Our eyes met, and she looked worried for some reason.

      Hiding something.

      I stood up and she moved again—took a few paces backwards.

      “Stop,” I demanded, ignoring my body’s reaction to hers. The sudden closeness. The now gaping separation. “I’m not mad at you. Ignore my asshole mood...” especially this confusing interaction “...and talk to me. Why am I just hearing about your objection to her? Did something happen between you two?”

      “I’m tired and grouchy. Ignore it.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “Leave it alone, Hunter.”

      “Last chance...” I trailed off. Bailey didn’t heed my warning and took another step back. This was my chance. We were almost to the edge of the pool when I decided to say fuck it.

      Before she could realize her mistake, I’d launched myself at her and we tumbled into the deep end of the pool. A scream bubbled out of her before we dipped beneath the surface of the warm water, and she kicked my shin.

      Fought against my hold to break free.

      I never wavered, and we came up intertwined to the surface.

      Jesus, I knew that I should pull away. That the way I was touching her could be considered inappropriate, but it couldn’t be stopped. No matter what my mind screamed, the rest of me refused to accept its advice.

      Even soaking wet and spluttering like a fish, she was truly a beautiful girl. Her wet hair looked like ink floating in the water. Those green eyes shone bright, the pool’s lighting catching the different jewel tones in them.

      Her lips were pouty. Fuller than I ever remember noticing them to be.

      “What the hell is wrong with you!” Bailey screamed; she’d managed to get one arm free and was beating my upper back with her tiny fist.

      Not a clue. “Warned you, B.” No matter what, she’d never know of the southern turn my thoughts had taken.

      Eyes narrowed, she hit me again. “Asshole.”

      I returned the glare and dug my fingers into her hip. “Don’t curse. You know I hate that on you.”

      “Don’t throw me in the water,” was hissed from between clenched teeth in rebuttal.

      “How about you don’t hide shit from me then,” I snapped back, releasing her for a minuscule second—a moment she took advantage of by putting some distance between us.

      “Then quit dating vapid girls that treat me like shit.” It left her on a whisper, but I heard her loud and clear.

      “Bailey.” Every muscle in my body locked into place at her confession. Anger loomed in the periphery of my subconscious, but I kept it there. Didn’t let it seep into my actions. Didn’t want to push her further away. “When? Please, tell me how it happened?”

      Ignoring my questions, she walked back over and jammed a finger into my chest. “I’m not beneath them, you know. Just because I have a crush on...” Bailey slapped a hand over her mouth, face shocked at the outburst. It was as though she’d let something slip she didn’t want known.

      “A crush on who?” That sudden revelation rocked me where I stood. Jealousy pulsed, and confusion reigned.

      I needed the motherfucking who, what, and when, or I’d go insane. For some reason, I didn’t like the thought of my little B. dating.

      “God, you are so clueless at times.” Her hand—which had stopped poking and was now grasping my wet T-shirt—released the stretched fabric. She left it there, though, right over my heart. It beat faster beneath her fingertips. “Always looking, but never in the right direction.”

      “Give me his name.” My lips parted, and she followed the quick swipe of my tongue over them with her eyes.

      “Take a wild guess.” Pulling herself closer, Bailey’s mouth was a few inches from mine. Her slim fingers wound themselves into my hair. Jesus, this was so wrong. She’s fifteen, and I’m now considered an adult. “It’s not that complicated.”

      I breathed in her next exhale. “What’re you doing?”

      She hovered but made no move to come closer. “Waiting.”

      “For what?” It left me on a shaky breath. She couldn’t be talking about me.

      No. No.

      It’s a crush. Just a crush...

      “On you to regain your sight. That, or disappoint me. Either way, I’ll have my answer.”

      It took everything within me to resist the pull of her lips so close to my own. Instead, I brought her hands down and held them in my grasp.

      Then, I took a few steps back. Again, she made no move.

      Didn’t so much as blink when I squeezed them once and let them fall between us. “I’m sorry—”

      “Don’t be. I’m not.” Green eyes locked on mine; she smiled and then moved past me toward the small ladder on the left side of the pool. She was a few feet away when she paused, took in a deep breath, and let it out slowly. “Erica didn’t deserve your commitment or affection, Hunter. She was a bitch, plain and simple, and yet you forgave it all. Ignored the rude looks and snide comments she sent your sister and me. By the way, we forgive you for that.”

      I turned around, giving her my back. “Give me a minute, B. Just a minute.” Closing my eyes, I took in a deep breath trying to ignore the painful way my heart clenched inside my chest.

      Bailey carried on as if I hadn’t spoken. “Just make sure that the next woman you’re with makes you happy. Deliriously so, and I’ll do the same with whatever guy I choose. Good luck.”

      “This is too much, Little B. Let me think...” Suddenly, her lips were pressed against the center of my cotton-covered back, cutting off my reply. Pleasure zipped through my every nerve ending—goose bumps broke across my now sensitive flesh and once again, my cock jerked within its confines.

      She’d rendered me a confused mess.

      “You’ll have the rest of your life to think, Hunter. Goodnight.” And then, with one final kiss, she pulled back, and I felt empty all over again.
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