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      For all those afraid of the dark, it doesn’t always hide monsters.

      For the man I’d gladly get in the closet with. Mr.C, you don’t need seven minutes to rock my world, you do it every second you love me.
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      Cassie clamped her jaw and clenched her fists. She would not rise to the Neanderthal in front of her. Lil had been gone only an hour and already this giant was throwing his weight around. Lillian McDermott may be her best friend and done Cassie a huge favor when she agreed to be the first to host the new line of adult parties run by Are You Game?, but that didn’t mean Cassie, or her team, could be anything except professional. This was still a job.

      A job that could break her company’s good reputation or send it skyrocketing. She’d do anything to continue the success of Are You Game?, and if it meant putting up with the head of McDermott Security—aka Mr. Muscles—then Cassie would suck it up and deal.

      Taking a deep breath, she focused her mind on her job—on making Lillian McDermott’s farewell bash the party of the year. Calmer, Cassie tilted her head up and met eyes as black as coal and just as cold. It made her pause, the darkness lurking in that piercing gaze. He stood almost a foot taller than her, and if she were a simpering female, she might actually be afraid of the menacing giant. But Cassandra Moreland had never been simpering or particularly female. Growing up with five older brothers had fixed that.

      She drew in another deep breath and let it out slowly. “Look. I know Lil left you and your team to oversee the rest of the night, but it’s me and my team that are in charge of this event and the cleanup. I’d appreciate it if you and your men stay out of our way.”

      “Cassie.”

      Her eyes narrowed. Oh, how she hated that placating tone men used when they were trying to reason with a difficult woman. “Don’t take that tone with me.” She stepped closer.

      His eyes flashed. Fire lit up the dark depths for a split second before he blinked and cut the emotion—if that’s what it was—off. Not one to back down, Cassie pushed to her toes and got as close to in his face as she could without getting a stepladder. Her chest brushed his and the zing that shot through her system couldn’t be mistaken for anything but desire. Cassie’s breath stalled in her lungs and whatever words she’d been about to blast him with died on her tongue.

      Holy shit!

      She sank back to her heels, but before they touched the floor, he shot out his hands and grabbed her elbows.

      “Oh no, don’t back down now, Cass.” He used his grip to pull her back against him. “Not when things are just getting interesting.”

      They eyed each other for long moments, and Cassie had the impression he was sizing her up—testing her mettle—before making another move. She wasn’t sure what to do or think. For a start, he was manhandling her. That hadn’t happened since she was in the eighth grade and Malcolm Birmingham had gotten a little too fresh on their first date. But unlike then, she didn’t bring her knee up to rearrange the giant’s groin. No, she wanted to reach down and cup it.

      Oh boy.

      He leaned closer, his lips a breath from hers. “Do you really want me to stay out of your way?”

      Oh God.

      Cassie’s mouth went dry. The man held her spellbound, and she didn’t even know his name. She darted her tongue out to wet her lips, except he was so close the tip slid over his full bottom lip before retreating into her mouth. They both sucked in a sharp breath and Cassie’s eyes widened, her heart thudding as his dark gaze bore into hers. His nostrils flared and air streamed across her face as he inhaled and exhaled in a gusty breath.

      He smelled of peppermint, and she was reminded of when she was little and her grandma would sneak her chewing gum when her parents weren’t looking. It made her feel safe—loved—and didn’t that just blow her mind.

      “Cassie?” Her head snapped around to find Dan standing beside them. “Everything okay?”

      “Um…” She had no clue what to tell her second-in-charge.

      “No problem,” the giant said as he lowered her feet to the floor and set her away from him. “We were just trying to hear each other without yelling.”

      Cassie’s eyes met those breath-stealing dark orbs once more and a frisson of heat arrowed through her belly. “Ah, yeah, um, just sorting out the remainder of the evening.”

      “Right, well we’re out of scotch, vodka and tequila. Oh, and the last of the finger food is being circulated as we speak,” Dan said.

      “We’re out of food?” she asked, turning her attention back to Dan.

      “Not quite yet.” Dan watched a waiter pass by, the silver tray he carried half-empty. “But it won’t be long.”

      “That’s okay. We’re winding things down anyway.” Cassie turned back to face Mr. Muscles. “We’ll start shutting down the bars.”

      He crossed his arms over his massive chest and Cassie tried really hard not to ogle the mouth-watering pecs hidden beneath his tight black shirt. When she brought her gaze up to meet his, it was to find one dark brow arched and a look on his face that clearly said he was pleased he’d gotten his way.

      Damn the man. She hated to give an inch to anyone, and if it weren’t for the prospect of being in the house with no food or alcohol and a bunch of demanding partiers, she’d never bow to his demands to shut the party down and usher everyone out. The plan had been to allow the evening to come to a natural end, only now it appeared as though he’d be getting his way.

      With no small amount of frustration and anger, Cassie added, “We’ll start cleanup, you and your men stay out of our way.” She spun on her heel and, spine and shoulders straight, marched off, praying no one could see her shaking. The giant specimen of seething testosterone set her on edge, the least of which was the blade of arousal she felt for a man whose name she didn’t know.
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        * * *

      

      Lucas Wilhelm watched Cassandra Moreland walk away. The word ‘run’ slid through his mind, but Cassie wasn’t the type of woman to run from anything—or anyone. Hell, if he didn’t know better he’d think she actually had a set of balls in those sexy black pants of hers.

      A smile tugged at his mouth and it took more than the usual effort to keep his face impassive. He was going to enjoy tangling with little Miss In Charge. Surveying the crowd, Luc doubted she’d be getting anyone out of here anytime soon. Not without pulling the fire alarm and starting the sprinkler system. Eyeing the couple in the far corner, he wondered if a drenching wasn’t exactly what this party needed.

      There were sweaty half-naked bodies all over the house. All gyrating to the pounding beat of the music thumping through the wireless speakers in a very adult bump and grind that was more sex than dance. Luc shook his head and moved through the room toward the front of the house. He spotted two of his men and motioned them over to give them orders.

      “Where do you want us, boss?”

      “I need the backyard and deck cleared. Herd everyone into the house and close the doors behind them.” If they could slowly push everyone out the front door it would help Cassie, not that he expected her to be happy with him lending a hand. His lips curled. He looked forward to the argument they would surely have in the next little while. “And when you’re done out there, start moving everyone into the front rooms.”

      “On it, Mr. Wilhelm.”

      Luc hated it when his men called him Mr. Wilhelm. It always gave him the urge to look over his shoulder for his father. Stifling the action, he nodded at the two men and continued through to the front door. Two more of his men stood either side of the wide-open double doors as though they were sentries stopping anyone from escaping, except he wanted the guests to get away.

      “You two, upstairs. Start clearing out all the rooms. And check the closets.” Lord knows what games people were playing up there. So far he’d seen more than one he’d played himself back when getting a hot piece of ass was all he was about. Of course, those days were long gone. In fact, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d wanted to get his hands on any ass. Well, not before one pint-sized brunette went toe-to-toe with him, anyway.

      Another smile tugged at his lips, and Luc marveled at the emotion one small woman could drag out of him when men twice her size couldn’t make him so much as twitch.

      He glanced at his watch. Two minutes after two. Time to put party shutdown into overdrive. Stalking through the downstairs rooms, Luc found each of his men and sent them out to move the crowd along. It was similar to herding sheep. En masse, they surged into the front of the house, filling the areas to breathing room only.

      In twos and threes, sometimes more, they began to disappear out the front door and into the night. By the time Lachlan McDermott barreled into the living room, steam shooting from his ears, the place was down to half the number of occupants there had been when Luc first arrived.

      The boss wasn’t happy. And the silence that filled the house when Lachlan yanked out the DJ’s power cables hurt Luc’s ears. He swiftly made his way over to the man who personally signed his paycheck.

      “Where’s Lucas?” Lachlan growled at one of McDermott Security’s men.

      “Right behind you, boss,” Luc answered.

      Lachlan spun around. “Where’s Mac?”

      “He took Ms. McDermott off site about an hour ago. Maybe more.” Luc steeled himself. He had no doubt Lachlan wouldn’t be happy with Mackenzie and Lillian’s whereabouts.

      “Off site? During a party Lil is responsible for?”

      Luc nodded and kept his expression bland. He didn’t want to give Lachlan McDermott any reason to stop signing those checks. “Mr. Harris arranged for my team to take charge. I’ve been monitoring the situation.”

      Numerous emotions flashed across Lachlan’s face while he glanced around the room. Bringing his gaze back to Luc he said, “Get ’em out. All of them.”

      Inclining his head once more, Luc gave the only reply he could. “Consider it done, boss.”

      The fact Lachlan turned and strode from the room without a backward glance told Luc that not only was his pay safe but he was trusted to do the job given him. Breathing a little easier, he turned to the man on his right. “You heard the boss. Get ’em out.”

      His employee spun into action and Luc went in search of Cassie. She would not be pleased when he informed her they were shutting down effective immediately. He’d be a liar if he said the swirling in his gut wasn’t excitement. But going toe-to-toe with Cassandra Moreland had more than his stomach churning. The tightness in his pants hadn’t escaped his notice either.

      And wasn’t that an interesting development. He didn’t usually go for bossy, confrontational females. Or ones that didn’t even come up to his chin. Luc scrubbed a hand over his stubbled jaw. This evening was turning out to be far more entertaining than he’d ever expected.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie was loading empty bottles into a recycling bag when someone grabbed her arm and propelled her across the kitchen, forcing her to jog or fall on her face. “Hey!”

      “We need to talk.”

      Great. Mr. Muscles was manhandling her again. Yanking on her arm proved ineffective in gaining freedom from his vise-like grip, so she swung her full weight to the left and slammed into his rock-hard chest. Air burst from her lungs. Holy shit. The man was made of steel. Her brain rattled and any protest she might have uttered vibrated right off the thought train and into the fog this man’s presence seemed to bring.

      Dammit. She was a highly intelligent woman who ran her own business. Why the hell couldn’t she think of anything other than exploring the slab of muscle she was currently plastered to? And it wasn’t just her hands itching to wander new territory either.

      Before she could ponder that thought any further he’d maneuvered them into the walk-in pantry and closed the door. For a heartbeat, the room remained pitch black, then he bumped his shoulder against the wall and eye-straining fluorescent brilliance flooded the area. His hands spanned her waist and it took her a second to realize he’d carried her the last few steps and still held her off the floor. She was eye level with his mouth.

      The very mouth she’d inadvertently caught a taste of earlier. The one she wanted to take a bigger sample of now.

      Cassie swallowed, her throat dry, and fought the urge to lean in to seize the kiss she craved. She moved her gaze up his slightly crooked nose and met those dark, dark eyes. Her heart kicked. How had she ever thought his eyes were cold? Heat turned the brown—not black as she’d previously thought—irises into molten pools of hunger that flared hotter as their gazes connected. She gasped. The beat of her heart stepped up double-time and she went soft in places she hadn’t thought about in a long time. Who was this man and what the fuck was he doing to her?

      “W-who are you?” Her voice came out a timid whisper, but she couldn’t summon the energy or desire to be offended by her sudden lack of backbone.

      “You know who I am.”

      His deep voice rumbled in her ears and sent shockwaves of sensation skittering over her skin. A shiver slid down her spine as warmth flickered into flame in her belly. She licked her lips. “No. No, I don’t.”

      “Cass,” he whispered as he moved closer. “I’m the man who’s going to bring you to your knees.”

      Oh God.

      He brushed her lips with his, the move slow and steady, allowing plenty of time for her to turn away. Only she didn’t. Instead, she moved into him. Met him halfway and took as much as she gave.

      They didn’t ease into the kiss—they dove deep. He thrust his tongue against hers, caressed and teased until she was panting for breath and thinking they had way too many clothes on.

      Cassie tilted her head and moaned when he took advantage of the better angle. The kiss went on and on. Each slide, each lick, each nip, drove her further into the sexual haze surrounding them.

      He dug his fingers into her waist as he tightened his grip and crushed her against him. Her breasts pressed into solid muscle, her nipples going taut on contact with the hot wall of his chest. She tore her mouth from his and gasped for breath only to lose any hope of breathing normally when he trailed his lips over her chin and down her neck. He sucked and nibbled, devouring every centimeter of skin left bare above her collar. Every nerve ending buzzed until her blood hummed with the all-consuming lust flooding her system.

      Cassie tangled her fingers in his hair, the silky strands curling around them as though tying her to him. She didn’t remember wrapping her arms around him. Didn’t remember hooking her legs around his waist either, but she couldn’t deny she was currently covering him like shrink-wrap. He bucked his hips and his very impressive erection pressed into her sex.

      There was no stopping her hips from thrusting back, from grinding her clit on the hard length of his cock in her search for relief. For more. With a growl, his mouth came back to hers and she lost herself in the sublime talent of his tongue.

      He slid his hands up her sides, his thumbs coming to rest on the lower curve of her breasts, and another growl rumbled through his chest as she wiggled in an attempt to move his hands higher. He didn’t disappoint.

      With skill, he maneuvered those big hands between them and cupped her full mounds in his palms. Her nipples throbbed and she arched her back, pressing her breasts deeper into his hold. She needed more. So much more. Cassie sucked his tongue into her mouth and then slowly let it out, raking her teeth along the sides as she did. The pounding of her heart echoed in her ears and through her body, thumping with a bone-jarring intensity.

      He tore his mouth from hers and growled, “Fuck.”

      She couldn’t catch her breath, couldn’t fathom the change when he tried to push her away. “What?”

      His dark gaze met hers, his chest heaving as he dragged in air. “There’s someone banging on the door.”

      “What?”

      He lowered his forehead to rest it on hers. “There’s someone knocking on the door behind me.”

      Cassie’s lust-fogged brain took another second to comprehend the meaning of his words, but when it did mortification swamped her. She was in a client’s pantry making out with a guy she didn’t know. With a groan, she closed her eyes and dropped her head to the side, butting her brow against his shoulder.

      How could she forget where she was and what she was supposed to be doing? And why the hell was she still wrapped around this stranger like a wet Speedo on a Bondi lifesaver? A shiver rolled over her.

      Oh, so not the right analogy to be thinking. She should be concentrating on getting herself off. Another shiver rippled through her. Oh God, not off off. Cassie dropped her legs and tried to unravel her arms from the giant’s neck. But her feet didn’t touch the floor and his large hands on her waist held her prisoner against him. Her heart raced with residual arousal and the embarrassment of her recent behavior, while her mind spun in circles in search of what to say.

      “Cass.”

      Damn. The man knew how to use his voice to make her sit up and take notice. She never knew her name could render her senseless with desire. Except the way he said it, in that deep, gravely tone, made her insides not only sit up but dance a little jig too. Cassie swallowed over the lump in her throat and blurted out the first words that came to mind.

      “I don’t even know your name.” Heat scorched her face. She’d spent the last few minutes locked in a pantry making out with a stranger. It was the one game she hadn’t put on tonight’s list—not that it had stopped some of the guests from playing it.

      7 Minutes in Heaven.

      Only seven minutes was nowhere near long enough with the man who held her in his arms. And altogether too long for her peace of mind.
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      Luc relaxed the muscles in his arms and did the one thing he really didn’t want to. He set Cassie on her feet. Whoever had been hammering on the door had stopped, but the damage was done. Regret was written all over her pretty face. Scrubbing a hand over his stubbled jaw, he drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly.

      “Luc,” he said

      Cassie’s gaze met his, one delicate eyebrow arched.

      “My name. It’s Lucas Wilhelm. I’m head of McDermott Security, a position I’ve held for ten years.” Luc added the last part in the hope of reassuring her.

      “Oh. Um, well…” She lowered her eyes, hiding the uncertainty swirling in their honey-colored depths.

      Placing two fingers under her chin, he tipped her head back until her gaze met his once more. “Don’t back down now, Cass. Where’s the woman who’s fought me for control for the last couple of hours gone?”

      She shook her head, dislodging his fingers. “She just had common sense kissed right out of her.”

      The small smile tugging at the corner of her mouth pulled at his gut and eased his mind. He hadn’t been sure at first, but now he didn’t doubt she’d bounce back from their mind-numbing lip-lock. Luc had expected they’d be explosive, he just hadn’t realized how unstable their chemistry was. He’d have to keep his hands off her until they were in more suitable surroundings or they’d find themselves sans clothes. There was one sure-fire way to keep her at a distance though. Strip her of control.

      “As of now, this party is over.”

      “What?” Her eyes narrowed to slits.

      If looks could kill, the one she aimed his way would slice him to ribbons, and Luc figured she’d used it to de-ball many a man before him. Good thing he’d spent years developing a tough exterior. Although she’d found a way under his skin already, he wasn’t about to cower before her hostile stare. Luc embraced the hum in his veins. The zap delivered courtesy of her returning ballsy attitude. He’d never gone looking for a fight. Sure he’d been in plenty, but he’d never started one. Except now. With Cassie. And there was no denying the thrill thrumming in his blood. He was more than looking forward to their combat. He was eager for it to begin.

      “As you can hear, there’s no longer music blasting through the house and that’s thanks to Lachlan McDermott ripping out power cables. If I were you, I wouldn’t be surprised when your DJ files a damage report and insurance claim.” Luc smiled as a growl rumbled in her throat. He’d never heard that particular sound from a woman, and he’d certainly never found it a turn on coming from any man, but there was no mistaking the tightening of his sac or the hardening of his cock.

      “Damn men.” Cassie shoved past him and flung open the door, using it to push him out of the way.

      Before he got his head in gear and made it out from behind the door, she’d disappeared into the kitchen. With long strides, Luc followed only to witness her sexy ass vanish through the far doorway. Covering the distance in seconds, he found his men doing as he’d ordered. Between them and Cassie’s staff, the guests were quickly being ushered from the house in a tidal wave of drunkenness.

      His search for Cassie was hindered by the surge of bodies moving toward the front door. With his chances to spot her zero he let himself be swept up in the tide. When he reached the front yard, hire cars and drivers lined the street. Inebriated partiers tumbled into backseats, car doors slammed and departing vehicles were quickly swallowed up by the night.

      With the party down to the last few stragglers, he turned back to the house determined to find Cassie while his men dealt with the remaining guests. He found her back in the kitchen. Leaning his shoulder against the doorframe, he folded his arms, crossed one ankle over the other and watched as she gave orders while packing box after box with glasses.

      The image of efficiency, her movements were economical and fluid, her speed and accuracy proving she’d done this a thousand times before. Luc relaxed and enjoyed the view. His pants grew snug and he had to shift his stance to alleviate the pressure on his hardening cock.

      She turned and stared straight at him. Her gaze traveled from his face to his toes and back again, the slow survey like a physical caress, and a shaft of heat speared his groin. A knowing smile graced her mouth and more fire exploded in his crotch as he remembered the taste of those lips. He pushed off the wall and angled his body so the evidence of his arousal wouldn’t be so blatant. Cassie’s gaze dipped and her smile grew, sending the heat in his groin licking along his veins until he burned from top to bottom—inside out.

      The woman was dangerous, she poked at every nerve he had and flayed them raw without trying. Luc couldn’t wait to have her beneath him.

      “Are you going to stand there all night scaring my employees or are you planning to make yourself useful?”

      Luc jerked at her words. He’d thought for sure she’d continue to ignore him, and he smiled as he stepped toward her. Her next words stopped him in his tracks.

      “Oh wait, that’s right, you don’t take orders. You give them.”

      His gaze narrowed, the burst of anger he felt a total overreaction, but then every emotion involving Cassandra Moreland was exaggerated. The smart-aleck grin on her face didn’t help either. Nor the fact she was just as averse to taking orders as he was. It wasn’t as though he couldn’t take them. It was more that he normally delivered them. He could take direction just as well as the next guy. He’d taken an order from Lachlan McDermott, hadn’t he? And Cassie definitely couldn’t talk. She was exactly the same if their recent interaction was anything to go by.

      “Pot, meet Kettle,” Luc mumbled.

      Her shoulders straightened. “What did you call me?”

      “You heard.” He walked closer. “We’re two peas in a pod, Cass, and you know it.”

      “Bullshit.” She slammed the plastic lid on the tub in front of her and snapped the locking handles into place with unnecessary force. “I can take orders.”

      “Really?” Luc leaned on the bench that separated them. “Prove it.”

      Cassie’s eyes widened before they reduced to narrow slits and his insides clenched. God, why did her anger get him off? And why the hell did he continue to poke at her? The suddenness of her smile didn’t bode well, but Luc waited with bated breath for her next words. She didn’t disappoint him.

      “On one condition.”

      “What?”

      “You do the same.”

      Oh, this was going to be good. Inwardly he smiled, but he didn’t let any of his excitement at her obvious capitulation to his challenge show. “Deal.”

      “Wait, we haven’t worked out the terms.”

      “That’s the easy part. We’ll each take orders from the other for twenty-four hours.” Luc couldn’t help it, he upped the ante. Leaning forward, he brought his face inches from hers. His gaze dropped to her lips and he watched as her tongue slipped out to slide along the plump pink flesh he wanted to taste again so badly he ached with it. “For a whole day, anything I tell you to do, you do and vice versa.”
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        * * *

      

      Cassie sucked in a breath. He couldn’t be suggesting what she thought. “You don’t mean…”

      “Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean.”

      She glanced around to make sure no one was listening. “You can’t expect me to agree to this. You’re basically propositioning me.”

      Lucas laughed. “Nice to know where your mind is, but I don’t recall mentioning sex.”

      Damn. He was right, he hadn’t mentioned sex, but he’d definitely implied it, what with the way he kept looking at her. Or was it because her mind had been on a continuous loop of imagined pleasure with Lucas ever since their kiss in the pantry? Fantasies of being naked with him had plagued her from the moment she’d walked away.

      She couldn’t help it, they might not have done much more than kiss, but her body had shot straight to overheated and stayed there. Her recent lack of a sex-life might have something to do with her fixation with the sexily muscled giant in front of her too. God, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d had a man-delivered orgasm, and he’d promised to deliver one with only his lips.

      Cassie took a calming breath—or at least she hoped the lungful of oxygen would be—and let her mind clear of carnal thoughts so she could at least weigh the pros and cons of being what effectively was this man’s slave for twenty-four hours. If he had no intention of moving their little challenge into the bedroom then she could deal with any order he gave.

      At least she thought she could. Hopefully he wouldn’t get her to clean his bathroom. She didn’t do boys’ toilets anymore. She’d spent her teenage years sharing one bathroom with five brothers and not one of them had ever cleaned up after themselves.

      Or aimed straight.

      She studied the man on the other side of the counter. If he wasn’t planning to take this arrangement into the sexual arena then what was his agenda? Could she trust him to keep his word if she agreed?

      “What’s wrong, Cass? You afraid you can’t handle me telling you what to do?”

      Hah! “I can handle anything you dish out. Question is, can you say the same?”

      Cassie hoped he couldn’t see through her tough-girl act, because in spite of a lifetime spent being scared of nothing, this man had her insides shaking and her nerves jittering with a healthy dose of fear.

      It wasn’t the thought of taking orders that had her worried either. Her brothers had bossed her around for as long as she could remember, so she knew she was capable of putting up with Lucas telling her what to do. She was more concerned about her traitorous libido.

      The electricity arcing between them was enough to light up the entire city of Sydney for a month. But she’d be damned if she’d let him get the better of her.

      He chuckled. “No question. It would take more than some little woman to scare me.”

      A growl rumbled in her chest. “Did you just call me a little woman?”

      Lucas shrugged. “If the shoe fits.”

      Oh boy. That did it. She’d spent her whole life proving her size didn’t matter. She might be average height for a female, but in a household of extra-tall individuals that hadn’t made a difference. As the shortest, she’d endured every tease imaginable from her brothers, and hearing Lucas refer to her as ‘little’ only tweaked her need to prove she packed as big of a punch as he did.

      “Fine.” She stuck out her hand. “When do you want to start?”

      “Now’s as good a time as any.” His large hand engulfed hers.

      “I’m in charge first.”

      He arched an eyebrow.

      “I’ve got a job tomorrow, and Dan was going to help me but now you will.”

      His other eyebrow joined the first, his eyes widening. “A party?” he asked as he glanced around them.

      “Don’t worry. It’s not an adults-only one.” Cassie smiled. “I’m sure you’ll be fine. It’s a birthday party.”

      “Oh.” Relief filled his face as he smiled.

      Cassie had to hold back her laughter. She wasn’t about to inform him he’d be spending six hours with a bunch of pink-tutu-wearing five-year-olds helping them make jewelry from tiny glass beads. “I’ll give you my work address and you can meet me there in the morning to help me load up the supplies.”

      “I thought we were starting now.”

      “Oh, but I thought…” What had she thought? Cassie had just assumed they’d start in the morning; they were both still working after all.

      “Okay, how about this.” Lucas glanced at his watch. “We start the clock ticking when we finish up here. You get me for twenty-four hours, then I get you for twenty-four.”

      He held her with a look that sent shivers down her spine. “But when I finish here I’m going home to catch a couple of hours sleep before I have to prep for tomorrow’s party.”

      “So will I.” He grinned and Cassie’s stomach fluttered. “You can get me to massage your feet before you hit the sack.”

      Cassie gulped. Good God, that wasn’t all she’d like him to massage, and most of what she was thinking would be done after she hit the sack. “You’re coming home with me?”

      “Yep. Twenty-four hours is twenty-four hours.” Lucas locked his gaze to hers, his stare and stance clearly telegraphing the words I dare you to back out.

      She wasn’t stupid by a long shot, but Cassie may have just made the dumbest deal of the century with a man who had already proven he could scramble her brain with a mere kiss.
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        * * *

      

      Luc watched myriad emotions flicker across Cassie’s face before she straightened her spine and yanked her hand from his. How either of them had forgotten to let go before now was a mystery. Then again maybe not.

      His hand felt cold without hers tucked inside it and the heat her touch generated still zipped up his arm and through his body, hitting every erogenous zone he had. He slipped his thumb through a belt loop and shoved his fingers into his front pocket, which only made the fit of his slacks tighter and his semi-hard cock even more uncomfortable. He removed his hand and placed it on the counter, palm down, and leaned forward. The urge to kiss her fired his nerve endings and scorched his veins with molten lust.

      What was it about Cassandra Moreland that sparked such an incendiary reaction?

      Luc couldn’t recall any other woman having such an instant or profound effect on him. In fact, he couldn’t remember the last woman to have any kind of effect on him other than annoyance. He’d never been one to make close connections with anyone. It came with the job.

      Being head of security meant he had to be available twenty-four-seven, and the women he met in his line of work were usually the shallow money-grubbing kind of individual, and therefore even if he’d found his interest piqued by a woman she was unlikely to want anything to do with a lowly bodyguard.

      Of course, there were the few who wanted to take a tumble between the sheets with a dangerous man, but they tended to have their curiosity satisfied fairly quickly.

      He’d left one-night stands behind him sometime in his twenties. At thirty-eight he was extremely discriminatory about his choice of bed partner. He wasn’t in it just to get his rocks off. That type of dalliance left him unsatisfied and more often than not feeling selfish, used and disgusted with himself and the woman he was with. Might explain why he couldn’t remember the last woman he’d had sex with.

      If he had his way that dry spell was about to be broken, but not this weekend. Luc wouldn’t use their challenge to get Cassie into bed. No. When he slept with her it would be because they both wanted it with bone-deep need, not because either of them had ordered the other there.

      And the quicker they got this place cleared out, the quicker he could work his magic and have her panting for him. He wasn’t delusional though, he knew full well that he’d be panting just as hard and looked forward to one very long weekend of temptation and anticipation with Cassandra Moreland.

      “I’ll get a couple of my men to give you a hand with the pack up,” he said.

      “What?” Cassie turned from the clipboard she was marking items off on. “My staff is more than capable of doing their job.”

      Luc smiled. “I didn’t say they couldn’t⁠—”

      “Then don’t imply it.” She squared her shoulders as though preparing for a fight.

      He held up his hands. “Whoa. All I’m doing is offering to help.”

      “Then offer, don’t order.” Her mouth stretched into a straight line, her lips pressed together, and Luc wanted to lean over and tease his tongue along the seam until she softened and the harsh lines were plump and wet.

      “Fine.” He pulled his thoughts out of his pants and tried a different track. “It’s two-thirty a.m., give yourself and your staff a break by allowing me and my men to help you finish out the night. I’m sure everyone is more than ready to head home. You’ve been here since two this afternoon.”

      Cassie’s eyes narrowed and she crossed her arms over her ample bosom, drawing his gaze. “Could you not ogle me while we’re arguing? And how the hell do you know what time I got here? Have you been spying on me?”

      Luc brought his gaze up to meet hers. “We’re arguing?”

      “That’s all you heard?”

      “Well, no, but it was certainly the part that got my attention. As for the other, no, you aren’t being spied on, but the McDermotts’ security is the highest priority and therefore anything pertaining to them I know about.”

      “Anything?” She arched a brow.

      “Yes.”

      “So you know that Lil quit modeling?”

      “Yes.” Luc quickly surveyed the space around them and judged the area safe. He knew he wouldn’t be telling Cassie anything Lillian McDermott hadn’t already divulged. “I also know all about her children’s clothing label, Lilli Pond, and next month’s launch of her signature fragrance, Golden Lilli.”

      “Oh.”

      “It’s my job, Cass. I take it and the safety of those under my protection very seriously.” He placed his hands on the counter and leaned closer. “Now, will you let me and my men help you? You can give us orders and I won’t even count the time toward our little weekend challenge.”

      She chewed the corner of her bottom lip. Her white teeth worrying the flesh until it turned a deep red caused Luc’s groin to tighten.

      “Fine. I could use some help loading these boxes into the back of the van in the driveway.”

      Luc smiled as satisfaction slid through his belly. She might not like taking his help, but she wasn’t stubborn enough to refuse it to prove a point. He just hoped the rest of their time together would run as smoothly.
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