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Lawyer Josslyn Wynn’s sharp manner and workaholic lifestyle make landing a man unlikely. When Cameron Mackay ran out on Jossy’s pregnant housemate, she fought for a protection order to prevent him from seeing his son. When they meet months later at a dinner party his knowing grin and sexy suggestions scrape over her soul like sandpaper. 


It sticks in Cam’s gut to be forced to play nice with the bitter, beautiful lawyer but soon he sees he must re-assess everything he assumed about her, and everything he thought he wanted in his own casual, free-wheeling life. 


 


For more information about me and my books, visit http://www.krispearson.com


Sign up here for my newsletter and receive two FREE novels – the first ebooks in my Wellington and Heartlands series – plus my bear shifter novella ‘Sniffing Her Out’.


 


Love and thanks to Philip for the unfailing encouragement and computer un-snarling… and to Amanda Macleod and Donna Adams for their help with fertility information.


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is co-incidental. There are many beaches which could be Scarlet Bay, but it’s created from a combination of several where I’ve had happy holidays.


Copyright © 2017 by Kris Pearson


E-Book Distribution: XinXii


 www.xinxii.com


 [image: logo_xinxii]



 


Cover design by Robin Ludwig Design Inc.


www.gobookcoverdesign.com


 


All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the US Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without prior permission of the author.


If you’d like to read the first Scarlet Bay novel, HARD TO REGRET, or any of my other books, there’s a list of them all at the end.


 








Chapter 1 – Lift-off


Joss sliced the onions with the ease of long practice, enjoying the satisfying way her new German knife sank through their crisp flesh. She tossed the shreds into the expensive pan and gave it a shake to distribute them. Then she wiped the heels of her hands under her eyes to push a few onion-tears aside.


God, her life was rubbish. 


For the next few minutes she leaned on her counter top, gazing out over the dining area to the floor-to-ceiling glass sliders at the end of the apartment, oblivious to the magnificent view of the harbour and the clear summer sky with its few scudding white clouds. Why did none of it truly please her?


She had money to spare, cooking gadgets galore, and was making lamb vindaloo to avoid returning to the office and working on the Ashton case on a fine Saturday afternoon. Filling up time. Trying to feel fulfilled. What a cruel joke. 


Christmas was now less than a fortnight away – the worst time of year. Having no partner or children to include in her plans, she’d agreed to work until the day the law office closed. Well, agreed once the pressure was put on pretty hard. That was the trouble with family firms. Her boss, Uncle Harry, had taken his wife to an anniversary lunch up the coast today, and with him off the scene the other members of staff had also found reasons to take time off. Mice playing while the cat was away. Bree said their cousin, Ollie, had invited a girl for a scenic flight in his plane. Jossy wondered if they’d get as far as Scarlet Bay where her sister Anna currently was. Lovely Anna – always the first to volunteer when things needed doing. Right now she was sorting out family treasures, or possibly family rubbish, before the old beach cottage was demolished and a much better one was built on the same amazing beachfront land. 


And speak of the devil – a text from her, saying she’d decided to drive back to Wellington with someone called Jason. That was a surprise. There’d been no man in Anna’s life for a while now, although nowhere near as long as there hadn’t been a man in Josslyn’s. Hoping for company, Joss texted back ‘Curried lamb for dinner? Bring someone for me?’


Fat chance that would happen. Biting her bottom lip, she turned and gave the onions a stir, added chopped garlic, ginger and chillies, and started on the spices. She pounded away with her granite mortar and pestle as though she was smashing every bad thing in her life. Soon she’d reduced the toasted coriander seeds, cardamom, cumin seeds, whole cloves and black peppercorns to powder, and the amazing aromas conjured up visions of shimmering silk saris, prowling tigers, and lotus blossoms on tranquil lakes. 


Panting slightly, she shook her head at such fanciful dreams just as another text from Anna arrived. ‘See you at 7. His name is Cam.’


Joss’s heart did a deep double drumbeat, and she stared at the screen with trepidation. Cam? Campbell? Whoever he was, serious effort was now called for, and the deep enjoyment of preparing an impromptu dinner party warred with the nerve-wracking prospect of meeting a new man who might expect… things.


*


Josslyn Wynn.


The corners of Cam Mackay’s generous mouth pulled down at the thought of her.


The unseen, stuck up, know-it-all lawyer. How often had he planned vivid scenarios where she fell from bridges, or stepped under buses, or was struck by lightning, or chased by packs of rabid dogs?


Josslyn Wynn was the reason he’d spent many thousands of dollars trying to sort out false allegations and the non-molestation order so he’d gain at least some access to his own child. And now that very same lawyer had invited him to dinner? He was itching to surprise and disconcert the cooking-mad, lesbian feminist who’d wrecked his life. Every letter signed by her had cost him money or peace of mind.


He’d met her sister the previous evening without knowing it. Anna was his friend Jason’s new girl – pale hair, hot body, great legs. It was plain Jase was in, boots and all, even if Anna seemed somewhat out of his league with her diamond ear studs and classy manners. But you couldn’t blame a man for trying.


And now this. A summons – and that’s what it certainly felt like – to fill a dinner party ‘extra man’ role for the sister at very short notice. Unexpected, but far from unwelcome once he’d thought it through. A chance to even the scores, perhaps. To let her know, face-to-face, how much he despised someone like her. Someone who wrecked lives with her over-educated brain and a scrawled signature or two. Cam had always imagined she had a gold- plated pen with a little circle of diamonds around the end. A rich-girl pen. A step even further than her sister’s sparkling earrings.


After dropping Jason and Anna at the front of the high-rise, he shoe-horned the big old car into a park further down busy Cable Street and strolled back to tap the code into the apartment’s security pad. A few seconds later a female rasped, “Yes?” Even that one word sounded abrasive.


“It’s Cam,” he growled.


“Releasing it now. Come up to ten.”


He gave a mirthless laugh. Of course she wouldn’t be down among the traffic fumes. No doubt he’d helped finance the place.


He pushed through the heavy glass door to the lobby and it swung shut behind him with a sharp clunk when the magnetic lock re-engaged.  


‘Ground floor,’ the syrupy elevator voice announced. 


Cam had deliberately dressed with what he hoped was offensive casualness. Carrying the bundled-up remains of his birthday cake, and some beers in case he was expected to drink over-dry, mouth-shrinking wine, he stepped out onto the tenth floor. A seriously good acoustic guitar piece replaced the tinny elevator music, and he turned toward the sound. One of the other dinner guests stood at an open doorway. Her dark gold hair was tightly pinned up in a style his fingers wanted to tear down, her face was so perfect it looked Photoshopped, and her curvy body had been poured into a second-skin black dress.


His cock stirred, and he inhaled sharply. Why the fuck hadn’t he dressed up? Brought flowers instead of beers and a chunk of leftover cake? Had a decent shave?  He’d been so fixated on the thought of finally meeting Josslyn Wynn face to face he’d forgotten there might be other women here tonight who he could make a better impression on.


The greeter’s blue-eyed gaze tracked him as he approached, and she stood a little taller on her precarious heels. This tilted her rack quite deliciously for his inspection, and caused Cam to abandon his casual lope and draw himself up to his full six feet three. She’d do just fine if she wasn’t already spoken for.


“Josslyn Wynn,” she said, still holding his gaze, and offering him a hand tipped with burgundy fingernails.


Cam narrowed his eyes. No way. Not possible. He’d always pictured her as a sour-faced shrew in a prickly tweed skirt and ugly black glasses. 


After a second or two he recovered his wits. “Cameron,” he said, taking her hand as lust threaded further through his veins.


“Ferguson,” he added, sliding his big thumb over her much smaller one.


“Duncan…” He paused.


“Mackay?” she whispered. “The Cameron Ferguson Duncan Mackay who was Rosie’s problem?”


Cam swallowed. “And Tristan’s dad. Why the hell are you keeping me from my son, darlin’?”


She tried to pull her hand away, but Cam held on, tugged a little, and she took a small step forward, wobbling on those silly, sexy heels. Legs as good as Anna’s, he’d already noted. She smelled like spice and oranges.


“I was acting for my client,” she insisted, tilting her head back to keep eye contact with him. Confident and aggressive now she’d got over that shock. 


About what he’d expected.


“Your client and your pretty little friend.” He put as much suggestive emphasis on the word as he could. “Were the pair of you trying to get a baby out of me?”


A vivid blush spread up her neck. “Dream on, Mr Mackay! Why would I want a baby?” The colour flooded on over her face. “You had your own solicitor. Rosie was single, and made pregnant by a man who then wanted nothing to do with her.” 


“You were the perfect couple,” he said, suddenly less than certain about that. “Career woman, tough cookie, noticeably not dating, and living with pretty little Rosie, who was younger and desperate for affection. I do my research too.” 


Josslyn Wynn jerked her chin up even higher. “Wrong,” she snapped. “Sister of a friend. New to the city. And it was only for a while until she got settled.” 


She yanked her hand out of his with surprising strength and whirled back into the apartment. “It’d be best if you left right now,” she snarled over her shoulder. “Unless you can be more polite than that. The others are already here.” 


Cam growled, deep in his throat. The back of her dress was even lower than the front. The bumps of her spine were highlighted by the overhead lamps. He itched to run his thumb down them as though they were big smooth pearls in a necklace.


He followed her into a stark white room with black furniture and a view of the harbour which filled the whole of the end wall. The door clicked shut behind him. That was two security locks, and she’d had to signal the elevator permission to stop at the 10th floor, too. 


Cam’s cunningly disguised garages in Mana had some intense security because the cars were valuable, but his boathouse further north at Scarlet Bay was a joke. A padlock on a chain anyone could take apart with bolt cutters, and the access from the water… well… nothing a few thumps with a hammer wouldn’t dislodge, but he didn’t expect the familiar old boat would tempt anyone. The farmhouse on Scarlet Bay Road always had people around. Cam had never known it to be locked. He’d never even had a key.


Still imagining his hands exploring that smooth, pale back, he nodded to Anna and raised an eyebrow at Jason. 


So it would only be the four of them. Better, and also worse. If there’d been more of a crowd he might have been able to get Josslyn on her own and grill her further, but with her sister hovering, no way. 


Still, too good an opportunity to miss. 


He handed over his pack of Tiger beers – ideal with curry, apparently.


Josslyn sniffed, and indicated the wine glasses on the table.


“Not really a wine man, darlin’,” he said, enjoying the way her mouth twitched just as it had when he’d first addressed her that way. Okay, that was good to know. A small annoyance in return for the many huge annoyances she’d sent his way. She could expect plenty more ‘darlin’s’ tonight, and he hoped every one wound her up a little more and pricked at her conscience about what she’d done to him.


He set the plastic box containing the remains of his birthday cake on a low table at the end of the sofa, and sat, stretching his long arms and legs out to lay claim to the space.


“Nice you were free,” Anna said.


Cam grinned. He hadn’t been, but when Jason’s text had come through inviting him to dinner with Anna’s sister, he’d remembered her referring to ‘Jossy’ the previous evening, done a swift Google search, and put two and two together. The girl he’d been planning to take to the movies had been rapidly rescheduled for Sunday lunch.


“Good to meet up again,” he said, attention distracted by Josslyn’s spectacular legs as she walked across to the open-plan kitchen. Long legs in strappy black suede sandals. She looked dressed for a nightclub rather than a dinner at home. He dragged his gaze back to Anna. “And good timing – I’m off to Brunei tomorrow night.”


“More golf?” Jason asked.


Cam nodded. “A lot of money there. My kind of place.” He registered Josslyn inspecting him from under her long eyelashes, and leaned further back into the sofa cushions, slung an ankle across his knee, and gazed around her apartment as though he was assessing it for sale. “A lot here, too,” he said. “You must be doing well for yourself, Ms Wynn.”


“It’s Jossy,” Anna insisted, frowning. “Why are you being so formal?”


“And so bloody rude?” Jason added in a mutter that plainly wasn’t supposed to reach the kitchen.


“Just stating facts,” Cam said. “This place didn’t come cheap.”


“Nowhere’s cheap these days,” Anna inserted smoothly. “My little apartment on Mount Vic is now worth almost half again what I paid for it.”


“You doubling your money too, darlin’?” Cam threw in Josslyn’s direction.


“Geez!” Jason exclaimed.  “Get nosy, why don’t you?”


Cam tried to keep a straight face. He hadn’t intended winding Jason up, but it was worth it for the effect on Josslyn. She strutted to the end of the long counter and stood there – feet apart, tits out, eyes smouldering straight into his. With her lids lowered, her smoky eye makeup was more visible. Her eyes glittered – dark blue pools of annoyance and danger. Utterly gorgeous. Totally signalling a challenge. 


“Has Mana gained much?” Jason asked, obviously trying to douse the flames.


Josslyn raised her nose as though a bad smell had wafted past. Okay, not every house there was top-drawer, but Cam’s property clung to the shore and didn’t deserve that disdainful sniff. “Yeah, not bad at all,” he said to Jason. “As long as a tsunami doesn’t sweep in.” He flicked a glance sideways as their hostess considered that. Beachside. Desirable location. 


“Bad news for the cars if that happens.”  


Cars. Plural. Would that register too?


“Yep, I wouldn’t want to lose the Merc.” Then he added for Anna’s benefit, “1971 Mercedes-Benz 280SE.”


She quirked a brow. “That wasn’t what you collected us in. It reminded me of the old Dukes of Hazzard car.”


He shook his head. “Nope – two doors, but that’s about as far as it goes. They had a ’69 Dodge Charger. I have one of those too, but mine’s a Chevvy Camaro tonight. She’s a bit of a work in progress.”


“You restore them?” Josslyn asked, in a tone that suggested his hands were dripping with engine oil.


“Investments,” he drawled. “When a man’s been bled dry by lawyers, he has to arrange some alternative income.” He saw Anna’s expression change to one of offended disbelief. He’d aimed the barb at Josslyn, and remembered too late that the girls’ father was a judge, and that other members of the family might also be in the legal profession. Tough. They’d no doubt survive a few derogatory comments. He’d bet they heard a lot worse than that.


Jason sent him a slitty-eyed glare and shook his head.


“Seems a ridiculous thing to invest in,” Anna scoffed. “I’ve never known cars do anything but depreciate.”


“Ah…” Jason said, reaching for her hand and confining it in his, surprising Cam by saying in his defence, “These are not your average family sedans.”


Josslyn turned away, plainly not interested in cars, and picked up a platter of nibbles to go with the drinks. 


Cam gave a slow nod and couldn’t help himself. “The Merc’s the 3.5 Cabriolet model. Which means a convertible for you ladies. Easily a quarter mill if I could bear to part with her.”


Anna goggled at him, and Jason’s head jerked up. 


Cam had the very great pleasure of hearing the platter contact the granite counter again with a definite clunk. 


“Special cars. Didn’t make too many of them,” he added. “And going on fifty years has reduced that number, as you might imagine.”


“And you’ve got one?” Anna asked, still wide-eyed. “How did you get it?”


He tapped the side of his nose and grinned. “Not what you know but who you know in this case.” He leaned further back into the creaking black leather, really enjoying the way Josslyn had almost lost control of her fussy platter. “A brand new Rolls Royce Ghost’ll set you back twice that, though. And a Bugatti Veyron, two mill, although getting your hands on one of those is as likely as sprouting wings. Or a Chiron – two-point six, I think. Just as well I like a bit of age on my cars.” 


“And your women,” Jason added, no doubt thinking of Debs, the divorced fortyish gym instructor who was occasionally part of Cam’s life. 


“Past tense now.” Or she would be as soon as he found time to disengage.


“Bastard,” Jason muttered, shaking his head. 


Cam laughed, and caught sight of Anna’s change of expression. Dammit, he hadn’t meant that quite how it must have sounded. “A mutually beneficial arrangement,” he assured her. “One that’s now run its course. Not everything lasts forever.” 


She wrinkled her nose, and shrugged.


Josslyn picked up the platter again and brought it through to the area where they were sitting. 


Cam tracked her all the way, imagining those beautiful legs clamped around his shoulders, his tongue driving her to screaming point, and then, just before she tipped over the precipice, pulling away and leaving her right on the edge. Refusing to take her the last fraction as payback for all the frustrations she’d put him through. 


How would you like that, darlin’?


“Pickled baby mushrooms,” she said in a tight voice. “Prawns and chilli dipping sauce. Mini roulades with herbed goat cheese.” 


She kept her gaze well away from his, but bent low enough to give him an excellent view down the front of her dress, and seemed in no hurry to straighten up. 


“So you’re a golfer?” she said, in a tone that conveyed she considered golf a waste of time. “We’re more of a tennis family.”


He took a skewered prawn and dipped it in the chilli sauce before answering. “My grandfather and father both played, so I was dragged out whether I wanted to go or not.” He pushed the prawn into his mouth and tore it off the skewer. Seriously good. He wanted more of those.


“Hiding your light, aren’t you?” Jason suggested. “Are you designing another course in Brunei?”


“I wish, but no.” He ran his tongue around his teeth to savour every morsel. “They have several fine ones there already – including one by Jack Nicklaus.”


“So you’re snooping?” Jason persisted, spearing a mushroom.


Cam reached for another prawn. “Let’s say researching on this occasion. Checking out tropical vegetation. Growth rates and so on. Seeing what they’ve planted and what existed before they reshaped the land.”


“So do you play professionally or not?” Josslyn asked over her shoulder, moving away to retrieve her glass of wine from the kitchen counter before he had time to answer. “Do you want one of your beers?  I presume you’ll drink it straight from the bottle?”


Jason, he noticed, was perhaps trying to impress Anna, and had poured his into a glass. Okay, if Ms Wynn expected a boor, he’d give her one.


“Waste of washing up,” he said, rising and ambling into the kitchen so he could stand too close and unnerve her. 


Well, hopefully. She seemed to have balls of steel, and had never let up in her pursuit of money to support Rosie’s kid. She’d convinced the police to slap the non-molestation order on him so he couldn’t meet with Rosie and discuss things in any civilised manner. After the court case, the protection order had been made permanent so he’d never laid eyes on his own son. All he’d seen were photos, and one baby looked very much like another. But the DNA tests had said the little boy was his…


He crowded her against the counter as he reached into the gigantic refrigerator for his beer. There was that fragrance again – the waft of oranges and spice. He wondered what it was called and inhaled deeply.


“I would have got that for you,” she snapped.


He plastered a deliberately benign smile on his face, enjoying the way she had to lean backward to avoid his elbow making contact with the front of her dress. Noting the soft sway of her flesh, and knowing there were no bags of silicone stuffed inside her. Real for sure. Everything about her was real and high quality and pulled him closer. 


“No worries, darlin’.  Men who drink from bottles tend to help themselves to what they want.”


“Pig.” It was the barest murmur, pitched to be inaudible to Anna and Jason. 


He swung the door closed and quirked an eyebrow. “If you say so. Bottle opener?”


She pointed to the top drawer. “Help yourself,” she said, throwing his own words back at him before turning on those tall black suede skyscraper heels and flouncing off.


“Certainly will,” he assured her, enjoying the way her butt twitched inside the stretchy fabric of her dress with every swift step. 


He opened the beer and took a long pull, watching until she’d settled into her chair, and then ripping his gaze aside. No way had he pictured her so young or so damned hot. Or so un-gay, if it came to that. 


For the last time ever, the fantasy of biddable little Rosie making out with a tweed skirted virago floated through his brain, and this time he utterly dismissed it, knowing it would never be returning. But still the urge to somehow get the better of Josslyn Wynn threaded itself right through his body. Along with a burning strand of lust. 


He wondered which would win – his pride or his susceptibility to women. She was a challenge for sure. The possibility of manoeuvring her into a position where she might be on for a fling was so unlikely that his lips quirked as he followed her back to the seating area and flung himself down on the black sofa again.


“What’s so funny?” Jason asked. 


Cam swung a foot up to rest on his opposite knee and give his stirring balls some room.  Leaning back into the no doubt expensive leather, he raised his bottle. “My inappropriate thoughts,” he muttered. “Not fit for publication.” He took a swig of beer.


Jason narrowed his eyes and then pressed his lips together as though stifling a grin. “Good luck with that.”


More luck than he was ever likely to have, Cam thought, glancing to and fro between the girls. Anna’s fall of pale hair gleamed in a stray beam of early evening light. Josslyn’s darker gold locks had been caught up in some sort of clip arrangement and were drawn tightly back from her pretty face. He had no way of telling how long her hair was. Longer than Anna’s? They were obviously sisters – could almost be twins. 


Unsettled, he caught sight of a few inches of thread hanging from the hem of his khaki chinos and gave it a tug, hoping to tidy himself up. The thread unravelled further and part of the hem came loose. With a silent curse he attempted to tuck it back into hiding and then raised his beer again. Josslyn Wynn’s amused blue gaze snagged his and she bit her bottom lip. He looked away – across to Anna. At least she wasn’t watching him like a hawk on the hunt. Or making him feel like he needed to try harder. 


Cam had coasted through many non-serious romances pretty successfully. Being tall and athletic-looking with a sharp brain, a ready grin, and easy confidence worked with most women. But not with her. None of that worked with her. He looked a mess tonight – on purpose, and to be offensive – and that had certainly backfired on him bigtime. His brain felt far from sharp, and a nasty net of uncertainty seemed to have him trapped. Nothing was as he’d expected.


“So where to after Brunei?” Jason asked, providing a welcome diversion as Josslyn rose to pass the platter around again.


“Leave it there on the table,” Anna said. “We’ll help ourselves. Those little goat cheese things are yummy.”


“China,” Cam said, rubbing his fingers over his bristly jaw. “Three days in Guangzhou, way down south. Then Chennai in India, where some of our cricketers are. I’ll squeak back in time for Christmas.”


“You after jobs?” Jason reached over for a skewered prawn.


Cam took another deep gulp of beer before replying. Almost sprayed it everywhere when he found Josslyn staring straight at his mouth. Looking ready to bite him. 


He swallowed, and cleared his throat. “Yep. There’s an ever-growing middle class in both countries. They like their luxuries. Enjoy showing they’re doing well in the world.”


“Hence the golf?” Anna queried. “Isn’t it too hot to be trailing around in the sunshine in those temperatures?”


“Golf carts?” he suggested, quirking a brow and trying to ignore the effect her sister’s smoky eyes were having on him. “And smaller, more compact courses. That’s why I want to research fast-growing vegetation. Things that can be planted to screen one fairway from the next. Have them zig-zagging to and fro pretty close beside each other, although well concealed.” He took another slow swig of beer, this time looking Josslyn straight in the eye and sinking fathoms deep. She crossed her legs.


“So this would take up a smaller area?” Anna suggested. “They’re heavily populated countries so I guess land must be at a premium?”


Cam nodded, watching one toned golden thigh slide up over the other. The skirt of the black dress hitched higher, and one dangerous stiletto dangled from a slim foot. “Yeah,” he added, a fraction too late to be polite. “I’m after contracts. I’ve quite a few appointments arranged. With people who can see the possibilities. It’s not going to happen overnight.”


“But you want to get in on the ground floor?” Anna asked.


The sandal bounced up and down as Josslyn rotated her ankle. “They’re countries that set little value on copyright,” she said. “I expect if you do get it underway your ideas will immediately be stolen.”


“Which is why it’s important to get in early,” he snapped, mesmerised by that supple ankle. Since when had he been turned on by ankles?


“Hope it goes well enough for you.” Her foot stopped bouncing and she leaned toward Anna, switching her attention completely away from him. “I think Dad’s in Singapore about now, isn’t he?”


“Mmmm – at a child abuse conference.”


Cam burned at the way she’d poo-pooed his ideas and then dismissed him. “Can’t have the poor kids abused,” he sneered. “Deprived of their dads, and so on.” Not like his son had been, with Josslyn Wynn doing her Rottweiler-protecting-Rosie act.


That brought her attention back to him in a hurry. “Some children are better off never knowing their fathers.” Utter contempt crackled in her dark blue eyes.


“I’d rather not have known mine,” Jason said, reaching out to spear one of the marinated mushrooms.


“Noooo…” Anna murmured. “I know you don’t like Trev, but he brought you up to be a lovely man.” 


Cam watched as she laid a hand on Jase’s knee and rubbed gently to and fro. It looked as though she was as gone on Jase as he was on her. 


“And which children would they be?” he asked, returning his attention to Josslyn. He tried to keep his tone non-committal, but she had no such qualms about making her opinions known.


“You know exactly who. The ones where the dads get young girls pregnant and then don’t stand by them. Don’t marry them and don’t want any part in the baby’s life.”


He saw Anna look up at her sister for a moment, hand pressed over her opened mouth. Shocked by her sister’s vitriol, or something else? She looked truly distressed. So there was a story there, but what? Anything Jase knew about yet?


Cam’s jaw clenched for a few seconds and his gaze swung back to Josslyn. “Would they be the young girls who get the guys drunk, promise them they’re on the pill when they’re not, and drag them into bed when the chances of getting pregnant are high? So they can claim welfare benefits? ”


“Men don’t need dragging into bed,” Anna said, recovering most of her composure and turning back to Jason with a shaky smile.


“Not this one,” he agreed, bending to kiss her and effectively leaving Cam and Josslyn to their argument.


“More fool you if you take no role in protecting women,” Josslyn snapped. “And therefore don’t protect yourself.” Her blue eyes burned straight into his, direct and accusing.


“Nothing’s a hundred percent.” He shrugged. Tried to look as though it was no big deal.


“Especially if you’d been drinking heavily.”


“Not heavily. Necessarily.” The heat crept up his face as backtracked. “But Rosie could certainly put it away.”


Her expression became even harder – lips pressed together, brows drawn down so she was staring with enough intensity to scorch the hairs off his chest. He practically felt them twitching at the open neck of his old grey shirt.


“So you’re laying all the blame on her again?”


“I never laid all the bloody blame on her!” He glanced across at Jase and Anna who were still talking softly, obviously wrapped up in each other, and jerked his chin in the direction of the big windows at the end of the living space. If they were going to continue this, it would be in privacy.


Josslyn shot him a venomous glare but did him the favour of rising and walking in that direction. Cam lagged a little behind to enjoy her legs in those fuck-me heels and her curvy body in that encouraging dress. 


Why had he ever presumed she was a lesbian? She might be tough and abrasive and confrontational on paper – hell, and in person now he’d met her ­­– but from the way she’d been reacting to him she was a man’s woman for sure. She’d invited Anna to bring an extra man, and ever since he’d arrived she’d been verbally fencing, flushing, flirting in the weirdest way, taking total notice of him, and being deliberately offensive. 


And, he thought, twisting his lips as he followed her, he’d been doing much the same. Trying to get right in her face, wanting her attention, wanting to impress her – every bit as much as he wanted to strangle her. Or maybe paddle her tempting ass.


They stopped together in front of the big windows. Sliding doors he now saw, because she reached out, slid the lock open, and glided one big floor-to-ceiling pane aside. Instantly the noises of the city floated in, along with warm sea air.


She motioned him outside onto the balcony, and he followed, still seething.


Once she’d pulled the door closed, he grated, “You think I could perform if I’d been ‘drinking heavily’?” He drew a furious breath. “I’m good, darlin’, but I’m not that good. I do like to be there for the event so I can enjoy it. She wasn’t on the pill.”


“Yes she was. She told me she was. And I saw the packet with some missing. They were in the bathroom cabinet.” 


Steam practically pumped out of Cam’s ears. 


She raised an eyebrow. “Rosie shared my flat in Thorndon for a few weeks before I bought this place, and it was hard not to notice things like that when there was only one bathroom.”


 Cam clenched his hands, about ready to punch a hole in the nearest wall. “Then she didn’t wait long enough for them to be effective. I’m a farmer’s son. I’m a farmer myself when I’m not tied up with the golf. I know a lot about fertility.”


Josslyn’s lips tightened for a moment. She closed her dark blue eyes, and said in a scornful tone, “Sheep and cows are different to women.”


He exhaled noisily. “Same act, same consequences.” His fingers twitched. They wanted to touch her, shake her, pull her closer. 


She leaned back against the railing and gave him a very direct stare. An accusing stare. “You should have stood by her.”


“Why?” Cam demanded. “Why would I want any more to do with a woman who purposely got me drunk when she was at her most fertile, told me she was safely on the pill, and talked me out of using condoms?” 


Josslyn leaned back further, and took a deep breath. “You can’t have been that drunk.” 


Cam appreciated everything on display and then ripped his gaze away from her body. “Or I’d never have got it up? Try me sometime, darlin’.”


They glared at each other, and he cursed his runaway tongue. Why the hell had he said that to her? It was offensive on every level. And sure enough…


She jerked upright. “Not an offer that appeals,” she replied in a tone that speared like icicles before he managed to apologise.


He looked down to avoid her aggrieved gaze, and found her cleavage.


Worse, man… Get your eyes away from there. But it was too easy to imagine burying his face against that creamy flesh.


“You’re disgusting,” she snapped, pushing away from the railing, yanking the door open again, and stepping inside.


Yep, way to go, Mackay.


 










Chapter 2 – Goading the bear



Jossy’s heart thundered so hard she was sure he’d be able to tell. His fierce silver eyes had practically crisped the skin off her breasts. And maybe she deserved it, bending over the way she had earlier as she set the platter of appetisers down on the coffee table. She should have straightened up much sooner instead of giving him such an eyeful. Such a deliberate eyeful. But it had felt good. Good, and also dangerous, because what if he reacted to what was a pretty blatant offer, and then she couldn’t follow through?
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