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	They’re an unlikely couple—Harley Sinclair, pilot and openly gay, likes fast cars, easy boys, and late nights. Quinn Lancaster, lawyer and deep in the closet, likes his life quiet with just that little bit of extra spice that engaging in a ménage with his wife, Miranda, and Harley adds. Neither of them can admit that there might be more to this affair than just indecently hot sex.


	 


	A lie soon breaks them apart, but when Miranda dies in an accident, Harley and Quinn are reunited by an even more unlikely couple—twin sons with different fathers. While Harley is willing to commit to the responsibility of having a family, Quinn’s fear that accepting Harley at his side will destroy everything he has worked for keeps them apart. But when Harley makes the ultimate sacrifice, Quinn realizes that sometimes, what appears to be the worst case isn’t quite so bad after all…
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	Harley answered the buzzing from the passengers’ cabin first with a barely suppressed sigh, then with a cheerful “Yes, please?” that sounded almost sincere. 


	“Are you the pilot? I was just wondering whether you had a minute to spare.” The female voice sounded very polite, and her slightly snobbish pronunciation was perceptible even through the crackle of the intercom. Harley rolled his eyes at his copilot and didn’t even bother trying to stifle his groan this time. It wasn’t much of a secret that he loved flying only marginally more than he hated dealing with anxious passengers. 


	“Sure. I’ll be with you in just a few minutes,” he replied and rubbed his forehead tiredly with one hand while he pushed the checklist he was holding at his copilot. Some days you’d just really better stay in bed, he thought, once again regretting that he’d had to leave last night’s playmate in the early morning hours without the chance of a decent good-bye. Or, preferably, a rather indecent good-bye. He allowed himself a smile at the memory of the adorable, sleek body he’d explored so thoroughly last night. Oh, it would have been too nice to play some more, but instead, he’d had to get up at dawn, rush home to shower, and get changed. 


	He’d turned up at the airport a little late, earning himself a scolding look from his wonderful copilot, Bernie, who had already welcomed the passengers and supplied them with drinks, one of her tasks on such short flights. She’d charmed them thoroughly and fed them a convincing tale of why their pilot was late. Harley had treated her to his thousand-watt smile and made a mental note to get her a thank-you gift while getting the aircraft ready for takeoff. He’d been more than happy that his delay meant he could avoid the usual meet and greet with the passengers. 


	The flight had been an uneventful two-hour trip with the weather as good and calm as any pilot could wish for. Harley generally preferred it a bit rougher, loving the challenge when his skills as a pilot were required more. 


	“Anything I need to know?” he asked unenthusiastically, stalling for time. 


	Bernie gave him that look again and heaved a sigh before she answered. “They’re pretty much the usual kind—at least the guy is. He’s a lawyer with that big national firm we fly for so often. Jackson, Lieberman, and Mills.”


	“What about her? Mistress?” It wasn’t unusual for their clients to take a companion on a business trip who wasn’t their spouse and rely on the confidentiality of the crew and ground personnel. 


	“Nope. Wife. At least that’s what the passenger list says.”


	“She a lawyer, too?” Harley asked, reluctantly pushing out of his seat. 


	“No. I guess she just wanted to tag along for the flight. Probably wants to spend the money her darling husband is about to earn.” She grinned evilly and made a dismissive gesture with her hand. “Go ahead now. She won’t eat you, although you look good enough for that. Probably just wants to pick your brains for shopping locations. I told her you knew the city like the back of your hand.” 


	“Thanks a lot,” Harley grumbled and made a mental note to make the thank-you gift a rather small one. 


	“Oh, by the way.” Bernie smiled sweetly. “You don’t mind taking over the plane guarding this time, do you? I promised my sis to get her some stuff.” 


	“No, it’s okay. Go ahead, have fun.” Secretly delighted at her idea, Harley gave her a forced smile anyway, just so she wouldn’t get suspicious. He’d been silently hoping to get a little time to himself in the privacy of the plane but wasn’t going to let her in on that. With any luck, Mrs. Tag-along would be off shopping soon and he’d have a quiet two hours all alone to reminisce about last night. And boy, he was in the mood to reminisce. There hadn’t even been time for a little private commemoration in the shower that morning, and he had left his apartment wound up and frustrated. He quickly pushed the thoughts about the willing body and capable mouth he’d enjoyed last night to the back of his mind before his own body got the chance to react. Instead, he plastered a smile onto his face as he went through to the passenger area. 


	The woman who sat on the comfortable, cream-colored, leather sofa liked what she saw, that much was clear. Harley noticed her eyes widen before they started their way down his body, assessing him with unconcealed delight. Her eyes followed the long lines of his muscular legs, managed not to rest on his groin for too long, and lingered on his upper body as if taking measure of his shoulders and chest before they travelled further up. She was virtually drooling by the time she met his eyes, and he hadn’t failed to notice the way she had licked her lips when she’d looked at his mouth. 


	Harley smothered a grin. He knew the appeal a uniform held to most people, and the classy strawberry blonde in front of him was obviously no exception. He also knew that his body was in perfect shape for showing off said uniform. At a more than average height, with broad shoulders and narrow hips in perfect proportion, a nice firm ass, and a handsome face, he could have been created to model uniforms. Or basically just pretty much anything. Too bad that his well-defined six pack remained hidden under his shirt and jacket. Although not the main reason he had chosen his profession, the fact that he looked stunning in his working clothes was a nice extra, and he still enjoyed the flattering stares it earned him. Sometimes though, he wished his physical attraction were exclusive to those he actually wanted to be attracted by it. 


	“You wanted to see me?” He interrupted the woman’s fantasies mercilessly, silently enjoying the way she startled.


	“Oh yes. I hope it’s not too much trouble for you.” Her voice had a nice rough edge to it as if she’d smoked one too many cigarettes—or was thinking about something that didn’t involve much speaking. 


	“No, it’s fine.” Harley shrugged. “I get to take my break while we wait.” Just a little reminder that he had no intention to give her too much of his time. 


	She obviously understood and gave him a beautiful smile that revealed a lot of perfect white teeth. “I wasn’t going to keep you long,” she said smoothly. “I just wanted to meet our pilot. See who holds my life in his hands, so to say.” 


	Harley returned the smile and held out his hand politely. “Captain Harley Sinclair.”


	She enveloped his hand in a velvety grip. “Miranda Lancaster. My pleasure.” Just as he was beginning to get uncomfortable, she released his hand but not before giving the inside of his wrist a gentle stroke with one fingertip. 


	“I promise I’ll take good care of your life, Mrs. Lancaster,” Harley said, suddenly nervous. The woman was coming on to him, that was easy to tell. Not that that didn’t happen to him with flattering regularity, but he didn’t know how to react to it here, on his own turf. After all, she was a client, or rather her husband was, so he could hardly just tell her to bugger off.


	“Miranda, please.” Her soft lips curved into a half-pout which was clearly meant to be seductive. “I’m sure I’m in very capable hands with you, Harley.” The way she pronounced his name, more breathing than really saying it, sent a shudder down his spine. A second shudder followed when he caught up with the double meaning. Yes, she was definitely coming on to him. He was still wondering how to react when he was saved by her husband emerging from the restroom. 


	Tall and a very handsome individual himself, he gave Harley a quick run-over. A third shudder made the base of Harley’s spine tingle as he tried to figure out what that look meant. It wasn’t quite the way a man would assess a potential rival. More like...checking him out in a very subtle way.


	“Darling, this is our pilot, Captain Harley Sinclair.”


	“Quinn Lancaster.” They shook hands briefly, and Harley appreciated the firm, dry grip that acknowledged him without trying to crush him. “I think we’d better get going. Miranda, are you ready?” 


	“Of course.” She turned to the side, picked up her Gucci bag and smiled at Harley again. “I’m going to hit some of the shops. What time will I have to be back?”


	“Takeoff’s scheduled for three fifteen, so you should be here by three,” Harley answered curtly. Turning to Quinn, he added, “If there’s a change in your plans, I’d appreciate it if you let me know as early on as possible so I can rearrange our departure.” After two years of charter flights for business people, Harley knew that the majority of the flights had to be rescheduled, no matter how meticulously everything had been planned. 


	“I don’t think there will be any changes,” Quinn replied smoothly and made for the exit. 


	Trailing a little behind, Miranda shot Harley a wink. “I’ll make sure to be back on time.” 


	Harley didn’t dare fully release his breath until she had clanked down the gangway after her husband. He could only hope she wouldn’t keep up her flirtatious behavior in Quinn’s presence, if he had to talk to her again at all, which was unlikely as he fully intended to be preoccupied with pretakeoff activities when she returned. 


	After dutifully picking up their empty glasses and dropping them into the bin, he checked the cockpit for Bernie. As announced, she had already left. Good. He was going to get his alone time after all. Finally allowing himself to dwell on some pleasant memories, Harley paid the tiny restroom a short visit to grab a couple of tissues. No way could he risk ending up with stains on his uniform. Just as he was about to settle down, his mobile phone came to life with its low but annoying burr, sending a little spark of anticipation to his groin. Another date so soon after the first was unlikely, but maybe the impression he’d left had been good enough. Checking the caller ID just as he accepted the call, Harley groaned. “Hi, Mum.” So much for a private session with a few dirty fantasies and his hand. 


	Josephine Sinclair had never quite forgiven her son his choice to leave England and his family behind in favor of pursuing a career in the New World. Even more so when his sister had followed him shortly afterward. 


	Courtesy of the easy availability of cheap long-distance phone calls, she had taken to reminding Harley of all the good things he was missing out on. This of course entailed keeping him up-to-date with what was going on in the lives of every single member of his frightfully large family and the people he used to know. 


	Those were the moments that reminded Harley more than anything why he’d fled to the other side of the ocean, but apparently, that distance wasn’t nearly far enough. It took him almost half an hour to make her understand that he had work to do and couldn’t care less about Aunt Earnestine’s varicose veins. She rang off at last, but not without drawing the guilty promise out of him to call her back when he was at home. 


	Alone and undisturbed at last, he leaned back on the sofa trying to get in the right frame of mind. Wound up as he was, not even his mother’s voice and family tales had cooled him off much, and it didn’t take long for him to come up with the right pictures. He was barely aware of his hand reaching down and slipping into his uniform pants to touch himself. There were so many things he would have liked to do to that sweet thing who had taken him home last night. 


	What he had lacked in experience and skill, the boy had made up in curiosity and a natural tendency to please, and Harley had been looking forward to introducing him to some of the more excessive of carnal pleasures. As usual, Harley’s mind proved to be able to come up with a good alternative, and he could almost feel the boy’s warm, moist mouth around his cock as he brought himself ever closer to a much-needed climax. Never mind the three rounds he’d gotten out of the kid before he’d conked out. 


	Harley had been dying to get off ever since he had woken up that morning. His spine tingled, his balls tightened, and he was breathlessly debating with himself whether to prolong this or try to go for a second round when the typical clattering sound of high heels on the metal gangway steps brought him plummeting to earth faster than a dropped stone. 


	Not now! For fuck’s sake, not now! He felt like screaming for more than one reason. Instead he bit his lip and desperately tucked himself in, wincing as his painfully hard cock fought the confinement of his pants. He’d been so wonderfully close. If only he hadn’t left the aircraft’s door open in the false sense of security that ground personnel provided. He’d have a word with whoever was responsible for letting someone through to his aircraft without giving him prior notice. And it wasn’t going to be a kind word. 


	By the time Miranda Lancaster’s beautifully made-up blonde head peeked into the cabin, Harley knew he looked decent enough, if maybe a little flushed. He felt like a mess though and getting up was still completely out of the question. 


	“Hi there!” Miranda chirped happily, seemingly unaware of Harley’s murderous mood. “There really wasn’t that much to see, so I thought I’d come back a little earlier. I hope you don’t mind,” she added, smiling that unnervingly bright smile of hers. 


	Harley quickly swallowed his initial reply and forced his face into a grimace that felt close enough to a smile. “No, of course not. I was just, um, checking the aircraft.”


	Perfectly shaped eyebrows climbed up a smooth forehead. “Is there anything wrong with it?” 


	“No. No, she’s fine. Absolutely. I just...oh well, better safe than sorry, you know?” Harley replied evasively, trying to come up with a way to escape her without being too obvious. Not that there was a way he could get up from that bloody sofa without her noticing how tight his uniform had become in entirely inappropriate places. All he could do was stall for time, think unsexy thoughts, and hope his body would grow tired of asking for satisfaction soon. 


	“Do you mind if I sit down with you?” Miranda asked in a voice that was as sweet as honey. 


	“N–no, sure.” Harley was uncomfortably aware of the blush that had crept into his cheeks. Why did that bloody woman have to come back early? And why did she have to look at him as if she knew exactly what he had been doing and how horny he still was?


	She sat down next to him, her body turned toward him, leaning in a little. Intentionally or not, she was treating him to a good view of her cleavage. Too bad that doesn’t do anything for me. He could, however, appreciate the smooth, creamy skin that was so beautifully framed by the dark silk of her dress.


	“Harley.” There it was again, that breathy, almost gasping way she said his name. 


	“Uh, yeah?”


	She smiled, and Harley noticed the somewhat predatory gleam in her big blue eyes. “It’s a beautiful name,” she said. 


	“Thank you,” Harley choked out. He was still far too turned-on, and now she was apparently really coming on to him, and he couldn’t just get up and leave. 


	“Beautiful and rare,” she continued, inching closer to him. “Just like its owner.” 


	“Ah, um.” There was nothing he could possibly say, so he shifted self-consciously, trying to keep at least a little distance between them. 


	“But I’m sure you know that, don’t you? Harley,” she rasped again. Her bare leg was almost touching his now, and she slowly raised an arm to his shoulders, teasing the short, stubbly hairs at the nape of his neck with a perfectly manicured fingernail. 


	“It’s not that rare actual—Oh. Unghh.” Without warning, Miranda had smoothly changed positions. She’d climbed on top of him and, straddling his hips, she pressed her groin against his while claiming his mouth with a passionate, possessive kiss. Taken completely by surprise, Harley helplessly opened up and allowed her to explore his mouth for a moment before he gathered enough of his wits to try and push her back. She chuckled into the kiss when his hands unintentionally landed on her breasts, giving them a good squeeze before he realized where they were. 


	“Mm–mmhmmm!” He tried to object, but his resistance only made her tighten her grip in his hair as she swallowed his protest. Still plundering his mouth, she rubbed herself on him until his body betrayed him as it reacted on pure instinct and his hips bucked up to meet her, desperate for the long awaited release the friction promised. 


	Harley panted into her mouth, unsuccessfully struggling to keep the climax building inside him at bay. A small fraction of his overwhelmed mind wondered why on earth a woman managed to bring him off. The rest of it happily declared that all that mattered was the result and told him to get the hell on with it. 


	At last she released his mouth and turned her affection to his neck. Just when he thought he’d get a chance at gathering his hopelessly confused senses and make another attempt at stopping this, she unerringly found that spot just below his ear. Harley let out a strangled yelp and jerked underneath her, almost too far gone to care anymore at all. 


	“I knew I had you right,” she whispered into his ear before nibbling its rim delicately. When her hands reached down, blindly fumbling to open his fly, he made another effort at a faint protest. 


	“Miranda, no, I...ungh, I’m...oh fuck...” He shuddered when her teeth closed on the magic spot again. “Miranda, I’m gay,” he managed to choke out at last. 


	She took about half a second to lean back and look at him, blue eyes sparkling naughtily. “So what? Doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy a simple fuck, does it?” She didn’t give him time to answer as she lowered her head for another kiss, increasing the pressure to his trapped cock. 


	He groaned, again betrayed by his body’s reaction. It was just too much, too intense, and he knew he couldn’t hold back much longer. 


	She released his mouth again to whisper into his ear, “Don’t fight it, gorgeous. Just enjoy. You know your body wants it. You need it. Let me give you what you need to feel good.” 


	What little of Harley’s mind was still willing to work was racing. Maybe she was right. Maybe he could just consider this as a means to bring him off and find release. A hand was a hand after all and...He froze midthrust. Her vicious little hand had finally succeeded in pulling his cock free, and she sat up a bit, positioning herself over him. 


	Sensing his distress, she bit below his ear again. “I’ll make this good for you, I promise.” 


	Firm, surprisingly strong fingers ran down and back up his cock and Harley knew he was lost. After fourteen years of exclusively gay sex, he was about to find out what nature had originally intended for him. The thought was extremely confusing but somehow arousing. Then again, considering the state he was in, he was bound to find pretty much anything arousing. 


	Miranda slowly lowered herself onto him, and the velvety, moist heat around him almost undid him right then. Used to topping, Harley hadn’t expected there to be much of a difference between a male and a female body, but Miranda’s slick warmth enveloped him the way no man’s body ever had before. 


	There seemed to be almost no resistance, just hot, impossibly wet flesh welcoming him, inviting him in, and accommodating him effortlessly. He gave a tentative thrust and felt his cock slide easily. For the first time Harley realized that he didn’t have a clue what to do with a woman, and the awareness was enough to bring him back from the edge. She’d told him to simply enjoy, but he was well-mannered enough to want to make it good for her, too. Should he try to change the angle? Did women have a particular spot that he needed to stimulate inside her, or would the friction be enough to make her come?


	Feeling his hesitation, Miranda pulled back a little to look at him and rocked against him less fervently. “What is it?”


	“I...I don’t know what to do,” Harley admitted, feeling as insecure and mystified as he had that very first time, back in Joey’s bedroom.


	Miranda smiled down at him and picked up speed a little, varying her motions with a nice roll of her hips at every other down stroke. “You don’t need to know. Your body knows.” 


	“But how do I...make you come?” The question made him cringe with mortification. 


	“I’ll take care of that. Just enjoy the ride.”


	“But...” 


	Miranda silenced him with a breathtaking kiss and increased her pace, grinding against him until sheer friction had him gasping for air and mindlessly thrusting up into her snug heat. 


	“I can’t...hold...gonna...come,” he panted his warning, not knowing if Miranda even expected one. 


	She took his head in a gentle hold between her hands, deeply staring into his eyes as she met each frantic thrust. 


	“Come for me, Harley,” she breathed, and Harley lost it. His rhythm faltered, and he managed a few more wild bucks before his world turned black and a long overdue orgasm jolted through his system. He was faintly aware of Miranda shuddering before she collapsed on top of him, resting her head against his shoulder. They stayed like that for a few moments, catching their breath until Miranda sat up to look at him again. 


	“I knew I had you right,” she smirked and climbed off, readjusting her dress. 


	Not knowing what to say, Harley grabbed a couple of tissues to wipe himself clean, wondering at what little had been spilled when something surfaced in his mind and he froze mid-swipe. 


	“Miranda?”


	“Hmm?” Smoothing her hair, she turned to him.


	“We...uh, I think we forgot to use a condom,” Harley pointed out. 


	Much to his surprise, Miranda merely smiled. “It’s okay. I’m safe.” 


	“Yeah, maybe but...” Harley shook his head. “What if I wasn’t? Doesn’t that worry you?”


	She shrugged. “You’re a pilot. I suppose you get health checks rather frequently, don’t you?”


	“Yes, but...” 


	“See? So everything’s fine.”


	“But you can’t know that!” Harley burst out and got up. “I could have something and not even know it myself.” 


	Rolling her eyes, Miranda took a step closer to him and, stretching up, hooked her arms around his neck. “There’s a risk to everything in life. I swear I have nothing you could catch, okay?” Her expression turned playful. “Apart from that, be honest. It feels much better without, doesn’t it?”


	Harley heaved a sigh and released himself from her grip. “That’s not the point. Besides, I’m not in the position to know anyway.” 


	“What do you...oh. Oh.” Her eyes widened as understanding finally kicked in. She let out a nervous chuckle. “You were serious, weren’t you?”


	“Of course I bloody was!” Harley snapped crossly. 


	“Are you telling me this was your first time with a woman?”


	“What do you think I was trying to tell you when I said that I’m gay?” 


	“I thought...well, I didn’t think that you’d never done it.” She grinned. “Actually, it’s pretty cute. I’ve never had a virgin before.” 


	“Yeah, cute as fuck.” Harley cursed aircraft designers worldwide for creating doors that wouldn’t slam shut as he retreated to the small restroom for some alone time and to check his clothes for any revealing stains. There weren’t any, and as for the creases, he could only hope Bernie would buy his explanation of having fallen asleep. 


	He glanced at his reflection angrily. “What the fuck just happened?” he asked it, frowning at the puffed-up state of his lips. Admittedly, he looked thoroughly fucked. Sighing, he splashed his face with cold water, combed his hair with his fingers, and hoped Bernie wouldn’t look at him too closely. 


	He left the bathroom just in time to hear Bernie’s happy chatter. The deeper, male voice answering her was in all probability Quinn Lancaster. Suppressing a shudder, Harley passed the still-open door and a pouting Miranda and fled to the relative safety of his seat in the cockpit. 


	When Bernie fell into her seat next to him minutes later, the question was obvious on her face. Harley shot her a look in reply that made her speak only the absolutely necessary during the flight back. He knew she wouldn’t forgive him that one easily, but he just couldn’t stand the thought of telling her what had just happened. He needed to come to terms with it himself first and wasn’t sure he could do that any time soon. 
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	One week later, Harley knew he still wasn’t forgiven as soon as he dropped into his seat. Admittedly, his current state of only-just-on-time combined with a mild hangover didn’t go a long way to endearing him to anyone. Bernie glared at him in silent mutiny as she tersely talked him through the checklist, but she didn’t say anything else before or during takeoff. 


	“Okay, we’re up,” Harley muttered at last.


	“We’re on cruising altitude. You may unfasten your seatbelts and leave your seats now,” Bernie coolly informed the passengers then added cheerfully, “Drinks are coming up soon!”


	“Look, Bernie, about last week...” Harley started sheepishly. 


	“What about it?”


	“I’m sorry. I know it wasn’t particularly nice of me to...well, to act the way I did with you.”


	“I’m sure you had your reasons,” Bernie answered curtly and cast an unnecessary glance at the control board.


	“I can’t really explain it.” 


	“I didn’t think you would anyway.”


	Harley frowned at her icy tone. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 


	“Just that there seems to be a lot going on lately that you’re not telling me.” 


	“Huh?”


	“Oh, just forget it.” 


	“No. I don’t want to forget it. I want to know what you’re so pissed off about.” Harley had known she was angry, but this was blowing it out of proportion. After all, he had only refused to talk to her during their last flight together, but apparently she had a different perspective. 


	Scowling at him angrily, she took a few deep breaths before grumbling, “This is the second time you turn up late. And don’t think I didn’t notice you’re still drunk. Technically, I shouldn’t have allowed you to fly today at all.” 


	“I’m not still drunk,” Harley contradicted. “I had two drinks more than eight hours ago. I’m just tired ‘cause I didn’t get much sleep last night, and in case you didn’t notice, technically I wasn’t even supposed to fly today at all. It’s not my fault that I’m late if they call me an hour before takeoff.” 


	“Well, lucky you you’re so popular people have even started requesting you specifically,” Bernie sniped. 


	“Requesting me?” Harley frowned. “Who requested me?”


	There was a nasty tone in Bernie’s voice when she answered. “The Lancasters. Apparently Mrs. L was so disappointed when she heard you weren’t on duty today that she made her husband call in to have them change your schedule. Cute, isn’t it?”


	“Cute as fuck,” Harley grumbled, his words an unwelcome reminder of last week. 


	“Oh, I’m sure you would know,” Bernie hissed meaningfully. 


	The accusation in her voice made something inside Harley snap. “Screw it, Bernie, if you’ve got something to say, why don’t you just say it?”


	Her face twisted into an angry grimace. “Do you think I’m stupid? Do you really think I didn’t notice that you fucked her last week? On board the fucking plane of all places!”


	Harley stared at her numbly. There was nothing he could say to deny that, even though he knew that his silence only confirmed her suspicions. 


	She looked at him sadly. “Damn, Harley, it was so plain obvious what you two had been doing in here. I just wonder why her husband didn’t see it. Or maybe he did. I don’t know. But I do know that I’m not going to hang around to watch you fuck that blonde bitch. If the two of you think you can get away with rearranging working schedules, then so can I.”


	“What...?”


	“I’m not flying back with you, Harley. I’m not going to fly with you anymore at all. I’ve asked to be transferred, and Joe has accepted.”


	Harley tried to digest the news. “But...you can’t just quit. We’re a team, Bernie. You’ve been my co for months, and we’re good together. What’s this about?”


	“The fact is, I can’t work with you anymore.” Bernie suddenly sounded strangled. “Not if...when...” she choked, stubbornly fighting down her tears. At last she blinked furiously and sniffed. 


	“It’s one thing to watch you fuck around with all those guys. But not...not her. I can’t...not when...oh, God.” She broke off with a distressed sob. Instinctively, Harley tried to put an arm around her which wasn’t easy in the confined space, but she flinched away from him with an angry snarl. “Don’t touch me!”


	“For fuck’s sake, Bernie, what is the matter with you?” Harley was at his wits’ end. So far, Bernie hadn’t seemed to mind who he was going out or to bed with. It wasn’t as if she stood a chance with him anyway, but as he looked into Bernie’s tear-streaked face, he understood at last. 


	Colleagues kept telling him that Bernie had been nursing a major crush on him ever since the day she’d set eyes on him, but he had never believed it. She had never said anything, never made a move on him. Because she had known he was gay. And respected it. And probably found at least a little comfort in the fact that it wasn’t her that he didn’t want, but her second X chromosome. Now that she knew that the combination of chromosomes was apparently less of an obstacle for him than she’d used to believe, she had to face the fact that he didn’t want her anyway. And that made it personal. The realization made Harley feel bad. Very bad. 


	“Bernie, I’m sorry. Look, I don’t really know what happened last week. It was...she surprised me, that’s all. I didn’t mean to do it. I’m still gay. And I haven’t got a clue what she was thinking asking Joe to make me come in for work today. I haven’t spoken to her since...since last week, and I never even expected to see her again. Please, don’t go because of something so silly, okay?” He looked at her imploringly. 


	The pain in her eyes as she slowly shook her head made his heart sink. “I can’t, Harley. Seeing you every day is killing me. I thought I could stand it, but I just can’t. It hurts too much to be constantly reminded of what I can’t have and to think about what all the others get. I have to get over you, and being around you doesn’t help me with that.” 


	All he could do was nod silently. As much as he hated losing the best copilot ever and a good friend, her pain was too obvious to ignore, and if she had really been fighting her attraction to him for more than a year, it wasn’t likely to just dissolve into thin air all of a sudden. They spent the rest of the trip in silence, exchanging only brief, professional comments about the flight. As soon as the small aircraft had reached its parking position and the gangway had been attached to it, she bolted from the cockpit, opened the cabin door, and left for the airport building. Harley stared after her numbly for a moment before he remembered his duty and went back to the passenger cabin. 


	Miranda greeted him with her usual bright smile and a private wink. Although he, too, was smiling, Quinn’s look clearly held some restriction this time, and Harley wondered just how much he suspected as he held the blue-gray steel gaze nervously. 


	“Harley,” Miranda said at last. “I’m so glad you could make it after all. That awful coordinator woman said you weren’t scheduled for our flight. I hope you’re not angry with us for asking for you, but I must say, I feel just so much better knowing you’re the one who holds the control stick.” 


	“Um, it’s okay, I guess,” Harley replied evasively. “You’re planning to go back at two-thirty, right? Again, just let me know if you need me to make any adjustments.”


	Miranda’s eyes travelled over his body shamelessly before she calmly said, “I don’t think you need to adjust anything.” Turning to follow Quinn who was already outside, she added, “yet.” 


	Harley swallowed, trailing her with his eyes. Admittedly, she was a beautiful woman, but the only thing about her that stirred him were the memories of her slender, graceful body riding him to a mind-blowing climax. 


	Quinn, however, was an entirely different matter. A good ten years Harley’s senior, he was gorgeous and sexy in a sophisticated way. Dark, well-cut hair that was streaked with a hint of the first silver, mesmerizing bluish-gray eyes, and beautiful features combined with a body that was just an inch or two shorter than Harley’s six three and in great shape. Although he was not exactly his usual type, Harley still found him irresistible. Too bad the man was married. Too bad he obviously liked women. Harley sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. Too bad, really, that the wrong spouse was interested in him. 


	 


	 


	 




Chapter 3


	 


	 


	 


	Two hours later, Harley was trapped in the strangest case of déjà vu he’d ever experienced. Miranda took a few slow steps, closing in on him without hurry while all the time fixing his gaze with her big blue eyes. Again, she had returned earlier than announced, and although she hadn’t surprised Harley in a compromising situation, her presence alone was enough to make him feel uncomfortable. And inspire memories. 
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