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  The truest pleasure


  Love




  





  

    There’s the secret in all of us. The pleasure we dream of, the one we fantasize about, the one we strive for.


  




  In the truest form, in its most simplistic form, we strive not for pleasure, though, but for love.




  With love, all things are possible and filled with depth, with a meaning only our souls understand.




  With love, we’re bonded, linked, we’re a part of something far more cosmic and everlasting than we can find the words to express.




  With love we’re complete.




  With the truest love, no words or vows are needed.




  With the deepest of those bonds hearts merge, become one, and touch, no matter the distance that parts them.
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  1




  The Colliers’ Winter Ball was considered one of the most exciting events of the winter season. It was always held a few weeks before Christmas, and the Colliers’

  gifts to their guests were always the guests themselves. No one ever knew the guest list or the number attending. What one could count on, though, was a broad selection of not just the political

  and social elite but also those of the entertainment industry.




  Landra Collier was known for her wide selection of interests and friends, and it was rumored there were very few immune to her charm. Or to her invitations.




  Margot Hampstead, wife to the newly elected Senator Davis Allen Hampstead, was one of the few, her daughter, Alyssa, thought. Margot’s unexpected acceptance at the last minute had

  surprised not just her husband but her daughter as well. Alyssa hadn’t begged her mother to accept the invitation. She’d been certain it wasn’t accepted when she’d seen it

  in her mother’s wastebasket. The regret she’d felt had been impossible to hide. And Margot hadn’t been happy with her. Weeks later, when she’d told Alyssa to begin

  preparations to attend the event, Alyssa had been so excited she’d actually hugged her mother before racing upstairs to her room to do just that.




  Slipping through a set of French doors leading from the huge oval ballroom to the gardens, Alyssa felt the night’s excitement building. Rumored to hold exquisite works of holiday art

  tucked within grottos and sheltered arbors, the gardens were one of the main reasons she’d wanted so desperately to attend.




  Alyssa had waited all year to attend this one event. She was eighteen, no longer excluded from the Colliers’ parties, and she had already picked out the ball gown she was determined to

  wear, just in case her mother decided to attend.




  The long cashmere gown was such a pale, pale blue that in certain lights it could be mistaken for white. Alyssa hoped few would catch a glimpse of her within the heavy snow that had begun

  falling over the softly lit mystery of the enchanting wonderland Landra was said to have created this year.




  The heated brick walk instantly melted the fluff while all around it several inches of the snow glistened on the ground and clung to the bare branches and evergreens that spread out from the

  path.




  Stepping cautiously along the damp walk, Alyssa made her way as quickly as possible into the shadowed garden, determined to find as many of the sheltered treasures as possible. She’d

  waited years to see the gardens. And they were just as beautiful, just as mysterious and enchanting, as she’d heard they were.




  An ice castle nearly eight feet tall was the first treasure to be found. The soft white lights tucked in the sculptured firs to each side of it reflected off the ice and the shadowed forms of a

  Christmas tree and presents lightly colored at one window.




  An ice door was partially open, and before it stood four ice carolers in front of the ice couple standing at the door, their faces lifted in joy.




  It was so beautiful. The workmanship that had gone into it was so precise and detailed, the artistry in no doubt. It was said Landra’s nephews and her son did many of the carvings each

  year, though the nephews’ names were never revealed. And Landra had a lot of nephews, Alyssa had heard.




  Continuing along the brick path, she found an ice angel next to a bed of straw, and on it lay a beautiful carved babe. Farther along the path blocks of ice carved to resembled gaily wrapped

  presents sat beneath a fir tree along with an ice-carved teddy bear. There were marble figures of children preparing to open presents, a large metal unicorn with a big red bow tied at the base of

  his horn.




  A large wooden Santa painted in all his red and white finery knelt before a gas fire beneath a sheltered arbor where he lifted presents from his sack. A reindeer waited at his side.




  Moving deeper into the grotto, Alyssa took a much narrower path that led away from the main walk. The path itself wasn’t as well lit, but a flicker of light along a dark curve filled with

  thick evergreens drew her attention. The hidden, the mysterious, the rumors and scandalous whispers of some of the more erotic artwork pulled Alyssa into the darker areas.




  She found out why. Wide-eyed and curious despite her astonishment, Alyssa found a sculpture that held her spellbound, certain her imagination was playing tricks on her as she saw two male forms

  embracing a female, her long hair flowing around them.




  It was an incredibly sensual piece of ice art, or a rather strange form due to a bit of melting. Alyssa couldn’t be completely certain. But it made her heart beat faster at the perceived

  vision before she drew away and continued deeper into the gardens.




  All around her heavy flakes of snow fell gathering higher alongside the path. It held to branches and fir trees, piled atop glittering lights, and gave them a fractured, otherworldly look. The

  fantasy-land atmosphere began to soften and ease a tension she hadn’t known she’d possessed until she felt it dissipate.




  She wanted to become a part of the magic and erotic sensuality unfolding around her forever. She wanted to find a way to hold it just as it was, never allow it to melt. Never allow it to be

  taken from sight.




  Lifting her face to the falling fluff, eyes closing, she inhaled the cold air, feeling it settle along her bare shoulders where the cashmere dress draped away from the curves.




  She belonged here, she thought dreamily. Amid the rich treasure trove of lovingly carved ice and fantasy dreams. Here, where sensual art could be found tucked in the most unlikely of places,

  deep within the snow-filled night and the fantasies she dared not reveal were being brought to life inside her.




  It was that damned carving of the two males with their female lover, she thought with a dreamy smile. How secure would that feel? How completely surrounded with sensuality and eroticism it would

  have to be. And she would never know, she told herself in amusement as she found another of the sensual poses. One of a reclining female, resting on her elbows, head tipped back, her back arched to

  lift her breasts closer to the male at one side of her, while the one kissing her cupped one breast as though offering it to his partner.




  Wow. Alyssa was going to begin sweating soon. She was amazed the ice wasn’t melting from the sensuality of the carving itself.




  Landra’s nephews had placed the explicit art pieces in an area certain not to be walked through as often. She might have thought there was nothing farther along the way if the snow

  hadn’t picked up a shimmer of light farther ahead.




  As she moved quietly along the path a faint shiver caught her, the chill of the snow reaching past her fascination. Interspersed among the carvings here and there were the arbors with their gas

  fireplaces and enclosed padded seats. That was what she needed to find; otherwise she’d have to return to the ballroom or risk turning into a block of ice herself.




  Rounding a bend in the brick walkway, she sighted one of the enclosed shelters and hurried toward it. The sound of whispers took a moment to register, though. Not until she was at the entrance

  of the arbor did she come to a stop, certain she wasn’t seeing what she was seeing.




  Just as she tried to step back, the female pressed between the two tall males gave an outraged gasp.




  “How dare you!” she exclaimed.




  “Because you asked?” Dark, amused laughter spilled into the night along with the faint foreign accent.




  “You obviously misunderstood.” The false outrage was familiar, Alyssa thought, peeking around the evergreen branches that grew slightly over the walk.




  Ah yes. Millicent Raye. She should have recognized the other woman’s voice instantly. Recently divorced and looking for her next wealthy meal ticket, the socialite was known for her

  promiscuity as well as her displays of innocence.




  The divorcée rushed from the shelter without attempting to see who had glimpsed her in the rather scandalous position. Alyssa had no doubt the other woman hadn’t seen enough of her

  to know who she was. Millicent was too concerned with the innocent act and escaping the fact that she had been caught.




  “You can come out now.” The Texas accent was a lazy, amused drawl.




  “I wasn’t hiding.” Alyssa stepped from the cover of the branches. “I was merely giving you a chance to escape as well before I borrow the warmth of that fire.” She

  nodded to the gas flames flickering over fake logs behind them.




  “Escape? From an elf?” the darker of the two, the Texan, questioned her curiously, the sound of his voice like a whisper of velvet. “Where are the rest of your kind, little

  thing?”




  “Ha-ha. Aren’t I so very amused,” she stated, stepping slowly toward them and into the arbor. Some days it just sucked being short. Even in heels, she still didn’t gain

  the height she was trying for. Her delicate build and short stature did very little to convince anyone that she wasn’t a pushover.




  She’d put up with these two for a moment, though, she decided, amused by them. They were interesting. She liked interesting people. Her mother called it her reckless streak, the habit her

  daughter had of finding the very people a parent didn’t want their child involved with, such as the southern belle with an affinity for knives.




  With a rather teasing grin she pushed between them, then stepped to the fire before facing them again.




  They were rather handsome as well, she thought. Both about six two or so. The Texan with his pitch-black hair and deep blue eyes, his features chiseled with a rough-hewn appearance and infused

  with arrogance. The other, with the Spanish accent, had surprisingly dark blond hair that lay long against the back of his tuxedo collar, black eyes, with tempered aristocratic features. There was

  nothing soft about either man. They were tall, muscular, and far too masculine.




  “That isn’t an elf, Cousin.” The faintly foreign accent stroked over her senses like a verbal caress. It was damned freaky how much her entire body seemed to like their voices.

  “She’s not quite tall enough, I don’t believe. Perhaps a wingless fairy of some sort?”




  Alyssa gave them a forgiving smile. “You should try for more originality, gentlemen. The elf and fairy jokes were boring by age ten. Would you like to try again?”
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  She was completely enchanting.




  Shane Connor was mesmerized and he fully admitted it. For the first time since he’d realized how exceptional females were, there was one he simply couldn’t imagine taking his eyes

  from or allowing out of his life.




  The night had begun as a simple drop from the lovely divorcée, a particularly adept agent with a talent for acquiring information others couldn’t. The flash drive with all the

  information a particular Middle Eastern diplomat carried on his laptop now rested safely in Shane’s pocket where Milly had deposited it as she was pressed between them.




  “On second thought,” he drawled to his cousin, wondering if he sounded as shell-shocked as he felt. “Perhaps not an elf or wingless fairy, ’Bastian. I believe we may have

  within our sights the sweetest of all fairy creatures. A rare, mesmerizing siren. One that comes out to play in the snow rather than the seas.”




  Damn, he was getting as good at the poetic descriptions as his cousin.




  “Can we keep her?” Sebastian’s voice was low and filled with a dark, pulsing hunger Shane could feel invading his own body. “Hurry, grab her. We’ll hide her in our

  pocket and slip out with her.”




  “Goofy.” She laughed, believing Sebastian’s demand to be a joke.




  Damn, there was nothing more Shane wanted to do than run away with her right now. The urge was so damned strange he made himself ignore it. Kidnapping came with penalties, he’d heard. His

  bosses, not to mention his family, wouldn’t like that.




  “Sadly,” she answered for him, her gaze sparkling with the laughter still lingering on her lips. “No. I fear the dark queen would have far too much to say about that

  one.” There was a hint of regret in her tone, though. As though she were as fascinated as they were.




  “We’ll slay her,” Sebastian promised instantly, but Shane was watching her eyes, and he had a feeling she wasn’t talking about some imagined fantasy figure.




  “Unfortunately, I’m still rather fond of her.” The impish little thing gave them a rueful smile. “Too bad it was here you found me. Perhaps, in another lifetime where the

  rules of this land no longer exist.” She gave a little shrug.




  Where the rules of her world didn’t exist, Shane thought as denial raged through him. Yet the thought of letting her go before he knew her, before he could claim her, clear to her soul,

  had his entire body tight with denial.




  “These rules don’t exist in every land,” Sebastian assured her then, stepping closer until he could lean against the post supporting the arbor, less than a foot from her.

  “We could find a land where the rules don’t apply, little siren.”




  She flicked him a sideways glance and a small, knowing smile. “Ah, dark knight,” she said softly. “The rules I live by apply in every land, I’m afraid.”




  There was true regret in her soft gray eyes. Sebastian could see her curiosity as well as a hint of the sensuality that ran through her. Innocence marked her as well. Such innocence that even in

  the knowledge of the sexuality they’d turn loose in her, she appeared as pure and without artifice as the snow falling around them, insulating them.




  She was . . . a treasure. The gown she wore lay like a caress from breast to hip before flowing down and away from her delicate frame. The color was indescribable. It wasn’t white, nor was

  it blue or gray. It shifted between the palest of those colors, though, as she moved and the light of the flames flickered behind her.




  He wanted to touch her. Taste her.




  His hands actually tingled at the thought of touching the silken flesh rising above the gown. And what lay beneath . . . He wanted nothing more than to taste, stroke, possess. She was a siren

  indeed, and her mysterious song was entrancing him . . .




  And she was young, he realized. Eighteen perhaps, no younger. But definitely no more than twenty, and he’d wager his trust fund she had no more than one, perhaps two lovers.




  “Rules were made to be broken,” Shane assured her. “And here in this fantasy, they can be hidden.” He stepped closer as well, moving to stand within inches of her, their

  warmth now surrounding her.




  “As the lovely Ms. Raye was hidden?” she asked, but her breathing was faster, her voice filled with curiosity. And wariness.




  “We were unaware Millicent wanted to be hidden,” Sebastian assured her. They enclosed her, their larger bodies blocking the doorway. “I dare you. Just a kiss. See if you can

  choose which of us you’d prefer.”




  Alyssa felt a heavy lassitude settling over her senses as she looked up at the goof. He wasn’t so goofy now, though. He was dark, sensual, and she was dying to have them both kiss her.




  It was positively indecent. Her mother would ship her off to a convent to make certain she never did anything so scandalous again. But she would know . . .




  And a part of her knew, these men would probably find her.




  “One kiss?” It was hard to breathe.




  “Two,” the dark cowboy whispered from behind her. “One for him, one for me.”




  “Just a kiss?” She had to be certain. “On the lips only.”




  The wicked chuckle behind her was filled with sensual knowledge. “An intelligent siren. She’ll steal our hearts if we’re not careful.”




  Black eyes stared into hers; mystery, secrets, wicked, carnal delights gleamed in the dark expanse. “Perhaps she’s already stolen mine,” he murmured, his lips lowering to

  hers.




  She was a virgin, not a robot. Alyssa knew what sex was. Many of the young women she socialized with had been having sex for years. Many, with men far older than they. What they’d

  described as the perfect kiss had no resemblance to this.




  This was dangerous. It should be outlawed.




  Her arms wrapped around his neck as he eased her to him, lifting her from her feet and holding her secure as his lips slanted over hers and his tongue forged past them taste hers.




  Hot forays past her lips, little licks, tempting, teasing thrusts into her mouth as he dissolved her common sense with no more than the kiss he was taking.




  Behind her, her Cowboy brushed his cheek lightly against her bare shoulder, nipped, flicked his tongue teasingly against her flesh. Those kisses roved from her neck to her shoulders, along her

  back, just beneath her nape, to the other side.




  Pleasure was whipping through her senses, heat suffusing her flesh as a heightened sensitivity began building through her body. Every cell she possessed seemed to be demanding this touch.




  This kiss. Everywhere.




  Dazed, unbidden moans falling from her lips, she tried to follow as he eased back.




  Lifting her heavy lashes, Alyssa stared up at him, shocked, her virginal senses pierced to the core.




  “My turn.”




  Alyssa shuddered, suddenly not certain of the bargain she’d made. But her Cowboy didn’t give her a chance to object. His lips were more demanding but no less gentle. Holding her to

  him as her Spanish jokester slid one hand from her thigh to her rear, cupped the flesh of her buttock and breathed a kiss against her spine; her Cowboy kissed her with dark, heady hunger.




  The pleasure built, whipped through her, around her, spiraling through her senses and leaving her weak, unresisting to whatever they demanded. To whatever they desired.




  As that knowledge whispered through her, the kiss was broken and she found herself back on her feet, swaying as powerful hands steadied her and two strangers stared down at her with a carnal

  hunger she’d never imagined possible.




  “Siren, you should go.” His accent thicker than before, the one behind her pressed his forehead to her shoulder. “Before we do something all of us might regret jumping into too

  quickly.”




  Her common sense snapped back into place.




  Wrong place, wrong time, wrong . . . something.




  God, she hoped they didn’t expect her to choose one of them from those kisses alone, because it wasn’t happening.




  Easing from him, her knees weak, lips tingling, she stared back at them, and she wished things were different.




  “Perhaps, one day,” she murmured. “But not tonight. As much as I wish lives and rules were different. Besides, knowing the divorcée’s reputation, she’ll no

  doubt be awaiting you once you retire tonight.”




  She didn’t like the thought of that. Sebastian watched her lashes fall over her incredibly soft gaze to hide the flash of jealousy, but it was there.




  “Or perhaps we’ll be awaiting you in your room,” he suggested.




  “Not tonight.” She shook her head and stepped from them.




  Reaching the entrance to the arbor, she looked back, gave them a long, regretful glance before turning and drifting away as though she were no more than the fantasy they had accused her of

  being.




  She disappeared amid the fall of snow and twinkling lights, the color of her gown hiding her amid the white blanket covering the gardens.




  “I believe my heart may be broken,” Shane murmured. “The rejection is devastating.”




  “Rejection? I don’t accept rejection, Shane. Not from her.” Moving from the arbor, Sebastian stepped into the snow, moving to follow her.




  Shane shook his head. Sebastian was rarely a volatile person, but that young woman had somehow managed to reach inside them into a hunger they hadn’t known they were capable of, he

  guessed.




  “She’s young, ’Bastian,” he commented, sliding his hands into the pockets of his tuxedo slacks as he caught up with his cousin. “Perhaps too young.”




  “I’ll find out.” Sebastian shrugged. “I’m betting not. Hell, Shane, have you ever wanted to taste a woman’s flesh as badly as you wanted to taste hers?”

  The edge of frustration in his voice was as telling as the brisk pace he was setting to catch up with her.




  “You’ll frighten her, ’Bastian,” he cautioned. “She’s too young, too innocent.”




  “And far too curious,” Sebastian muttered. “You saw it as well as I. Young and innocent, yes. Frightened? Hell no, she wasn’t. There wasn’t an ounce of fear in

  her.”




  As they passed the entrance to the gardens they watched her slip into the ballroom, turning to cast a final glance toward them. There was no fear of the meeting in the garden being revealed, no

  fear of drawing the ire of the dark queen. But as the light reflected fully on Alyssa’s face Shane reached out and drew his cousin to a halt.




  “I know who she is,” he drawled quietly, satisfaction filling him as he stared at the brightly lit ballroom and the guests milling about.




  “Who?” Sebastian’s tension was a tangible thing.




  Hell, she had both of them off balance, almost uncertain of themselves. A rather odd feeling, Shane admitted.




  “The dark queen is her mother. There’s only one person in that damned ballroom that such a title applies to—”




  “Fuck. She’s Margot Hampstead’s daughter.” Sebastian’s tone was a hard grumble. “Alyssa.”




  “And shall I tell you what Landra was discussing with Cousin Jeb earlier?” Shane grinned.




  Landra often discussed property decisions with her son, since her husband’s death the year before.




  “Come on, Shane, get to it,” Sebastian demanded impatiently.




  “Our little siren is indeed eighteen as of this past fall. In May she’ll be heading to Barcelona for three months, and Landra offered the Hampsteads use of her seaside apartment for

  their daughter,” he informed his cousin.




  “Barcelona.” Irritation filled Sebastian’s voice now. “And you think I’ll be able to wait until May?”




  “She’ll be there for three months. Come on, ’Bastian, it’s going to take us that long to finish the job we’ve taken. If we wait, we’ll have the summer with

  her. Let’s get this finished and then we’ll meet her there,” Shane assured him.




  Like Sebastian, Shane found the thought of waiting was hell, though.




  “We’ll be waiting for her,” Sebastian growled. “And if we don’t leave quickly, Shane, all bets are off. It’s all I can do to stay the hell away from her

  now.”




  Shane well understood how he felt.




  “We’re losing it.” He chuckled as he clapped Sebastian on the back. “Come on, let’s go break into Landra’s private bar and get a nice, strong drink.

  We’re overworked, Cousin. Otherwise, a woman wouldn’t have our dicks in a twist like this.”




  Shrugging his shoulders, Sebastian turned and followed his cousin along a narrower part of the walk that led around the ballroom to a private entrance into the rear of the main house.




  Staying away from the ballroom was imperative. Staying the hell away from one innocent little siren was without question. Whether exhaustion, stress, too many drinks, or too much excess,

  she’d suddenly began to embody every fantasy they’d ever had individually, or combined, of a woman. And that was very dangerous.




  Right now, it was too damned dangerous.




  He didn’t want to leave her. For some reason, one Sebastian couldn’t make sense of, he didn’t want to leave the United States without her. He wanted to slip her away, kidnap

  her pretty ass, and take her with them now.




  Hell, what had she done to him?




  “I think a little distance at the moment would be a good thing,” Shane suggested. “Perhaps we should meet the divorcée in her room and expend a bit of the lust driving

  us both crazy.” He blew out a hard breath then. “Fuck that. I can wait.”




  There was a complete lack of desire for any other woman now. There was only Alyssa. Far too delicate, too innocent, and hiding a vein of sensuality that would burn them alive once it was

  ignited, Sebastian sensed.




  “I say we head to Spain in the morning then.” If he waited, Sebastian knew there would be no staying away from her.




  Even now, he wanted nothing more than to stride into the ballroom and sweep her into his arms. He wouldn’t stop to dance, though. He’d carry her from the mansion and rush her

  straight to the limo, where he’d order the driver to take them to the airport and the private plane awaiting them.




  “I feel mesmerized, Shane,” he admitted with a rueful smile and a hard shake of his head. “Perhaps ‘siren’ isn’t far from the truth.”




  “You’re not by yourself, Cousin,” Shane admitted, his tone far too serious. “You are not by yourself.”




  Five months? Waiting was going to be hell.
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  FIVE MONTHS LATER BARCELONA, SPAIN




  The sea and the sun, a breeze as soft and sensual as a lover’s caress as the waves slid like silk over her skin. The warmth of the sun, the splash of the water, and the

  touch of a cooling breeze were more than just invigorating; it was like a magical touch of fantasy.




  It was so different from home or the Riviera her mother preferred, or the Bahamas. The difference was one Alyssa couldn’t put her finger on, couldn’t describe, but how she wished she

  could.




  Wading through the surf, she waved to a couple who called out to her. They lived in the apartment building Alyssa was staying in. The night before, when she’d arrived, the young man had

  helped her carry her luggage up. A bit later his girlfriend, Marissa, had walked with her to show her the market and shopping district.




  Alyssa had expected Giana “Gia” Bennett, the daughter of one of her mother’s friends, to have already arrived. Landra had kept the summer rental across from Alyssa for the

  other girl. She and Gia had known each other for ages. They weren’t close, but Alyssa liked her.




  “Alyssa, be certain to come down to the water tonight,” Roberto Santiago, her downstairs neighbor’s brother, called out. “The wine is free, the music is hot, and we will

  dance.”




  Oh, she didn’t think so. She’d met Roberto the night before and she hadn’t been impressed by him in the least. She intended to be there for the music, though.




  Throwing him a smile, she gave a quick shake of her head before laughing at his pout. Turning her gaze back to the beach, she came to a stop before ever fully stepping from the surf. A wave

  caught her just behind her knees, nearly throwing her off balance.




  Not that she wasn’t already off balance.




  At the waves’ farthermost edge they stood, like twin gods, one dark haired, one lighter. Shirtless, shoeless, dressed only in loose white pants, the cuffs rolled above their ankles, arms

  crossed over their chests.




  Tall, leanly muscled, natural muscle. The kind that made a woman want to watch the sweat roll off their flesh as they did whatever manual labor had built their exceptional physiques. Then run

  hell-for-leather because they were guaranteed heartbreakers.




  There was no escaping that risk if a woman made the mistake of spending even a small amount of time being charmed by their arrogant sensuality.




  Her Goof and her Cowboy, she’d named them. Her fantasy. The men she’d dreamed about and ached for every night for the past five months.




  And they’d found her.




  She’d somehow known they would. Some part of her far-too-romantic heart had watched for them since the moment she’d met them that first night.




  As the next wave hit harder behind her knees she drew in a deep breath, her heart racing, excitement rising inside her no matter her attempts to force it back. Moving to them, she gave them a

  knowing look, aware they were taking in every inch of pale flesh she was revealing in the incredibly brief two-piece bathing suit she wore.




  When she drew abreast of them the lighter-haired sex god lowered his glasses just enough to peer at her over the top of the frame. “Hello, little siren. We’ve missed you.”




  Oh, she just bet they had.




  “What, Milly suddenly developed a few morals?” she asked pityingly. “How sad for you.” She almost laughed at the darker one’s mock glare. “So, what brings you

  to Barcelona?”




  The sensual smile and sexual heat in Blondie’s black eyes sent a heat wave crashing over her. “We heard a siren was spotted in this very location,” he informed her, his

  expression failing at serious as his eyes twinkled with a gleam of laughter. “We couldn’t resist coming out to see this phenomenon ourselves.”




  “Goof,” she accused him with a little spurt of laughter, “someone played a horrid trick on you. You should discuss it with them, because I haven’t seen a single siren in

  the area all day.”




  Pushing her damp hair back from her face as the breeze pushed it playfully over her shoulder, she moved quickly around them and headed to the beach chair she’d secured into the sand

  earlier.




  “If she doesn’t stop running from us we may have to spank her,” the faint Spanish accent sounded behind her.




  Tossing her head, Alyssa turned, walking backward as she flashed them a teasing grin. “I never allow men whose names I don’t know to spank me. It’s completely against my

  personal code of ethics, you understand.”




  Turning quickly, she closed the distance to the chair, snagged the thin, long shirt she’d worn over the bikini earlier, and shrugged it on.




  She felt naked in front of them, her pale skin too sensitive beneath the looks she knew she was getting despite the dark glasses they wore.




  “Allow us to rectify that.” Smooth, mesmerizing, his dark voice was like heady wine. “I am Sebastian De Loren.” Laying his hand against the middle of his chest, he gave

  her a slight bow. “And this ugly little man is my cousin Shane Connor.”




  Ugly little man?




  Shane scowled at him for a moment before shaking his head and turning the power of that little hint of a grin on her. “We only let him out of the facility every other week. Next week,

  I’ll have you to myself.”




  Alyssa forced back what she knew would be a far too girlish giggle.




  “Alyssa.” She inclined her head regally. “And I ask again, why are you here?”




  She had a feeling she knew and the thought of them coming there for—




  “Why, for you, siren.” That South Texas accent was just as potent as the Spanish one was. “Didn’t you believe Sebastian a moment ago? The moment we heard you’d be

  in Barcelona we rushed to make certain our schedules were clear for the summer to allow us to devote our time to you.”




  Her heart was racing so fast it restricted her breathing for a moment. Men like this should simply be outlawed rather than running around loose and playing havoc with a woman’s

  self-control.




  She tilted her head to the side. “And you found out I’d be here, how?”




  “We have our ways, sweets.” Sebastian smiled down at her. “Did you think we wouldn’t do all we could to join you in this land where others’ rules need not

  apply?”




  Where they could be with her, together. She finished the sentence for him as her breath caught in her lungs and her knees weakened in response to the rougher sound of his voice.




  “I see,” she said softly, regretfully. “And how I wish I had the experience to play the games the two of you are so obviously very good at. Since I don’t, though, perhaps

  you should find another toy to play with.”




  And she had no doubt that was all they would see her as. Another toy. She might not have sought to find out who they were, wanting to keep the fantasy as it was, but she wasn’t so innocent

  that she believed such experienced men would want more than a summer fling.




  Gathering her towel and collapsing the chair, she pulled it from the sand and turned to head for the apartment. Before she realized what he was about, Shane had snagged the chair from her hand

  and Sebastian stared down at her woefully.




  “Now, siren,” he chided her gently, “we came all this way simply to observe the phenomenon that is you. The least you could do is give us a kind word or two before sending us

  on our way.”




  “I thought that was what I just did,” she pointed out, hiding her smile.




  The chill she’d felt at the thought of walking away eased beneath the warmth in his gaze.




  “Come on, darlin’.” Shane began walking slowly toward the apartment building just above the beach. “We brought wine, and Sebastian’s mother sent homemade tamales.

  They’re not to be missed.”




  She gave Sebastian a narrow-eyed look. “Just came to see me, huh?”




  He shrugged. “We are here, are we not? Why else would we come to such a crowded little beach when our family’s property holds several that are quite private?” He glanced around

  before giving her a considering look. “You could sunbathe nude on them if you wish.”




  “Incorrigible,” she accused him before turning and rushing to catch up with Shane.




  If she wasn’t very damned careful these two were going to steal her heart before the night was out. She was turning out to be way too easy. And they were just the sort her mother had

  warned her about. The ones Margot had promised to have her institutionalized over if she dared bring one home.




  She had a feeling Margot hadn’t been joking, either.




  She had a feeling denying them was going to be far harder than her mother assured her it would be.




  One winter night, for just a few minutes, the powerful effect they had on her had followed her into her dreams and her fantasies.




  She had dreamed of them, wondered about them; now here they were. But just because she was fascinated with them and the forbidden pleasures they represented didn’t mean she had to be a

  pushover. Nor did it mean she was willing to become involved with what was guaranteed to result in a broken heart. She had a hard enough time dealing with Margot. She didn’t need more

  aggravation in her life. Not at a time when her struggle against her mother’s plans for her would take on a whole new meaning once she returned home after the summer. Alyssa had no intention

  of remaining in D.C. and playing the good little political daughter. She had her own life, her own dreams. And they didn’t include marrying for her father’s dream of the Oval Office,

  rather than her own dream of love, a home filled with children’s laughter and the quiet contentment she hadn’t known in so long.




  “I imagine the two of you wouldn’t consider going away for just a few years,” she sighed. “We could pick this up somewhere after my twenty-fourth birthday.”




  She imagined that would give her a few years away from Margot and time to figure out who she was and what she wanted. So far, she simply wasn’t certain.




  “She’s cute, isn’t she?” Sebastian asked his cousin. “A bit unrealistic at moments, but really quite cute.”




  “And you’re far too arrogant and superior,” she informed him as they crossed the remaining distance to the back of the apartment building. “And how do you know where

  I’m staying?”




  “Sweets, it’s been five months,” Sebastian reminded her. “And you’re playing in my backyard so to speak. I knew where you’d be staying months before you

  arrived.”




  “Oh, what a small world we live in after all,” she muttered, throwing him a glare. “I didn’t come to Spain for romance. Or sex,” she informed him. “Peace was

  more my aim.”




  “We can be peaceful, darlin’,” Shane promised her, starting up the steps that led to the second-floor balcony outside her apartment. “I promise. You’ll get all

  kinds of peace.”




  She wasn’t going to get any peace at all. But she couldn’t deny the fact that excitement was churning through her at a rate she’d never known before meeting them. All her

  senses were heightened, her flesh sensitive, needs she was completely unfamiliar with before them amping inside her.




  Reckless. Her mother had warned her not to give into her penchant for recklessness and she’d promised she wouldn’t. She just wanted a quiet, relaxing vacation. She’d promised.

  And that would be so very boring.




  She knew she was too innocent for them. Yet they were fun. Exciting. They offered the forbidden and made her feel alive. They terrified her. For a few brief moments in a hidden grotto the world

  had been so much brighter and so many things were possible, even fantasies. But when she’d forced herself to return to the ball, she’d found the world as she’d left it and

  she’d realized the brilliance, the excitement and mystery she’d tasted just a moment of, had become a hunger she ached for.




  And she couldn’t have that. Her world had no place for fairy tales or dreams. There was no place in it for love until she could find her way out of D.C.




  Moving up the steps between them, she could only blink as Shane drew a key from the pocket of his pants and unlocked the French doors.




  “And you got that where?” she demanded, one hand moving to prop on a hip as she stared between Shane and Sebastian with a glare, certain she appeared furious rather than simply

  exasperated.




  “We’re rather talented that way.” He was laughing at her. Behind those sunglasses, she could practically feel the amusement she knew was gleaming there.




  “You’re rather far too arrogant and confident.” She almost wished she were more like Millicent, able to accept their blatant sexuality without her emotions becoming added to

  the volatile mix of wicked eroticism and superior male certainty.




  The problem was, she couldn’t seem to make herself be seriously angry with them. Their antics were far too charming, dangerously so, and they were totally forbidden, which she feared made

  them all the more attractive.




  As if they needed anything to make them more appealing.




  “Come on, siren.” Sebastian was laughing at her again. “Invite us in. We just want to get to you know you.”




  “Far more intimately than may be good for my peace of mind,” she muttered.




  “Or ours,” Shane assured her as she stepped into the luxurious apartment behind them.




  The Collier apartment lacked nothing. Every modern convenience had been added along with many comforts she wouldn’t have thought to include herself.




  Placing the beach chair to the side of the stone entry way, Shane stared around the cool, spacious residence with an indefinable expression.




  “The apartment belongs to a friend of my parents. . . .”




  “Landra Collier.” Shane nodded. “My parents know her as well. Though she’s never offered us use of her apartment.”




  “Your reputation has probably already reached her,” she assured him as she moved into the kitchen. “She seems to be a very down-to-earth person. I rather doubt she’d

  approve of some of the games you’d become involved in.”




  She wasn’t judging them. She was the one finding amusement with them, now.




  Opening the fridge, she pulled free the sweet tea she’d made that morning before collecting three glasses from the cabinet.




  “My hand itches,” Sebastian muttered.




  “I know the feeling,” his cousin agreed.




  Removing his sunglasses, Shane turned those deep blue eyes on her, his sense of fun clearly reflected in them.




  “Be nice now,” she cautioned them as she filled the glasses with ice. “I make iced tea that would bring shame to the finest southern belle. It would be a terrible thing if I

  decided not to share.”




  Sebastian’s brow lifted as he brought one hand to scratch at his chest thoughtfully. “What if I don’t like tea?”




  “Then Shane can have your share.” She shrugged. “A South Texas native? I bet his momma weaned him on sweet tea.”




  “No truer words were ever spoken,” Shane agreed with her.




  Handing out the glasses, she stood at the side of the counter separating the kitchen from the informal eating area and entryway.




  “I kind of had plans tonight,” she told them as they found seats at the glass and metal table across from her. “Shall we make plans for you to begin your seduction next week

  maybe?”




  They looked at each other. Sebastian lowered his head and shook it slowly.




  “Love her heart,” Shane murmured. “She’s got no clue.”




  “She’s actually rather good with clues.” Alyssa frowned back at them. “And I’m getting a clue that you two are about to seriously irritate me.”




  “Irritate you?” Shane leaned back in his seat, stretched his legs out, and crossed his arms over his chest again. “Is that why those hard little nipples of yours are teasing

  the hell out of me? Or that vein jumping at your neck from the force of your racing heart?”




  A flush rushed from her breasts to her hairline.




  “It’s time for the two of you to go.” Straightening from the counter, she watched them warily now.




  They’d just passed exasperation, and charm could only take a man so far.




  “Excuse me?” Shane seemed a bit surprised by her announcement and not completely certain why she’d made it.




  “There’s a difference between charm and offensive vulgarity Mr. Conner and you’re crossing. I might enjoy the little word games, and the friendly flirting, but I’m no

  toy, nor am I some trollop you picked up off the streets. And I won’t be spoken to as though I am. The two of you can leave now.” Alyssa had been raised to understand her worth, not

  just as a person, but as a woman. She was reckless, yes, and she loved to flirt and laugh and enjoyed the experiences of getting to know a wide variety of people. But she’d be damned if

  she’d let some over-confident male speak to her as though the interest and growing sensual curiosity was something to be ashamed of.




  “Well, thank you, Cousin.” Sebastian grimaced as he leaned his elbows on the table and growled at Shane, “You just had to go and offend her, didn’t you?”




  Shane didn’t take his eyes off her, though. And as aroused as she was, as curious as she was, she didn’t break his stare. She gave it right back to him, certain if she didn’t

  do it now, then the respect she knew she deserved would never be gained.




  “She’s not as offended as she is frightened,” Shane informed him. “She might be right, though, she’s far too innocent for us, Sebastian.”




  Rising from his chair, he finished his tea, tipping the empty glass in her direction before setting it on the table and heading for the door.




  Sebastian grinned and winked at her. “Bye, Cousin. I’ll tell you all about candy kisses when I get back tonight. Or in the morning.”




  Alyssa had to roll her eyes to keep from laughing at both of them. Again. Damn them. They were completely impossible.




  Shane paused at the door, a thoughtful look on his face as she watched him in anticipation, wondering what these two would use to poke at each other with next time. They seemed to enjoy goading

  each other as much as they enjoyed goading her.




  “We could spank him,” Alyssa suggested to Shane with an arch of her brow willing to forgive as long as he didn’t forget. “I don’t think he’d protest nearly as

  strenuously as I would.”




  “The hell I wouldn’t.” Sebastian’s black eyes sparkled with a hint of blue as he leaned back in his chair, watching her with heated anticipation. “Protesting

  won’t help you, sweets. You’re determined to get that spanking sooner rather than later.”




  She probably should be real scared, but she wasn’t. There was something about them that assured a woman that they’d never hurt her in any way but the emotional. The broken heart

  heading her way would suck, though.




  “Your partner’s leaving, though,” she pointed out, unable to keep from teasing back. “You’ll have a hard time doing it alone.”




  His crack of laughter had her sliding a look at Shane’s back.




  “Wonderful view,” he complimented her with all apparent innocence. “Were you expecting me to leave, sweets? Shame on you.”




  “Shame on the two of you,” she accused them lightly before steeling herself to assert her own control. “So tell me, do you actually intend to leave so I can shower and maybe

  take a nap? There’s a party on the beach tonight I really wanted to attend.”




  Parties of the beach variety were strictly forbidden. Here Alyssa intended to experience all she could before returning to the states and the battle to separate herself from her parents’

  political lives.




  “What sort of party?” The question was asked quite casually, but there was nothing casual in Sebastian’s suddenly flat gaze.




  “A beach party,” she said softly. “You know, music, bonfire, laughing, dancing? Fun?”




  “Come, Sebastian, we’ll collect the tamales Aunt Tabby made her and bring them to her, then see what we can find to entertain ourselves tonight.” Shane gave all appearances of

  being jovial and easygoing, but it was his eyes that gave him away. Alyssa had learned at Margot’s knee to always pay attention to the eyes.




  Lifting her chin, she stared back at both of the men. “I’m no toy the two of you can decide should be placed on a shelf until you want to play, either. If that was what you had in

  mind when you followed me here, then it’s best you don’t come back.”




  Oh, but she was a fiery little thing.




  Shane had to hide the grin and look away from her for a moment. She was a slick one, this little siren they had become far too fascinated with. She didn’t just hear the tone of voice and

  take in the expression. She was very careful to pay attention to their eyes as well. Not that he didn’t know how to lie with his eyes, but he and Sebastian both knew that for whatever reason,

  Alyssa was different. For that reason alone they’d made the decision not to lie to her.




  “Playing with you wasn’t our intent.” Sebastian rose slowly to his feet; the casual move didn’t have her backing down, but Shane saw the flicker of wariness in her gaze.

  “At least, not tonight. We thought we’d at least ease you into the debauchery first.”




  “Ha-ha.” The mock laugh was indication that his humor in this case was most likely not appreciated.




  “No worries, love,” Shane assured her. “Perhaps your memories of us weren’t as fond as ours of you. A winter siren is a rare and wonderful sight. Rather like

  unicorns.” He winked teasingly. “We looked forward to seeing you again. Nothing more, I promise.”




  It was normally Sebastian soothing a female’s anger at them, not Shane. Hell, he was usually the one causing the anger.




  “I didn’t say that.” She shifted a bit nervously, the hem of the shirt riding a bit to reveal the extremely low band of the bikini and a flash of creamy, barely sun-kissed

  flesh.




  Hell, the beachwear they’d chosen before leaving the De Loren hacienda wasn’t nearly enough to hide the full erection he was going to be sporting if he kept sneaking peeks.




  Lifting his gaze to her face again, he had to grin at the little glare she directed his way.




  “I won’t apologize for looking,” he teased her. “You’re far too pretty a sight to pretend otherwise.”




  The little roll of her eyes assured him the compliment wasn’t taken seriously.




  “We’ll find other amusements tonight,” Sebastian spoke up then, the tone of his voice causing Shane to glance at him warningly.




  It was rare for Sebastian to become out of sorts over a woman if she’d made other plans. Though, to be honest, Alyssa wasn’t just another woman.




  Her lips thinned for a moment. After she glanced toward the ceiling as though debating something far too seriously, it took her only seconds to direct those soft gray eyes at them once more.




  “You’re aware I’m only eighteen, right?” The question was a bit defensive. “And not exactly experienced. I had the impression the two of you much preferred women

  with a bit more sexual expertise than I possess.”




  Sebastian was riding a line he found discomforting, especially after that little declaration. His cock was hardening despite his best efforts to keep it from doing so. The thought of touching

  her, seeing her wonder with each new pleasure, was like an aphrodisiac. Instantly he was hungrier for her, the sexual need rising with such strength he was wary of it himself.




  Son of a bitch. She was right; she was too young for them, too inexperienced. And it was the same thing he’d been telling himself for five months. Still, she was under his skin in a way he

  couldn’t seem to help.




  “We just want to get to know you, Alyssa,” he told her, shoving his hands into his pockets as he stood staring back at her. “We didn’t intend to frighten you. Perhaps in

  this enchantment you’ve cast over us we’ve neglected to consider the fact that perhaps the fascination doesn’t go both ways.”




  He knew better, just as Shane did. She was so aroused it was all she could do to make herself stand still. Her nipples were like little pebbles beneath that shirt and bikini top, a light,

  telltale flush tinted her flesh, and the slight additional fullness to her lips assured him she was more than just interested.




  They were experienced enough to know the signs, while her inexperience ensured she couldn’t hide them.




  “I didn’t say I wasn’t attracted.” A frown flirted with her brow as she fought the wariness of her response to them. “I’m not willing to be steamrolled out of

  the holiday I came here to enjoy, though. I didn’t come looking for a summer romance or a broken heart. And that’s exactly what will happen if I’m not very, very

  careful.”




  “Then be careful, love.” Pulling his hands from his pockets, he moved to her, bent his head, and brushed a kiss against her forehead. “We’ll return. And if you need us .

  . .”




  Her cell phone lay on the counter. Picking it up, he keyed in both his and Shane’s numbers.




  “Or if you get lonely,” he suggested as flirtatiously as such overwhelming hunger allowed, “you’ve only to call us.”




  Staring back at him, Alyssa drew her lower lip between her teeth and worried it uncertainly as he turned and joined his cousin at the French doors. As she watched them leave, it was all she

  could do not to call them back.




  A frustrated groan spilled from her lips before she moved to the doors to lock them, only to find them locked. Damn it, she’d forgotten to make him give her the key.




  Stalking to her bedroom, she stripped the shirt and bikini off before pulling on the loose white sundress she wore around the house. This situation was going to make her crazy, she decided.

  Having those two here was going to ruin all her plans for the summer.




  Okay, the plans were boring to begin with, but she wouldn’t leave Spain with more baggage than she arrived with if she stuck to her plan. And now that plan was burned to cinders, the ashes

  scattered. Because if they came back, and she had a feeling they would, then she wouldn’t be able to continue resisting them.




  She actually expected them to show up before she left for the beach party. As she showered and dressed in the long, tan chiffon skirt and white cami-tank, she listened for them. Securing a

  leather bracelet around her ankle, she then pushed her feet into a pair of leather sandals and left the apartment.




  As darkness settled around the beach the soft strains of Spanish love songs could be heard from the small band set up not far from the apartment building.




  Alyssa stared out over the beach and the small crowd gathered around the bonfire. There were quite a few partygoers milling around, chatting, laughing. There was no sign of Shane and Sebastian,

  though. And Alyssa admitted her excitement at the thought of attending the party had waned.




  If it hadn’t been for her fears, for her certainty that there wasn’t a chance in hell of handling them, then she could have been with them tonight.




  “Alyssa, coming down?” Gia Bennett, the daughter of one of Davis Hampstead’s backers, waved up at her. “The band’s warming up and the wine’s going

  fast.”




  Taller than Alyssa, though most people were, lanky in a tomboyish way, with dark brown hair and hazel eyes, Gia could have been a model. Instead, she’d told Alyssa, when she returned home

  she intended to apply for an apprenticeship program with the FBI.




  She’d make a hell of an agent too.




  Moving down the wide steps, sandals in hand, Alyssa met the other woman at the bottom of the stairs.




  “Dish, girl, what were De Loren and his cousin doing waiting for you at the beach?” Gia asked with teasing inquisitiveness. “I bet every woman there was watching them as they

  waited for you.”




  “You know them?” she asked.




  “I know of them,” Gia stressed. “What do you know about them?”




  “I met them at the Collier party in December,” she admitted. “Why?”




  “I’d keep those cute asses a secret if they were visiting me.” Gia turned and headed into the sand, glancing back as Alyssa followed her. “A real close kind of secret, if

  you get my drift.” Her warning wasn’t lost on Alyssa. “One you might get away with, but both of the De Loren get coming to call? Honey, you’re playing hardball there. You

  know they share their lovers, right?”




  “I rather got that idea in December when I came upon them in the garden with one of the guests. She wasn’t happy at the thought of being caught, either.” Millicent had watched

  her closely after Alyssa returned to the party, obviously worried.




  “Just watch your heart, girlfriend,” Gia warned. “I’m not so worried about tales reaching D.C. What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas? Well, what happens in Barcelona

  didn’t happen, ya know?”




  Yeah, she pretty much got that idea.




  “Sebastian and Shane are pretty rough around the edges. The women love them. But they never stick with one for more than a few nights. Don’t go pinning dreams on them,

  girlfriend.”




  “I understand,” Alyssa assured her with a confidence she didn’t feel.




  Thankfully, Gia dropped the subject as they neared the crowd. Collecting a glass of wine, Alyssa moved to the outskirts of the slowly growing throng, the number increasing as the night wore on

  and the wine loosened inhibitions. The beach party was becoming a bit wilder than she’d expected. So much so that she found herself retreating farther into the shadows as the night wore

  on.




  No doubt she would have not been hiding in the dark had Shane and Sebastian been there. Of course, if they had been there, she’d be having more fun either way.




  A little more than an hour or two into the party Alyssa began slipping away. Things were becoming just a little too wild to suit her. The flagrant sexual exhibitionism already beginning was

  enough to make her uncomfortable. Damn, sometimes being that good girl virgin could be a hell of a drawback.




  “Hey, leaving?” The swarthy Mediterranean suddenly blocking her way as she began to step onto the sidewalk from the beach had her heart jumping in her throat.




  Where the hell had he come from?




  “Excuse me, my friends are waiting—”




  “What friends?” He snickered, staying in the shadows but continuing to keep her from passing as she tried to get to her apartment. “Baby, there’s no one here but me and

  you.”




  “You’re wrong.” She was normally quite good at bluffing. “And you don’t want to make them angry. Trust me.”




  “Stuck-up bitch.” Grabbing her arm, he jerked her to him, despite her instinctive attempt to jerk back. “Too good for me, are you?”




  As the words left his lips she found herself suddenly free.




  “Actually, she is.” The icy threat in Shane’s voice sent a chill down her spine. “Now, do you want us to prove to you how much better she is than the likes of

  you?”




  “You’re giving him an option?” If Shane’s voice was lethal, then Sebastian’s was pure, black vengeance.




  Before Alyssa could fully comprehend everything that was going on Sebastian had one hand wrapped around the thick neck of the younger man and he was slowly wilting, trying to claw at

  Sebastian’s hands, fighting for air.




  “Stop. Stop this now.” Rushing for Sebastian, she gripped his arm, glaring up at him “I won’t have it.”




  The man dropped, gasping, freed from a grip guaranteed to choke the life from him.




  Scrambling while spewing curses, he scuttled back, made it to his feet, and raced around the apartment building. Not that Alyssa had a chance to make certain he left. In the next breath she was

  thrown over Sebastian’s shoulder as he walked rather calmly up the steps.




  “What are you doing?” Bracing her arms against his lower back, she struggled to lift herself enough to gain some leverage to break his hold. “Let me go!”




  A swift little slap to her rear had her freezing in outrage a second before he stepped into the apartment, bent, and deposited her on her feet.




  “How dare you!” Shaking, glaring up at him, she adjusted the snug top she felt like stomping her feet in anger.




  “How dare I?” His head lowered, eyes as black as coal and glittering with fury suddenly only inches from hers. “Let me tell you how I dare, Alyssa. I dare because that son of a

  cocksucker thought he could put his damned hands on you. That he could take what you most likely would refuse to allow him to touch. That is how I dare. And if he makes the attempt again,

  don’t even bother demanding I let him go. You won’t have time. I’ll break his fucking neck.”




  Shock exploded through her. This wasn’t the goof he pretended to be. He was stone cold. Hard. Vengeful.




  Alyssa stepped back from him slowly.




  “ ’Bastian, easy,” Shane murmured, coming to stand next to Alyssa. “She’s scared enough.”




  “Easy, my ass.” Straightening, he shot Shane a fulminating glare. “She could influence me to many things, Shane. God knows I’m so fucking enchanted with her I let that

  bastard go before I realized I was obeying her,” he snarled, obviously quite put out. “But some things are better understood from the beginning. I’ll kill anyone stupid enough to

  attempt to hurt her. And God help them if they actually succeed.”




  Alyssa stared up at him with wide eyes.




  All this fury for her? Because someone had frightened her in the dark? Okay, so maybe he’d terrified her. But all this protectiveness, even as arrogant and irritating as it was, was

  something so new, such an alien concept to her, that she could only stare up at Sebastian, fascinated and confused.




  “Why?” she asked.




  Sebastian stilled, a brooding frown crossing his face as he pushed his fingers restlessly through his hair.




  “Why what?” He finally shook his head as though he didn’t understand the question.




  “Why would you kill someone for hurting me? You don’t know me—”




  “Well, by God let me show you why.”




  He lifted her to him. His head lowered, but when his lips came over hers there was no violence, no fury, expended into the kiss.




  The results were devastating all the same.




  Senses spinning, focused entirely upon the kiss, her lips parting beneath his and a moan escaping her throat, she knew she’d never be the same.




  Firm, calculatingly masterful, and filled with a dark, rich hunger she could never have expected as he kissed her, Shane’s lips brushed over her shoulder, against the side of her neck. As

  he tenderly gathered her hair from her shoulder and held it out of his way, his teeth suddenly raked against nerve endings in her neck that shattered her concepts of pleasure.
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