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MAN’S BEST FRIEND

Lori Foster




CHAPTER ONE

It figured that on the most miserable night of the week, Erin Schuler would be the last one out. It was her own fault for staying so late, working well past closing just because . . . well, she really had nowhere else she needed to be. Her empty apartment wasn’t all that appealing. Hanging out at the park was always preferable—when it wasn’t so dark and stormy and cold.

The rain came in a torrent, soaking Erin as she locked the door to the park’s storage shed and dashed for her car in the farthest lot. Tall, thick trees blocked what little moonlight might have penetrated the stormy sky.

At least she’d gotten the last of the mulch covered and all the tools put away before the skies opened up.

But now, with rain battering down on her, she could barely see two feet in front of her as she navigated over the gravel lot, mindful of shadows and night sounds. With her arms over her head, uselessly attempting to block some of the rain, she jogged fast—and tripped over something small and soft.

As she went down face-first, whatever she’d tripped over gave a surprised yelp, followed by a very heart-wrenching whimper.

She hit the ground hard and, hearing that sad little sound, jerked around and shielded her eyes with a hand. There, looking wounded, wet, and afraid, was an animal.

Her heart lurched as she stared at the small creature with large, glistening eyes. Shaking from cold and unease, she immediately went to her knees on the gravel and pulled a small flashlight from her bag. Shining it at the critter, she found herself face-to-face with a sodden puppy of indiscriminate breed.

“Oh, baby.” Erin held out a hand. “There, there, it’s okay. I’m sorry if I hurt you,” she whispered. “I didn’t see you hunkered down there.”

The ball of wet, matted brown fur watched her from worried dark eyes. Whimpering, hopeful but afraid, it inched a little closer.

Very slowly, Erin got off her knees and went into a crouch. “It’s all right, baby. You look as cold and miserable as I feel. Come here, now. We’ll get warmed up together.”

The dog’s fur was filled with mud and probably unspeakable things, like ticks and fleas. But what the hell, she wasn’t in much better shape herself now that the rain had soaked through to her skin and she’d fallen on the gravel lot. She pulled the little bundle up close and cradled it in her arms.

The puppy couldn’t weigh more than three pounds and had the distinct look of neglect about it. In the three years she’d been working with the park, Erin had seen and rescued plenty of wild animals. But never before had she encountered a pup.

Not being a dummy, she wondered if someone had left the animal there, and if the creep was still around.

The little dog shivered in her arms and laid back its ears in a beseeching way. Holding it close to her chest, Erin unlocked her car and slid inside, then closed and locked the door. Relieved for that much security, she decided to take the dog to her apartment and see what she could do about making it comfortable.

She put the key in the ignition, turned, and . . .

Nothing.

“Crap.” Her battery had died? Truly nervous now, she dug out her cell phone. “It’s okay, sweetie. We’ll be fine, I promise.”

But when she opened her phone and the light came on, she said, “Crap times two.” The battery was all but dead. Erin flopped her head back against the seat and groaned. Stupid, stupid, stupid. She had to hurry and call someone, or she’d be stranded here alone for the night.

The dog licked her chin in encouragement, and after a pat meant to reassure the pup, she tried calling her brother.

No answer. Jerk.

He was probably out having a great time somewhere. Not that he could have known she’d need him, but still . . .

Though it was summer, the freezing rain and cool night air sent shivers racing over her body. Who to call?

One look out the window and she knew she couldn’t bother  her folks. Not only would they have been in bed for hours, but she didn’t particularly want either of them to be out driving in this horrible storm.

As to friends . . . well, she didn’t have any super good friends who wouldn’t mind venturing out late on a rainy night to save her socially dysfunctional butt.

That left her with only one choice: Gary Rutledge.

Never mind that Gary was probably asleep, or with a woman, or that she’d been avoiding him for a few months now. Erin thought of the last time he’d called, how frustrated he’d been that she claimed to be too busy to see him.

They both knew it was a lie. Only she knew why she lied.

But damn it, what she wanted and what he wanted were worlds apart. His life was already too full to add a serious romantic relationship, and she cared too much about him for anything less. She had enough problems in her life without fostering a deliberate heartache.

But even if he wanted what she wanted, he had big plans ahead and she didn’t want to get in the way of them. And if she was totally honest, she had to admit that his newfound popularity and social standing intimidated the hell out of her.

Lightning crashed across the sky, followed by a deep belch of car-jarring thunder. The pup yelped pitifully. Erin jumped. “Wow,” she said as she stroked the animal to calm it. It whined and tried to burrow under her arm. “Yeah, yeah,” she told the dog. “I know. It’s time to suck it up and make the call. I’ll do it right now.”

She’d ask Gary for help, but keep things cool and detached. Somehow.

Cooing to the dog, she dialed his number.

On the third ring, Gary gave a low, sleepy, “Hello?”

Well hell. She’d sort of hoped against hope that he wouldn’t be in bed already, but it was obvious that she’d awakened him.

Erin cleared her throat and without meaning to, asked, “You alone, Rutledge?” If he was with another woman, she’d damn well crawl home in the storm before admitting she needed his help.

“Erin?” New awareness chased away the slumber in his tone. Voice now firm and demanding, he said, “What’s wrong?”

Her phone gave a series of near-silent beeps, indicating an impending disconnect from a dead battery. Jostling the pup to keep it still in her lap, panicked at the idea that her phone would die any second, she rushed into speech. “I need you, Gary. I’m at the park, in the north lot, and everyone else is gone. Bring some towels. Maybe a blanket and—”

The phone blinked off.

Erin stared at it in horror, then let out a long breath. Had she said enough? Had he heard her location?

If so, surely he’d play white knight. Surely, he’d understand the seriousness of what she asked.

Surely he’d come alone, and not force her to ride back with whoever his current bed-warmer might be.

Rain lashed her window and lightning again lit the area, stretching ominous shadows and amplifying just how alone she  was. If Gary didn’t show up, she supposed she would have to start walking. It would take at least an hour just to get to the main thor oughfare, and the park roads were dark and narrow and . . . well, scary. But she’d do it if she had to.

Hugging the dog, Erin wondered how she always got herself into these fixes.

She needed to get a handle on her work schedule.

She needed a new car.

Hell, she needed a new life.

Cracking the window to hear any sounds that might be unfamiliar in the surrounding woods, Erin waited. The pup whined in confusion and discomfort. She felt like joining in.

After ten minutes that felt like an hour, headlights shot into the parking lot and a sleek, sporty car crept in. Hope mingled with nervousness, but she’d just have to trust that it was Gary. If not, she might have a bigger problem than she wanted to contemplate.

Silhouetted by his own headlights, the driver got out. Moving toward her in the darkness, he looked big and powerful. His car idled in the silent lot.

Erin swallowed.

He wore a long Windbreaker with the loose hood pulled up, hiding his features so it wasn’t until he’d strode right up to her car and his gorgeous face was there against the window, frowning in concern, that she knew it was Gary.

Her knees turned to Jell-O.

He looked relieved to see her, but also a little pissed. Brown  eyes narrowed, rain dripping off his nose, he said, “Open up, Erin, and start explaining.”
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Seeing Erin, sodden but safe and sound, helped a little, but Gary’s heart still thumped in residual fear. Getting a “save me” late night phone call from her was not his idea of fun.

He’d called her right back, but she hadn’t answered, and he’d thought the worst.

Now, knowing she was okay, he felt like yanking her petite ass out of the car and shaking her. She’d taken him from a sound sleep to panic in a nanosecond. For too long now she’d been dodging him, making him nuts, and then to hear her on the phone, so late at night, with not much more than an “I need you” demand . . . Well, she’d better have a good explanation.

He waited, getting more soaked by the second while she appeared to gather some things in the seat beside her. Without a word she put up her window, opened her door, and stepped out to shove a squirming, frightened pup into his arms.

Brows lifted, Gary asked, “What’s this?”

“A dog.”

He was in no mood for her unique brand of sarcasm. “I can see that, smart ass.” Gary automatically opened his Windbreaker and held the dog to his warm chest. Muddy paws and a muddier belly scuttled in close, no doubt ruining his shirt. Poor little thing. “Where’d it come from?”

Erin kept her head down and closed her car door. “I found it when I got off work.”

“Which was when?”

“Should’ve been hours ago, but . . .” She shrugged. “Since I lock up the place, I stayed longer to get some stuff done.”

She still wasn’t looking at him, and Gary didn’t like that. “Why didn’t you answer me when I called back?”

“Dead phone. I guess I forgot to charge it.” Then, defensively, she said, “I’m lucky I got through to you before it went entirely kaput, or I’d have been walking home.”

When lightning splintered the black sky, followed by several cracks of thunder, Gary took her arm and steered her toward his car. “Not real smart, Erin. You shouldn’t be out here alone.”

“Yeah, no kidding.” Her short dark hair was plastered to her head, and rain water dripped over her face. As they walked back to his idling car, she hoisted a bag over her shoulder. “I’m sorry for the inconvenience, but—”

“Forget about it.”

She started to say more when she saw the Audi and froze. “No, you didn’t.”

“Didn’t what?” Gary hauled her the rest of the way to the car and opened the passenger door for her.

She didn’t want to get in. “You drove your new Audi.”

Now she hated his car, too? “So?”

She put her hands to her head and stood there in the pouring rain. “So it’s a fifty-thousand-dollar car and I’m wetter and muddier than the dog.”

He smiled. “I can see that.”

Finally she looked at him—but it was with wide-eyed horror. “I can’t ride in there!” She pointed at the front seat of his Audi TT interior. “I’ll ruin your leather seats.”

Icy rain made its way down the back of his neck. “The leather’s treated. It’ll be fine. Now get in.”

“But . . . I’m muddy.”

Impatience had him nudging her along. “The car can be cleaned.” As she gingerly seated herself, Gary stared down at the top of her head and, feeling provoked, said, “You can help me with that on your next day off. Okay?”

Her gaze clashed with his, but only for an instant. “Uh, sure.”

So much enthusiasm. He shook his head and put the pup in her lap. “The towels are there in the seat if you want to wrap him up.”

“Him?”

Gary helped her to get settled. “He’s definitely a boy dog. You didn’t notice?”

She made an incredulous sound. “I was a little preoccupied imagining some whack-job who might have left the puppy there as a way to booby-trap me in the dark and deserted woods.”

Smiling, Gary reached in and pushed wet bangs out of her face. She looked . . . adorable. Like a cute drowned rat. “Not too farfetched, really.”

When she gave him a doe-caught-in-the-headlights look, he shut the door and ran around to the driver’s side. Once inside, he stripped off the soaked jacket and stuffed it behind his seat. “You have to be more careful, you know.”

“I know.” She kept looking around the car with awe.

“It’s just a car, Erin.”

“A car that costs more than some houses.”

“Hardly.” He smoothed his hands over the wheel. “It was an indulgent buy. Don’t make me regret it, okay?”

Carefully removing her soaked sneakers and putting them on a towel on the floor, she asked, “How could I make you regret it?”

“I’ll explain later.” She looked cold, so he adjusted the heater. “How’s the pooch?”

“Sleepy, I think.” As dry as Erin could get him, the pup curled up, rested his little furry chin on her thigh, and dozed off.

Gary propped his hands loosely on the steering wheel and watched her care for the dog. He liked the profile of her slender nose, her stubborn chin, the way her short dark hair curled when wet. He liked her gentleness as she comforted the dog. Hell, he more than liked everything about her, and had for some time now.

For him, Erin was reality in a world filled with facades.

Rather than spook her by saying what he really thought—about her—Gary commented on the dog. “He’s cute.”

“And small and too skinny.” She pushed back her wet hair and groaned. “God, what a miserable night.”

“Better spent in bed.”

Wide eyes locked onto his face.

She was mute, prompting Gary to retrench a little. “I always sleep pretty sound when it rains. It’s hypnotic.”

Erin blinked and turned away. “I’m so sorry that I woke you.”

“I’m not.” He saw this as a great opportunity and planned to make as much headway as he could.

“I didn’t know who else to call.”

“I’m glad you called me.”

She cleared her throat after that disclosure. “I tried my brother first—”

“And didn’t reach him.” Gary couldn’t help his knowing grin. “Dave is out for the night, and maybe even the whole weekend.”

The mention of her brother eased some of her tension. “He’s too good-looking for his own good. He really needs to settle down.”

“So do I.” He and Dave had been friends forever and now, in their early thirties, they were both ready for home and hearth. Dave had held out because he was picky.

Gary had held out because he wanted Erin and no one else. She was worth waiting for.

She might not know it about her brother, but Dave was pretty serious about a new woman in his life and spent most of his nights with her. Because things were intense, Gary suspected Erin would soon be meeting the new woman. If she’d called Dave’s cell instead of his home phone, she’d have reached him—in bed and no doubt busy.

Instead, he got handed a golden opportunity.

Thanks to Erin’s faulty car and the unpredictable summer weather, she was temporarily stuck with him. If things worked out right, he could see to it that she was trapped with him all night. He’d finally have the chance to tell her, and maybe show her, how he felt about her.




CHAPTER TWO

Gary looked out the windshield as the plan formed in his mind. Ready to get things going, he pulled out of the parking lot. “Where do you think the dog came from?”

“I don’t know. Maybe someone left him at the park, maybe he wandered in on his own.” She smoothed shivering fingers over his crown, and tucked the towels in closer around him. “But I couldn’t leave him.”

“I would hope not.”

She shot him a look. “You’d have taken him in, too?”

That annoyed Gary. From the moment he made it clear that he considered their relationship to be about more than friendship, she’d been seeing him in a different way. “Do you even have to ask?”

Her shoulder rolled. “I don’t know. It’s just that you have a busy career now. It’s not like you have time for . . . a dog.”

As a fighter whose popularity was fast growing in the SBC—Supreme Battle Challenge—mixed martial arts, he could only nod agreement. “And that means what? That I don’t care about animals anymore? That I somehow became a heartless bastard who’d leave a puppy out all alone in this shit weather?”

Her anger sparked, too. Erin had a quiet temper, the kind that she conveyed with a really mean look. “You have an even busier social life.”

“If you mean all the promotional crap, it comes in waves and doesn’t have anything to do with who I am.” Did his growing notoriety really put her off? Was that part of the problem? Damn it, he’d always counted on Erin knowing him. Not his fighting persona, or the guy in the magazine ads, but him, the man. “I’m the same person you’ve known since you were six.”

“Yeah, right. When I was six, you despised me.”

“I never despised you, Erin,” he clarified. “But back then, to a couple of teenage boys, you have to admit you were a real pain in the ass.” He could remember Erin in pigtails, dogging their heels wherever he and her brother went. Back then, she’d hated to be excluded for any reason. “Do you remember when you were eleven, and you hid in the bushes to catch me kissing Annie?”

Teasing right back, she said, “It was an education I’ll never forget. I thought you were both so gross, but I couldn’t stop watching.”

“Until your mother busted you.”

“Ha! She busted you and Dave, too. We all got lectured, and  after that, Mom left the front porch light on all night so that you guys couldn’t make out there anymore.”

Gary laughed. “It was pretty embarrassing all the way around. You were such a pest.”

She smiled, and that alone nearly did him in.

His hands flexed on the steering wheel. “You know, it wasn’t until you were about seventeen that I stopped thinking of you as Dave’s little sister, and instead realized how hot you are.”

Her smile faded. “I am not.”

“You most definitely are.” In deference to the weather, he drove slowly, taking twice as long to return to his place as he’d taken to reach her at the park.

“I don’t know how you can say that, with the women who are always throwing themselves at you.”

For the moment, Gary ignored her remark. “Back then, I had a hell of a time making myself remember that you were Dave’s sister, and seven years younger than me.”

She took a moment to pick a burr out of the puppy’s ear, then said quietly, “That hasn’t changed, you know.”

“Plenty of other things have. We’re now both grown adults with settled jobs.”

“You’ve got to be kidding! You call being a fighter a settled job?”

Now he felt defensive. But Erin was the only woman he knew who had such a negative reaction to his choice of career. “It pays well, I’m good at it, and I love it.”

After studying him a moment, she looked away. “I like it too, but . . .”

“You do?” He glanced at her in the shadowy interior of the car. She had her head down, petting the dog and doing her best to resist the chemistry between them.

“You’re incredible when you fight.” She glanced at him. “I’ve watched all your fights. You know that.”

“I thought you hated it.”

She shook her head. “But . . .”

“But what?”

“It’s just that everything is so different now.”

“I’m not different.”

She rolled her eyes. “Look at what you’re driving. And you’ve got that big, brand-new house. And face it, Gary, you’re practically a sex symbol.”

He took all that very seriously. “The car is just fancy transportation—”

“Now muddy transportation that smells like wet dog.”

“Will you forget about that? It doesn’t matter.” How dare she think he was some fastidious jerk who fell apart over a little dog hair and mud? “As to my house, it’s not that big, but it is comfortable and it has room for my gear.”

“It has room for a shopping mall.”

Gary locked his teeth and moved on to the most important part of her complaint. “And just so you know, I’m not interested in groupies. Anyone with a brain knows that hangers-on are pho nies and not to be trusted. They’re not the crowd you want around you. They sure as hell aren’t people you want to tie yourself to.”

Erin considered that for a long, quiet moment. “So you’ve never wallowed in the adulation, huh?”

“Hell, Erin, I’m thirty-two and I know what I really want, what I’ve wanted for a while now.” If she’d just stop fighting him, they could both move ahead. “It has nothing to do with fancy cars, big houses, or one-night stands with women hoping to mark their bedposts.”

The dog whined, saving them both from the awful silence that followed. Erin resettled the little ball of fur, and changed the subject. “I hope he doesn’t have a lot of nasty ticks or fleas.”

Seeing that as a perfect segue, Gary pulled the car into an all-night convenience store lot. “Stay put. I’ll grab some dog shampoo and stuff and be right back.”

She tried to protest, but he jumped out and dashed through the rain to the store’s front door. Luckily they had a decent pet section. When he finished he had a dog dish, puppy food, flea and tick shampoo, a collar, and a leash.

He didn’t mind the expense; if things worked out right, he’d name the little dog Cupid and call things even.
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Erin stared at the haul Gary stored in the floor near her feet. Things were getting crowded, fast. “Good grief, did you buy out the store?”

He was even wetter now after facing the deluge to shop. “Just the necessities.” He lifted the hem of his shirt to dry his face—which gave her a great peek at his impressive abs—and then settled into his seat. “It’s likely he does have fleas, and you don’t want those things to take up residence in your house.”

“I suppose not.” The thought of bugs crawling around didn’t thrill her.

“To be safe, we’ll bathe him on my back porch.” Before she could complain, he explained, “It’s covered.”

She frowned at him. “How much do I owe you?”

“It’s my treat.”

“Oh, no.” No matter how financially set he might be these days, she carried her own weight. From what she could tell, too many people were already trying to live out of his pocket, and she wasn’t going to be one of them.

Besides, she’d already inconvenienced him enough. “I’ll pay you back. I insist.”

“Fine.” He drove the car out of the lot. “We’ll discuss it later.”

Meaning he hoped she’d forget—but she wouldn’t. “I want to see the receipt.”

“Afraid I’ll overcharge you?”

“No!” Gary was the most honest guy she knew. But he worked hard for his money.

He grinned to let her know he was teasing. “After his bath, we’ll get him fed.”

A lot of things had changed, but not that killer grin. It still had the power to make her goofy. But not so goofy that she wanted to be alone with him in his spectacular new home.

She’d seen it from the outside when she’d driven by without him knowing it, and that was enough to make her agog at the luxury of it. Her brother said the interior was incredible—and she just knew the high-end, designer furnishings would make  her feel like a Podunk. But even if Gary wasn’t so well-to-do these days, she didn’t want to be alone with him long enough to bathe the dog.

Already her will had weakened. Give her half an hour of privacy with him, and she’d be the aggressor, asking him for things she knew she was better off not having.

Like his body.

The problem was that he’d been so caring about the dog, and so uncaring about the mess it caused, she didn’t know how to refuse him. His shirt had to be ruined, but she prayed he was right about his leather seats. Heaven only knew what it’d cost to repair them.

But nice or not, just being with him in the quiet seclusion of his car had her thinking things she shouldn’t. Erin cleared her throat. “I sort of figured I’d clean him up tomorrow at my place.”

“And leave him dirty and tangled all night?” He shook his head, sending a wet lock of brown hair to fall over his brow.

Her heart gave an unsteady beat.

“No, it’ll be better to take care of it now.” Then, as if he thought better of things, he suddenly shot her a look. For that single instant of time, his brown eyes were direct and soul sucking. “You don’t have other plans, do you, Erin? I mean, a date or something?”

The ridiculousness of that helped pull her from her daze. Her last date had been months ago and was a resounding flop that hadn’t encouraged her to try again.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “No plans.” He looked pleased by that, but also put out by her reaction. “It was a legitimate question for  an attractive twenty-five-year-old woman. You do know that you could date nonstop if you wanted to, right?”

In a fictional world maybe. But Gary was the very last person with whom she wanted to discuss her nonexistent romantic involvements. “I spend most of my weekends working.”

He nodded. “You aren’t high maintenance, so tell me why you take all that overtime?”

The truth would suffice. “I enjoy the work.”

“More than dating?”

She couldn’t think of anything but the truth. “There’s no one I’m anxious to date.”

Smiling, he said, “Want to tell me why?”

Letting out an exasperated breath, Erin stared at him. “You want me to say I have a thing for you, is that it?”

“Not just any old thing, no. The real thing. And you do, so why not admit it?”

The real thing? Yeah, it was plenty real. But regardless of his protests, he was now a celebrity of sorts, and win or lose, though he mostly won, he gained more popularity with every fight. Events took him to hotspots all over the country, and sometimes out of the country.

He wined and dined with celebrities.

He appeared in magazines and newspapers.

Gorgeous, sophisticated women vied for his attention.

Could he really be happy with a hometown girl he’d known since he was a kid?

Erin thought about it so long that Gary was pulling into his  driveway without her even realizing they’d reached his home. Outdoor lighting made the grounds look magical. Even soaked and storm-whipped, the landscaping was beautiful. The long driveway led up to a four-car garage.

“You have a gorgeous house.”

“It’s comfortable—but a little too big for a single man.” He put the car in park, looked at her for a long, heart-stopping moment, then he leaned over and kissed her.

No hands. No body parts touching.

But his mouth was warm on hers, and confident, and he tugged at her lips in a way that raised her temperature several degrees.

Wow.

 

For years, he’d played at being a pseudo big brother to her, but there was nothing fraternal about the way his mouth moved on hers.

Erin started to lean into him—and the puppy yapped, jumping up between them. Erin came to her senses just in time to realize that the little rascal had piddled on her leg.

“Oh, crap.” She grabbed for her door handle to get the pup out of Gary’s car. For a second there, her seat belt hindered her escape, but Gary released it for her, and he got out, too.

Luckily, the rain had slowed to a drizzle. Not that it mattered since she was soaked to the skin anyway.

Crouched on the muddy grass by the dog, she saw when Gary’s big feet stopped near her. He said nothing, but Erin felt his watchful gaze.

Her blood still pumped too fast from that kiss, but she wasn’t  a complete coward, so she looked up at him—and got snared in his dark gaze.

Get a grip, Erin. She pasted on a false smile. “Now my jeans are wet with more than rain.”

“Huh.” His smile was genuine and full of promise. “Guess you’ll need a bath, too, then, won’t you?”

At that suggestive comment, her heart shot into her throat. She tried to think of something to say, but Gary scooped up the dog, took Erin’s arm, and started them all toward a side door to his large ranch-style home.

He led her directly into the cavernous garage, where she saw a truck parked, and then into the attached laundry room.

An overhead light brightened everything and granted her a good look at the pup.

And Gary.

He set down the dog and let it go about sniffing everything. With both hands, he raked back his hair while kicking off his shoes. His clothes clung to him.

And then he grabbed the hem of his shirt and dragged it off over his head. One-handed, he tossed it over her head and into a laundry basket behind her.

Erin stared.

Gary had always had an athletic body, but since starting the extreme sport of MMA competition, he’d gotten far too buff for her peace of mind.

Loose-limbed and casual, he stood there and let her look. Unlike some of the fighters, he’d kept his chest hair and she liked it. A lot.

His hips were super lean, muscular. The waistband of his wet jeans curled out away from his body. The material over the fly was . . .

She looked up at his face—and found him watching her far too intently.

Oops. Trying to be cavalier, Erin said, “You look great. In shape, I mean.”

“Thanks.”

Trying not to stare at him again, she kicked off her own shoes and stripped off her light jacket. “Do you have something we can use to bathe him in?”

When Gary didn’t answer, she looked at him again, and found him standing very still, his jaw tight, his cheekbones slashed with color.

He stared at her chest.

She knew she wasn’t overly endowed, and her physique in no way compared to his, so she crossed her arms under her breasts and asked, “What are you looking at?”

At her tone, his left brow shot up—and he continued staring. “This is in no way a complaint, believe me, but it seems a white T-shirt and bra go . . . completely transparent in that much rain.”




End of sample
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