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CHAPTER ONE

“You want it fast, Sugar?”

“Yes. Oh yes. Always.”

She slammed back against the wall, pulling
him with her. He deftly unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her black
bra while she clutched his butt and tried to yank him closer,
fumbling with his belt in sensual fury.

“Can’t wait two minutes to get upstairs?” He
laughed, bending to lick the taut nipple pushing against the lace
confinement.

“You know damn well I can’t,” she answered
rough and breathless, and butter-fingered.

“Too quick,” he warned, but his hand slid
under her skirt.

“Too bad. I want it. Now.”

There was a heavy clink as his belt hit the
floor and she smiled up at him. A wanton, vital smile of
success.

But he shook his head, his eyes gleaming
wickedly. “You’re coming first.”

She arched against him. “On your cock, damn
it.”

“On my fingers, Sugar. Or my tongue. Your
call.”

“I call for cock.” She reached up and nipped
his lips with her teeth.

“Fingers,” he argued. “And thumb.”

Back. Away. Now.

Step back from the window.

Nicoletta Valeri knew she should listen to
her damn conscience and bolt from the intensely intimate scene
unfolding before her. But she didn’t move. She couldn’t. Her gaze
was glued to that gap in the curtain and what she could see of
those swiftly moving bodies; the snatches of skin, the secret
smiles and sparkling eyes. Her ears strained to catch the
frantically uttered sensual whispers… to that passion.

He was kissing her neck now and did
something Nicoletta couldn’t see—beneath the skirt. The woman threw
her head back and moaned.

Goosebumps riddled Nicoletta’s skin. The raw
pleasure in that sobbing sound?

Transfixed, she held her breath as the echo
reverberated around her own emptiness. Never had a man made
her release such an uncontrollable, carnal cry.

She stood motionless in the cold, shadowed
corridor, watching as the couple stared at each other. They were
suddenly still, silent, intent. She instinctively understood what
this moment was.

Anticipation.

There was a slight movement, the woman
whimpered. The next second, he thrust. Hard.

Nicoletta flinched, shocked at their
matching expressions—the almost unbearable strain of relief and
pleasure and that driving ache for more. They groaned, gathering
shattered emotions, bracing to move closer still.

She’d seen sex scenes in movies. She’d
watched a porno in a hotel one time with Brandon. But she’d never
seen anything as elemental or as raw, as this. She wrapped her arms
across her chest as her ribs tightened.

Back. Away. Now.

They were so tightly focused on each other,
they’d never know she’d been there. All she had to do was walk—

“You’re tight, Sugar.” Tension radiated from
his stance. “You need me to lick—”

“Don’t stop fucking me.” Sugar half ordered,
half pleaded, her eyes filled with desperate want. “Don’t stop
loving me.”

“Never.” He groaned, then hoisted her higher
so he could push deeper. Slow, careful, sure and strong.
“Never.”

Her heart-aching sigh was cut short by his
kiss. Hell, the way they kissed. The way he took…

Nicoletta’s throat was dry. So were her
eyes. She needed to blink, breathe, swallow. But heat shimmered
through that tiny gap, giving her a glimpse into their private
intimacy and burned her insides out.

Move, Nicoletta. This is wrong. So
wrong.

But she couldn’t tear her gaze from
something so right. Something she’d never had. Something she wanted
so badly it made her skin blister.

A movement at her side made her turn.
Horrified, she gasped. She wasn’t alone out here anymore. A man was
leaning on the wall she was pressed back against. He wasn’t
watching the action through the window, he was watching
her.

Before her startled scream could sound he
clamped his hand over her mouth and grabbed her wrist in his other
hand, tugging so she lowered her arm. And as he stepped closer a
bar of light from the room hit his face and she recognized the
devilish upturn of his mouth.

Her heart stopped beating. Any last shred of
dignity was smoked.

How long had he been there? Why hadn’t she
heard him walk towards her? Why hadn’t she damn well walked
away sooner? It was too late now. Humiliation was here. Mortified,
she made herself look into his eyes. She knew they’d be green.

Yeah, they were very, very green
right now.

Austin freaking Tate.

The burning sensation in her chest
intensified. Could she die now please? Now and forever?

Doctor Austin Tate was sports doctor
to the ski stars. Or he had been. Until she’d screwed—

The unmistakable sounds of escalating
pleasure spiraled out of that room. Roughened breathing. The slap
of skin on skin. Whispers. The cacophony of desire swirled, only to
disappear in the cold darkness of the corridor.

The cold darkness where she now stood. With
him. The man she longed to loathe. And couldn’t.

She didn’t look back at the lovers in the
room. Austin’s eyes now trapped hers. And his grip on her wrist was
a shackle.

He kept his broad hand over her
mouth—hard—and took a step backwards, drawing her away from the
private meeting room at the back of Summerhill Lodge. He walked
slowly, keeping her with him. Keeping her silent. Keeping their
presence undetected.

They’d taken only a few steps when the
unrestrained cries of orgasm sounded.

Nicoletta stumbled. Austin’s hold tightened,
his eyes narrowing, their vividness intensifying. The pressure on
her mouth deepened, his palm crushing her lips. It was the closest
she’d ever gotten to him. And for a wild second she wanted the rest
of his weight crushing her.

They stood frozen together. She couldn’t
tear away from him. She couldn’t hide.

He dropped his hand from her mouth but kept
that steely grip on her wrist and marched her back to the bar she’d
walked out of only ten minutes before when she’d seen him on
the far side of it, sitting with no less than three women.

She was such a stupid fool.

Now he led her to the vacant stools at the
very end of the half empty bar. He finally released her wrist but
stood on the exit side, so she’d have to push past him to get away.
She got the impression there’d be no getting away just yet.

She didn’t take a seat, just waited for the
scathing words to emerge. She deserved every one of them. But he
didn’t say anything. He just leaned against the bar and looked down
at her. Also waiting.

She stared at the smug smile now curling his
mouth. It irritated the hell out of her, the way it had a year ago.
Always he looked at her like he knew something about her—something
that privately amused him.

Well, she’d given him plenty to be amused
about now, hadn’t she?

Anger flashed. “Did you have to hold my
wrist so tight?” She rubbed it pointedly. “There’ll be a bruise
tomorrow.”

“Did you have to stand there watching Connor
have sex with his fiancée?” he countered dryly.

Shame burned. Envy burned deeper.

That woman was Connor Hughes’s fiancée? So
the two of them were going to have sex that awesome for the rest of
their lives? And despite knowing that, they still wanted each other
so much they couldn’t wait to get to their own room only a flight
of stairs away?

“How long were you watching me?” Cold sweat
slicked her palms. She’d long wanted Austin’s attention—but never
like this.

He looked even more amused. “Why, you feel
violated or something?”

Ouch. Why did Austin Tate have to bust her
in the most humiliating moment of her life?

The dumb-ass, frankly delicious doctor had
charmed every woman in her ski squad. They’d all wanted a
taste of his wicked skills. All tried in their own ways to bag him.
And yeah, Nicoletta hadn’t been immune either. She’d tried. Just
the once. And she, like everyone else, had failed.

“I need a drink.” She turned away from the
mockery in Austin’s green-eyed gaze and called to the bartender.
“Three shots of tequila.”

“There are only two of us.”

“None of them are for you,” she snapped.

She didn’t want him anymore, right? She
loathed him. Okay, right now she loathed herself.

“You’re going to have all three?” His
eyebrows arched. “Who are you and what have you done with Nicoletta
Valeri? She doesn’t drink. She’s too much the pro athlete.”

“Just goes to show you don’t know everything
about me.” She picked up the first shot and knocked it back,
swallowing hard as her eyes stung.

“True,” he replied blandly. “I never
would’ve guessed you’re a voyeur.”

She sucked in a breath and it wasn’t because
of the alcohol burning down her throat. Really making a meal of it,
wasn’t he? “It wasn’t what it looked like.”

“You can say that if it makes you feel
better,” he said, eyeing her sharply as she set the glass back
down. “No salt and lime?”

“I want to feel the full burn.”

“Because you’re not burning up enough
already?”

She sent him a venomous look. Only it didn’t
satisfy her need to strike, because just looking at him made her
draw another breath. Austin Tate was devilishly handsome. Tall,
lean, with russet colored hair and an imp in his eyes that spelled
trouble. Sinful, filthy trouble. The kind of trouble Nicoletta
ached for and never got.

His all-black jeans and tee combo showed off
his lightly tanned muscular frame—a light outfit in spite of the
freezeroid temperatures outside. But Austin could get from the bar
to his bed without stepping outside. So could she. So could all the
women present—hence their slinky dresses and sexy heels. But
Nicoletta still wore the jeans, silk shirt, and ankle boots she’d
travelled to Summerhill in tonight. She’d come straight to the bar,
knowing she’d most likely find everyone there.

And she had.

“What were you doing out the back anyway?”
he asked.

Like she was about to tell him she’d gone
out there to avoid watching him score some other woman?

“It’s the private area,” he added when she
didn’t respond. “Or does Princess NV think she can go wherever the
hell she pleases?”

NV—Envy—the nickname she hated. The one her
momager had made her ‘own’ and appropriate for her ‘brand’. It was
all over her helmet, even the clothing line she endorsed. She was
the Slalom Queen who had it all—stellar ski career, modeling and
sponsorship contracts, hot Hollywood boyfriend…

Well, one thing might’ve changed, but two
out of three still wasn’t bad.

“I’ve been coming here most of my life, I’m
allowed to go the staff routes.” She glared at him.

“What were you thinking?” His brow furrowed.
“You’re lucky I was the one who caught you.”

That he’d busted her was the most unlucky
thing in the world. Anyone would have been better than
him.

“What would all your sponsors say, huh? Your
young fans?” He continued with a shake of his head. “You’re usually
more careful.”

“I didn’t do it deliberately,” she ground
out.

“No? But you took advantage of the
opportunity. You can’t deny it honey, I was watching you for quite
a while before you noticed me.”

And now she really wanted to die. “Well what
were you doing out there?”


CHAPTER TWO

Austin hesitated. He didn’t want to admit
he’d followed her. He’d told himself not to. Nicoletta Valeri had
come close to ruining his career. If he’d stuck with that job last
year, she would have. Yet despite that, for some dumb reason his
body went hyper hard whenever she was near. Like now. And now there
were no contracts forbidding it. No legal or moral reasons why he
shouldn’t get near.

The urge to see what she was up to had been
irresistible. He’d followed her beautiful ass out the back and
nearly died when he’d seen why she’d stopped so still.

“I am staff, remember?” He looked at
her pointedly.

It was a mistake. His body winched tighter
as he watched color run under her skin. Her dark brown eyes looked
as bottomless as ever despite the bar light overhead. It seemed
still waters ran deep. Nicoletta Valeri had urges he’d never have
imagined.

Her silk shirt clung to her curves—it was
her signature sky blue of course. Her helmet and ski suit were
always that color. She’d left the top couple of buttons undone, so
he could see her sleek collarbones. With the skinny jeans she had
on tonight, her legs appeared longer than ever. Her whole look was
striking, yet accessible. She was the woman every girl wanted to
be. But he knew everything was perfectly ‘crafted’. The ‘NV’
nickname had started as a bitchy behind-her-back taunt years ago
when she’d been on the junior circuit. Media had gotten hold of it
but then she with her mom-and-dad management team had run with it.
Because in truth every athlete wanted what Nicoletta had—the
perfect physique, the drive, and the unlimited resources to get to
the very top. They all wanted to be a world champion and score
those insanely valuable sponsorship and modeling deals.

But what truly set Nicoletta apart from the
rest was her steely core. Nothing would get in the way of
her winning whatever she set her flinty heart on. She won every
time in every way. He’d seen her in action. Smart, savvy, sexy…
Nicoletta Valeri had it all.

So what was it she’d seen in the corridor
that had her looking so full of want?

Connor freaking Hughes—multi-millionaire,
ruthless tycoon. Damn owner of Summerhill—the exclusive ski resort
Austin was currently resident doctor of. Austin swiftly turned,
picked up her second shot and downed it.

“You don’t drink.” She stared at
him.

“Guess that makes two of us going off road
tonight.” He set the glass down on the bar with a bang.

Was it Connor she wanted? He liked the guy
well enough, but hot anger roiled in his gut at the thought of her
being with him. Yeah, Nicoletta was his freaking Achilles heel. The
one woman he wanted more than was good for him. The woman who’d
messed him around and ruined his last job. He wasn’t letting her do
that again. He was staying far, far away, right?

But he couldn’t turn away from that emotion
in her eyes—the defiant pride that was so very her, but the plea
hidden beneath was something else.

Too bad, she wasn’t winning this one. She’d
never get Connor now Savannah was here.

Austin ought to be laughing. Ought to feel
some Karmic satisfaction. Hell, he could go tell the world about
her inner deviant urges… only he wasn’t a complete bastard. And he
wanted her too damn much. He had from the moment he’d first met
her. Because in real life Nicoletta Valeri was more vital than the
airbrushed perfection of her lip-gloss and energy drink ads. And
tonight when she’d looked into his eyes as she listened to other
people orgasm—he’d seen the naked envious essence of her.

So very, hotly, human.

“Is Connor why you’re here?” he asked
roughly. “You’re too late. As you’ve seen, he’s otherwise
entertained. And what with the giant diamond on her finger, it’s
serious.”

“I don’t want Connor,” she answered, every
bit as rough.

“So was it Savannah?” Austin nearly choked.
Did she want that fiery brunette the way most men did?

“No.” Nicoletta’s perfect smile suddenly
flashed. “She’s very beautiful. So’s he. But neither of them were
what I wanted.”

“So what then? You had want all over your
face honey, you can’t deny it.”

A far away look entered her eyes as she
hesitated. Then that softness hardened. “It was the passion. The
way they couldn’t wait to get into each other.”

“Lust?” He frowned down at her. It couldn’t
be that simple. “You’ve never been unable to wait to get to
it?”

She shrugged. “Not like that.”

“They’re madly in love with each other—”

“It’s not that either,” she interrupted,
goaded. “It’s almost in spite of that. It’s the inability to stop.
That overwhelming urge. The recklessness and they don’t give a
damn…”

“What, you’ve always had sex in a bed, at
night, with the lights out or something?” He tried to joke, but his
voice had rusted.

“Pretty much.”

His tension trebled. “Didn’t that actor
boyfriend you had do it for you?”

She picked up the third tequila shot and
drank it. “He was too busy pumping iron to pump me,” she muttered
as she sucked in a breath and blinked rapidly. “Building bulk so he
could be that cartoon hero in his latest movie.”

Seemed the tequila was having an effect on
loosening her tongue.

“He had his priorities wrong.” Austin wished
there was more tequila on hand for him to have.

“He did. And as he was on the other side of
the world most of the time—”

“You didn’t text each other pictures? Video
link to indulge your love-to-watch kink?”

He didn’t think she’d answer that.

But she surprised him, turning to answer
back quite seriously. “I’m not stupid enough to put anything on
film. Or stream anything live over the Internet.”

So she hadn’t been satisfied. All that time
she’d been with that guy she hadn’t been getting what she wanted.
Austin shouldn’t feel pleased about that. But he did.

“It was to raise our profiles,” she said in
a low voice, staring at the empty shot glasses.

“What?”

She shrugged. “He wasn’t that into me. It
was for the publicity.” She didn’t look happy about it.

“Whose idea?” he asked.

“All concerned.”

Had she really agreed to something so
calculated? Was she that ambitious to be the ultimate celebrity?
“When did it end?”

“Didn’t you read about it?” she asked
bitterly. “I kicked him to the curb so I could concentrate on my
pre-season training.”

“And the reality was?”

“That was the reality.” She shrugged again.
“Only it happened months ago and the fact that he’d been sleeping
with half his fans instead of me really wasn’t a factor in my
decision.”

Anger knotted his gut. That hurt in her
voice was genuine—it must have been something more than a
commercial arrangement for her and the asshole had cheated on
her.

She looked into his face, then away. “He
didn’t break my heart. He never had it.”

Ten minutes ago he’d have scoffed at the
idea that Nicoletta actually had a heart, but he knew that
was his own self-defensive armor.

“I know what you think,” she added
softly.

“What do I think?” He half-laughed, he’d
really like to know because right now he was confused as hell.

“You think I do everything I’m told to for
the sake of my career. That I sell out.”

“And you don’t?”

“I’ve made a lot of sacrifices for my
career. But I’m not selling myself again.”

“Is that how it felt?”

Her eyes lanced into his. “I want to dress
to please myself, not my marketing assistant mom. And I want to
date a guy I actually desire.”

“So what’s stopping you?”

She stared into his eyes for another second,
then glanced away. “Another three shots please,” she called to the
bartender.

“And two large glasses of water.” Austin
added before leaning closer to Nicoletta. “You’re not going to like
the way your head will feel in the morning if you drink all that
tequila.”

“I don’t care.”

“Not now maybe, but you will later. Won’t
you be training first thing?”

“I don’t need your advice. You’re not my
doctor.”

He pulled back. “No. Never was.” And that
was the problem.

Don’t touch me. I don’t want you touching
me.

She’d screamed at him. She’d had a fever and
wouldn’t let him near her. It’d been the beginning of the end of
his time working with the national ski squad. The frozen,
flu-riddled diva had demanded her own doctor. And NV always got
what she wanted. That’s why everyone else was so damn envious of
her.

But right now she wouldn’t meet his eyes.
Instead she looked across the bar to the few couples clinging to
each other on the dance floor.

“You have many patients here?” she asked as
the bartender lined up all the drinks.

“Sure.”

She picked up a shot and downed it.
“Beautiful ski bunnies.”

What did that razor-edged comment mean? “I
don’t fraternize with my patients, as I’m sure you remember.”

“I remember.” She turned towards him again
to whisper. “You never sleep with any of your patients. Never any
one you’ve treated.”

“That’s right.” Because he wasn’t
stupid.

She just looked at him. Her brown eyes were
wide and suddenly full of that naked want again.

Austin stared back at her. At the perfect
pout of her parted lips. At the flush in her cheeks. At the secrets
and shadows in her eyes. And the most unbelievable thought occurred
to him.

Oh she had to be freaking kidding. Could
she have been so damn stupid?

“Is that why you wouldn’t let me help you?”
he asked softly, almost unable to breathe. Anger burned hot and
quick. “Is that why?”

She actually paled. Her gaze skittered down
and then back to his. She drew in a shaky breath. But she didn’t
answer.

He moved closer, his voice lowering as his
anger unleashed. “You know I left that position because of your
refusal to let me treat you. Your insistence on having your own
doctor made my position as squad physician untenable. You have such
influence… your decision made others doubt me. So I left before I
was pushed. I wasn’t going to let some spoilt ski princess’s whim
ruin my career. And it was all because, what, you had the
hots for me?” That was why she’d pulled away from him? That
she could be so unprofessional astounded him. And yet—

“I—”

“You really are that spoilt? Like a petulant
child wanting to have your cake and eat every last crumb? And the
fucking cherry on top.” He was livid. And something else
burned up his blood. Something so out of control it almost scared
him.

He glared at her, watching as she licked her
lips nervously and picked up one of the glasses of water, ignoring
the two other tequila shots the bartender had poured. Austin didn’t
ignore them. He downed another, inhaling sharply as the hit burned
down his throat. Then he saw the way she was holding the glass of
water.

“What are you planning on doing with that?”
he snarled.

Was she about to tip it on him and cause a
scene? Nicoletta was so not herself tonight. How could someone who
held herself together so coolly in an intensely competitive
environment, lose it so easily here? He slammed his hand on her
wrist, pushing it back to the bar.

“You’re mad with me,” she choked, releasing
the glass.

“No kidding.”

And she was mad with him for that? Her sense
of entitlement beggared belief.

But there was this. Swirling between them.
Chemistry. Rogue pheromones. Whatever. It was just physical
want.

He decided to give her something to really
hate him for. He grabbed a cube of ice from the glass, pulled on
the waistband of her jeans before she could slap his hand away and
slipped it down the front of her panties.

She squeaked and pulled back, but he slammed
against her, pinning her back to the bar, pushing his pelvis
against hers, knowing the ice was melting on her skin.

“I can’t believe you did that,” she
gasped.

“You started it.” And he didn’t give a damn
if he was acting as immature as her. He was so pissed, he had to
retaliate somehow and cool her the fuck down.

Only it wasn’t really working.

Her eyes widened and he felt the tremor
wrack through her body. His responded. Hard.

A half-moan, half-gasp emerged from her full
mouth. “You’re…”

“Being this close to a body like yours, it’s
gonna be stimulating.”

He was so angry with her. And so aroused.
Which made him even angrier.

“It’s only my body you like?” she asked,
that willful hunger glimmering in her eyes.

“You’re asking for compliments after what
you just told me?”

Annoyance sharpened her glare. “Is it so
awful to have wanted you?”

That ‘want’ was past tense? His anger
multiplied. “It is awful to have acted so unprofessionally. To have
done whatever the hell you pleased without any regard for the
consequences on other people.”

“I didn’t realize…” she broke off with
another small gasp. “Austin, I need to move…” she shuddered. “It
burns.”

“The ice?”

“No.” Her head tilted back and looked up at
him, her eyes huge and sparkling. “Not being able to
move.”

“So you still think you want me?” He eased
back slightly, felt the satisfying—tormenting—circling of her hips.
Lust shot through him, shredding any last rational thought. “Hell,
Nicoletta.”

His gaze dropped to the perfect cupid’s bow
of her full pout. He wanted to kiss her to the point of madness. He
looked back up to her dark eyes and was locked in their depths. His
anger mutated, but the desire to torture her didn’t ease any. He
slipped a hand between them, pressing his palm over her firm
stomach, tracing the path of that melting cube of ice. Her skin was
more silken than her shirt. And so much warmer.

Her lips parted. “Austin,” she
whispered.

He slid his fingers under the waistband of
her panties, spreading his fingers through the small thatch of hair
and down into the hot sweet curve of her.

“You’re so hot. So wet,” he breathed. It
wasn’t the melting ice cube slicking his fingers.

But was her arousal purely from what he was
doing, or from what she’d witnessed in the corridor before?

Despite her confession that she’d long
wanted him, jealousy twisted his vision. “Is this what you want?
Something reckless? Something hot? Something you can’t help but see
through?” He slowly shook his head. “And any man will do?”

“Not any man,” she whispered, rocking her
hips slightly into his touch, inviting him to plunge deep.

A lick of satisfaction soothed him. But this
was NV and she played to win. Always. He couldn’t trust she wasn’t
trying to use him just because she was horny tonight. So he tried
to hold off—merely stroking gently. He couldn’t resist doing
that.

“Why me? Why now?” He needed to hear her
reasons—more about how she’d felt back then. “Why didn’t you tell
me?”

“How could I?” she muttered, her eyes dark
and heavy lidded. “I was supposed to be madly in love with Brandon
still. I was supposed to be living the fantasy.”

Some fantasy. She’d barely seen that
boyfriend in the months they’d been on the road for the competition
circuit. Austin knew, he’d been there. And even though NV chose to
keep to herself, he knew she’d been lonely.

Because now he let himself remember that
time a couple months before he’d left the squad. She’d been by
herself in the common room of that Swiss training camp. Up until
then he’d gone to great lengths to ensure he wasn’t alone in any
private space with her, he knew he had a weakness—a want—for her.
But the way she’d looked at him in that moment? He hadn’t
been able to move. Then she’d said his name—a question and
invitation and an order all at once. Pure NV.

He’d turned and walked out without saying a
word. How he’d found the strength he still didn’t know. But he’d
refused to risk his career by messing with the squad’s star
athlete. Then she’d ruined that job for him anyway by not letting
him near her in a professional capacity.

And now she was here, looking up at him in
that same way again—with need.

Her body moved restlessly against his. He
couldn’t resist stroking her, exploring her hot, wet heat and the
way she reacted to the tiniest of touches. She moaned then clamped
her mouth shut as if afraid he’d stop if she said anything.

Fuck if he could resist her now—not when she
was so hot.

“You want me to scratch your little itch
Nicoletta?” he growled. “You want me to rub just that bit harder
and make you come in a bar half full of people. You’re that needy?”
He’d discovered she was a voyeur, was she an exhibitionist as well?
She was blowing his freaking mind here. But it wasn’t happening
this way. It couldn’t. Not when he didn’t know for sure if
it was him or what she’d witnessed that had her so wet.

She swallowed, looked tortured.
“Austin…”

It was a plea. But he wasn’t sure exactly
for what. And what did he want more now—to get payback or
get her in his bed?

His bed. No question. He’d always wanted her
in his bed. She was so freaking perfect and driven and dedicated
and he’d long wanted to strip her and take her to bed and slowly
pull her apart until she was a hot, quivering mess, unable to stop
her unfettered response.

Rumor had it NV had nerves of steel. Sports
commentators wondered if she had any emotions at all.

Austin knew she did. Interesting ones.

But he removed his hand and peeled away from
her, ignoring the screeching resistance of his body. He willed his
straining erection to subside and took hold of her wrist. “Not
tonight. If this is what you want, then you come to me
tomorrow.”

“I’m not coming to your damn consulting
rooms.” She glared at him.

“If you really want this from me, then prove
it. Find me after training. Be stone cold sober.”

She rose on tiptoe, leaning close even as he
held her away from him. “I can’t be cold when I’m around you.”

Was the damn flirt trying to test his
resolve? He still didn’t trust her. “That’s the tequila
talking.”

She lifted her chin, naked invitation in her
eyes. “Is it?”

He couldn’t help hoping not. “Talk like this
to me tomorrow and then we’ll know.”


CHAPTER THREE

What the living hell had she done? What the
everlasting fuck had she said? Freaking tequila. She should
never have had it. But in that mix of mortification and lust and
reckless post-midnight brain-spaz, she’d propositioned Austin Tate.
She’d let him feel her up in the dark corner of a public bar. All
this after he’d caught her avidly spying on someone else
having sex.

Coming to Summerhill had been a massive
mistake. What had she been thinking? She knew the rules—they’d been
drilled into her for her whole life—

Never let a man derail your career. Never
get distracted. Nothing matters but the win.

But for once, she’d wanted the ‘win’ to be
personal. One night of passion. Nothing like the tepid
‘relationship’ she’d agreed to. Only Austin Tate had turned her
down.

Stone cold sober, Nicoletta stepped out of
the shower and pulled on her ski gear. It was still dark out but
she’d take the chance to go check out the addition to the training
facilities that had been constructed over summer. Summerhill was
aiming to be the nation’s elite performance ski center and if the
new features were half as good as what she’d heard, they had it in
the can.

She took the stairs down from her room,
nodding her appreciation to the porter who looked like he was
hanging out for the last half hour of his night-shift to be over.
But as she crossed the large lobby, her pace slowed. Connor stood
there, smiling and laughing with Savannah—both bright-eyed and
bushy-tailed despite how early in the morning it was.

And Austin. Austin who lifted his head and
stared straight at her the second she walked through the door.

Yeah. She should have flown straight to
Europe.

She tried to walk quickly past Connor and
Savannah’s backs and not fall over her feet in self-conscious
confusion as Austin glared at her every step of the way.

Connor turned to see who Austin was looking
at. “Nicoletta!” He called her over with a wave.

She was so embarrassed.

“Hey Connor,” she mumbled.

“Sorry I didn’t get to see you when you
arrived last night.” Connor, owner of Summerhill Lodge—and the
whole damn mountain—smiled at her.

Uh. Yeah. She’d gotten to see him
though. She couldn’t look at Austin. She knew he was watching her.
Laughing at her predicament.

“I’d like you to meet my fiancée, Savannah.
Savannah, this is NV, Nicoletta Valeri.” Connor made the
introductions. “NV is Summerhill’s most successful ski graduate,”
he informed Savannah. “Slalom queen. She’s been coming here since
she was born. Skied before she walked. Used to set herself the
target of beating all Logan’s times. Did it too.”

Nicoletta shifted uncomfortably, she didn’t
like her achievements being listed off at every introduction. It
alienated people.

Connor turned back to Nicoletta. “It’s great
you’re here. I didn’t think you were checking in with us this
season what with your change in coach.”

She wasn’t supposed to have. “It’s only for
a fortnight,” she answered awkwardly aware of Austin’s quick frown.
“Then I’m joining my new coach in Europe.”

“And that’s working out?” Connor asked.

“Yes. She’s good.” Nicoletta turned away
from Austin’s sharp eyes to smile at Savannah. “Congratulations on
your engagement. You must be very excited.”

“It has its moments,” Savannah drawled.

Yeah. Nicoletta had seen one of those
moments. And she wanted to die right now. Well, apologize first.
Then die. She couldn’t think what to say. But at that moment Austin
took her arm.

“I was going to show Nicoletta through the
new training facilities,” he said firmly.

He was?

“Don’t worry.” He grinned at Connor. “I have
both radio and cell with me and the clinic doesn’t open for an
hour.”

“Good.” Connor nodded. “You’re going to love
what he’s set up in there NV. Have a good session.”

Savannah looked from Nicoletta’s burning
face to Austin’s grinning one, her own face impassive. “Nice to
meet you Nicoletta.”

Nicoletta forced another smile and walked
with Austin out of the Lodge.

“How did you know I was going to see the new
training center?” she asked as he released her to shove his hands
into the pockets of his thick jacket.

“You’re an athlete. Figured it’d be the
first thing you thought of when you woke this morning.” He eyed her
speculatively. “And now you’re blushing even more.”

She was blushing because that so
wasn’t the first thing she’d thought of and he damn well
knew it. “I was embarrassed meeting Savannah. I don’t usually spy
on people having sex,” she muttered. But that wasn’t the real
reason for the blush either. It was all Austin.

“You could hardly see anything through that
gap in the curtains anyway.”

Uh, she could see enough. “What does she do
in Summerhill?”

“Works in a bar in the village.” Austin
walked alongside her. “Connor wants her to work at the Lodge.
They’re still negotiating. You still jealous?”

“Not of her specifically, no. I already
explained that.” She breathed in the crisp air, but her face still
felt like she could fry an egg on it.

They walked for a few minutes along the tree
lined curving path that led from the magnificent Lodge to the town.
It was a two minute ride in a truck, less than a ten minute walk.
She needed the walk badly.

“So. New coach, huh? Why aren’t you in
Europe getting on with it already?”

“She trusts me to begin prep on my own.” She
still had a fortnight until she was into it properly—and she’d
wanted these last two weeks to do her own thing.

“And where are your parents?”

She stiffened. “They’re in New Zealand,
moved there permanently. They’re setting up an Academy in
Queenstown.”

He nodded. “And that’s good?”

“Dad’s been my coach for most of my life.
Now he can just be my father. And mom can just be mom.”

“I imagine that transition might have its
challenges.” He glanced at her. “Big changes for everyone.”

“And that’s why they’re in Queenstown and
I’m here.” She forced a smile. “I’m twenty-four years old Austin.
Not a spoilt child anymore. I don’t need a chaperone.” She didn’t
need to be told what to do. Not by her marketing manager mother or
her ski coach father. For so long she’d been so ready to do
whatever they’d said. But after the Brandon mess… it had been
beyond time to break out. She might not know what she did want—but
she knew what she didn’t.

“And now you’re drinking tequila and asking
a man you don’t even like for sex. Because that’s very adult.”

“I never said I didn’t like you.”

“Yet you once screamed at me not to touch
you.”

“I didn’t want you to touch me like that.”
She glared at him. “And now you know why.”

“You waited almost a year to let me know
that.”

“I have a very busy schedule.” She glanced
away. The sky was lightening, bringing the spectacular scenery into
view. “Maybe I haven’t handled a few things very well.”

“What do you want from me Nicoletta?” he
asked bluntly.

“You know.”

“If I knew I wouldn’t be asking.”

That’s when her courage failed her.

She’d thought she could forget about him.
That once he was out of her life—no longer in the squad and she no
longer had to see him every day—that she’d get over it. A crush,
right? Just lust. Hormones.

Trouble was it was more than hormones. She’d
liked him. She’d liked the way he made everyone laugh. He
put everyone at ease, diffused tensions with quick wit and that
hint of wickedness in his smile. She saw the focus he had for his
patients. The time he took with them and the determination to help
his athletes perform to their very best.

But he’d looked right through her. He’d not
seen her as anything but a prospective patient. And that had pissed
her off. It wasn’t what she’d wanted from him at all.

She’d been warned he wasn’t up for any
fooling around. He’d come from the juniors team and the younger
ones there had said he flatly refused any advances. Damn good thing
as most of those girls were under age. But she’d been arrogant
enough to think she’d catch his eye. She was NV—used to being
looked at. To people wanting something from her.

And she’d never felt want the way she did
when she first met him. She’d ended it with Brandon within days of
Austin’s arrival—only Brandon had needed to push back that public
announcement until after his latest film release. And she’d
agreed.

But Austin was the one thing she couldn’t
have. Not in that situation. So she’d ended the situation. She just
hadn’t realized the full ramifications of her refusal to work with
him.

“I’m sorry about what happened last year,”
she said gruffly. “I had no idea what it would mean when I refused
to have you as my doctor.”

Austin didn’t look mollified. “So now you’re
offering me your body in penance?”

Yeah, because one look across the bar was
all it had taken to take her right back to Crush Street. But now
she glared at him. He was clearly still pissed with her. Well she
was still pissed with him for walking away from her last night.
Right at the moment when she’d realized he did want her.

“Cat got your tongue?” he drawled, all
sarcastic edge.

She stepped up to the challenge. “Alright
Austin. It’s the morning. I’m sober. My tongue wants to lick, not
talk. I still want to have sex with you.” She winced at her tone—so
bald and unsexy and that bit broken.

For a second he just stared at her in
silence. Then he huffed out a pained breath. “And we both have to
go to work.”

“Not for another ten minutes.”

“Ten minutes?” He muttered something
unintelligible.

“I don’t have time for a relationship. I
spend most of the year on the road. I can’t get distracted.” That
was the bottom line.

His eyes narrowed. “I never mentioned the
word relationship.”

“Good,” she snapped awkwardly. “And I don’t
want anyone to know about this.”

“Why?”

“They’ll make it a big deal.” She needed to
keep it close. Precious. Not something for everyone to gossip about
and tear apart.

“And it’s not?”

“It’s just sex. Right?” She glanced away
from him. It had to be because it was all she could have at this
stage in her life. “The modeling thing has gotten out of hand. The
media interest that comes with it is too much. I’ve shut down all
my social media accounts. I don’t want this tangled up in all that
noise.”

“So we’ll stay secret to satisfy the
sponsors. Got it,” he said bluntly.

It wasn’t about sponsors. It was
about her privacy. About not having every aspect of herself
available for public speculation and consumption.

He tilted her chin so she was forced to look
up at him. “Any other rules you got?” he asked softly.

She shook her head and swallowed back her
growing apprehension at the coldness of this ‘negotiation’. This
wasn’t anything like what she’d expected. She had no freaking idea
what she’d thought would happen when she saw him again but she’d
hoped for more than this. She wanted more of that hot,
outrageousness like his ice-cube action of last night.

“I’ve got some rules,” he said low and
rough. “I got plenty of rules for you.”

“Oh?” She eyed him warily.

“You come every time. You scream my name
every time.”

Shock hit her. Then a wave of heat. “Your
ego needs that?”

“Yes,” he nodded somberly. “It does. And you
tell me exactly what you want in the dirtiest way you can think
of.” He leaned closer, spoke quieter, but looked all the more
dangerously wicked. “Then I’ll fuck you till you can’t take it any
more. Not just the once, Nicoletta. This is no lame one night
stand. Certainly not ten fucking minutes. This is days. The whole
two weeks you’re in this town. We’re at it every which way, every
night, until you can no longer stand upright on your damn skis and
you’ll be leaving here for a month long holiday.”

Nicoletta struggled to breathe.
That’s what she wanted. His recognition of this intense
sexual attraction. That it was as undeniable and unstoppable for
him as it was for her. Last night had lit the fuse and now it
had to blow up between them.

Her pulse pounded. She turned to keep
walking, because if she didn’t want anyone to know, she needed to
get away from him right now. Before she gave in to her urges and
did something filthy crude on the street.

He grabbed her arm and turned her back to
face him, his eyes searing—seeing all. “You’re turned on now?” More
statement than question.

“Yes,” she choked.

“You’re turned on just by seeing me?”

“Just by thinking of you,” she
confessed.

He inhaled sharply and quickly released her
arm as if touching her burned. “Then get through the day and come
find me.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Austin stalked back to the Lodge. The
magnificent building looked postcard perfect as always but he
didn’t stop to appreciate its beauty, he just wanted to get to his
apartment as quickly as possible. The day had dragged and
his patience was shredded.

“You coming to the bar tonight, Doc?” Kyle,
one of this season’s lift attendants caught up to him as he got to
the main entrance.

“I’m not sure,” he muttered, stepping
inside. It depended on whether Nicoletta showed up, or whether she
chickened out. She’d better show or he’d have to hunt her down. His
muscles bunched at the thought of the chase.

“You’ve got to.” Kyle said. “We need you,
all the women want your bedside manner…”

Kyle’s banter became background buzz because
Austin spotted Nicoletta sitting on one of the plush chairs in the
foyer—still in her training gear, apparently reading something on
her phone. She’d glanced up as soon as the porter opened the door
for him and Kyle. Her blush deepened when she met his gaze. He
paused for a split second. Stunned.

The Nicoletta Valeri he knew waited for no
one, but here she was waiting for him. His skin seemed to shrink.
He was so hard it hurt.

“Austin?”

“Sorry?” He quickly glanced away from
Nicoletta and summoned a grin for Kyle. “I don’t think I can make
it sorry. Got some work I need to see to tonight.”

“Damn.” Kyle grimaced.

“You’ll do okay.” Austin patted his shoulder
with mock sympathy. Then he glanced at Nicoletta and jerked his
head for her to follow.

He walked towards the elevator, not looking
to see if she was with him. He was too close to the edge of his
limits. But as the elevator pinged and the doors slid open he felt
her presence. He waited for her to walk in ahead of him, but then
stood as far away as possible while the elevator whisked them up to
the fifth floor.

He was not touching her until they were
utterly alone.

He walked down the corridor to his room,
unlocked it and went in. But he left the door open. A few seconds
later she followed, closing the door behind her and turning to face
him.

Then there was nothing but silence.

Her chest rose and fell quickly, drawing his
attention to her curves. The color in her cheeks was brighter than
usual. He knew when he’d touched her last night that if he were to
touch her again, there’d be no going back until they were both
satisfied.

“Turn around,” he said abruptly.

Something flared in her eyes and for another
second she just stared at him.

“Turn around.” He stared her out—wanting to
know how far she was willing to go for this.

Her chin lifted, but slowly she turned her
back to him.

He moved so he stood right behind her. She
was unnaturally still, hyperaware of his nearness. Her hair was
swept into an intricate plait that hung almost to her waist. She
always wore it this way tucking it down her jacket when training
and racing. He lifted the plait and removed the tie at the bottom,
trying to regulate his breathing as he slowly unwove it until it
hung in a soft, slightly curled swathe over her back. One fantasy
checked off. So fucking beautiful.

He placed his hands on her waist and turned
her to face him. She moved without much prompting, pleasing him.
But fight shone in her eyes just as much as desire did.

“What do you need from me?” he asked.

“I have to spell it out again?” That fire
kindled. “I’m an incredibly successful athlete and businesswoman. I
don’t need anything from a man—”

“You already have your cake and you’re
eating it,” he acknowledged dryly. “But you want the cherry on the
top. You want the orgasms.”

“So you’re going to be my cherry?” Her eyes
gleamed, that tension morphing back from anger to desire.

“You’re mine too.” He warned her. “My sweet
treat after a long day at work.” He looked at her mouth again. “And
I’m going to eat you.” So many times.

She drew in a visibly shaky breath. “You
want me.”

“Many men do. You know your power.”

“Power?” She twisted her fingers together
and pressed them to her chest. “You walked away easily enough last
night.”

Was this a smidgeon of insecurity from her?
Something tugged in his gut and honesty spilled out. “And had the
worst sleep in my life because of it. But I wasn’t going to take up
your offer when you’d been drinking. I know you don’t usually
drink. And I know you don’t usually proposition men in bars.”

She was too restrained for that. Too
focused. But it seemed right now she needed reassurance and she
wanted passion. Fortunately both could be achieved with one
decisive action.

“Brace yourself NV,” he muttered. “I’m not
going to go easy on you.”

Her eyes widened, willingness and want
gleamed in the bottomless deep brown.

His confined cock was so rigid it ached.
Arousing her was so damn easy. Thank heaven he hadn’t known the
truth last year, he’d never have been able to keep his
distance.

“You’re going to fuck my brains out?” she
asked hoarsely, deeper color washing over her cheeks.

Yeah. That’s what she wanted. Hard out
passion from him. And it was what he’d wanted from her—dirty
honest-voiced desire.

“And then some,” he promised.

She bit her lip but kept that beautiful face
lifted to his. “So what are you waiting for?”

He gazed down at her, feeling an inordinate
amount of pleasure at this moment of power… but she held power too
and they both knew it. He couldn’t walk away from her. Couldn’t
resist giving her what she sought. Just as she couldn’t walk from
him.

They’d finally acknowledged it. And there
was nothing left to do but deal with it.

He slammed his mouth over hers, swallowing
her gasping groan. God her mouth was lush. Her tongue curled,
seeking, but he was there first—swirling his into the sweet heat of
her mouth. She tasted sweet and minty fresh and she was so full of
energy. Her fingers clutched his shoulders. Her kiss quickly grew
frantic and full and he couldn’t get enough already. He’d lick her
all over soon, every secret part of her. But right now it was all
he could do to French kiss the hell out of her, loving the access
she granted him and the passionate, pent-up way she rubbed herself
flush against his aching body.

He almost shook with need for her. But this
was too fast. He wanted to savor it. Yet he was desperate to see
her bared. To taste and take. With a groan he lifted the hem of her
sleek training top up. She wriggled to help him extract her from
it, then stood in her simple white bra.

“I don’t wear silk and lace when skiing,”
she muttered apologetically glancing down at herself.

“Neither do I,” he answered, distractedly
tracing the swell of her breasts with the tips of his fingers. She
was slim and strong and so much woman.

She giggled. “There’s the charming Dr Austin
Beside Manner. Putting everyone at ease with wit and a smile.”

“I don’t think I want you at ease just yet.”
He dropped to his knees, pushing the clinging fabric of her pants
down her gorgeous legs and checking out the simple white cotton
underwear beneath.

Part of him still wanted to make her pay for
the torment she’d caused him. And it wasn’t just about the work—it
was this nagging desire he’d been loaded with for so long. But
there was one way he could make her pay—he could hold her off until
she was begging. That’d do it. He ran his fingers up her silken,
strong thighs. He bent closer and kissed that warm skin.

“Austin.”

He ignored the request in her voice, kept
kissing his way slowly up to the apex of her thighs until he
encountered those plain but pretty panties. His mouth watered.

“Austin.”

A breathy whisper and he couldn’t resist. He
slipped his fingers through the elastic, tugged just enough for him
to see a hint of her sex, enough for him to lick.

At her groan he moved that bit quicker,
pulling the panties all the way down so she was bared before him.
He nearly ground his teeth, trying to restrain his lust.

“Austin.”

How could the way she just said his name be
enough to push him beyond the boundaries he’d tried to set for
himself?

But he couldn’t resist. He bent close and
kissed the ever-loving-fuck out of her hot, wet sex.

She rocked uncontrollably. He loved the
taste of her, the passion in her voice, in her movements. And he
couldn’t wait to see her come apart. He grabbed her hands, holding
them hard against her hips as he sucked her clit hard, swiping his
tongue over the top of it.

“Austin!”

She shook before him as the orgasm ripped
through her. So quick. So intense. So not enough for him. She
convulsed, bending towards him so he swiftly caught her in his
arms. He stood and carried her through to his bedroom, placing her
square in the center of his wide mattress.

He stepped back and quickly stripped,
pleased when she sat up on her elbows to watch—her eyes huge and
hungry on his body.

“You work out,” she panted.

“Love the snow,” he answered simply, too
driven by lust to elaborate much. “Like you.”

He watched her eyes grow rounder as he
sheathed himself with the condom he’d put in his pocket first thing
this morning. He watched the way she instinctively parted her
legs—wordlessly inviting him to join her there, literally. And he
watched the tremble that shook her when he gave his aching cock a
soothing, settle-the-fuck-down, rub. He moved to the edge of the
bed. She lay back, putting herself in perfect position.

Did she really think he was going to
mount-and-rut just like that? He ground his teeth again, because
hell, the temptation?

“You want it fast?” He gazed down at
her.

“I want it now,” she begged, her hips
arching up to him.

He curled his hand around her ankle and
tugged her down the bed. “You’re not fucking getting it fast.” In
this, this was the way she was going to pay. He’d torment and tease
until she couldn’t take it any more.

He dropped to his knees again. He needed
another taste of her sweetness. He needed to hear her scream his
name again. And he needed it now. He damn well needed to make this
last.

“Please.” Nicoletta was dying and she
didn’t care that she was begging him. “Harder, harder, please.”
Those tiny, teasing rubs of his fingers were killing her. That one
orgasm? Amazing. But all that had happened was that it made her
want more. Like now. Like all of him. Now. Now. Now.

“Patience, Nicoletta. It’s a virtue.”

He sounded so freaking smug.

“I don’t give a damn. I just want you
now.” She urged him. All of him. Over her. In her.

“I don’t give a damn what you want now. This
time, is my time, to play. And you’re paying up. Tormenting me for
all those fucking months.”

“I wasn’t tormenting you. You were the one
blocking me out,” she argued even as she thrust harder against him
in erotic invitation.

“I was being a professional. More than can
be said for you.” He bent his head and sucked her hard again.

She cried out in pleasure, but he released
her just as she hit the edge. He pushed her legs apart with his and
braced over her—holding himself just out of reach. He was stronger
than she’d imagined. She growled in frustration.

He just laughed. “Hungry for it?”

“You have no idea,” she muttered. She
reached down to rub herself and tip over the edge. But he batted
away her hand, his humor gone.

“No. I do it. I get to feel it. I get to
taste it.” He went down on her again.

“Then hurry. Please.” She writhed,
almost in agony. “I can’t stand it any more.”

The way he kissed her? The way he touched?
Her eyes closed as his tongue swirled. Fast. Teasing.

He thrust a finger deep and she screamed.
So freaking close. Her fingers threaded through his hair,
twisting to keep him there, so intimately pressed against her. She
whimpered as he paused again. She was so strung out. So close. All
she needed was him to keep touching her like that. Just a little
longer. A little harder. And she’d do just about anything to make
him.

“I’m sorry,” she cried. “I wanted you. Okay?
I’ve always wanted you. And I want you now.” Her voice broke
as she arched against his mouth. “Austin.”

“As apologies go,” he muttered glancing up
to meet her eyes. “That’s not bad.” He laughed at the look of
frustrated fury she sent down at him. “And I’ll take it.”

He fastened his firm lips around her clit
and sucked hard, his tongue swiping over the ultra-sensitive
tip.

The orgasm slammed into her. Her body shook
under his. She screamed with the unbearable delight of it.

But even as it ebbed, she found herself
begging again. “Please, please, please.”

She just wanted him to fill her.

He moved. Bracing above her, his muscled
legs between hers, his thick cock right there—so freaking
close.

She drew in a deep, desperate breath.
“Austin, I want all of you.” Her eyes locked on his.

For a moment she was suspended in a crazy
vortex between ecstasy and agony.

“Then have me,” he said roughly, thrusting
hard.

She gasped as he filled her in the one
fierce action. Bigger than she’d expected. But big was...
good.

He groaned as he pushed to the hilt. “Hotter
than anything.”

She couldn’t answer, couldn’t speak anymore.
She hooked her legs around his butt and tried to push him in
closer. He was so hot, so big, so perfect. She held his face
between her hands and pulled him down to kiss her. And the second
she did her body locked down as another orgasm slammed through
her.

“Fuck.” He tore his lips from hers
and reared up onto his hands to look down at her spread beneath
him. Angling his hips he pushed harder into her, rubbing his pelvic
bone against her clit. She loved the weight of him, the pounding.
Sensations washed over her with every thrust. So fantastic—fierce
and fast and frantic. She clawed at his back, breathing hard
between cries of pleasure. Strain was etched on his face as he
fought to stave off release and prolong her pleasure. But the only
thing that could satisfy her now was his surrender to her.
She arched and clamped, calling his name over and over as he worked
her.

He gazed into her eyes and she saw the
moment he let himself go. And she welcomed the wildness he then
unleashed.

Rough, unrelenting, he rammed into her over
and over in a final fucking ride that only ended when he shouted
her name loud and strained as hard as he could into her that one
last time.

For long moments after, she lay gasping to
catch her breath. That had been so much more than she’d
expected—more powerful, more pleasurable, more emotional.
She had to put herself back together somehow. This was supposed to
be ‘just sex’ after all. So she took several moments, keeping her
eyes closed as she regulated her breathing, as he eased off her and
left her oddly bereft despite the overwhelming sense of physical
satisfaction.

When she finally drew the courage to open
her eyes and face him, she found him intently watching her, his
expression uncharacteristically serious.

“So now we know,” he said.


CHAPTER FIVE

Austin reached out and wrapped his hand
around her slim wrist, stopping Nicoletta from leaving his bed.
“Every which way, honey,” he reminded her firmly. “Every damn way.
More than once.” Many times more than once.

She’d started this and it wasn’t over yet,
not by a long shot. His heart was arresting at the mere thought of
her leaving just yet.

He tugged and she tumbled back towards him,
her legs splayed, her hair spread over his sheets in a riot of
blondish-brown. Her skin glowed, her eyes invited.

“You can still move,” he observed, gazing
down her beautiful body. “Can you still speak?”

The look in her eyes challenged him.
“Yes.”

“Then we’re not done.”

Her lips parted in surprise. Her hips
wriggled. Thank fuck she was so easy to arouse because he was hard
as rock already.

“I’m eating you all over again, Nicoletta,”
he promised, moving over her to cup her bountiful breasts in his
big hands. “I need more.”

So much more.

 


“Jeez, they were all right about you.” She
moaned two hours later.

Austin prized open an eyelid. “Who
were?”

“All the girls in the squad.”

He frowned. “I never slept with any of
them.” A bit pissed, he closed his eyes again. He couldn’t freaking
move to save himself, his muscles were like jello. So were his
bones.

“Well who did you sleep with then? Because
you obviously have. You don’t just have the reputation, but the
skill.” She sighed.

“It’s not just about technique, you need
chemistry as well,” he muttered. He’d like to think it was
something about him personally not just how well he could
thrust his cock. And honestly, he’d never had sex this good.

Suddenly he was afraid he was never going to
get it as good again.

Had Nicoletta Valeri fucked him up forever?
Wouldn’t that just be typical of her.

She levered herself up from the bed with
another groan. “I’d better get going.”

He didn’t argue with her this time. He
needed the breathing space to get his head around what had just
happened. There was fun sex. Easy sex. Fantastic sex. This had been
all that. And something else. Several times over.

He needed to get it back into perspective.
Pronto.

Instead he rolled onto his side and watched
her dress—partly enjoying the show, partly hating it because his
body was stiffening again. Anticipation unfurled. Hell, it
hurt.

“What are those?” He stared at her feet when
she straightened, trying to distract himself. If he was this sore,
she had to be feeling it.

“My socks.” She wriggled her toes with a
laugh.

Animal faces adorned each foot, paw prints
made their way up her legs. He hadn’t noticed them earlier in his
haste to strip her.

“I like them,” she said defiantly meeting
his amused look. “I put them on and they’re smiling at me. So I
smile back. It’s a nice start to the day.”

“Smiling at your socks is the best start to
the day you have? I really think I could do better for you.” He
stretched out, finding his body wanted more of hers.

She glanced down the length of him then
deliberately turned her back. “We’re not going to find that out,
because I’m not staying all night.”

“A late addition to the rules?” he called to
her.

She nodded.

It made sense and would help keep some
distance. But he didn’t like it. He sat up, reaching to stop her
but she whipped away from him.

“I’ll see you same time tomorrow,” she said
hurriedly, and was gone.

He let her go, slumping back down in his
tangled sheets. He needed time to re-strategize. Yet again
Nicoletta Valeri—Princess NV— had gotten her own damn way and he
had the feeling an avalanche of trouble was headed his way because
of it.

But he couldn’t regret it. Not ever.


CHAPTER SIX

Nicoletta headed to the training center early
the next morning, telling herself she wasn’t disappointed when she
didn’t come across Austin in the foyer of the Lodge or on the walk
down to the village again. But she ached to see him. She’d barely
slept—her mind and body too happy to continually replay the
evening’s activities. She needed a real life repeat pronto.

Turned out he was at the center already,
working with a snowboarder with a knee injury. The medical clinic
took up one portion of the building and then there was an
overlapping lab where athletes were tested and worked on injury
prevention and recovery plans with Austin, the nurses and resident
physiotherapists. As training got fully underway team doctors and
physiotherapists would join them.

Nicoletta’s face burned as she caught sight
of him. Utterly self-conscious she walked past him to where some of
the other skiers were setting up their plans for the day.

He didn’t so much as glance at her as she
went by. Didn’t offer a smile. Didn’t even say hi.

He completely blanked her.

More than her face burned now. There was not
being ‘obvious’ and there was being rude. Here she was
blushing and overly-aware and frankly hot for him, and he clearly
couldn’t care less.

Fuming, Nicoletta stomped towards the
helipad. Fifteen minutes later, at the top of the
elite-athlete-only slalom slope, she snapped on her helmet and
tested the camera she had attached to it. Screw the unfamiliar
aches in her body, today she’d go faster than ever. She’d damn well
show him how little he affected her. She’d focus on sharpening her
form as always. All that mattered was her training.

But when she came down at lunchtime to hand
the footage to the support crew, she couldn’t help glancing to see
if he was still around. He was—joking around with another
snowboarder in the gym area. Still not looking at her. Still not
even a hello—he’d given her less acknowledgement than he’d done
before she’d had wild animal sex with him. And she was
pissed.

When he picked up his tablet went to his
office alone, she followed—and didn’t give a damn who saw her.

“What are you doing in here Nicoletta?” he
asked coolly, continuing to swipe his stupid screen.

“Oh. So you remember my name?” She closed
the door and glared at him.

At that he put the tablet onto his desk and
actually looked at her for the first time all day. “Are you getting
sassy with me?”

Nicoletta paused when she saw the glint in
his eyes. But she was too pissed to pull back now. “Are you getting
civil with me?”

He walked around his desk, his hands jammed
into his jeans. “You didn’t want any one to know and yet here you
are, locking yourself in my office the first chance you get.”

“You didn’t have to ignore me completely,”
she said, suddenly feeling too needy. Hell. What was she
doing?

“No?” He jerked her towards him just the
second before she realized she should back off.

She put her hands on his chest to push him
away. Coming in here had been a mistake. If he’d had enough of her,
he’d had enough and she was making a fool of herself already.

But he wouldn’t release her.

“I can’t see you during the day,” he
muttered the hot words right against her mouth. “Because once I’ve
seen you, I can’t wait to have you again.” His hand slipped under
her shirt, slipped further south still. “If you don’t want people
knowing then you need to keep your fucking distance.
Understood?”

Relief—and raw lust—poured through her. His
erection pushed against her and his hand moved greedily into her
panties—pleasing them both.

“I don’t care,” she gasped as he penetrated
her. “I just want you now.” More than this. She wanted naked and...
naked.

He growled. “Put your wicked legs together
then.”

“Together?” All she wanted to do was spread
them further, wishing she was stripped so he could take her
completely.

“So you lock my fingers in nice and tight.”
He nudged her foot in with his.

“Oh man,” she breathed as he wriggled his
fingers deeper, his thumb flicking over her clit.

“Austin,” he corrected dryly.

“Yeeeah… oooohhhhh,” she whispered, unable
to stop herself from riding his hand.

He kissed down her neck. “You’re so wet
already.”

“I told you, I only have to think of
you.”

He rubbed harder, kissed her deep, muffling
her moans with his mouth. She rocked as he supported her his
fingers plunging faster—one, then two. With her legs locked so
tight together his touches were exquisite agony.

But she tore her lips from his as her orgasm
hit. “Austin,” she breathed, her heart pounding. The need for more
doubled.

“Not quite a scream but I guess it’ll do,”
he teased, drawing back. “Better?”

“Barely.” Weak-kneed she confessed the
truth. “I can’t get enough,”

“Later,” he growled, pulling his hand free.
“You’d better get out of here now.”

“What about you?” She cupped his
erection.

He stepped out of her reach, his jaw
hardening. “I’ll survive.”

“I’ll come to your room as soon as I’m
done,” she promised, suddenly contrite. This hadn’t been fair of
her.

“You’d better,” he answered tightly. “Now
get the fuck out while you still can.”

 


Austin took a few deep breaths, trying to
relax his strung-out self. She was known to be a demanding diva,
but this was a different kind of demand to that usual entitlement.
That she’d needed his attention was more sweet insecurity than high
maintenance finger snapping. And her neediness was a soothing balm
to his own—he’d barely been able to sleep for thinking of her. For
wishing he’d insisted she stay longer. So he was damn glad it was
the same for her. He couldn’t get enough either.

It was ten minutes before he could go back
out and continue his day. She’d gone back up the slopes by the time
he had. Thank god.

“What are you watching?” he asked the bunch
of skiers who were crowded round one of the computers.

“NV had a Go-Pro on her helmet this
morning,” one explained. “This is the footage.”

Austin watched as he had so many times in
the past. And yet again he was blown away by her ability. She was
technically incomparable. It had taken years and years of training
and focus to get to this skill level and while she was already the
best, she always continued to push for more. The speed she was
heading down that almost sheer slope?

He turned and walked away. The woman needed
her sleep if she was determined to defy death down the mountain
during the day.

He was going to have to rethink their
arrangement.

It was well into the evening when he finally
walked back up to the Lodge with Kyle. He’d been held up with a
patient who’d broken her leg and been stretched off the
intermediate slope.

“Hey NV,” Kyle called across the foyer to
Nicoletta who was sitting staring at her phone again.

“Hey,” she smiled at him vaguely.

But that was enough encouragement for the
bastard.

“You want to grab something to eat in the
restaurant?” Kyle asked her. “I’m headed there now if you’d
like?”

Austin shoved his fists into his pockets. He
wanted to call him on it but he couldn’t blame the dude. The liftie
was just trying his luck and Austin had to admire his chutzpah.

“Thanks, but I have to get an early night.”
Nicoletta stood, not so much as glancing at Austin. “I’m right back
into training now.”

“Oh. Sure.” Kyle smiled his best at her.

“Thanks anyway.” She almost smiled back as
she walked past.

“She’s not as scary as all that, is she?”
Kyle commented, watching her go. “It’s the eyes. Don’t you think?
Beautiful, brown eyes you could just look into forever.”

Austin didn’t trust himself to answer.
Scary? Nicoletta terrified him.

“Some people just see the blond-ish hair or
the breasts or the never ending legs,” Kyle mused. “But for me it’s
those eyes.”

“Yeah?” Austin gritted his teeth and forced
a smile. “I gotta go.”

“Again? You’re not coming to the bar later?”
Kyle punched his shoulder. “We need you.”

“No you don’t,” he muttered. “Happy
hunting.”

He turned to stalk his own prey.

She was waiting on his floor but he beckoned
her towards him. “Not my room tonight.”

“No?” She frowned.

“Yours.” He headed towards the stairwell to
walk up to the next level. He wasn’t in the mood for chat right
now.

“Why?”

“Because you’re the one who has to go fast
down the mountain a million times a day. You can fall asleep in
your own bed and not have to move again ’till morning.” Because it
wasn’t going to be only a couple of hours tonight, he needed a
whole lot longer to get this craving out of his system.

Her eyebrows lifted. “Isn’t treating
patients more important than skiing?”

“I’m not doing brain surgery. I’m putting on
plasters and doling out painkiller to hung-over party-goers.”

“You’re playing it down.” She bristled.
“You’re doing heaps of conditioning work with the snowboarders. You
get concussions and bone breaks all the time.”

And he looked after the locals too,
including a couple of cancer patients. Yeah, he had plenty to need
his concentration for. But so did she.

“I don’t care.” She wasn’t sneaking out of
his room at some horrendous hour again. He was having her. Then
leaving her. “Don’t argue with me on this.” He took the stairs two
at a time.

“Or what?”

He didn’t answer until they were safely
locked in her room. “Or I won’t give you what you want.”

She had no answer to that. He chuckled as he
pulled her into his arms. He liked this side of Nicoletta—the
hungry, passionate woman who wanted him. The woman who cried out
his name. Who turned him on so hard he couldn’t think for wanting
her.

So he had her. Fast the first time. Then he
went for the slow torture.

A couple hours later he went to her
kitchenette to get them some water. He noticed the room service
meal receipts on the table next to her laptop and the day’s
newspaper.

“You usually eat alone?” he asked, when she
appeared, wearing just a thin tee that skimmed the tops of her
thighs.

“Its no fun being seen dining alone in a
restaurant.” She sipped from the glass he handed her.

Being seen. Alone. “Why don’t you
dine with others in the squad?” He put his glass down.

“And see them assessing the nutritional
value of everything I eat? Wondering if it’s the extra serving of
kale that’s giving me the edge?”

He turned at the edge undermining her joking
tone. “You’re not that friendly with them?”

“I’m not unfriendly.” She tried to
move out of his path but he had a hold of her waist already.

“But you don’t consider them your friends?”
he asked.

“We’ve been on tour together since we were
kids. Practically grew up together. But we’re still competitors.
They want to beat me. I want to beat them. It can’t be the best
friendship when you have all that in the way.” She shrugged.

“All that being the sponsorship and the
modeling and the publicity that you get. They must be jealous.”

“They envy NV?” She screwed up her face as
she twisted her hair into a messy topknot that somehow stayed up
without any pins. “I hate that nickname.”

“It’s on your helmet. You can’t hate it that
much.”

“Marketing. Publicity. All part of the
machine.”

And she felt trapped in it? She was making
serious changes if she’d ditched her social media accounts. And
with the new coach taking over from her dad? “So you’re better
friends with the guys?” He couldn’t help wondering about some of
those athletes, felt a hit of envy himself.

“They make good training companions. But
sometimes one might want something more.”

“And you don’t.”

“It’s a very simple rule.” She looked up at
him earnestly. “You never mess around within the squad. Never ever.
Remember the fall out from Logan’s affair a few years ago?”

He remembered. Connor Hughes’s wayward
brother Logan Hughes had been the ultimate player—sex tape and
everything—and he’d paid a hefty price more than once. But Austin
was more interested in Nicoletta’s motivations right now. “What
other rules are there?” he asked curiously. She was big on
rules—for this liaison, and her whole life.

“No getting serious. No serious
distractions.” She looked serious with it.

“Your parents taught you that rule?”

“Of course. You can’t expect to get anywhere
without sacrifices.”

And all that mattered was getting to the
top.

“So that means dinner on your own. With the
newspaper.” He glanced at the evidence sitting next to the room
service receipts—the half-completed puzzle page from that day’s
edition.

“So sue me for being a loner.” She folded
her arms and glared at him. “Whereas you dine with a different
woman every night?”

He smothered a grin at the jealousy in her
voice—glad he wasn’t alone in feeling it. “Sometimes I eat by
myself. Sometimes with the guys from the field. Sometimes Connor.”
He wasn’t the man-slut she seemed to want to believe.

“Options huh? Go you.” She tried to wriggle
out of his hold.

“Don’t get mad,” he soothed.

“Then don’t get judgmental.”

“I’m not. I was concerned.”

“I don’t need pity, thanks Doc,” she
scoffed. “I’m quite good at entertaining myself.” She suddenly
froze and held up a hand, her face washing beet red. “Don’t say it.
Don’t say a thing.”

He threw back his head and laughed. “You
watch porn in your hotel room?”

“I told you not to say anything,” she
grumbled at him. “And no. I don’t.”

He glanced back at the paper folded on the
table. “The word you’re missing there is ‘RENAISSANCE’.”

Her eyes narrowed as she looked at the gap
in the ‘code cracker’ that he’d supplied. “How’d you get that so
quick?”

“I didn’t. I worked on it at lunchtime.”
When he’d been trying to distract himself from filthy thoughts of
what he was going to do to her tonight.

Her eyes widened. “You do the code
cracker?”

“We have the paper in the clinic for the
patients. I race the receptionist for it.”

She chuckled.

Good. He liked her best when she laughed,
she lit up from within and was all the more gorgeous for it.

He understood that her isolation was
self-protection. She perceived her teammates as threats and maybe
they were. Everyone on that squad wanted gold. They’d all made
sacrifices, all put in years of hard work.

“Who was your first lover?” He couldn’t hold
back his curiosity. If she’d spent most of her life totally focused
on winning, when had she found time for the other kinds of fun?

“You’re asking me this right now?”

“Yeah. I am.” He laughed ruefully and rubbed
her back. “Mine was a girl at school. She was a senior. Since then
there’s been a few flings. Not as many as you seem to think—hard to
meet people when you’re busy studying and then travelling. Now you.
First time?”

She rolled her eyes. “It was at a ski camp a
few years ago. There was a party.”

“Of course there was.” He groaned. “First
times at parties aren’t generally a good idea.”

“Hindsight.” She rolled her eyes. “I was
curious. He was good-looking.”

“But crap in bed?” he guessed.

“Marginally more experienced that me. So
yeah, not so good.”

“And since then?”

She shrugged. “It’s hard to meet people who
aren’t in the squads. And hard to meet people who don’t know who I
am and who just want something from me. Because it’s not really
me they want.”

No, they wanted the publicity or kudos for
‘scoring’ NV. Was that part of why she’d wanted to keep this
secret? “You feel pressure to perform?” he asked carefully.

“In every way,” she confessed. “And I can’t
always be what they all expect me to be. I’m not that good.” Her
cheeks flushed.

He had the horrible feeling she was thinking
of the actor loser who’d cheated on her.

“You don’t know what it’s like,” she
said.

He smiled at that. “You’re no poor little
Princess NV. You think I don’t know about pressure? You think
you’re the only one to feel that kind of heat?” He laughed. “I come
from a dynasty of surgeons Nikki. I’m the black sheep because I did
sports medicine when they’re all neurosurgeons or heart
specialists. The expectation on me was to be the best of the very
best. Trust me, I understand elite expectation.”

A frown pleated her brow. “So how do you
handle it?”

“I don’t give a damn. I decided to do what
made me happy. Snowboarding makes me happy. Mountain rescue
makes me happy. I like having conversations with my patients, not
cranking open an unconscious body… I like face to face contact. I
don’t have to conform to what their idea of successful is.”

“That’s easier said than done when it’s your
family though.”

“Sure. But if your family loves you, they
get it eventually.”

“Do they love you?”

“I make them laugh. They can’t help
themselves.” He pulled her so she leaned on him. “Your parents love
you too.”

“My parents love me to succeed,” she
corrected. “They don’t want me to jeopardize that success.”

“And what could you do to jeopardize
it?”

“A myriad of things. Get busted doing
something stupid. Get involved with the wrong guy. Someone in the
squad or worse. Get—”

“Caught doing all the fun things.”

“Yeah.”

“So no fun things.” Hence all the
‘rules’.

“Not while my career lasts. Already there’s
doubt since my switch up in coaches.” She sighed. “I’m only as good
as my last race. If I lose my form, I lose my contracts. It’s all
over. And what do I do then?”

“You’re not decrepit yet.”

“The newest young thing could come knock my
off my perch any day, I know it’s not going to last forever.”

“But you’re not stupid. You’ve made
plans.”

“I’ve made investments so I won’t starve.”
She nodded. “But beyond that?”

“Early retirement?” He leaned back and
winked at her, but she looked too doubtful to take the joke. “What
are you going to do?”

“I have no idea.”

“You’ll figure it out.” He cupped her face
with his hand. “You will.” He kissed her.

She still looked doubtful.

“Would you study?” he prompted.

“I was mostly homeschooled by mom.” She
grimaced. “I’m not sure I’d cope with sitting in a big class full
of kids staring at me.”

“University isn’t like normal school. It’s
more fun. And everyone’s trying to be too cool to be caught
staring.”

“Maybe,” Her hands swept over his skin and
her eyelids lowered. She was distracting herself—and him. “It
doesn’t matter yet anyway, I’ve got some trophies to add to my
stash first… and I know what I want to do right now.”

Yeah, too bad for him he was top of her ‘to
do’ list.

Two hours later he snuck out of her hold. He
didn’t want to leave but he knew he had to. She needed at least a
few hours of uninterrupted sleep. And okay, so did he. He saw her
animal face socks on the floor in the lounge and smiled.

She travelled light—didn’t have billions of
bags like a real princess would. The only personal ornament she’d
bothered to put out in her room was a picture of her parents in a
frame on the table.

She looked about six in the photo, and they
were at the beach. No snow. No skis. No medals. Just smiles.

Her laptop was also on the table. He knew
she studied her race footage over and over. Then she studied her
competitors’ races. Then she did the code cracker and the
crosswords from the daily newspaper. Just like he did.

She was lonely. Just like him.

He went back to the doorway of her bedroom,
stealing once last look as she slept. She wasn’t some spoilt ski
princess, she was a real woman who wanted to be loved. A woman who
faced huge pressures and a punishing schedule.

And it had taken less than twenty-four hours
for him to fall for her completely. He’d fucking known it would
happen—that’s why he’d kept such strict distance from her last
year. She’d fascinated him then, and getting past her persona now
and discovering the real, sweet’n’sexy woman she was? His stupid
heart had no chance.

So now he had two choices—to back the hell
off, or try pushing for what he really wanted.

Option one was impossible. Trouble was, he
had less than a fortnight to make option two a success.


CHAPTER SEVEN

It was still dark, too early to rise and get
ready for training, but Nicoletta had run out of sleep. She wished
Austin had stayed the whole night, wished she could find him now
and kiss him, wished she could call in on him at his clinic any
time she damn well wanted…

The last five nights had been incredible.
He’d met her in her room as soon as he was done for the
day—stripping even as he walked in. Her laughter swiftly turned to
sighs. Man, could he make her shake and sigh and scream and still
it wasn’t enough.

He’d order a meal to his room and sneak it
to hers. Eventually they’d get around to talking through their
days—he’d tell her stories about accident-prone tourists and the
antics of this season’s crop of lifties, she’d tell him speeds and
squad goss. They’d eat. Shower. Have sex. Have sex again. And then
again.

She couldn’t get enough of him.

Not just the sex. But of everything
with him.

Now she rolled out of bed with a wince,
forcing herself to snap out of the lethargy. She needed to stop day
dreaming and get her focus back. She went down to the training
center to check in and plan the day, but he wasn’t there. Her
morning training went well, then she went to the gym to work on the
machine for a while. He still wasn’t there—not during lunch. Nor
was he there after her final slope session for the day.

Back at the Lodge that evening, he didn’t
answer his door. She even sent him a text but got no response. She
walked along the corridor towards the foyer, trying not to look
obvious.

“Nicoletta?” Savannah called out to her from
one the meeting rooms, then stepped out to catch up with her. “You
okay?”

“Yeah. I was just…”

“He’s up the mountain.” Savannah smiled.

“Who?” Nicoletta asked warily.

“Austin.”

“This late?” A chill swept over her and she
narrowed her gaze, taking in Savannah’s slightly set features.
“There’s someone in trouble?”

“Missing off piste.” Savannah summoned
another smile. “Don’t worry. Connor’s a good pilot and Austin’s a
good doctor. They’ll bring him home safe.”

“When did they go up?”

“A few hours ago. They’ve since found him
but it’s a tricky extraction apparently. You want to have a drink
with me while we wait? Or something to eat?” Savannah asked.

“Um, thanks.” She tried to think of an
excuse. “But I’d… better… get…”

“Okay,” Savannah interrupted, saving
Nicoletta from her clumsy refusal. “Don’t worry, they’ve done it
many times.”

Yeah. But it was dark out there and there
were many experienced helicopter pilots who’d crashed in the
mountains. So many skiers had been caught in avalanches or taken
bad tumbles and were left stuck on the side of a mountain with
hypothermia setting in… She knew the risks better than anyone.

Time went stupidly slow—every second took
forever, stretching her nerves to breaking point. She went to her
room, stripped out of her gear and showered. Dressing in loose
jeans and a comfy tee, she waited some more. And fretted. Surely
they wouldn’t keep trying when it was so dark? Would they have to
dig in up there for the night? What about the snow forecast to fall
in the early hours? She hated the thought of him up there and in
danger.

Finally she heard the unmistakable whop,
whop, whop of a helicopter nearing the resort. Fifteen minutes
later she heard a truck pulling up outside the Lodge. She couldn’t
stay away.

A pile of people were whisked through the
foyer through to the Lodge’s ‘Great Hall’ that had been closed to
the public. Austin stood out in his bright colored jacket and broad
smile. He stood talking intently with a tall woman who had a medic
bag. An older man sat wrapped in rugs in a wheelchair, his left leg
out straight, obviously injured. He was smiling up at a
tear-stained woman who’d bent to talk to him. Savannah stood
alongside Connor, both of them were smiling too.

It seemed it was all a happy ending.

Nicoletta turned away before she got caught
watching again. But she’d barely taken more than two steps towards
the corridor when Austin was suddenly there.

“Hey,” he said, taking her arm and turning
her towards him before releasing her. “You okay?”

She paused, flushing. “I should be the one
asking you that.”

“I’m fine. Nothing too tricky. Connor was
the skilled one getting the helicopter off that soft snow again.”
He rolled his shoulders, easing the tension. “The old boy’s fine.
Nothing a good night’s sleep won’t fix.”

“You don’t need to go back to look after
him?”

“The nurse will settle him now. I’ll check
on him again through the night.”

Nicoletta glanced back at the couple, so she
wouldn’t have to look at him and give herself away. The older man
and his wife were kissing—the relief and love between them was so
obvious. She gazed at their connection. It was everything she felt
yet couldn’t show.

“You really do like watching, don’t you?”
Austin laughed lightly in her ear. “You’re such a sweet looking
deviant.”

It wasn’t that watching turned her on—infact
it was the opposite. It hurt. She’d watched that couple
reunite and the envy ate her up.

“Did you ever watch Logan’s sex tape?” He
teased, drawing her back down the corridor towards the elevator and
away from the crowd.

How could he joke at a time like this? She
turned to face him. “Everyone in the world with a computer has seen
Logan’s sex tape.”

He smiled at her. “Would you want to watch
me screw someone?”

For a split second she stared at him as her
dumbfounded brain replayed his shocking words. Then fury struck
like lightening, snapping her restraint. Her hand snaked out. A
loud smack echoed.

A split-second later she recoiled. Shaking.
Her palm was stinging like fuck. And the stunned look on his face
shocked her more than if he’d physically hit her back.

She’d slapped him.

She forgot to breathe. Or blink. She just
stared at his reddened cheek, at his widened eyes.

It hadn’t been a conscious decision—it had
just happened—she’d lost control.

Embarrassment tumbled over her. She was
so ashamed. And she so needed to get the hell away from him.
But before she could run he wrapped his arm around her waist.
Tightly.

“Nic—”

“I’m sorry,” she blurted, half turned away
from him. “I’ve never lost self-control like that before. Never hit
anyone. I’m sorry.”

She’d been worried about him. Because she
cared about him. And then he walked in all nonchalant and
made that flippant—foul—remark? It hurt so bad.

He could hurt her. Worse than
anything.

And that was freaking horrendous. She
had to get away from him. Now.

“It wasn’t much of a hit” he said easily,
turning her so she stood completely his arms, his eyes watchful.
“Barely a slap. Hardly tickled.”

“It was out of control.” She was out
of control. Her feelings for him were beyond her grip. And it had
hurt—that red mark on his cheek was proof.

“There’s nothing wrong with being out of
control.” He offered a gentle smile.

She couldn’t cope with that tease.
With what was between them being nothing but tease. Not
anymore. Because it wasn’t that for her anymore. It was too
much.

“Violence? Anger? That’s not okay,” she
argued. And the way her heart was bursting out of her ribcage right
now was definitely not okay.

“There’s nothing wrong with feeling powerful
emotions,” he replied quietly.

She wouldn’t look at him. Couldn’t. She
screwed her eyes tight shut.

“You insist you’re not a spoilt brat, so
stop acting like one now,” he muttered. “You want grown up passion
Nicoletta? Then you need to embrace it.”

“I don’t want that kind of…” She shivered,
repelled at what he’d suggested. To watch him? She was so
damn jealous at just the mention of it.

But he shook her gently until she looked up
at him. And she saw that while teasing laughter had lit his eyes
very green, underneath something else glowed. Something tender.

“Nikki honey, I didn’t mean watch me screw
someone else.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Austin drew her into the elevator, then
walked her to his room, beyond caring if anyone saw them leave
together. Right now he just needed to reassure her. He unlocked his
door and waited. It was only once she stood in the center of his
room, her hands locked together, that he clarified it for her.

“I meant watch me, with you,” he said
softly.

The color mounted in her cheeks and she
still wouldn’t look in him the eyes. “I’m not making a tape. Or
taking photos.”

“I would never ask you to put yourself at
risk that way.” He took her hands and untangled her locked fingers,
smoothing them out between his palms. “I don’t want a facsimile. I
want the real thing.”

His pulse thundered—adrenalin still surged
through his muscles from the shock of her intense reaction. And his
desire for her right now? He couldn’t be harder.

He was outrageously pleased that she’d been
so angry at the thought of him being with someone else. That wasn’t
envy. That was jealousy. She didn’t want someone else having
what she had—she wanted him all to herself. And that
was because she cared.

His heart soared.

Now he just had to get her to admit it.
Accept it. And then they could figure out how the hell they were
going to make it work.

He led her to the bathroom, flicked the
heater on full so she wouldn’t shiver for any reason other than
what he was doing to her.

“Austin—”

“I’m a little cold, a lot tired… I need you
right now,” he said simply. Honestly. “And I want to show you how
beautiful you are to me.” He positioned her in front of the
vanity—and the large mirror that hung above it. Mirrors covered
almost all the walls in the sleek bathroom so they could see both
the front of her and the back of him. Every hot angle in fact. He
met her gaze in the reflection. “I know you’re going to like it.
And I get off so good when you like it.”

Her eyes widened, but then that agony shone
through. “I’m sorry,” she muttered.

“It’s okay.” He put his hands on her
shoulders, stilling her when she shook her head to argue again.
“I’m sorry you misunderstood me.”

He loosened her plait, loving another chance
to release her beautiful hair.

“You’re so damn gorgeous,” he muttered.

She stood frozen. Was she still shocked by
her own behavior? That was okay—he’d help her figure it out.

“We’re only human,” he said, taking the hem
of her tee and tugging it up. She lifted her arms to help him. He
drew breath when he saw the pretty bra she had on. Her nipples were
tight and clearly visible through the fine lace. He reached around
her slim body to cup those breasts in his hands. Hell she was
gorgeous.

She closed her eyes as he stroked her.

“No, watch,” he whispered in her ear. “Watch
what I do to you. See what you do to me.”

She opened her eyes again, watching as he
ran his hands over her breasts and down her body. He unfastened her
jeans and pushed them down together with her panties. Then he moved
slightly to the side, quickly stripping. He yanked a condom from
the drawer of the vanity, sheathing himself quickly. He didn’t want
to have to stop once he started properly.

He saw her touch her tongue to her lips, saw
the color in her cheeks, the way she was gripping the bathroom
vanity as she waited.

He returned to his position just behind her.
He loved the way she couldn’t resist moving against him. No way
could he mess around with foreplay now. He just needed to be locked
in her tight, wet heat. And she needed him hard and strong,
supporting her from within.

They needed the most basic connection.

He gripped her hips hard and pushed deep.
Sighed in blissful agony. “We do this so well.”

She groaned, so needy, but he paused,
savoring it.

“Move. Please,” she asked him.

“Look in the mirror first. Watch me. Watch
yourself.”

Nicoletta couldn’t, all she could do was
feel. It was so good it hurt. That uncontrollable emotion
swirled through her—she’d been worried for him. She’d missed him.
She wanted this more than just for now…

“Nicoletta…” he warned her.

In answer she moved, leaning down to rest
her arms on the vanity, grinding her ass back against him so he
slid deeper still inside her.

But he tugged her hair so she had to lift
her chin and stare up at him in the mirror. “If you want more, then
look.”

She looked. Bent forward like this meant she
could see his abs, his chest—his tight nipples, the sheen of sweat
gleaming over him and the way he rolled his pelvis against her.

“You like what you see?” he taunted
softly.

She did. He was tall and lean and she loved
the way he locked perfectly inside her. The way he moved in just
the right way to send her crazy—withdrawing, then surging forward.
All tease. All promise. Now she wanted the power. “Austin…”

“Look how flushed you are,” he muttered
hotly, sliding one hand around her hip to tease her clit. “Do you
have any idea how beautiful you look when you’re about to come?
Look at yourself.”

But now she couldn’t look away from that
intensity in his eyes.

She was locked between his fingers and his
cock and he was fucking her over with both. But it was more than
just fucking… She was transfixed—in his sights, in his embrace. She
gazed into his eyes. She couldn’t look away.

And suddenly he was silenced too—just gazing
right back at her, moving slowly to tease, inexorably pushing her
toward the release they both craved.

As he moved quicker, he pulled her closer,
curling around her. Holding her like he’d never let her go. And
even though she knew that wasn’t the case, she didn’t want him to.
She never wanted him to let her go.

Their eyes were locked on their reflections,
their bodies gliding slick and fast. Her lips parted but she
couldn’t speak. Only animalistic pleasure sounded.

“Nikki,” he breathed, his eyes wild and
green and intense.

She loved the way he shortened her name the
way no one else did—making it his.

“Come with me Nikki.”

She couldn’t stop herself even if she’d
wanted to.

“Shower,” he mumbled, picking her up and
taking her into the stall with him. Slowly he soaped her, then let
the water rinse over them. Then he carried her to the bed and
picked up where he’d left off.

This time they came together face to face in
silent but complete communication.

It was then that Nicoletta knew she was
seriously in trouble.

Hours later the alarm on her watch beeped.
She flinched but kept her eyes shut. She was still in his bed.
Locked once more in his embrace.

He’d left her at one point to check on his
patient. She knew because he’d woken her on his return. She’d
welcomed him as if he’d been away for centuries. And despite the
number of times they’d come together through the night, she didn’t
want it to be over already.

“You can’t pretend you’re asleep Nicoletta.”
He turned her towards him.

She didn’t answer verbally, but she softened
in his arms, kissed him back. Once again she couldn’t stop
herself.

“If I were your doctor, I’d sign you off
from training today.” He ran his hand down her body. “But I’m not
your doctor.”

“I could skip training anyway,” she
whispered, holding her breath as she breached her own
boundaries—wanting to break the rules for the first time in her
life. Wanting him to hold her and tell her it was all going to be
fine.

He shook his head. “No. I’m not becoming
your distraction.” He pulled out of her arms. “Come to me tonight
when you’re done.”

So easily he left her. And she didn’t want
him to. She wanted more—for him to be unable to leave, to want to
throw everything over just to stay with her…

But this was just an affair for him. He
could take her, or leave her, while she couldn’t bear for him to
walk away even for a few hours.

Which meant it had to be over.


CHAPTER NINE

Austin took the call just after ten that
morning, while he was between patient appointments. When her name
flashed on his screen his blood chilled. She should be up on the
snow right now, not wanting to talk to him.

“What’s up?” he asked.

“My management team have had a new
sponsorship offer. I need to attend the meeting in person,” she
spoke rapidly. Like she’d rehearsed it.

“And they just happened to call today?” He
called this bullshit.

“Yes.”

“And you’re leaving right away.” He knew
from the tone of her voice.

“Yes.”

“And going straight to Switzerland after
that.”

“Yes.”

“You’re running away.”

“I have to go—”

“I never thought you’d be such a coward.” He
glared out the window towards the Lodge and guessed she’d packed
her bags already. “You’re running away from what’s happening
between us.”

“Nothing is happening between us.” Her
whispered words cut.

“Everything is happening Nicoletta.
You’re just scared to handle it.” Because she’d never handled
anything like it in her life. She’d been so focused on her career,
so shackled to her training… she had no clue how to handle the
feelings she’d developed for him. Or so he freaking well hoped.

“I can’t Austin. Please understand
that. I can’t. I have to—”

He couldn’t stand to hear the break in her
voice, but before he could say anything else she ended the call. He
tossed his phone on the desk. Her timing was killer. He had a
clinic full of patients who he couldn’t let down. He had
obligations and responsibilities—his own rules—and was every bit as
dedicated and hardworking as she.

And she knew it. She was counting on it.

He glared at the appointment list on his
computer, but it didn’t shrink. He had no choice but to work right
now. But as soon as he was done he was going after her.

She knew what she wanted and she went
for it. She sacrificed so much to achieve her goals. And if he was
just another goal to her, had she just checked him off and drawn a
line through him for good measure?

Or was she afraid of what she’d have to
sacrifice in order to keep him?

She wasn’t supposed to have come to
Summerhill at all this season, so why had she really? If it was
just for a fortnight fling, why not see it through? Why end it
early if she’d been having a good time? He damn well knew she’d
gotten off on every second with him.

Except for last night.

Last night had been seriously intense. She’d
lashed out—her emotions getting the better of her. And what he’d
tried to show her with the mirror had made her feel even more
exposed. Because she’d been unable to look away from him, unable to
hide her longing. He’d felt the way she’d clung to him this
morning, seen the way she’d looked when he’d said no to her
skipping training. He recalled that flash of panic in her eyes—was
that the problem? Was she scared about how good this felt? Was this
becoming too much of a ‘serious’ distraction for her?

He damn well hoped so.

All her life she’d been drilled by her
parents—never to let anyone or anything interfere with her goals.
She didn’t think she could have it all. She didn’t know how to
fight for it.

Fortunately, he had enough fight for the
both of them. And the good thing about working at Summerhill? The
staff were ruthlessly efficient, discreet. And always willing to
help.

He made a call to one of the guys in the
admin team. But eventually it was Connor who called him back.

“She’s flying to Denver, getting an
international connection from there. Hopefully tomorrow. I’ll fly
you to Denver tonight.”

“They found out which hotel she’ll be in?”
Austin asked.

“Dropping her to the door, so no problem
there.”

“Great. Thanks.” He hesitated. “You know
I’ll be going with her for good as soon as we can sort someone to
replace me.”

“Savannah said that was on the cards, I
didn’t believe her,” Connor answered dryly. “Which means she wins
our damned bet.”

“Sorry about that,” Austin replied, every
bit as dry. They’d been betting on him and Nicoletta?

“Don’t be. I don’t mind doing what Savannah
has planned.”

Austin suspected it was one of those
‘win-win’ deals. “Glad it won’t be a problem.”

“Glad to see you’re going after her to be
honest. You suit each other. Savannah was right about that too. And
we’ll see you both back at Summerhill eventually, right?”

Austin grinned at Connor’s perceptiveness.
“Right.”


CHAPTER TEN

Nicoletta didn’t bother ordering room service
dinner, she felt too sick to eat. She wished she’d gotten out of
the States that afternoon but there’d been a delay leaving
Summerhill—a delay that had shredded her nerves. She wasn’t sure
that if she’d had to face Austin again she’d have been able to
leave. Her attraction to him was that strong. And all it would lead
to would be resentment and heartache—her own.

She should never have gone there in the
first place.

Someone knocked on her door. Frowning she
looked through the peephole. Out in the corridor Austin stared
straight back at her, his eyes greener than ever.

She stepped back from the door and took a
moment to collect herself. He wasn’t having it—he knocked again.
Loudly.

“Open up Nikki, I know you’re in there.”

She breathed in—she had to be
strong—and opened the door.

He gazed at her, tilted his head slightly,
and then smiled. It was the most unfair thing, devastating her
defenses just like that.

“What are you doing here?” She whispered,
leaning on the doorjamb to block the way, still stunned. “You
followed me?” She pushed her hair back over her ear with a shaky
hand.

“That surprises you?” Wryly he shook his
head. “How can that possibly surprise you? This isn’t over. This is
so far from over.”

She straightened, twisting her fingers
together in front of her. “This can’t be anything more—”

“Why not?” He folded his arms across his
chest, his smile widening. “Who made that rule? ‘Cos we’re gonna
break it.”

She just looked at him. “Why are you smiling
like that?” How could he be so happy?

“Because you look so miserable it gives me
hope,” he said softly. “Let me in, honey.”

He was asking for more than entry to her
hotel room. And heaven help her, she couldn’t resist.

“There was no meeting, was there,” he asked
as he walked into her immaculate—lonely—suite.

She didn’t answer as she closed the door.
But when she turned, she couldn’t hide the tears in her eyes.

“Nikki.” He swiftly moved to grasp her cold
hands in his.

“I’m not crying,” she sniffed, trying to tug
free. “I never cry.” She never let anyone bother her to this
extent. She hadn’t shed tears over her cheating
all-but-fake-boyfriend Brandon.

“What are you worried about?” he asked. “You
know I’m not going to stand in the way of your career. I’m in awe
of your career. I’m your biggest supporter.”

She did know that. “I’m not going to be NV
forever.”

“It’s not just ‘NV’ I want. It’s Nicoletta,
my Nikki… all of you… whether you’re the world’s fastest
female slalom skier or not. That’s not all you are to me.”

She just stared at him.

“You’re the smartest, most intense and yeah,
sexiest woman I’ve ever met.” He gazed down at her. “I feel alive
when I’m with you. And happy.”

He did? “You never tried to make me stay in
bed with you. Never tried to tempt me into missing training.” He’d
said no to her missing training.

“Because I’m not a total jerk, that’s why.”
He frowned. “For fuck’s sake honey, we’re not kids. You’re a
professional. I know you need to train and I’m not getting in the
way of that. I’m a doctor, that takes years of hard work at med
school, you know? I understand how hard you have to work when you
want something big. I’ve been there. Done it. And as much as I’d
like you to lie in bed with me all fucking day, I know it can’t
happen just yet.”

“But I wanted it,” she admitted
brokenly. “I wanted to skip training and stay in bed with you.
Fucking. All. Day.”

He drew up at her passion, his smile
returning. “That’s because you’re human honey, not a machine.”

She shook her head. “I’m so distracted. You
make me want everything I shouldn’t want. You make me want it
all.”

“Why can’t you have it all, Nicoletta?” he
asked quietly. “What makes you think you can’t?”

“I travel all the time. My training is
intense.” A tear escaped and trickled down her cheek. “It wouldn’t
work. You’d get sick of it and bored and you’d—”

“Don’t say it,” he warned, pressing his palm
over her mouth the way he had that first night in Summerhill when
he’d busted her peeping. “I’m not like that asshole actor. I would
never cheat on you. And I don’t believe you’d cheat on me.”

“Never,” she breathed against his skin and
he released her. “I don’t want anyone the way I want you. I’ve
never wanted anyone the way I want you.”

That’s what scared her so much. She wanted
him more than she’d wanted any one or any thing else in her
life.

“Why don’t you try talking to me?” he leaned
closer. “Why not try to trust me?”

“It’s not that I don’t trust you,” she
cried. “I don’t trust myself. I’ve never felt this way and
it’s messing everything up.” She trembled. “I thought—”

“Have you thought about the word compromise,
Nikki? Have you thought about working something through instead of
making a snap decision and acting on it? Instead of running
away?”

She pulled up.

“You’re not a coward honey, you’re brave and
strong.”

Was she? She hadn’t been honest with
him.

But he’d come after her—and didn’t that say
it all? Maybe she could be as brave as he thought she was. Maybe,
if she wanted the grown-up passion she’d said she wanted, she could
ask for it. And with Austin looking at her like that—she felt like
she could do anything.

“I told myself I’d come to Summerhill first
because its what I’ve always done and it would be nice to kick
things off after the break with some familiar routine. Get the edge
before going to Europe. But the truth was I knew you were here. And
I… wanted to see you.”

“Why?”

“I wanted to see if it was still the
same.”

He waited quietly, but that light in his
eyes spurred her on.

“That feeling I get when I see you,” she
explained nervously. “When I’m around you. And that first night I
got here. I saw you in the distance and boom. Its like my stomach
drops and I get all hyper aware and I’m suddenly more nervous than
standing in the gate.”

“You don’t get nervous standing in the
gate.”

“Yeah I do. It’s terrifying. But its also
the best feeling in the world.” She managed a smile. Because it was
like that—sheer thrill. “I arrived late. I went to the bar.
I knew you’d be there. And sure enough you were but you were
surrounded by all these beautiful women. And it hurt and you’d
never looked at me before anyway… and so I just went out the back
to get some fresh air and ended up in that corridor—”

“And found Connor.”

“With Savannah.” She nodded. “It wasn’t what
I was so envious of.”

“What wasn’t?”

“The hot sex they were having,” she mumbled.
“I told you it was the orgasms because it was a way of covering up
what I really wanted.”

“What was it you really wanted?”

“Someone to look at me the way he looks at
her. To love me the way he does her? Like that couple the other day
when you caught me looking again.” She dropped her head into her
hand. “I know it’s pathetic.”

And she wanted that someone to be
Austin.

“Wanting a partner in life is not pathetic,”
he said calmly. “It’s normal. It’s normal to want to adapt
to accommodate someone in your life. That’s not surrendering
everything you hold dear. You’re not going to have to give
everything else up. The right person is only going to enrich your
life.” He framed her face with his hands and made her look back up
at him. “I’d never want to stop you doing what you love. What
you’ve fought so hard to achieve.”

She gazed into his eyes. He’d followed her.
He understood her. And that he really wanted her the way she wanted
him?

Tears stung again. “I don’t want you to be
the cherry on the top of my cake,” she whispered, her heart in her
mouth. “You’re all the flavor in my life.” He made her life so much
more. And she didn’t want to have to miss him when
she was going to be away for months. She didn’t think she could do
it.

His smile was so tender. So was his hold on
her. “I’m here for you. Always will be,” he promised. “You’ll do
your time on the slopes. I’ll travel with you. I can get locum work
wherever we have to go. Then when you finish with the pro circuit,
I’ll do my time and build up a specialist sports med practice.
Probably at Summerhill. So we’ll take turns, okay? We’ll make it
work.”

He was offering her everything.

“You’d do that for me? Travel with me?” She
shook her head. “You can’t—”

“I’m not giving up anything to be with you,”
he assured her, leaning closer to rest his forehead on hers. “I’d
be giving up too much if I didn’t come with you. I love you
Nicoletta. I’ve been in love with you for months.”

“I love you too.” She reached for him,
wrapping her arms around his neck, unable to hold back her joy.
“This is so much better than any dumb medal.”

“Hush,” he clamped his hand over her
mouth—gently. “It’s different. You can have the medals and
me, understand?”

Slowly she nodded her head. “Kiss me,” she
murmured against his palm.

He complied. Thoroughly. So thoroughly she
could barely stand. Hot, excited, happy she poured her heart into
kissing him back until he was breathless and hard and had that wild
look she loved in his eyes.

“Nicoletta.” He spoke through gritted
teeth.

“Yes,” she smiled up at him happily. He was
here for her. He’d followed her. He wanted to be with her every
step of the way. And he couldn’t wait to have her again now.

“You’re still my cherry.” He dropped
to his knees.

Nicoletta Valeri looked down at the raw
passion glittering in her lover’s eyes but she shook her head,
dropping to her knees to meet him. Face to face, game on.

“I’m eating my cake first.” She unsnapped
his jeans and reached to stroke his hard cock. “I plan to suck up
every last crumb.”

But he pushed her shoulders so she fell
backwards onto the plush carpet. He moved over her, full of hungry
purpose. “This isn’t a race you’re going to win.”

“Maybe not today,” she sighed. “But I know
how to train hard.”

“Hard?”

“Very.” She sent him a look. “Please.”

Austin gazed back into her eyes and she saw
everything she’d longed for reflected in the hot green depths of
his.

“Always,” he promised.
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BREATHE FOR ME

 


The last thing Chelsea Greene wants is to be
rescued, but that’s exactly what happens when she’s caught wearing
nothing but her swimsuit during a midnight emergency evacuation
drill. Turns out her ‘hero’ is a former lifeguard who has no
hesitation in offering the kiss of life. So not happening,
right? 

But for emotionally chastened Chelsea, one
touch changes everything. She discovers a desire to satisfy this
arrogant, demanding tease. Unable to express her own fantasies, she
finds unspeakable pleasure in serving his.

Xander Lawson exudes easy charm. He likes a
woman unafraid to match his appetite for unfettered fun. He doesn’t
do complicated or emotional. But the raw need emanating from
fragile Chelsea compels him closer. He can’t resist spinning a
sensual fantasy world around them. 

As passion spills outside their carefully
selected boundaries, Xander learns Chelsea’s stronger than he first
thought. But is she strong enough to handle the intensity he’s
always kept hidden?


BEG FOR ME

 


One mistake means she’s his to marry?

 


No one needs an image overhaul more than
Logan Hughes. His notoriety has reached epic proportions thanks to
a sex clip circulating on the Internet. But when his newly
contracted social media manager inadvertently tweets his happiness
at his engagement, he—along with the rest of the world—is
astounded.

With one wrong click of a button Min Jones
just committed career suicide. Mixing up her client’s account
wouldn’t have been so bad if he had only a few followers...
unfortunately he has almost a million. Summoned to meet with him
face-to-face, she’s more tongue-tied than ever when he announces
that his engagement is to stand and that she’s to be his
supposed fiancée.

With her career on the line Min agrees but
she isn’t going to hide away meek and mild. If Logan Hughes wants a
fiancée, he’s going to have to play by her rules and that
means he’ll have to learn to handle some restraint…
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Danielle Hughes’ longstanding crush on Rocco
St Clair has turned her into a virgin spinster ahead of her time.
She needs to quit craving the impossible and get control of her
life. But this time, running away has gotten her more than she
bargained for...

When you owe a man everything, you don’t
repay him by sleeping with his sister—no matter how much you might
ache for it. Rocco St Clair owes Logan Hughes, so when Logan asks
him to mind his runaway sister for the night, he can’t say no. It’s
only one night, right?

But Danielle Hughes is temptation incarnate.
Forced together in the one hotel room, she’s testing his resolve
every innocent way she can. Rocco is determined not to break and
take what’s forbidden.

But when control is broken, all will
be bared.


BOUND FOR ME

 


No names, no repercussions, no
regrets...

 


Tense and tired from working back-to-back bar
shifts, Savannah Nash finally lets her guard down, escaping into a
moment of passion-fuelled fantasy with the six-foot-two,
muscle-packed piece of temptation who’s celebrating his last night
in town.

Best. Ever.

But then she discovers who her ultimate
lover really is. He’s the reason she came to Summerhill, he’s the
one she wanted to make pay.

 


Revenge or a repeat?

 


Connor Hughes knows he should have confessed
his true identity to the town’s newly crowned ice-princess sooner,
but the delicious discovery that the so-called ‘frigid
ball-breaker’ is actually hotter than molten metal, makes him
question what else she might be hiding. Sure enough, turns out she
has his company on her hit list. Not. Happening.

The woman might hate him, but she also wants
him, and he knows exactly how close to keep this enemy.

Bound together by lust and distrust, it’s
not just bodies, but hearts, that are about to get burned...


BLAZE FOR ME

 


See. Want. Have…

 


When Austin Tate busts Nicoletta Valeri in a
blistering moment of voyeuristic orgasm-envy, it’s the perfect
chance for some much-needed payback, but instead she’s lit a fire
in him that can be extinguished by only the one thing…


BROKEN FOR ME

 


Desire. Denial. Desolation...

 


Nothing is more important to Luisa Williams
than her freedom to explore new destinations, new jobs, new
connections... She never spends more than a few weeks in any one
place because life is too short to stand still.

But when she meets Hunter Shaw, her instinct
is to stop and stare and—to her horror—move closer. Her wild
attraction to him stuns her, but his silent inscrutability puts her
on edge. She suspects he sees that she hides secrets...

Retrieval specialist Hunter Shaw’s survival
depends on his ability not to become emotionally involved with
anyone or anything. He has intimate understanding of loss and
betrayal and isn’t about to score himself a repeat of either. But
he sees suffering in the eyes of the capricious, determined,
gorgeous woman who so defiantly turns her back on him. Still, her
hidden desolation isn’t his problem, right?

But the searing attraction between them
is.

Luisa can run, but in the end she can’t
hide. Not from Hunter. Not from her need. And when desire is denied
too long, it becomes dangerous. Ultimately all resistance, and all
protection, must be broken.
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