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Excerpt:

“I have a proposition for you. We have a proposition for you. Sundown.” He cringed inwardly: this was sounding terrible. Well, it was her own fault, standing there smelling so good. Looking so lickable. He couldn’t concentrate.

“What kind of proposition?”

“A job. Some work for us. I mean—something no one else can do.”

She snorted. “You want someone who can turn their foot into a hand? Go hire an orangutan.”

“No. We want a shapeshifter. Someone who can imitate someone else.”

Daisy put her mug down, looking wary. “Why?”

“It’s a long story. But you won’t be in any danger, I promise, and the pay will be excellent.”

She frowned. Shit, he should never have mentioned danger.

“I’m not sure…”

“Please, Daise. I don’t know anyone else who can do this. It has to be you.”

She licked her lips. Hell, this was torture. She had the softest lips he’d ever kissed—and Adam had kissed quite a few. Her mouth was wide and generous, hot and damp and delicious.

Adam didn’t even realize he’d moved closer until she took a step back, coming up against the kitchen counter and tensing, her big brown eyes dark. Her eyes darted to the clock on the wall and her lips thinned.

“What?” Adam followed her gaze. “Expecting the hubby home from work?”

Those beautiful eyes narrowed again. “I told you, I’m not married.”

“But you’re expecting someone.”

“A client.” At his look, she rolled her eyes impatiently. “I make wedding dresses. She’s coming for a fitting.”

Adam must have looked as dubious as he felt, because she clucked her tongue and led him up the stairs—which was almost more than his libido could bear—to a room that had a baby-gate and a high lock barring entry. “To keep Hershey out,” she said. “I really can’t afford to have him in here.”

The room was full of white satin and lace, blinding and baffling to Adam. A frothy confection stood on a dressmaker’s dummy, pearls gleaming in the afternoon sunshine.

Fifteen years ago, he’d fantasized about seeing Daisy in a dress like that. And then removing it with his teeth.

“All right,” he said. “I believe you.”

Still looking distrustful, Daisy closed the door and turned the lock. But as she moved past him to go down the stairs, her body brushed his, all soft curves and sweet scents, and he forgot all about human restraint—not to mention human reasoning—and pulled her against him.

She looked up, surprised but not exactly alarmed, her lips parted. She wasn’t afraid of him. She wasn’t pushing him away. And when his name fell from her lips, soft and breathy, he lost it completely.

Her mouth was as wonderful as he’d remembered. Adam had never found another woman with lips as soft and pillowy as Daisy’s. He ran his tongue over them, tracing, remembering, feeling her shiver in his arms. When he licked the seam of her lips her mouth opened and the rest of the world stopped existing.

He kissed her like a desperate man. Well, he was fucking desperate: he’d spent fifteen years trying to forget her, trying to find another woman who made him feel anything like Daisy once had, and failed utterly. She was so soft and warm in his arms, her body pliant against his. Her sweater rode up at the back and his fingers touched bare skin, hot and smooth.

Her arms were around him, her hips pressed against his. Even through two layers of clothing—and dear God, if she wasn’t wearing anything under those jeans he was going to combust—she had to feel his erection.

He’d never wanted anyone the way he wanted her. Never had such an instant and all-consuming reaction to any woman. And despite many experiments over the years, he’d never felt such a rush from just a kiss with anyone else. Kissing Daisy was more exciting than whole nights in bed with skilled, exotic, beautiful women.

And God, it was good to be kissing her again. Like coming home. Adam found himself backing her against the wall, his hands exploring under her sweater. She had on a lacy bra, cupping breasts which felt heavier and fuller than he remembered. Good. He liked them this way.

He had the feeling that even if Daisy had, as he’d wondered half an hour ago, put on two hundred pounds, he’d still find her infinitely desirable.

“This is insane,” she gasped, tearing her mouth away from his. Adam started kissing her neck, licking at the fluttering pulse under her jaw. “We can’t—I don’t even—I still hate you, Adam—”

“I know.” His thumbs stroked her nipples through her bra. “Ditto.”

“Then we—mmm…”

He smiled against her mouth, pushing up her sweater and unhooking her bra. Her fingers tangled in his hair and he resolved to keep it long and tangle-able so she’d have something to hold on to. He wanted to feel those fingers against his scalp as he sucked her nipple into his mouth. Wanted her to clutch at his hair as he licked her hot pussy.

His cock was so hard it was actually painful now. Entertaining delirious fantasies about sliding it between her soft breasts, he pulled off her sweater and bra and bent to take her nipple in his mouth. She moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair. Yeah, that’s what he was talking about.

A clock chimed somewhere in the distance. Well, probably it was only downstairs, but right now anything that wasn’t directly connected with him, Daisy, and getting sweatily naked together was a long way away, as far as Adam was concerned.
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