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Blurb
Marisa Rand fled Oklahoma ten years ago, the day before she was to marry Brandon Spotted Eagle. Now, Marisa is a determined career woman making a name for herself on Wall Street. Her work is the only thing that matters. When she gets a call and it’s Brandon’s voice on the other end—her world is thrown off kilter. Marisa's mother is battling cancer and it's time to return home.
Marisa returns to the one place she’s made every effort to leave behind and comes face-to-face with the one person she’s been running from all this time…Brandon. They are both bitter and horns lock right away, but the desire raging between them will not be denied.
Brandon wants Marisa to come home for good, but Marisa has a fiancé back in New York and a successful career. She’s terrified to leave the only things she’s ever known and take a chance on the love she never really left behind. Marisa must face who she’s become, be the daughter she once was, and discover if she’s truly strong enough to give Brandon what he wants...Brandon’s Way.
To view more of Ann Lory’s work, visit: www.annlory.com
Chapter One
Marisa watched the red and green blinking ticker symbols on the computer screens intently. The headset secure, the mouthpiece hovered inches before her lips. She hit the button at the little box on her waist when the soft beep sounded against her ear.
"Yes," she said impatiently.
"Ms. Rand." The voice was hesitant.
Marisa brushed a hand through her hair in aggravation. "What is it, Bobby?"
Bobby Whitter was her assistant, fresh out of college and greener than she had ever seen.
"I just wanted you to know we got the buy on the Cisco shares for Mr. Butler, but I didn’t get the buy at the purchase price the client wanted."
Marisa cursed and pictured Bobby cringing on the other end of the phone. “Damn it, Bobby. I tell the client when to buy and when to sell, how we’re going to do it and bring in the big bucks at the prices I quote. What the hell are you doing down there?"
“I’m sorry, Ms. Rand, I—”
She hung up on him. Walking over to another computer, she typed in a message to the Purchase and Sales department to fix the situation, or more like begging for a favor.
Her phone beeped again and again throughout the rest of the day, more times than could be counted. The numbers on the computer went up and down, the red and green blinking in unison with each other, the numbers for the NASDAQ, the New York Stock Exchange and foreign markets. She knew the ins and outs of the market place and how to call any situation. It was her job to know. That was why she made the big money and had the sweet corner office with a great view of New York City.
When the bell rang for the end of the day at the Exchange, her computer went blank and Marisa tossed her head set on the mahogany desk. She sat down in the leather chair for the first time that day, giving her feet a rest.
Her gaze roamed over the towering skyscrapers that stretched across the distance. The sky was a clear blue without a cloud in sight. Sighing, she wished for a moment that she could be outside with the top down on her convertible and driving out in the open country.
Startled from her daydreams, Marisa looked at the phone on her desk as it rang loudly. Picking it up, Edward’s voice filtered through.
“Hi, Marisa, want Chinese? I can be at your office at seven.”
Marisa wiped her hands over her face. “Chinese sounds good.” Standing, she stretched her arms above her head. “Seven will be fine too.”
“I’ll be there and I’ll bring the Weber account with me.”
He hung up. Marisa no sooner placed her phone back on the receiver than it rang again. The Blackberry at her waist vibrated at the same time.
Grabbing both phones she answered her cell first. “Hold please.” Placing the other phone to her ear she gave an exasperated sigh at Bobby.
“Did you get the Butler situation taken care of, or do you need me to do anything?”
“Yes, Bobby, I took care of Butler. That is a multi-million dollar account. You can’t go screwing up like that and I’m not going to continue to clean up after you when you do these things. You need to start thinking and keep the clients security first. Keep it up and I’ll be finding a new assistant. Do I make myself clear?”
“Yes, Ms. Rand,” he replied softly.
Marisa didn’t wait for him to speak further. Hanging the phone up, she placed her cell to her ear. “Yes.”
“Marisa?”
She didn’t recognize the voice, though a shiver of recognition did quiver down her spine. She’d heard that voice somewhere before. It was deep and smooth as satin.
“Who is this, please?” Marisa asked, irritated when she couldn’t place the man’s voice.
“It’s Brandon.”
Her heart slammed against the wall of her chest and the heat of surprise rushed to fill her face. She sat back into her seat, her mouth hanging open until she finally composed herself.
“How did you get this number?” Her voice emerged in barely a whisper. Marisa hated the weakness he made her feel, even after all these years. She hadn’t laid eyes on him in ten years and still he affected her like no other.
“Your mom gave it to me, but before you get the wrong idea this isn’t about us. It’s about your mom.”
Marisa leaned forward in her seat, gripping a gold pen in her hand. Her grip tightened, bending the metal. “What is it?”
“Marisa, your mom’s sick. She has…” he paused.
“What Brandon? Spit it out.”
“She has cancer.”
The words were like thunder in her ears. They rang through her mind as she tried to comprehend what he had told her.
“What? How? When did all this happen?”
“The doctor diagnosed her several months ago.”
Marisa flushed in astonishment. “Why didn’t she tell me anything?”
“Well, I don’t think she wanted to take you away from your career.”
She could hear the sarcasm in his voice and it made her angry, angry because he was judging her and because deep down she knew he was right. She hadn’t returned to Oklahoma since the day she’d left. She intended to stay away from anything that had to do with Brandon and sadly it included her mother. Granted, she called her mom every week and flew her out to New York a few times a year, but that was it. Marisa vowed never to step foot on Oklahoma soil again for fear of facing Brandon. For fear that she’d kill him if she saw him again, or worse, fall into his arms and blubber about the pain he’d caused her.
Marisa wiped a hand over her face, leaving it to rest against her forehead. She stared down at the report lying on her desk, the numbers blurring together as she sniffed back tears.
“I’ll be home in a couple of days. I’ll fly into Oklahoma City, but I’ll have to bring my office with me.”
“Fine Marisa, I only thought you should know. I didn’t think you would care, but I guess I judged you wrong.”
She shot up from the chair, her hand curling into a fist around the phone. “Don’t you judge me, Brandon Spotted Eagle. You have no right to judge me, ever.”
“I’ll tell your mom to expect you.”
Marisa didn’t say good-bye. She hit the end button on her cell and flung it in anger and despair onto the desk. She slowly sank back down into the chair and looked around the office. It was silent. Murmurs from other associates and the sounds of phones ringing, filtered through the closed door. There was a disturbing stillness in her office, in her heart.
Unable to stand the quiet she got up and shut everything off. Grabbing her cell, she dialed Edward’s number. “Hi again, I have to cancel.”
“Why? What’s going on?”
“I have to make arrangements to go back to Oklahoma. My mom’s sick and needs me.”
“We need you here, Marisa. I can’t have you up and leaving.”
She didn’t respond. Her stomach churned and she was already a thousand miles away. “Marisa?”
“What,” she snapped.
“You’re distracted now. I can tell. Don’t let this cloud your priorities.”
“Can it, Edward. I’ll still be making money. I’ll just be doing it from Oklahoma. I probably won’t see you before I leave. I’ll call you when I get there.” She hung up.
The blaring sounds of New York were a welcome distraction to her jumbled emotions. Walking up to the curb she hailed a taxi. Climbing in, she told the driver her address and dialed the phone, making arrangements for her trip. She called priority clients to make them aware of her temporary relocation.
She paid the driver, paying no real attention to him as she continued to talk. She ignored the bellman as he opened the door and greeted her kindly. She appeared oblivious to the few occupants in the elevator as she ascended to her penthouse.
Once there she put all of her calls on speaker while she rushed around her home, packing her bags. Finally, she called her mom.
“Hello, Mom, it’s me. I’m going to be flying in tomorrow afternoon. Can you meet me at the airport, or do you want to send someone to pick me up?”
There was a pause on the other end before Marlene spoke, surprise evident in the pitch of her tone. “You’re coming home?”
Marisa sighed in aggravation and sat on the bed. “Yes, Mom. I had to hear from Brandon that my own mother has cancer, since she didn’t bother to tell me herself.”
“What time is your arrival and I’ll pick you up?”
“Two o’clock. I’ll be bringing my office with me. It’s a busy time and I can’t afford to be away.”
“I understand. I’ll be there to pick you up by two—and Marisa...”
“Yes.”
“I’m glad you’re finally coming home.”
Marisa didn’t say anything. She only stared at the speaker box then leaned over, her hand hovering over the button to disconnect the call. “I’ll see you then,” and hung up.
She sat on her bed for a long time staring at the wall. She was going home. Her stomach churned and her mind whirled over her mother and how bad she may be. She clenched her fists, twisting the covers in her hands. How am I going to help my mother? And how am I supposed to do my job and be a daughter at the same time for the next several weeks?
She gazed out the window and Brandon entered her mind. What would he look like? Would he be how she always pictured him in her mind? How would she deal with seeing him again? It had been ten long years since she’d run, ten years since the day they were to be married and still she thought of him often. She cast a quick glance around her lavish penthouse, or at least the apartment itself was lavish.
Only her bedroom held furniture except her kitchen with its table, chairs and appliances. The front room remained empty along with the dining room. She was never home. She lived at the office for the most part and only came here to sleep.
Marisa walked into the front room, her shoes echoing off the hard wood floors, polished and gleaming under the sunlight spilling through the windows. She stopped in the middle of the room and closed her eyes, her heart pounding, fear settling like a heavy ball in the pit of her stomach.
She hated the silence, hated it because it allowed her thoughts and feelings to rush to the surface. She buried her face in her hands. How could she be surrounded by millions of people and still feel so utterly alone?
Chapter Two
Marisa watched as the ground steadily rose up to meet them. She was slightly propelled forward in her seat as the plane touched down and the jets reversed to stop the speeding aircraft.
She wasted no time exiting the plane as soon as they were told they could unfasten their seat belts and start vacating the plane. Grabbing her one carry-on bag, she hurried up the ramp into the terminal and went about locating a cart for all of her luggage.
After locating a cart and all of her bags at the baggage claim, she began loading the heavy cases on the cart when her mother’s voice interrupted her flow and the last case went sliding by on the conveyer belt.
Marisa turned slowly, fighting the tears. Ten years since she’d been home…ten long years.
Looking at the woman before her made her heart constrict. Her blond hair was streaked with gray; her green eyes seemed faded with time and lines etched around her mouth and eyes. She looked tired and a pang of guilt arrowed through Marisa’s heart. It wasn’t as if she’d never noticed her mother before, but she was able to look past what was in front of her in New York. Her work kept her so busy…
“Mom,” she whispered softly.
Marlene smiled, her eyes coming alive, shining as she wrapped her arms around her daughter.
Marisa returned her mom’s hug, closing her eyes to take in the scent that reminded her of her childhood. For a moment she allowed herself to revel in the feel and memories of her mother’s love.
Kissing her temple, Marlene pulled away, wiping tears from her eyes. “Let’s get these bags to the truck and go home.”
Home. The word seemed to settle around her heart in a blanket of warmth and at the same time a foreboding fear came with it. Brandon.
Her stomach twisted and roiled with waves of anxiety. What if he was married, had children of his own? She’d never asked and she wouldn’t bring herself to now. But the weight in her chest ached and she had to force herself to swallow against the acrid taste of trepidation flooding her mouth.
Straightening her shoulders, Marisa pushed the cart out of the airport and to the parking garage, the whole time her mind reeling with possibilities. Snapping herself out of her disparaging thoughts, she forced herself not to care.
If he was married, fine. It was none of her business. She was a successful, career woman and she would be getting married soon. Marisa looked down at the diamond sparkling on her finger. Sighing, the pretty stone swiftly felt like a heavy burden and she had the sudden urge to take it off.
She listened to her mother talk about the different things that were done to fix up the ranch, and that her room was exactly as she left it.
Marisa half listened as she placed her items in the back of the truck with her mother’s help then climbed into the vehicle. If she could just make it through the next few weeks without seeing Brandon…all would be okay.
Smiling at her mom as the older woman patted her hand, Marisa couldn’t help but notice once again the fading in her mother’s eyes. How frail she appeared and she prayed everything would be okay.
“How are you, Mom?”
Marlene waved her hand as if dismissing the question. “Oh, I’m fine, honey, really I am.”
She continued to study her mother for a long time. Why didn’t she tell me she was sick? Why would she keep something like that a secret? “Why didn’t you call me sooner?”
Shaking her head, her mom sighed. “Honey, you were doing so well and I didn’t want to worry you.”
“What type of cancer do you have and how long have you known?”
Marlene shifted uncomfortably. “Let’s see, I was diagnosed with stage three lung cancer and I guess about five months now. I didn’t feel good for several months then I went in for tests and here we are. Smoking all those years didn’t do me any good.”
Marisa’s mouth fell open as she stared at her mother in shocked disbelief. “Almost a whole year and you never told me.”
“Don’t be mad, Marisa. You’re only home for the next few weeks and I want us to enjoy our time together.”
Sitting back in her seat, Marisa silently fumed. How could her own mother go for so long without sharing her sickness with her own daughter? What was she even here for if it was such a big secret? It made her mad and she wanted to yell. Her mother was sick, had been sick for a long time and she didn’t have a clue.
They pulled onto the drive and the first thing Marisa noticed was the gravel drive had been paved. The ranch style house, once white, was now sky blue with white shutters. Flowers bloomed in front of the house, lining down the wraparound porch in a variety of pink, purple and yellow colors. The barn was bright red, the trimming a perfect white. The fences were in great shape and an abundance of cattle roamed in the vast fields. The horse stable shone a pristine white, and a few ranch hands were leading a couple of horses out the main doors.
Marisa looked at her mother as they pulled in front of the house. “Well, it looks like you’ve been doing well.”
Marlene smiled. “Yes, it’s all because of John Wolf Shadow.”
The name did not go unnoticed by Marisa. She remembered John. He and her mother had been in love before Marlene agreed to marry Marisa’s father. From the way she said his name, the feelings were still there.
“Can I use Dad’s study for all my equipment?” Marisa asked, pulling the first heavy case from the back of the truck.
“That will be fine, dear.”
The front door opened and to Marisa’s surprise John Wolf Shadow came walking down the porch steps. His smile was warm and welcoming. “Marisa, haven’t seen you in a long, long time. How are you?”
He was a tall man, his long dark hair now streaked with gray, and his bronze face started to show signs of aging with wrinkles touching his eyes and around the corners of his mouth. He was still a handsome man with wide shoulders and a barrel chest. He sported a little pooch at his belly now, but still carried himself with confidence on long, wiry legs and looked healthy.
Marisa nodded. “Hello, John. It has been a long time. I’m well and yourself?”
The man smiled at her mother. Marisa didn’t miss the interplay between the two of them. How long had this fling been going on?
“I’m good, Marisa. Let me help you with your bags.”
“Thanks. If you could take all of these black cases to the study then I’ll grab my bags and take them to my room.”
He picked up the cases—her mother helping—and Marisa made her way to her old room. Opening the door to her childhood bedroom brought memories flooding back on a tidal wave of happiness, love, bliss and betrayal.
The floral blue comforter covered the iron bed, with spiraling posts. Stuffed animals and lacey pillows sat at the head of the bed, not one out of place. Posters of her favorite rock groups and stars were scattered here and there on the pale flowered walls. Walking across the room, her feet made no sound on the thick blue carpet. She stopped by the nightstand, reached down she picked up each picture one by one. They accumulated over four years of high school and she had never taken them down.
One was of Brandon swinging her in his arms when they were fourteen with her cheerleading uniform on. Another was one her mother took of them sitting together by the lake on their property. It was her favorite picture. They were both carefree and madly in love. His arm secure around her waist, her head resting against his shoulder while his head rested atop of hers.
She squeezed her eyes shut. She had cried all the tears she would cry ten years ago and she would not shed another. Taking the pictures, she walked over to the dresser and hastily put them away in the bottom drawer.
Breathing a sigh of relief, Marisa went back to her bed, setting her suitcases on the mattress and began unpacking her clothes, putting her toiletries away and placing her perfumes on top of the dresser. Once finished, Marisa left her room for the study to set up the laptop computers and get her phones ready for the next day when the market opened.
When Marlene walked into the study with a glass of tea, she smiled sadly as she watched Marisa intent on her work. Marissa could see the judgment in her eyes, but chose to ignore it. Her work was her life, where she had buried her hurt…buried her heart. She realized it made her mother sad, knowing she disliked what Marisa had become, but there was nothing she could do, or that she wanted to do about it.
“Marisa? Would you like some tea? Dinner will be ready soon.”
Marisa turned from plugging a wire into a phone line. “Thanks.” She rose and took the offered glass. “I’m going to try to get to bed early tonight since I have to get up an hour earlier and be ready for the market to open. Maybe we can do something tomorrow evening after I’m done.”
Marlene nodded, but didn’t say anything as she walked out of the study.
Marisa called Edward to let him know she had arrived all right. She got his answering machine. Perturbed that he wasn’t home, she left a message then walked down the hallway toward the kitchen.
Entering the cheery yellow room brought an involuntary smile to her face. Her mom was at the stove fixing chicken quesadillas. Her island was a mess of flour and chopped vegetables. The counters and cupboards were all redone, whitewashed, the tile on the floor white, making the room appear as if you had walked smack dab into the sun.
Marisa noticed the table was set for three. Giving her mom a quizzical look, her question was immediately answered when John walked through the door.
She gave him a half smile, walking over to her mom. “Do you need me to help with anything?”
“That would be wonderful. Could you bring the plates over here so I can slide these quesadillas on them?”
Grabbing the three plates from the island, Marisa stood and let her place each one on a plate then carefully walked them to the dinner table. Handing John his, she watched him from beneath her lashes. She didn’t like it that he was here. It brought back too many memories.
Brandon.
Bowing her head as her mother said Grace, Marisa remained quiet through the meal. She listened as her mother and John talked, both trying to bring her into the conversation, but she wasn’t in the mood.
Finishing her dinner, she kissed her mother’s cheek, said a quick good night, took her plate to the sink then retired for the evening.
In her room, Marisa changed into her pajamas and climbed into bed. She lay in the dark, her breathing rushed, her mind reeling. What’s wrong with me? The longer she lay there the more excited she became, anxious, nervous, her confusion growing. Finally, it hit her, she was waiting…waiting for that gentle tap on her window. She looked over to the curtain drawn window.
Brandon would come to her after all the lights went out in the house. He would tap slightly and she would rush to let him in, wanting to be in his arms, to feel his kisses as he brought her to the bed and made sweet love to her.
She suppressed a groan as her body relived his passionate caresses that had brought her such exquisite pleasure and how gentle he had always been with her. His tenderness and love had always shown in the dark depths of his eyes.
Flopping over on her stomach, Marisa crushed the pillow over her head. She would not—absolutely would not feel anything for him. But the fire burning in her body told her otherwise and she wished for a moment that he was there. That he was holding her in his arms, making love to her once more, quenching the flames erupting in her body.
Chapter Three
Marisa awoke at five-thirty the next morning, but, of course, her mother beat her to the kitchen. The smell of bacon with eggs and fresh brewed coffee filled the air. Walking straight to the coffee pot she didn’t say a word. Everyone back in New York knew not to talk to her until she drank her morning coffee—everyone except her mother.
“Good morning, honey. The men have already eaten their breakfast. Would you care for something?”
Marisa shook her head, grabbing a mug and filling it with the dark liquid. Turning, she left the kitchen and returned to her room to get ready for a long day.
She took a quick shower then donned a pair of blue jeans and a red t-shirt. Walking down the hallway to the study, she switched on the lap tops, the television and hooked the phone to her belt with the mouthpiece hovering over her lips.
She waited for the numbers to start rolling and at eight-thirty, eastern-time on the dot, the numbers started. Her phone rang and her day began.
Her mother brought her a muffin while Marisa talked to a client. She smiled her thanks at the kind gesture then turned and began typing on one of the laptops.
At noon Marisa spied her mother peeking around the corner, eyeing first her then the muffin she brought earlier. It sat on the desk untouched.
* * * * *
Brandon stood in the doorway watching Marisa. She walked about the center of the room with her hand pressed to the earpiece, talking briskly. How he missed her all these years. Afraid he was dreaming, he told himself she was real, very real and very much a changed woman.
Her dark blond hair brushed her shoulders in a trendy style, flipped up at the back, bangs neatly tucked behind her ears. Her cheekbones were high, her nose small and round. She had a full lush mouth, with a lower lip that was perfect for pouting. Her hazel eyes were a pretty shade of pale green, one of the many things he had loved about her.
She was still small and lean, her breasts high and firm, her waist tucked and small, her hips swaying as she walked. He loved looking at her slender legs encased in the dark blue denim. She was still the most beautiful woman to him. She alone could turn his insides to pure heat.
Everything in Brandon screamed to rush into the room, pull her into his arms and kiss those delicate lips, to run his hands through her hair and cup those all too inviting breasts. How many times did he cup those small mounds? Suckled them? His mouth watered and he wanted to do more than just touch. He wanted Marisa just as much now as he did ten years ago, to feel her beneath him, her legs wrapped around his waist as he buried himself deep inside her, over and over. In the back of his mind he heard her crying his name as he made her his all over again.
He straightened, meeting her gaze when she stopped, turning slowly toward the door. She didn’t say anything, only stood there staring at him for a moment. Then she moved, visibly shaking as she took those precious steps toward him.
Marisa grasped the door in one hand, looking up at him. Her emotions shown in her eyes, he could see the aching need in them. Then just as quickly it was gone and anger flickered in those pale green eyes. He went to speak and she slammed the door shut, hard and fast.
Brandon stood there stunned then furious. Grabbing the knob, he shoved the door open. Marisa spun around, her shock mirroring his own when she slammed the door in his face.
“What are you doing?” she demanded, taking the headpiece off and tossing it on the desk along with the phone clip.
He stormed into the room undeterred by her cutting glare. “Mom was worried about you and she—”
“Mom? You mean mom as in my mother?”
Brandon tossed the black Stetson he held onto the desk. “That’s exactly who I’m talking about.”
Marisa flew across the room to stand nose to nose with him, though forced to stretch and stand on her tiptoes to do so…still coming up short. “You lost the right to call her Mom ten years ago.”
“No, Marisa, you lost the right. You’re the one who left, remember?”
Her eyes widened at his words. “I left you, not my mom.”
“No, you ran,” he shot back at her. “You ran from all of us. Where were you when your mother needed your help?”
She shoved against his chest, but he didn’t budge. He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction. “I didn’t know.”
He smiled sardonically. “Well, now you do. Things are rough, Marisa. Are you going to run away instead of facing your troubles? Or, are you going to hide in here and bury yourself in your work so you won’t have to face the world?”
Her hazel eyes flashed daggers and it amazed him that he wanted to hurt her—hurt her as she did him. He wanted to make her angry to feed his own pain and anger.
“I don’t know, maybe we should ask Connie Matthews about it,” she retorted.
Brandon knew that card was coming, but it was still a slap in the face. Her words dripped with accusation.
Marisa left the day before their wedding thinking he’d cheated on her with Connie, when he’d been faithful during their entire relationship. It hurt. It hurt like hell when she’d run and didn’t believe in him. Granted, the situation looked bad, very bad. But if she’d stayed she’d have seen it wasn’t what it appeared.
He clenched his teeth, fresh rage boiling as the memory surfaced, furious at the words she threw in his face. His hands balled at his sides as he looked her in the eye, speaking with tight restraint. “I never slept with Connie and if you had given me a chance, given us a chance, you would have realized it.”
Marisa reared back, her face registering shock. “You actually expect me to buy that story. You were in bed together, in her arms, both of you in nothing but your underwear.”
Grabbing his hat and placing it on his head, he turned toward the door. Stopping in the doorway, Brandon looked back. “I don’t know what I expected, Marisa, but I thought you loved me enough to trust me and at least hear me out. But no, you ran. You’ve been running for ten years and I would have never thought that about you when we were together.” He paused looking down the hall toward the kitchen before returning his dark gaze back to her. “Your mom wants you to come eat lunch. She worries about you.”
Without another word he walked away, his footsteps fading until she heard the distinct sound of the porch door slamming shut. Leaning against the desk, Marisa fought against the emotions threatening to overwhelm her. She worked to control her breathing, her hand fisting over the sharp pain in her heart. The rhythm of her heart pounded hard beneath her clenched fist.
Brandon could still take her breath away.
His long black hair hung loose to the middle of his back. His cheekbones were high, sculpted, nose straight with slightly flaring nostrils, full sensuous lips, and his eyes were dark as onyx. They still managed to grab her, claim her…brand her as his.
His chest was broader, his body lean, hard and defined beneath the tight fitting, black t-shirt. His hips tapered down to long, muscular legs, the faded jeans molded to his shape perfectly. Her spirit ached for him, but his betrayal weighed heavier on her heart.
Looking up at the ceiling, she blinked rapidly. She was strong, independent. She didn’t need him or any man to make her happy, especially one who cheated on her.
Pushing away from the desk, she walked toward the door. She was so enraged with Brandon and so on fire for him at the same time it made her even angrier. With that in mind, she walked out of the study toward the front of the house.
Her determined strides took her through the living room. Her mother jumped up from her sewing, smiling. “Hi, hon—”
Marisa rushed past her and out the front door. Her feet stomped across the porch then she hurried across the drive toward the stables, where she found him cleaning out one of the stalls. With fists clenched and heart pounding, she walked up to him. He whirled around in surprise then she shoved his chest hard, with all her might.
He fell backwards into the pile of hay. His eyes flew up and clashed with hers. She pointed down at him. “Don’t ever act high and mighty to me, Brandon. Don’t think to tell me who, what, or how I should be or even used to be. You lost your say over my life, about anything pertaining to me long ago.”
He went to rise, but she shoved again, hard, knocking him back down in her angry tirade. His hand snaked out, wrapping around hers and dragged her to the pile of hay with him.
Marisa screamed in outrage. It was the only way to stifle the gasp of pleasure that tore through her body as his long frame covered hers, pinning her to the itchy straw. His hard body pushed into hers. She fought the urge to bring her legs around his so he fit against her throbbing juncture. Instead, she shoved against his chest to put distance between them, but he grabbed her hands and roughly pulled them above her head.
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