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      Karma was a beautiful, generous, absolutely amazing thing. And he must have been very good in a previous life or something.

      Because Elena LeBlanc had just walked into Gabe Trahan’s bar with her friend from New York. Addison Sloan. ASNY in Elena’s phone contacts.

      And Addison was wearing the red heels.

      Oh, hell yeah.

      He’d accidentally seen the photo of those heels, and the long legs that were now carrying her across the bar, in a text on Elena’s phone when Addison had asked Elena’s opinion on the purchase.

      His opinion had been, well, oh, hell yeah.

      And he’d definitely done something right in his life because Karma had now delivered her here, in person, in his bar. In those heels.

      Gabe watched her come toward him, feeling a sense of anticipation gathering in his gut. It was ridiculous how much he’d wanted to meet this woman. It hadn’t been based solely on the photo of those legs and the fuck-me heels. He’d read several of her texts before he’d realized that he’d mistaken Elena’s phone for his. He’d been confused, but intrigued. Then again, there wasn’t a man alive who wouldn’t have kept reading her messages after seeing those legs. It was simple biology.

      Still, the humor in her text messages had attracted him too.

      Elena had been freaked out, thinking that she and Gabe had accidentally gotten drunkenly married in Vegas.

      Then it’s clear what you need to do Addison had texted Elena.

      Get drunk again? Sneak out before he wakes up? Figure out how to get an annulment?

      No. No. And yes, eventually. But you need to have sex with your really hot husband again first.

      Gabe had liked her right then. That was excellent advice, in his opinion. Before he’d known that he was the really hot husband Elena had been referring to.

      I can’t have sex with my really hot husband!! Oh my God, he’s my HUSBAND. FUCK!! I might throw up.

      Elena had sent a puking emoticon. He’d grinned. Again, not realizing that the idea of him being her husband was what was making her feel ill.

      Calm down! You don’t have to keep him! But you DO have to send me a photo, Addison had texted.

      No! That’s creepy.

      Describe him then.

      Tall, dark, and handsome. Probably six-three. Dark hair. Blue eyes. In great shape. Big hands.

      Thinking of that made Gabe grin now. Since he now knew that he was the handsome, in shape, big-handed guy.

      Niiiiiice, had been Addison’s response. Then she’d sent an elephant and a grinning purple devil.

      Gabe hadn’t been positive what the elephant meant but he’d assumed it meant the guy was hung like a pachyderm. More specifically, that he was hung like an elephant. And Addison thought that was an important characteristic in a husband. Even an accidental one.

      He grinned remembering the whole exchange. She and Elena had gone on about the pros and cons of friends-with-benefits relationships and what Elena was willing to do to get a two-for-one coupon for a helicopter ride to the Grand Canyon. And that Addison really thought hot sex could be better than the Grand Canyon. He liked that about her, too. And then she’d sent a Seinfeld GIF. That had cemented his infatuation.

      And now she was here. He knew she came to New Orleans to visit Elena from time to time. She was an architect who specialized in the restoration of historic buildings. Like the one that housed Trahan’s Tavern, his family’s bar, that sat on the corner of Chartres Street and St. Peter Street in the French Quarter. Elena had been wanting to get her hands on the two-hundred-plus-year-old building for months. She’d come in, alone, for a drink several months back and had been a regular ever since. A regular pain in some ways. She really wanted to make over the bar, but Gabe and his brother—and partner—Logan weren’t quite ready to make the leap. Financially, if nothing else. Restoring a building like theirs wasn’t cheap.

      Now Elena was pulling out the big guns. The big, red-high-heels-long-dark-hair-tight-ass guns. And Gabe was going to fold. He already felt it.

      Because he had a whole list of things he’d like to have Addison’s “input” on.

      Gabe wiped down a glass as the women took seats at the end of the bar, watching them out of his peripheral vision. He felt his brother move behind him, starting in their direction. But Gabe stepped back, blocking Logan’s path.

      “Hey,” Logan muttered, trying to get around Gabe to wait on their new customers.

      Gabe waited until his brother met his eyes. Then he said simply, “Mine.”

      Logan frowned, not getting it at first. He glanced from Gabe to the women, then back.

      Gabe lifted a brow.

      Logan was actually manning the bar tonight while Gabe took care of the tables, but no way was his brother talking to Addison first.

      “It’s Elena,” Logan pointed out. Which meant, basically, that if either of them had wanted to stake a claim, they would have by now. Not only was Elena a regular, but she’d gone to Vegas with them on the spontaneous, hey-you-know-what-we-should-do trip that had come up over Moscow mules late one night.

      Elena was a beautiful, successful, confident, smart woman who both Gabe and Logan liked a lot. She was a very good friend. But neither of the guys felt any chemistry with her. A fact that had been acknowledged out loud by all of them when Elena had proposed to Logan in Vegas. She’d been going for that buy-one-get-one helicopter ride over the Grand Canyon that was only extended to newlyweds and there had been a quick morning-after annulment planned even before she’d popped the question.

      “It’s not just Elena,” Gabe said.

      Logan looked again as Addison leaned an elbow on the bar, laughing at something Elena had said.

      “Ohhhh,” he said, low and with a now-I-see tone. He looked at Gabe and lifted a brow. “You sure?”

      Meaning, was Gabe sure he wanted to mess with a friend of a friend? Yes, that could be a little complicated. But he definitely wanted to mess with that woman. Consequences be damned.

      “I’m sure.”

      Logan gave him a nod and stepped back. “Let me know if you need any help.”

      “What kind of help?” Gabe asked, amused.

      “Distracting Elena. Saving you if that one turns out crazy. An excuse for mom.”

      Gabe chuckled. “Okay, thanks.”

      Logan turned to head to the new table that had just been seated, saying without saying it that they were switching roles and he’d cover the tables while Gabe handled the bar.

      But then Gabe said, “What would be the excuse for mom?”

      It wasn’t their mom who would be expecting him at breakfast so much as it was Gabe’s five-year-old son. Logan and Gabe took turns crashing in the apartment over the bar. It was Logan’s official address, while Gabe lived with their mom so he’d have help with Cooper. But when it was Gabe’s turn to close Trahan’s, he’d sleep upstairs rather than drive out to his mom’s at two a.m. Tonight was Logan’s night to close, so there would need to be an excuse if Logan was eating pancakes tomorrow morning instead of Gabe.

      “How about I get sick and have to head out early?” Logan offered. His grin said that he was really going to enjoy holding this over Gabe’s head, though.

      “Sick? She’ll be on your case all day tomorrow.”

      Logan shrugged. “Even better.” He glanced over Gabe’s shoulder. “TLC is good for a guy every once in a while.”

      Yeah, it was, and Gabe was overdue for a little…feminine touch.

      “You’ll eat chicken soup and drink tea all day for me?”

      “Sure. And if I’m sick, I won’t be able to work tomorrow either. It would probably be easier for you to just stay down here in the Quarter tomorrow. All day. And night.”

      Gabe nodded slowly, thinking it was possible he had the best brother ever. “I guess that’s true.” How long was Addison in town? And would she want to spend some time with him instead of Elena? And what the hell would the excuse to Elena be?

      Elena knew that Gabe had been intrigued by Addison’s texts, but he wasn’t so sure she’d want two friends hooking up. Being in the middle of something like that had the potential to be messy. Elena wanted the job remodeling the bar and if Gabe and Addison ended badly, it might make it awkward for him and Elena to work together.

      But he didn’t care. He wanted Addison.

      Elena just didn’t need to know about it.

      “So get back to work. Those ladies look thirsty,” Logan said, heading out into the restaurant.

      “I hope you feel better soon,” Gabe told him.

      “I hope you do too.” Logan gave him a wink.

      Oh, he intended to.

      Gabe pivoted and made a beeline for Addison. And Elena. Of course. Despite the fact that Caleb and James, two of Gabe’s best friends, had just taken seats at the bar. The guys were firefighters at the station just a few blocks away and had been getting after-shift drinks here for the past two years.

      He gave them a nod to show he’d seen them, but Addison had been in his bar for ten minutes now and that was about nine minutes longer than it should have taken to introduce himself to this woman he’d been thinking about ever since she’d sent eggplant and elephant emojis via text. He hadn’t just liked the heels. He’d liked her sense of humor and playfulness. He knew she’d thought she was texting with Elena and he liked that even more. She was surely being fully herself with she thought she was texting with a girlfriend.

      “Evenin’, ladies,” he greeted with a grin first to Elena and then to Addison.

      His gaze caught on her big brown eyes and he realized he was going to have to make a conscious effort to remember to talk to Elena too.

      “Hi, Gabe,” Elena said.

      He pulled his attention back to her. “What can I get you?” Then he glanced at Addison. “And please don’t say a hurricane.” He gave her a wink.

      She smiled. “You don’t know how to make a hurricane?”

      He chuckled. “You can’t get your liquor license in New Orleans without proving you know how to make a hurricane.” The drink had been invented at one of the most famous bars in the Quarter, Pat O’Brien’s, and they served them by the gallons over there. But they didn’t make the best ones. Several places served them and a few even did it pretty well. Pierre Maspero’s, for instance. But no one could touch the recipe Ellie Landry used at her tiny dive bar just outside the bayou town of Autre, Louisiana.

      So Gabe didn’t even try.

      “If you want a hurricane, I’ll take you to the best place for them in Louisiana,” he said. Though why he’d said “take you” instead of “send you,” he wasn’t sure. “Just like if you want gumbo, I won’t serve it to you, because if you’re gonna eat gumbo, you’re gonna do it right and that means havin’ my grandma’s. Now,” he said, taking out a glass and filling it part-way with lemonade. “If you want a Pimm’s cup that will make you wonder how you ever drank anything else, or seafood pot pie that you’ll dream about, or brown butter pecan pie that you’ll want to roll around in, then you’ve come to the right place.”

      Addison looked at Elena with wide eyes. “Brown butter pecan pie?”

      Elena laughed. “Yeah. And it’s that good. It’s how Gabe and Logan get all the ladies.”

      Addison looked back at Gabe. She lifted a brow. “Which one are you?”

      “Gabe.” He pointed behind her. “That’s my brother Logan.”

      Addison glanced over to where Logan was setting plates of food down in front of customers. She looked back. “You both need pie to get ladies?”

      “No one said need,” he told her with a grin.

      “What do you know about pralines?”

      “I can make you a praline milkshake that will make you want to propose to me,” he told her honestly.

      “Huh. What’s in that?”

      Playful. That was exactly his impression of her from the texts, and he couldn’t begin to describe how amazing it was to find out she was the same in person. “Whiskey, caramel, ice cream and—”

      “Say no more,” she said. “I want that.”

      “You got a ring in your pocket?” he asked.

      She laughed. “Maybe we New York girls are harder to impress than the girls you’ve been feeding whiskey to.”

      Yeah, maybe. And damned if he didn’t want to find out what it would take with this one. He reached for one of the mugs they served the milkshakes in.

      “Oh, hell, I proposed to him without any whiskey or pralines,” Elena said, taking the Pimm’s Cup he’d set down and tipping it back for a swallow.

      “Wait.” Addison looked over at her friend. “Gabe? This is the guy you thought you’d married in Vegas?” She looked back at Gabe.

      Elena took another drink, then laughed. “This is the one.”

      Addison’s gaze never left his face, but Gabe felt as if she was studying him—all of him—intently, and his body responded.

      “Huh,” she finally said.

      “In her defense, it was the Grand Canyon,” he said.

      Addison laughed.

      Gabe blended the milkshake, drizzled caramel sauce up and down the inside of the mug, then poured the concoction in. He passed it across the bar.

      “I never do stuff like this.”

      “Propose to bartenders you’ve just met?”

      She gave him a grin. “Drink milkshakes.”

      He didn’t doubt it. She was trim and firm, curved perfectly in all the right places. He didn’t even have to look her up and down to know. He’d memorized it all as she’d walked toward his bar. Evidently.

      Then she wrapped her lips around the straw and gave a little suck and in that instant, Gabe’s entire body went hard. And when she closed her eyes and gave a little moan, Gabe wanted to reach across the bar, take her hair in his hand, and kiss her so deeply he’d taste the caramel on her tongue.

      Her eyes opened and she met his gaze. “So, I assume there are jewelry stores open tomorrow where I can get you a ring?”

      The heat and the humor hit him all at once and he chuckled over the top of a low groan.

      Just then, because his brother was awesome and read the situation across the room, or because Karma really did love Gabe today, Logan came up behind Elena and said, “Hey, El, come tell me all about your brilliant ideas for the old fountain out back.”

      “Out back” meant the courtyard behind Trahan’s. It was quintessential New Orleans and the stone paved area with the central fountain had been photographed and mentioned in travel guides many times. Of course an architect hell-bent on restoring Trahan’s to its old glory would be all over that courtyard.

      Elena’s eyes widened and she pivoted quickly. “Really?”

      Logan shrugged as if it was no big deal. “You wanna mess around with our place, you’re gonna to have to have some great ideas, girl. Let’s hear ‘em.”

      “I have so many,” Elena promised him, hopping to the floor and starting for the back without even waiting for Logan.

      Logan rolled his eyes and shot Gabe a grin.

      Yep, best brother ever.

      Gabe only waited two seconds before leaning in and saying to Addison, “Have beignets with me tomorrow and I’ll take you to any store you want to see.”

      Addison’s eyes lit up. They practically sparkled as she said, “Beignets? Really?”

      Jesus, he’d cover anything in powdered sugar to see that look on her face. He nodded. “Really.”

      She tipped her head, her smile downright seductive. “Okay. Where should I meet you in the morning?”

      “Well, there are two options,” he said.

      “Okay.”

      “You can meet right out front of the tavern. Or”—he dropped his voice a little lower—“you can meet me in the shower.”

      He never moved quite this quickly. But he didn’t regret one word. If she wanted to just meet him in the morning for beignets and coffee, he’d happily take her walking and shopping through the Quarter. And that was even more unlike him. He loved the French Quarter. He’d grown up in this tavern on this street. His actual childhood home was off of St. Charles Avenue, but this tavern had been in the family for generations. This place felt just as much like home as his mother’s house did.

      But he didn’t sight-see and shop and stroll in the French Quarter. For fuck’s sake.

      The other shop owners around here were going to think this was hilarious. Or that he’d hit his head.

      “Well, it just so happens that I start every day with a shower,” Addison said. “So I guess that could work.”

      Her voice was a little husky, her pupils were dilated, and Gabe felt a jolt of heat and a sense of fuck yeah that was unprecedented.
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      What was she doing?

      Addison watched as Gabe’s gaze flared with heat and her heart started to race. She was flirting, that’s what she was doing. Which was right up there with mountain climbing and watching horror movies—things she never did because they scared her.

      But she wasn’t just flirting. She’d more or less just agreed to spend the night with him. And the tingles and heat she was feeling seemed a lot more like excitement than fear.

      With this rush, she could suddenly understand the addiction to adrenaline.

      “So, I need to go wait on a couple of people.” Gabe inclined his head toward the two men sitting midway down the bar. The ones who had been clearing their throats and drumming their fingers on the top of the bar and commenting on how thirsty they were for the past several minutes.

      Addison smiled. “Yeah, I guess I can’t take up all of your attention.”

      “Well, at least not right now,” he said. “But I close up at two and then I’m all yours. If you want me.”

      She felt a crazy surge of heat dance through her chest and stomach. She wasn’t sure she’d ever wanted anything more.

      She hadn’t felt an actual thrill like that in a very long time. Her usual Saturday night was spent at home. She’d watched a lot of movies from her couch over the past five years. She’d rarely worn anything other than yoga pants after eight p.m. She’d eaten a lot of microwave popcorn.

      Now she was in NOLA, wearing her favorite shoes, eating and drinking…and flirting. With a very sexy man who had just invited her to spend tomorrow—and tonight—with him.

      And what was the harm? She was incredibly responsible. She was organized and always thinking about consequences and what-ifs. She had to. At home. Here…well, here she could just be herself. She didn’t have to worry about anyone else here. For another thirty-two hours or so. She had a limited time to just go for it. To just enjoy. To just have some fun.

      “Okay. But no phone number exchange. No talking about personal information. Just here and now,” she said.

      He slowly shook his head. “I can’t agree to that.”

      This couldn’t be anything more than a weekend fling. That much she knew. For one, she lived in New York. For another, she didn’t have any room in her life for a guy. She shrugged, trying not to look disappointed. “That’s how it has to be.”

      He leaned in, his forearms on the bar. His voice was low as he said, “Yeah, well, how you like to be touched and how your nipples taste and how you sound when you come are all very personal and I need to know those things.”

      Her entire body felt like it was melting. “Okay.” She cleared her throat. “I’ll allow a few exceptions.”

      “And I’m going to need you for more than just now.”

      She nodded, her mouth dry and her panties…very not dry. “Okay.”

      “Okay.” He didn’t grin. In fact, his expression was very serious. “Don’t go anywhere.”

      He moved down the bar to the men who’d been trying to get his attention as Elena pivoted on her stool and said, “Be right back. Going to run to the restroom.”

      Addison heard Gabe ask the men. “What do you want?”

      “Uh, that story,” one said, jerking his thumb in Addison’s direction.

      “Elena’s friend. From New York. They text a lot,” Gabe said.

      Addison leaned to look at the man he was talking to. The guy leaned in at that same time to look at her. He gave her a grin. It seemed Louisiana boys knew all about sexy grinning.

      Then he looked back at Gabe. “I think she’s more than just Elena’s friend.”

      Gabe’s gaze met hers. “Yeah, me too.”

      Oh boy. She sat back and licked her lips. This was a fling. Only a fling. One weekend. It wasn’t more. It couldn’t be.

      But hearing Gabe say that did something to her insides that hadn’t been done in…maybe ever.

      “So you will have a story tomorrow?” Gabe’s friend asked him.

      “Monday,” Gabe said simply.

      Monday. That kind of sounded like he intended to spend tomorrow night with her too. Addison felt her heart racing and had to take a deep breath. She shouldn’t do that. She should spend tonight with him and then say a firm goodbye in the morning. Or maybe just sneak out without saying anything at all.

      “Can’t wait to hear the story,” his friend said.

      In her peripheral vision, Addison saw him pick up his beer and give Gabe a little toast.

      Gabe shook his head. “Won’t be able to tell you.”

      “You don’t think you’ll remember?”

      “There will be too many naughty words,” Gabe returned with a grin.

      Addison laughed as Elena returned.

      “Isn’t this place amazing?” Elena asked, her voice a little breathless.

      “I’m very impressed so far,” Addison said, knowing that Gabe could overhear her as well.

      He shot her a quick wink and she had to fight the urge to giggle like she was in seventh grade, watching the new cute boy in class.

      “The architecture and history here…” Elena sighed. “I knew you’d love it too.”

      “Definitely.” Addison picked up her glass. Sure, all of that was great too.

      They drank and talked for another hour. Addison and Gabe refrained from too much flirting in front of Elena. Addison and Elena had gone to grad school together and were friends, for sure, but Addison didn’t know how Elena would feel about her spending the night with a guy Elena considered a friend. Addison knew the situation was already a little complicated because Elena’s firm wanted to get the job of restoring Gabe’s bar. Elena already felt weird about pressing a friend to hire her. But the building really was amazing and Elena’s firm was the best. It was a perfect combination, and Elena wanted them to hire her because of that. Not because she and Gabe and Logan were friends. Not because she’d gone on a spontaneous trip to Vegas with them and their buddies. And definitely not because Elena had brought an out-of-town friend into the bar one night and she’d slept with Gabe.

      Yeah, that could definitely seem a little…awkward.

      But Addison had no intention of influencing Gabe about hiring Elena’s firm one way or another. Gabe knew Elena. He knew her firm’s reputation. That was between them. Besides, Addison didn’t really want to use her time with Gabe giving a business pitch for Elena. She had far better ideas about how to use her mouth once she got him alone.

      So they didn’t flirt in front of Elena, but they exchanged hot looks that had Addison squirming on her seat. And then there was the guy who tried to buy her a drink and who Gabe escorted out of the bar and onto the sidewalk.

      Somehow, Elena hadn’t noticed any of that. Logan and Gabe’s other two friends might have had something to do with that. Addison didn’t know if it was intentional or if they just couldn’t keep from flirting with a beautiful woman, but they managed to keep Elena distracted enough that she didn’t pick up on Addison and Gabe’s chemistry.

      Finally, Elena gave a sigh and smiled at Addison. “I’m getting tired. Thinking about heading home.”

      “Oh, that’s fine. You go ahead,” Addison told her.

      Elena tipped her head. “You’re going to stay?”

      Addison tapped her glass that wasn’t quite empty. “A little longer. It’s nice here. And I haven’t had a night out in a while.”

      “I don’t want you walking to your hotel by yourself,” Elena said with a slight frown. “I know it’s not far, but I’d feel better if you let me take you over there.”

      Addison gave her a smile. “I’ll be fine. It’s like two blocks. It’s well-lit and there are lots of people out.”

      “We’ll make sure she gets there,” Logan interjected from behind the bar.

      Addison looked up at him quickly and he gave her a wink.

      Elena glanced at him too, but Logan quickly schooled his features into a pleasant, no-problem-at-all expression.

      “Yeah?” Elena asked.

      Logan nodded as he wiped a glass dry. “Of course. I can walk her over. Or Caleb will do it. Or Gabe. Somebody will make sure she’s taken care of tonight.”

      Addison felt her eyes widen at the not-so-subtle innuendo. But Elena either completely trusted these guys to never make a move on her friend, or she’d had enough liquor to make her usually sharp mind a little fuzzy, because she just gave Logan a smile and said, “Thanks.”

      “Our pleasure,” Logan said, his mouth curling into a little grin that could have meant a million things.

      Elena pivoted toward Addison. “These guys are the best. You don’t have to worry about anything with them.”

      “I think I’ll be in good hands,” Addison said. She heard Logan’s little snort and had to fight the urge to laugh. She gave Elena a completely sincere smile. “I won’t go anywhere without one of them.”

      “Okay. How about brunch tomorrow?” Elena asked.

      Addison heard Gabe clear his throat from a few feet down the bar. Again she had to stifle a laugh. She hadn’t had this much fun in a long time. “You know, I was kind of hoping not to get out of bed until really late in the day,” she said, loud enough for Gabe to hear.

      It was true. Ever since meeting him. She heard him cough and smiled, but made it seem as if it was directed completely at Elena. “And then I might just take it easy. Figured I’d just stick around the Quarter. You know I don’t take a lot of time off and I love it here.”

      Elena nodded. “That’s fine. I just don’t want you to be lonely or bored.”

      Gabe coughed again and Addison had to cover her smile by taking a drink. She shook her head. “I’m not worried about that. I’ll see you Monday morning at the office, okay?”

      Elena lifted a shoulder and glanced down at her phone. She slid off her stool. “Okay. My Uber is here. But call me if you want to do something tomorrow.”

      “Definitely,” Addison agreed.

      James rotated on his stool as Elena gave her a little hug. “See you Monday.”

      “’Night.” Addison watched as James escorted Elena out to the waiting car.

      When she turned back to the bar, she saw Gabe’s friend who had been sitting a few stools down, who had wanted to hear “the story” on Monday, was now behind the bar. He gave her a grin. “He’ll be right back.”

      “Oh…okay.”

      “He ran upstairs for a second.”

      She nodded. Upstairs. Where the apartment was. She picked up her drink and sipped. Suddenly, she felt jumpy. In a good way. Like she’d felt as a kid standing in line for a favorite ride at the amusement park.

      And she had a feeling Gabe Trahan was about to take her on quite a ride.

      “I’m Caleb, by the way,” the guy behind the bar said. “I’m a firefighter at the house over on Decatur.”

      She felt her eyebrows rise. A firefighter. With a drawl. Yeah, she had a feeling that Caleb had had a few weekend flings himself.

      “I also fill in bartending for Logan and Gabe when they need an extra hand.”

      “And they need an extra hand tonight?” she asked.

      Caleb grinned. “Well, let’s just say that I think Gabe’s going to need his hands for something else.”

      Addison gave a soft laugh. “So you guys all help each other get lucky?”

      Caleb greeted a couple of guys who took seats at the bar and poured them beers. Then he turned back to her. “He’s been talking about you since he read your texts in Vegas.”

      That made her feel warm. And not in the hot way everything else had to that point, but warm in a way that felt almost like affection. Which was crazy, of course. And not at all a word she’d expected to associate with a one-night stand in New Orleans.

      “I’ve been thinking about him since then too,” she said. That was completely true.

      Caleb gave her a smile. “Gabe doesn’t need a lot of help getting lucky,” he said.

      Addison acknowledged that with a little tip of her head.

      “And when he does, he doesn’t need a lot of extra time to get lucky.”

      Addison lifted a brow. What was he getting at here? “Okay.”

      “But,” Caleb went on, “he hasn’t been this distracted by anyone in a very long time. So, I figure a few extra hours to really develop this crush on you is going to be nothing but fun for the rest of us down the road.”

      Gabe had a crush on her? Why did that make her heart flip and that warm-maybe-affectionate thing happen again? He was a late-twenty-something-maybe-even-thirty-year-old man. They didn’t get crushes. This wasn’t high school. And besides…a crush kind of indicated more than just sex, didn’t it?

      She should maybe pay her tab and get the hell out of here.

      But just then Gabe came down the stairs from the apartment overhead and it hit Addison hard and directly. She wasn’t going anywhere until tomorrow morning.

      “You’re going to give him a hard time about this?” she asked Caleb, watching Gabe cross the room.

      “About mixing up drinks and dropping lemons and breaking glasses because he’s replaying whatever you’re going to do to him tonight?” Caleb asked. He laughed. “Hell yeah.” He leaned in. “That guy has his shit together. He’s one of the best guys I know. He takes care of his people. He loves this bar. He takes the right things seriously. So, if he’s dropping lemons over you, that’s something noteworthy.”

      Addison felt her heart racing. “And something to tease him about?”

      Caleb grinned. “We tease because we love.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      Gabe reached her just then. He spun her stool around and moved in close. “Let’s go.”

      Just that. Simple. Straightforward. Clear. She liked all of that. She took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.”

      Gabe took her hand and tugged her off the stool. He stood for a second, nearly on top of her, looking down at her. “Damn, I’m glad you came to New Orleans.”

      She stared at up him. He’d been thinking about her. He was a great guy who Elena liked and trusted. He clearly had a thriving business and loyal friends. He had a fantastic sense of humor and was even a little romantic. Dirty, but romantic. And he had a southern drawl, a naughty grin, and huge hands.

      Yeah, she should totally run away now.

      Instead she said, “Me too.”

      Gabe linked their fingers, gave Caleb a nod, then turned and headed for the door. He lifted his hand in a short wave to his brother as they stepped out onto the sidewalk.

      “Um, Gabe?”

      He tugged her across the street, but she pulled him to a stop on the corner of Jackson Square.

      “Hey.”

      He looked down at her. “What’s wrong?”

      “Where are we going?”

      He glanced to his right. “Beignets.”

      She followed his gaze to the café across the square. The famous Café du Monde. “Beignets?” she repeated, looking up at him. “Now?”

      “I saw the look on your face when I mentioned them before.”

      Addison felt her eyes widen. “Well, yeah…but…now?”

      “There’s never a bad time for beignets.”

      Yeah, she wasn’t so sure about that. “I thought we were going up to your apartment.”

      “We are. We will. Eventually. But…” He pushed a hand through his hair. “I thought maybe throwing you over my shoulder and carrying you up the stairs would be a bit much.”

      That sounded magnificent, actually. “I would be okay with that.”

      He looked down at her with heat in his eyes. “I thought maybe you’d want to talk a little first.”

      “You don’t have to buy me beignets or talk to me. This is a sure thing. If you want it,” Addison told him.

      Gabe put a hand on her cheek. “I haven’t wanted something so much in a very, very long time.”

      She shivered at the intensity in his expression. She licked her lips. “Well, then…” Her gaze flickered to the tavern behind him. And the apartment over it.

      “Okay, honestly?” he asked, his thumb stroking over her jaw. “I loved the way you lit up when we were talking about beignets. And hurricanes. And…everything. You’ve got a thing for my hometown, don’t you, Addison?”

      God, the way he said her name in that low voice with that little drawl…she sucked in a breath. And nodded. “Yeah, I do. I love it.”

      “Then let me show you a little bit of it.”

      She swallowed. This felt even more dangerous. He was funny and charming and sexy and had a crush on her—which sounded less silly every time she thought it—and now she was thinking about experiencing New Orleans with him.

      He was going to get to her. She could feel it. There would be more here to remember, and smile about, than dirty talk and orgasms.

      This was going to feel like more than a fling.
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      “And there’s nothing wrong with a little anticipation, right?” Gabe asked. He was holding his breath. Fucking hoping that she’d say yes to beignets and coffee before he fucked her against the wall in the apartment. Because he was definitely going to do that. And they both knew it. She wanted it. She’d wanted to go straight upstairs.

      What the hell was he doing?

      Laughter from the café across the street drew her attention. The saxophonist on the corner under the streetlamp started playing “When the Saints Go Marching In” and Gabe saw exactly what he needed to see to make this decision.

      Addison was completely enthralled.

      And he wanted more of that as much as he wanted to take her upstairs, strip her bare, and make her come while calling his name. He wanted all of that too, but he wanted her to be enchanted with New Orleans first. Because maybe then she’d come back. Or at least think of him when she thought about the city.

      And if that wasn’t a huge, red, this-ain’t-just-a-fling flag, he didn’t know what was.

      “Come on,” he said. “Beignets and coffee won’t take long and we can ease in a little.”

      “I don’t feel like we need to ease in,” she said. “But,” she added, glancing at Café du Monde with a small grin. “I do love powdered sugar.”

      Gabe felt his cock stir. “One beignet,” he said. “And we’ll take the others to go.” Café du Monde served beignets in threes. Period. “And then we’ll go to my apartment and I’ll make you love powdered sugar even more.”

      Her laugh was breathless. “Yes. Yes, definitely.”

      He took her hand as they waited for a horse-drawn carriage to rumble by. She turned her head to watch it until it rounded the corner on the next block.

      “We can do that too,” he said, noting the look on her face.

      “But that would take a lot longer,” she said, shaking her head. “We have horse-drawn carriages in Central Park.”

      That was true. Though Gabe felt a stupid stab of disappointment. He loved the look of wonder on her face.

      “Though it feels like it would be different here,” she said, almost to herself, with a little crease between her eyebrows, as if she was trying to figure out why it would feel different.

      “Maybe next time.” He didn’t think the three words out before saying them. But even when she gave him a startled look, he didn’t regret them.

      “Next time?”

      “Next time you’re in town.”

      “Oh.” She frowned. “We haven’t even…” She trailed off. “How do you know you’ll want a next time?”

      That was probably a good question. But he did want a next time. Already.

      Maybe because there would be a break between their “dates.” Inevitably. And there would be a definite, distinct ending point. She’d go back to New York. There’d be no need to do anything different in his life or routine. There’d be no question about what they would do the morning after. She’d be getting on a plane and leaving.

      There was no risk here. No complication. No disruption. She’d be in town a couple of days and then gone. Really gone. It would be so…easy.

      “Well, here’s the deal,” he told her. He rested his hand on her lower back and nudged her forward to cross the street to the café. “I’m a really nice guy. And when you come back to Trahan’s next time and beg me for a repeat, I won’t be able to say no.”

      Her eyebrows rose and she laughed. “Wow. So sure of yourself.”

      “Yeah.” And sure of her. Of them. Together. It was going to be explosive.

      They got to the front of the line quickly. There was almost always a line at Café du Monde, but this time of night it moved a lot quicker. During the day, the wait could be nearly an hour, but things settled down after dark a bit, when Bourbon and Frenchman’s Street and the jazz clubs picked up.

      A table opened up a minute later and Gabe took Addison’s hand to weave between the wrought iron chairs and tables toward the far outer edge of the outdoor café.

      As was typical, the table, chair seats, and ground under them were sprinkled with powdered sugar. The stuff was, literally, everywhere. If you didn’t leave Café du Monde with some sweet, white dust on you, you hadn’t done it right.

      Which was why Gabe paused and watched, amused, as Addison took wet wipes from her bag and began to clean off the chair seat and table top.

      “You want one?” she asked, glancing up to find him watching her.

      “I’m good.” He pulled his chair out and sat. The rain and wind did most of the cleaning around here. The tables turned over almost too quickly, with people seating themselves, for the wait staff to keep up with wiping them clean and, again, if you didn’t get a little sugar on you before eating beignets, you definitely wouldn’t be leaving without some.

      Addison sat down across from him with her purse in her lap. She dug inside until she pulled out a hair clip.

      Gabe watched as she secured her hair at the back of her head and spread a napkin over her lap. Then added a second one.

      Finally she looked up at him. Totally prepared. To stay neat and tidy while eating beignets.

      Yeah, now he didn’t just want to cover her in powdered sugar, he needed to.

      “What can I get you?” the waitress asked.

      “Two orders of beignets. And a café au lait for me,” Gabe said. “You drinking coffee, Addison?”

      She nodded. “Need to be able to stay up late.” She gave him a smile that shot straight to his cock.

      “Oh, you won’t have any trouble staying awake,” he told her as the girl moved off.

      Addison laughed. “Lots of big promises being made here.”

      “Yes. Huge.” He gave her a wink. “But hey, you’re the one who sent the elephant emoji.” She’d sent it to Elena in regards to his cock. Not that she knew that at the time. But now she did.

      She blushed, but met his eyes directly. “This is easing in?”

      “Yes. If I was going…hard…I’d be asking if you’ve ever come on a man’s tongue while on a balcony with a wrought iron railing that is over two hundred years old.”

      Addison didn’t say anything at all for a moment. But when she did reply, Gabe’s cock hardened painfully.

      “Easing in is overrated.”

      He gave a little groan. “I need to kiss you.”

      She nodded. He leaned over the table and took her chin in his hand. He looked her directly in the eye as he took a moment to appreciate this first kiss.

      But Addison didn’t let him pause too long. She lifted out of her seat and met him partway over the table.

      The kiss was hot and sweet and deep. It was all just lips and tongues, mingling breaths, and his hand cupping her face. No other body contact. But they didn’t need it. Gabe felt like his entire body was tightening like a spring and he could sense a similar tension in her. She opened her mouth as he opened his. It was impossible to tell who tilted their head to deepen the kiss first. Impossible to tell whose tongue stroked whose first. Impossible to tell who moaned first. They were all in together.

      They even pulled apart at the same time. Their eyes met. They hesitated with only centimeters between their lips. Then they both took a deep breath and sank back into their chairs.

      “And no. I haven’t,” she said as she replaced the napkins on her lap.

      “Haven’t?”

      “Come while on a balcony with a wrong iron railing that’s over two hundred years old.”

      Surprise and lust coursed through him in equal measures. He cleared his throat. “That’s excellent information to have.”

      “And please tell me that I won’t be able to say that by this time tomorrow.”

      The lust tightened every cell in his body. “Addison—”

      Whatever the hell he’d been about to say to that was interrupted by the waitress.

      “Here you go.”

      “We’re going to need a to-go bag,” Gabe said without looking away from Addison.

      The waitress rolled her eyes and started to turn away with the tray. But Addison reached up quickly. “Well, maybe just one now.” She plucked a beignet off the plate. Powdered sugar cascaded over her hand and onto the table in front of her.

      Gabe grinned as the waitress took the rest away. Addison gave him a little smile, then bit into the fried dough. Again white powder burst into the air around her, but she closed her eyes and chewed.

      “Oh my God,” she said after swallowing.

      Unable to keep from touching her, Gabe took her empty hand. “Yeah, keep practicing those oh-my-Gods.”

      Addison opened her eyes. “You might have miscalculated this beignets-before-sex thing. Now you have a lot of pleasure to live up to.”

      “Addison,” he said sincerely. “You have never and will never eat a beignet with as much enthusiasm as I’m going to eat you.”

      Her mouth stopped chewing, her eyes widened, and she stared at him.

      He smirked. “Easing in is overrated.”

      She swallowed hard and picked up her cup of coffee, taking a big swig.

      “Guess we really are going to get personal.”

      “I don’t need to know your birthday or favorite color,” he said. “But I do need to know if you like your morning sex in bed or the shower.”

      She shook her head slowly. “I don’t really like morning sex at all.”

      “Yet.”

      She blew out a breath. The waitress set their to-go bag down. Gabe handed her a twenty and told her to keep the change. Addison grabbed the bag, dropped the rest of her beignet in, rolled the top down, and stood.

      “Done easing in?” he teased, feeling cocky…and like his balls were about to explode.

      “Let’s go hard.”
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      Gabe Trahan was about to rock her world. Addison could feel it in the air around them. And if her being the one who took his hand and pulled him across the street and then across Jackson Square at a ridiculously obvious I-can’t-wait-any-longer pace made her a hussy or something, so be it.

      Gabe’s only hesitation was when he paused at the corner, greeted the sax player with a “Hey, Ernie,” handed him fifty bucks and asked him to move to the corner across the square, closer to Trahan’s, and the balcony over it that had a wrought iron railing. Addison felt her whole body heat.

      “Any requests?” Ernie asked.

      “Ad?” Gabe asked.

      She shook her head. She had no idea what to request be played while a hot bartender did deliciously dirty things to her on a balcony. “Anything.” She doubted she’d be paying much attention to the music, but she did love the idea of the jazz music adding to the overall ambience of hot sex on a balcony in the French Quarter of New Orleans. And she couldn’t forget the powdered sugar from the beignets. She almost couldn’t believe that she’d contemplated having a New Orleans fling without jazz and powdered sugar.

      As Ernie launched into “I’ve Got a Crush On You,” Gabe pulled her around the corner of the tavern and paused to unlock a side door. Emboldened by the dirty talk at the café and the sheer New Orleans vibe swirling around her, Addison dropped the bag of beignets onto the sidewalk beside them, then ran her hands around Gabe’s torso, flattening her palms over his hard abs and rubbing back and forth over the soft, warm cotton of his T-shirt. She felt his muscles tense under her touch and she put her nose against his shoulder, pulling in the scent of laundry detergent, bourbon, and man. Her new favorite scent combination. She’d always been a fruity drink girl, but the rich sexiness of bourbon was so tempting. And different.

      That was it. This was all so different. So far removed from her regular world. A dream. A moment. Something that would be a decadent memory almost as soon as it started.

      And she intended to replay it over and over and over.

      He got the door unlocked but instead of pushing it open, he pulled her around in front of him, her back against the roughened wood. He took her face in his hands, stared down into her eyes for a moment, then kissed her.

      Decadent indeed.

      Gabe’s mouth was hot and hungry but he kissed her slowly, thoroughly, as if he was trying to memorize the details. Addison wanted to do the same. Without a table between them, the kiss became a whole-body event. She fisted his shirt in her hands, arched closer, relishing the feel of his hardness against her, and opened her mouth.

      Gabe stroked his tongue against hers, deep and bold, his hands sliding down her sides to her hips where he squeezed. Then his hands were cupping her ass and bringing her up against him fully. His mouth moved to her ear. “Your ass fits in my hands perfectly.

      “I noticed that too,” she managed breathlessly. “Everything seems to fit perfectly.”

      “I’ve never wanted to fit with someone this much,” he told her.

      A shiver went through her as his mouth traveled down the side of her neck. Goosebumps danced over her arms and her nipples tightened. The sultry air around them caressed her skin and the lazy notes from the saxophone seemed to swirl around them. Addison was aware of the rough brick on either side of the doorway, the flickering flame of the lantern overhead, and the clip-clop of horse hooves on the street. It was as if she’d been transported to another time. And she hoped like hell that this heightened awareness would follow her into Gabe’s bedroom. She wanted to notice everything, tune in to every sensation, and remember every detail.

      “I think the fit might be even better upstairs,” she said. “Without clothes in the way.”

      She felt him take a deep, shaky breath.

      “Are you sure?” he asked, looking down at her intently.

      “Is the wrought iron railing you were talking about up there?” she asked.

      He half groaned, half laughed. “It is.”

      “Then I will beg you to take me up there,” she said sincerely.

      He full-out groaned at that.

      Addison felt a streak of desire unlike anything she’d ever experienced go through her. This man had a woman in his arms, possibly against this very door, any time he wanted. She knew that. And she wasn’t his type. Because she wasn’t this woman. She wasn’t spontaneous and fun and what-the-hell. She thought about every possible consequence from every possible angle to everything she did. She had to. Because her life in New York wasn’t just about her. In New York she looked like the woman Gabe was studying as if he’d already covered her in powdered sugar and couldn’t figure out where to start licking. But in New York, she would have been thinking about how hard that powdered sugar would be to clean up. And about how she’d have to be the one doing that cleanup.

      But here in New Orleans, for this weekend anyway, she was responsible for herself only. She could go powdered sugar crazy and no one would know. She could go Gabe crazy and no one would know. There would be no consequences. She could walk out in the morning and not worry about the mess.

      And if the idea of making a mess, literal or figurative, and just walking away bothered her a little, Gabe’s mouth against her ear saying, “We’re doing the railing, but I’m starting on your nipples,” made her certain she could get past the urge to be in charge. For one night. Maybe even for a weekend.

      For the first time in a very long time—nearly five years if she was keeping track (and she was always keeping track of everything)—she wanted to just let go and follow someone else’s lead.

      “You can start anywhere you want to as long as that powdered sugar is used equally,” she told him, running her hand up and down over his ribs.

      Gabe’s hand cupped the back of her head and his fingers gripped her hair gently, but firmly. “Do you want to lick powdered sugar off my cock, Addison?” he asked roughly.

      She tried to nod, but he held her hair. “So much,” she breathed.

      He reached behind her without another word and pushed the door open.

      She stepped back through it as he bent to pick up the bag of beignets. Then he turned her with his hands on her hips and nudged her toward the staircase that was ten feet in front of her.

      Addison climbed the stairs to a landing with two doors. Gabe directed her toward the one on the left and reached past her to turn the knob. The door swung open to reveal a living room area with a couch, recliner, and a big screen TV arranged around a brick fireplace. Behind the couch was a small kitchen area with a bar and two stools separating it from the living room. The ceiling was easily twelve feet above them with a huge ceiling fan turning lazily.

      Gabe gave her no more time than that to take in details. He pulled her through one of the two doorways leading off the living room. Into the bedroom.

      And Addison almost orgasmed right there. The room had exposed brick walls, the high ceiling, and hardwood floors. All of which were amazing. But it was the French doors that led to the balcony that overlooked St. Peter Street, complete with a wrought iron railing, that made her gasp.

      “This can go absolutely any way you want,” Gabe told her. “But I’ve got an idea, or twelve, if you’re interested.”

      “So interested,” she said, her mouth dry and her whole body feeling like it was melting. She was immersed in New Orleans here. Jackson Square, the jazz, the two-hundred-year-old building, the hot Louisianan boy looking at her like she was the best thing he’d ever seen. This was exactly how she should be spending this night. A night she’d never forget.
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      “Open your shirt.” The bag from Café due Monde crinkled as he opened it, reaching inside for a beignet. He let the bag drop to the floor as he pulled one out and held it up.

      Addison felt adrenaline surge and her hands were a little shaky as she started on the buttons of her silk blouse. The shirt gaped and then fell open.

      As he watched her, Gabe wet the tip of one of his fingers with his tongue, then dragged it through the sugar on the beignet and licked it off. Addison’s nipples tightened at the sight.

      “Now the bra,” he said, taking a step closer.

      She started to shrug her shirt off, but he stopped her. “No. Leave it all on. Just unhook your bra.”

      Addison followed his directions, reaching behind her to undo the tiny hooks. The bra stayed in place but loosened.

      Gabe took the final steps that brought him right in front of her. He curled his index finger under the little bow in the center of her bra and gave his wrist a flick. Her bra slid up over her breasts.

      His breath hissed out as he took in the sight of her partially undressed, her nipples hard, and the look of lust on her face. She had no doubt that she looked completely at his mercy.

      “What’s this?” He traced a finger over the script she had tattooed under the curve of one breast.

      She was breathless when she said, “Mark Twain.”

      “But it is lightning that does the work,” he read out loud. He looked up at her.

      She nodded. “The full quote is “Thunder is good. Thunder is impressive. But it is lightning that does the work.”

      He traced the words again, watching his finger. “Fucking beautiful,” he finally muttered. Then he lifted the beignet over her chest and shook it slightly. Powdered sugar fell onto her skin, clinging to her breasts. He met her eyes, then lifted a hand, cupping one breast, his thumb rubbing over the tip. Addison made a soft moaning sound. She’d never played at sex like this. It had always been very straightforward and sure, pleasurable, but it had never been drawn out like this.

      Gabe’s hand spread the sugar into white streaks. Then he dipped his knees and licked the upper curve of one breast. Addison took a deep breath as heat shot through her. The simple touch of his tongue on her skin made her pelvic muscles clench hard with need. He made his way around the outside of her breast, then worked his way to the center. She gasped when he licked over her nipple, but he quickly sucked it into his mouth making her feel like she was going to lose her mind. Her hand came up to the back of his head, curling into his thick dark hair.

      “Gabe.”

      “Oh yeah, talk to me.”

      “That’s…so good.”

      He switched to her other nipple and she gripped his hair a little tighter.

      “Are you wet for me, Addison?” he asked, looking up at her as he thumbed her nipple. “Are you aching to take me deep?”

      “Oh, God,” she groaned. “Yes.” She’d never felt this needy about sex before.

      “Well, I gotta feel your sweet mouth around my cock first,” he told her, trailing kisses up her chest and throat as he rose to his full height. He cupped her head and said against her mouth, “And I’ve gotta taste your pussy. Bet it’s better than powdered sugar.”

      She made a soft whimpering sound that she typically would have been embarrassed about, but she couldn’t quite work up any true mortification when she looked into his eyes. His gaze was hot and hungry and she knew he was feeling everything she was. Maybe even the same amazement about how strong this chemistry with a near-stranger was.

      He kissed her hot and hard, then let her go. She felt a breeze over her bare breasts now that they weren’t being warmed by his big hands and his mouth, but she didn’t feel cold. At all. The way he watched her made her feel like her skin was burning. He kept his eyes on her as he stepped back and his hands went to his fly. He unbuttoned and unzipped.

      Addison felt a kick in her chest and a tightening in her core. Sex had just never been so…direct. That seemed like a strange word, but she couldn’t remember any of the men she’d been with before this ever being so verbal about what they wanted to do to her. And what they wanted her to do.

      She watched, her eyes riveted on his hands, completely objectifying him in this moment. The guy was hot. Period. He had hard, ridged abs, and great arms, and big hands, and as those hands parted his jeans and pushed them down a few inches, she saw that delicious V on either side of those abs. And then he tugged his boxers down. Her mouth went dry as she took him in. He was…big. Thick and long and hard. He stroked up and down his length with his hand, letting her look. Without thinking, she swallowed hard and licked her lips. She needed to touch him. She’d never felt that before either. This need to be against him, to feel him, to wrap herself around him.

      It was clear that Gabe had no problem with her just staring at him. He stroked himself twice more, then picked up the beignet that he’d set on the table to his right. She’d almost forgotten about the beignets. Now she may never have a craving again in her life that didn’t include powdered sugar.

      He lifted the beignet above his cock and shook it, letting powdered sugar fall over the big, hard length.

      Then he tossed the beignet to the side and said, “Come here, Addison.”

      Whether it was the tone—a firm, gruff tone that tripped over her body like fingertips stroking her—or the intent behind the words, or just the big, hot guy who clearly wanted her badly saying them, Addison could do nothing other than step forward.

      He put his hands in her hair, gathering it back, then leaned in to kiss her. His tongue moved against hers in slow, deep thrusts. Her hands splayed over his ribs as she let him make love to her mouth, but after only a few moments, she couldn’t stop from sliding her hands down to his hips, then around to his ass. She pressed close, rubbing her nipples over his chest and pressing close to the erection she was aching for. She reached between them, gripping him with one hand and stroking up and down.

      He pulled back with a groan, resting his forehead against hers. “Damn, Addison.”

      The gravel in his voice encouraged her. She leaned back and looked into his eyes as she slid her hand up and down his cock. Then she lifted her hand and dragged her tongue from the center of her palm and up the length of her middle finger, licking up the powdered sugar.

      Heat flashed in his eyes and he sucked a breath in through his nose. “On your knees, Ad.”

      Him calling her the shortened nickname was almost hotter than the look on his face. And the fact that he wanted her on her knees.

      She sank to the floor with what she was sure was a sly smile.
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      This woman might kill him. But if he could chose the way to die, his cock in Addison Sloan’s mouth while a jazz sax played “I’ve Got You Under My Skin,” was absolutely the way he’d pick.

      He loved that Ernie knew Frank Sinatra’s entire body of work and he was going to give the guy another fifty if he finished that playlist and just started over from the top. Sinatra was perfect for tonight and he kind of thought Frank would agree.

      Addison sank to her knees in front of him, her hands sliding down his body from ribs to thighs, with a smile that made him want to not let her up from there for a very long time. He stroked himself, watching her watch him. He had one hand still in her hair and her fingers curled into his thighs like she was hanging on tight.

      Then she opened her mouth.

      His groan came from the very depths of his soul and his cock pulsed with anticipation. “Ad,” he said roughly.

      She looked up at him. Then, with those big brown eyes fixed on his, she said, “Please, Gabe.”

      Please? Please? Fuck, yeah. He’d give her anything she wanted. And it was clear what she wanted right now. With one hand wrapped around the base of his cock, he nudged her head forward with his other hand. “Take me.”

      He slid forward over her tongue and she made a moaning sound that tightened his balls. “God,” he ground out as her lips closed around him. She took him deep and her eyes slid shut. It was one of the hottest things he’d ever seen.

      Her lips glided up his length, sucking even as she pulled back. She licked at his head, then down to the base, before sucking him in again.

      It was glorious torture for the two minutes he lasted. But he needed more of her before this ended and she was pushing him to the brink even now.

      He tightened his grip on her hair and pulled her back, leaning over to take her mouth in a thorough and hot kiss. She tasted like powdered sugar and lust and he kept kissing her even as he pulled her to her feet and started walking her toward the French doors to the balcony.

      At the threshold he paused to tuck himself back into his jeans, but didn’t bother to re-zip. “Take your panties off,” he said gruffly against her lips. He pulled the front of her shirt over her bare breasts but wasn’t about to pause long enough to button her up. The tavern sat on a corner so to one side there was no other building—or balcony. On the other side it was a good thirty feet to the next balcony and it was empty right now. Someone from the street could potentially see them up here, but there was no way they’d know what was going on as long as most of their skin was covered.

      Addison wiggled against him as she reached under her skirt and tugged her panties down, shifting to lift one foot, then the other. She got the red silk untangled from the heel of her shoe and held it up.

      “It matches your skirt.” He gave her a grin. “Nice.”

      “Thanks.” She tossed it over his shoulder.

      He put his hands on her hips and started walking her backward.

      She lifted a brow. “You’ve got an exhibitionist side?”

      “I’ve got a get-Addison-as-wet-as-possible side and I’m thinking balconies in the French Quarter help with that.”

      He bumped her up against the balcony and she laughed. “Not sure it’s a good thing that you’ve already figured that out.”

      “Oh, it’s good that you’re going to come harder than you ever have.”

      She gave a little moan and he leaned in to kiss her neck. He gathered her hair back and ran his mouth up and down the slender column. He slipped his hands under the back of her shirt, his palm stroking up her spine. Her shirt gaped in the front, her nipples rubbing over his shirt.

      “You okay with this?” he asked.

      She swallowed and nodded.

      “Because I really want to be the guy who makes you come like this.” But he had to know she was with him here, that she wanted this.

      She moaned and nodded again. “Anything. I’m okay with anything. All of it.”

      He started gathering her skirt up in one hand, inching it up her thighs. It was fitted, showing off her hips and ass, but it moved easily and he knew he’d be able to get it high enough to have some fun out here. He wasn’t going to fuck her on the balcony. But he was going to make her very happy here.

      He got the skirt high enough in the front for what he needed. No one on the street could really see what was going on. There was a table and a chair sitting in the corner where Logan usually had his morning coffee, blocking the view from Jackson Square. If someone looked up they’d see Addison leaning on the railing, but they would have a hard time making out Gabe’s form in the shadow, on his knees.

      “Foot up on the other railing Ad,” he said, sinking to the ground in front of her.

      The railing had swirling designs and they were close enough to reach the side where it ran along the edge of the balcony to the building.

      “Are you kid—” she started.

      He grabbed her ankle and lifted it, placing her foot on the top of the curved swirl in the center of the railing.

      “Oh!” she gasped.

      He gave her a wicked grin. “Yeah, oh.”

      Then he focused. In this position, her skirt came up high enough that he could see…everything. The gorgeous pussy that he intended to get to know very well tonight.

      “Damn, Addison,” he growled. “You’re fucking perfect.”

      “I—” She started to move her hand to pull her skirt down.

      He grasped her wrist, stopping her, and looked up. “If you don’t want this, just say the word. But don’t you for one second feel embarrassed or shy with me. You’re gorgeous and I want to worship you all night long. We’ll only do what you want to do, but for the record, I’ve never wanted anything more than I want to have the taste of your pussy on my tongue right now.”

      She took a shuddering breath, then moved her hand. She put both of them on the railing behind her, gripping the iron, and looking at him with a combination of heat, amazement, and a little bit of nervousness.

      He stroked a hand up and down her calf. “Ad, I need to hear you say you’re good.”

      She wet her lips and nodded. “I’m good.”

      “Are you—”

      “Gabe, I think I might die if you don’t do this. Now.”

      Okay then, that was all he needed to hear.

      “Hold the front of your skirt up.” He wanted her participating.

      She grasped the bottom of the skirt and pulled it a little higher. It still covered her ass, but her thighs and pussy were on display for him.

      “This is going to be my favorite place to be,” he told her sincerely.

      She gave a soft, surprised little laugh. He leaned in and kissed her inner thigh. The muscle jumped and she caught her breath. He gave the silky skin a little lick and then moved higher. He kissed his way up to the place he needed to be like he needed air. He kissed her, then licked again, this time his tongue flicking over her clit.

      Her breath hissed out.

      He did it again. Then again. And within seconds she was gripping his hair with one hand, white-knuckling the railing with the other, and making the most amazing sounds he’d ever heard. He stayed right there, sucking, licking, telling her how sweet she was, how much he wanted her, how he was never going to be able to hear a saxophone again without remembering her taste, until she was flying up over the peak, her head thrown back, gasping his name.

      Gabe came to his feet quickly, taking her face in his hands, and kissing her, stroking her mouth like he had her pussy. She put her arms around his neck and climbed up his body, wrapping her legs around his waist. He cupped her ass and turned, striding into the bedroom.

      He dumped her on the bed and yanked his shirt up over his head. Her blouse and bra were on the floor by the bed by the time he tossed his. He shed his jeans and boxers as she shimmied out of her skirt and then he was on her. They kissed hungrily as her legs wrapped around his waist, his cock nestled against the wet heat he’d just devoured.

      “Condom,” he said hoarsely, needing to be inside of her immediately. He started to push himself up to reach for the bedside table, but she held a square packet up with a smile.

      He had no idea where that had come from and he didn’t fucking care.

      She tore it open with her teeth and reached between them, rolling it on in a quick, smooth motion, then wrapping her arms around his neck and bringing him back down for another kiss.

      He kissed her deeply, then straightened his elbow, pushing himself up on one arm. He had to watch her as he slid inside the first time. He lifted one of her legs up over his shoulder and she took a big deep breath, her eyes hot, her cheeks flushed.

      “You ready for me, Ad?”

      “So ready,” she said huskily.

      He pressed forward, feeling the tip slip into her sweet heat. He blew out a breath. This was going to be so good. He already knew.

      She reached down and squeezed his ass as she tilted her hips. “All of you, Gabe.”

      Her saying his name, the scent of her body, the music and the very air around them, all combined into the perfect blend of sensations as he thrust forward, sinking deep. They groaned together and paused, savoring the moment. But not for long. He needed to move.

      “Favorite. Place. In the world,” he told her gruffly as he stroked in and out.

      “Never want you to leave,” she returned.

      That would be just fine with him. He slid a hand under her ass and shifted her hips.

      “Oh, God,” she groaned. “Right there.”

      He did it again, watching her eyes slide shut and felt her pussy tightened around him. She gripped his butt and met his thrusts, her breathing quickening. He felt the beginning tremor of an orgasm at the base of his spine and he clamped his eyes shut, holding it off. Not yet. Not yet.

      But Addison was right there with him. He felt her body tightening around him, heard her little gasps, and saw her gripping the sheet in her fist as her climax built.

      “Need you to come for me, Ad,” he told her through gritted teeth.

      “Yes, I’m there. I’m almost there.”

      He reached between them and circled her clit. “Again, Addison. Just like you did on my tongue. Let me feel you lose it. Let me feel all that sweetness.”

      “Gabe.”

      He thrust again, pumping into her, as deep as he could get. “We fit perfectly. Your pussy was made to take my cock. I can feel every fucking inch of you and I want to you to feel me in every move you make three days from now. I want you to be sitting in a meeting in New York and I want you to shift on your chair and feel the way I stretched you and filled you and fucked you.”

      She moaned and he felt her whole body tighten.

      “And I want you to be in bed three nights from now, desperate, wet, aching, and I want you to put your hand between your legs and I want you to remember my fingers, my tongue, my cock making you come over and over again. And when you fuck yourself, I want you saying my name when you go over that edge.”

      “Gabe!” Her body clamped down on him as she called his name, her orgasm rushing through her.

      He felt a surge of triumph and lust that took away any restraint he might have had. He pumped into her, deep and hard. “Just. Like. That,” he told her. Then his orgasm hit and he shouted her name as pleasure crashed over him.

      The ripples went on and on and he held himself up off of her for nearly a minute as he relished every bit of it.

      Finally, he let her leg down, went onto his elbow and rolled to the side, keeping her against him.

      They lay like that, breathing hard, hearts racing, skin cooling for long minutes.

      Then Addison said, “Best beignets ever.”

      He laughed and squeezed her ass. “Maybe we should actually, you know, eat one. You’re going to need the sustenance.”

      She lifted her head. “Just me?”

      “Well, New York, I’m willing to let you try to wear me out.”

      She gave him a grin that had him planning four other positions—including against the wall—they needed to get to before the sun came up.

      “New York is the city that never sleeps, you know,” she told him, shifting so her mouth was just above his.

      Ah, yes. Sinatra even sang about it. Gabe rolled so she was under him again and said, “Yeah, why don’t you show me a little bit about New York tonight, too?”

      She smiled up at him and wrapped her legs around his waist again. “Deal.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “It’s amazing how perfectly your ass fits in my hands.”

      Addison smiled as Gabe dragged his mouth down her throat to kiss her collar bone.

      “I had an amazing weekend,” she told him sincerely, running her hand through his thick, dark hair just before he lifted his head.

      He gazed down at her, his eyes hot. “Incredible,” he agreed.

      The cab at the curb gave a short honk. Yeah, yeah, she knew he was there. Gabe had walked her down and she’d planned to give him a quick kiss, a “thanks for everything,” and then to say goodbye.

      For good.

      It wasn’t turning out to be that easy. They’d been kissing and hugging for nearly five minutes.

      “Thanks for…” She swallowed. “Everything.” Which sounded ridiculous. Everything? The beignets? The pecan pie? The seafood pot pie? Yeah, she’d probably gained five pounds in two days. Not only did New Orleans have some of the best food in the world, but Gabe Trahan knew where to find the best of the best everything. Thankfully, he’d also supplied plenty of sweaty workouts—sweaty, naked workouts—and she hoped that she’d burned at least a few of the calories off.

      But no, what she was thanking him for was the way he’d transported her into a world where, for just a little bit, it had been all about fun, and laughter, and sex, and food, and…pleasure. She hadn’t worried. She hadn’t planned. She hadn’t had to really think of anyone but herself.

      That was the gift he’d given her. Not something she even really wanted to keep up with on a permanent basis. Her life in New York was amazing. It was something she would happily go back to. But these thirty-six hours with Gabe had been…like a dream. A fantasy. And yeah, she was grateful for that. Even if she couldn’t tell him all the reasons why it had mattered so much.

      “You’re welcome for…everything,” he said, mimicking the way she’d paused before the last word.

      Of course, he said it in that slow drawl with that sexy half grin that made her want to never wear panties again just so she could push him up against any wall any time he gave it to her.

      She laughed, kissed him on the mouth, and then stepped back. “I have to go.” Elena was expecting her at the office in twenty minutes. Addison was consulting on the restoration of an old church in the Garden District. She was meeting with the team this morning before flying back to New York.

      “I know.” He tucked his hands into the back pockets of his jeans.

      Addison took a deep breath, gave him a smile, nodded, and pivoted on her heel. She was relieved he hadn’t asked for her number. They’d made it pretty clear early on that they were both okay with making this weekend about just this weekend. No personal details, no emails or phone numbers for future contact.

      She wasn’t even going to look back at him. It was seven-thirty a.m. on Monday morning. The weekend was officially over. She hadn’t even meant to spend last night with him. She’d meant to sneak out at some point and go back to her hotel.

      That hadn’t happened. Neither had sneaking out this morning.

      Addison reached for the door of the cab, but just as she was pulling it open, she heard, “Addison.”

      Don’t look back. Don’t look back. It’s over. Just get in the cab and go.

      She opened the cab door and then…of course, looked back. “Yeah?”

      “I’m glad you came to town.”

      She gave him a very heartfelt smile as she gripped the top of the cab door. “I’m glad you liked the Seinfeld GIF.”

      He smiled too and it was a mix of humor and maybe a little melancholy. “I’m glad Elena texted you about accidentally almost getting married.”

      Addison laughed. She’d finally gotten the whole Vegas story. “Me too.”

      “So…take care, okay?” he asked.

      Addison knew he’d been about to say something else, but had resisted. She appreciated him respecting her not wanting to make this into anything more. “Yeah. And,” she added before she could think better of it, “this was the best…beignet…I’ve had in a really long time. Thank you.”

      He gave her a single nod and she finally got into the cab and shut the door between them.

      She gave the cab driver the address to Elena’s office and then pulled out her phone so she wouldn’t watch Gabe as the car pulled away. She hit speed dial number one and lifted the phone to her ear.

      “Hi!”

      She smiled, her heart warming at the familiar, beloved voice on the other end of the phone. “Hi, sweetheart. I miss you.”

      “I miss you too. When will you be home?”

      “Tonight. I have a meeting in a little bit and then I’m coming home.”

      “Good. I have something for you.”

      Addison laughed. “You do? Like what?”

      “It’s a surprise.”

      “Oh, I love surprises.” She didn’t. Not at all, as a matter of fact. Surprises were the worst. But the person on the other end of the phone was the one person who could make Addison not mind them quite as much.

      Which made her think of the man who had surprised her, in so many good ways, this past weekend…

      But the person on the other end of the phone was also the main reason Addison couldn’t see Gabe again.

      Her name was Stella. She was four and a half. And, well, she had been the biggest surprise of Addison’s life, frankly.

      “So, you have a great day at preschool and tell grandma I’ll be there around six, okay?”

      “Okay!” Stella made a kissing sound into the phone. “I love you.”

      “Love you too, Stell Bell. See you soon.”

      They disconnected and Addison rested her head back on the seat, looking out the window at New Orleans going by.

      Wow, she really loved this city. Too bad she couldn’t come up with a good reason to come back and visit. Really, really soon. Then again, if she did, there was no way she’d be able to avoid Trahan’s Tavern.

      It was for the best that she just stay away.
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      One month later

      “Uh, hey, end of the bar needs you,” Logan said to Gabe.

      Gabe frowned down at the blender he was currently using. “Just take care of it.”

      They were slammed tonight and for the past hour he’d been mixing daiquiris for the bachelorette party that wouldn’t leave. He fucking hated daiquiris. You didn’t come into a bar like Trahan’s for fucking daiquiris. You went down to Bourbon, paid three times what they were worth, and walked around with an obnoxious plastic souvenir glass like all the other tourists.

      “Hey, I’m totally fine with that,” Logan said. “But you might want to think about that a little harder.”

      “That bachelorette party is in here because of you,” Gabe said, pouring the pink blend of ice and strawberries into two glasses. “I blame you for this entire night.”

      Logan had flirted with one of the bridesmaids two weeks ago when she’d been in for another bachelorette party and she’d insisted that this group come to Trahan’s tonight. And because Logan was now flirting with all of them, they wouldn’t fucking leave.

      “Gabe.” Logan stepped in front of Gabe as he turned to set the glasses on a tray.

      “What?”

      “End. Of. The. Bar.”

      Gabe blew out a breath and glanced over.

      And froze.

      Then thawed. Quickly. His entire body went hot and he immediately started in that direction.

      Addison Sloan was perched on the stool at the end of his bar.

      “That’s what I thought,” Logan said with a chuckle.

      Gabe didn’t even look in his brother’s direction. Or anyone else’s direction. He stalked to the end of the bar. Then around the end of the bar coming to stand directly behind her stool.

      Addison pivoted and opened her mouth to reply, but he had his hand in her hair and his lips on hers before she could make a sound.

      She tasted even better than he’d remembered. Even better than his dreams about her since he’d put her in that cab twenty-eight day ago.

      He kissed her as if he was never going to have another chance. Because, fuck, he’d never thought he would again.

      Finally, after several long, hot minutes, he lifted his head.

      “Balcony or beignets first?”

      She smiled. “Balcony.”

      As Gabe took her hand and started for the stairs to the apartment, he smiled.

      Karma was an amazingly wonderful, generous, glorious thing. And he must have been very good in a previous life.
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        Thank you for reading Easy Going! I hope you loved meeting Addison and Gabe!

      

        

      
        Their story continues in the full-length, stand-alone novel, Going Down Easy!
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      It was still amazing to Gabe Trahan how well Addison Sloan’s ass fit in his hands. It was as if it had been made specifically for him to cup and squeeze as he pressed her close while he kissed her. Or when he was dancing with her. Or when he was thrusting deep and hard.

      His body stirred at the thought of doing just that as she pushed her fingers into his hair and arched against him as if he hadn’t just given her two—count ’em, two—orgasms upstairs before she’d gotten dressed for work. But they were standing on the sidewalk in front of his tavern, and her cab was waiting. This was supposed to be a goodbye kiss, not a get-her-hot-and-ready kiss.

      The problem was, not only did her ass fit his hands perfectly, but the rest of her fit against the rest of him pretty damned well, too, and it was extremely difficult to stop fitting against her once he started.

      Addison pulled back a minute later, breathing fast, her pupils dilated. “I have to go.”

      Yeah, he knew that. It was the second Monday of the month. That meant she was headed across town to the architectural firm where she was consulting on a once-a-month basis, to do whatever she needed to do there, and then she’d head to the airport to fly back to New York, and it would be another month until he’d see her again.

      He leaned in, putting his nose against her neck, inhaling her scent. It was his favorite thing about her. And considering he knew every inch of her intimately, that was saying something. This woman had a lot of really nice inches.

      “I know,” he said. “Just give me a minute.”

      She sighed, her fingers curling into his scalp. The sound was almost wistful. “Shit,” she said softly. “This goodbye thing was supposed to get easier.”

      Yeah, he would have thought so, too. In fact, he would have expected that by the sixth weekend with her, he would have been over her. Especially considering they didn’t really have a relationship. They had sex. And beignets. And jazz.

      When she was in town, they stayed up all Saturday night having the hottest sex of his life. Sundays, they woke up late and spent the day in the French Quarter, eating and shopping and people watching. Then Sunday night, they burned up his sheets all over again. He loved showing her the classic New Orleans stuff—the café au laits and po’boys, the jazz bands on the street corners, the riverboats and the French market. She was addicted to it all. She couldn’t seem to get enough. And seeing it all through her eyes was like rediscovering it for himself.

      But they didn’t talk about anything too personal, and they didn’t communicate at all in between her trips to New Orleans. All he knew was that she was a restoration architect from New York who had been consulting with a local firm on a big project in the Garden District. She came to town once a month on Friday morning, showed up at Trahan’s, the tavern Gabe owned and operated with his brother, Logan, on Saturday night, spent the rest of the weekend with him, and then went to the architecture firm again on Monday before heading back to New York that night.

      When they were together, they talked about the food, music, and people around them at the moment. Occasionally they dipped into their interests and hobbies, their work, their friends to some extent, but nothing else. They kept it all in the moment, in the present, no talk of their pasts or their futures.

      He had no idea if she had siblings, what her favorite color was, when her birthday was, or what kind of car she drove. But he knew that she loved sex against the wall, that she had a particular fascination with his abs, that jazz music made her horny, and that the sounds she made when he sucked on her nipples were the hottest things he’d ever heard.

      And that was enough.

      Or at least that should be enough.

      She was a fling. A once-a-month diversion—that he thought about far too often in the time between her trips to New Orleans. A very fun way to spend thirty-six hours or so every once in a while.

      She didn’t even live in New Orleans. They barely knew one another. He had no desire to go to New York City.

      And yet, it was definitely getting harder and harder to say goodbye to her.

      Hell, after the first night she’d come to Trahan’s with her friend and local architect Elena LeBlanc, and Addison had ended up in his bed for the weekend, he hadn’t expected to see her again. But the next month, almost to the day, she’d been sitting on the stool at the end of the bar. And he’d been shocked by how happy he was to see her.

      “Quit your job and come waitress at the bar,” he told her now, pulling back and looking into her big brown eyes.

      She laughed lightly. “You mean, quit my job and spend my days giving you blow jobs behind the bar while you serve drinks?”

      It would have been playful and funny if he didn’t suddenly want that with an intensity that freaked him out. “Hell yeah,” he growled, lowering his head for another kiss.

      It was, as always, long and hot and not nearly enough.

      He started to back her up against the side of the building when her cell phone started ringing.

      She pulled back and dragged in a deep breath. She stared up at him. “Damn, you’re good at that.”

      “We’re good at that.” This was like nothing he’d ever felt before.

      Addison continued to watch him as she dug her phone from her purse and lifted it to her ear. “Addison Sloan.” She paused. “Yes, that’s fine. I’ll be there in twenty minutes.” She disconnected and smiled at him. “I have to go.”

      He took a deep breath and stepped back, shoving a hand through his hair. “I know.” Fuck, he should be relieved that she’d gotten the call and had to get in the cab. That was how he would have felt with any other woman. But no, he felt irrationally irritated that she was being called away.

      He took another step back. Maybe if he couldn’t smell her, he’d snap out of . . . whatever this was.

      It was not okay that he wanted her to stay and that he wanted to see more of her. If she did live in New Orleans, he would have called this off a long time ago. It didn’t matter what her favorite color was or when her birthday was. He knew the important things—she was a New York City workaholic who, obviously, traveled extensively for her job. She wasn’t what he was looking for.

      “So I’ll . . . see you,” she said, suddenly acting awkward.

      Gabe tried with everything in him to seem nonchalant about that. No, dammit, to be nonchalant about it. “Yep, see ya.” He never asked when. He never confirmed that she’d be back the next month. He always bit his tongue before asking any of that.

      “Thanks for . . .” She glanced up at the window to the apartment above the bar. “Everything,” she finished with a naughty smile that made him want to put her up against the wall of the building, taxi driver be damned.

      “You’re very welcome.” He couldn’t help the half smile that curled his lips. God, this woman was the best hot-good-time he’d ever had. “And thank you.”

      Her cheeks got a little pink, but she laughed and moved toward the cab. “My pleasure.”

      Yeah, it had been. Heat rocked through him as he watched her open the car door, slip inside, wave to him through the window, then pull away, headed for the offices of Monroe & LeBlanc, the best restoration architects in town.

      Gabe took a big breath and worked on pulling himself together. He’d never been messed up over a woman, and he wasn’t about to start now with one who could never be anything more than the best lay he’d ever had.

      So what if her laugh made warmth spread through his chest? It also made his dick hard, and that was all that mattered. So what if watching her eat beignets made him want to pull her into his lap and hug her? It also made him want to hike up her skirt before pulling her into his lap so he could slide his hand up her inner thigh. And that was what he should focus on. So what if he really fucking wanted to know when her birthday was? He also wanted to know if she’d let him blindfold her in bed, and that was what he should be thinking about.

      He yanked open the door to the tavern and stomped inside, pissed that he was upset that she had left. Of course she’d left. She fucking lived in New York City. He was her New Orleans fuck buddy. That was it. And it was really, really good. Why couldn’t he just be happy with that?

      “Good morning, Sunshine.”

      Gabe came up short when he realized that he wasn’t alone in the bar.

      “I assume Addison just left,” Logan said from where he was perched at the bar, a cup of coffee to one side and paperwork spread out in front of him.

      Gabe glared at his brother and headed around the corner of the bar and straight for the coffeepot. “What the hell are you doing here so early?” Gabe was the primary bookkeeper for the business. Not the big tax and employee payroll–type stuff. Their accountant, Reagan, took care of that. Gabe went over the weekend receipts and got the deposit ready for the bank on Monday mornings. He took care of inventory and ordering and paying the basic bills, while Logan was the one who dealt with repairs and maintenance on the building and appliances. They both handled issues with the employees, customers, and vendors. Truth be told, it just depended on the day and the issue, which of them was best at it.

      “We have that meeting at one,” Logan told him. “I’m getting some of the stuff together that they want to see.”

      “Meeting?” Gabe asked, turning with his cup of coffee and taking a long pull of the strong, dark brew. One thing he could say for his little brother—he made good coffee.

      “With the architects?” Logan said. “The restoration? Remember?”

      Of course he remembered. Well, he remembered that they were meeting with architects about restoring their building at some point.

      “That’s today?”

      “Yeah. In about three hours,” Logan told him with an eye roll. “Did she fuck you stupid or what?”

      Gabe frowned. “Watch it.” Even though, yeah, it kind of felt that way. He couldn’t seem to focus on anything but Addison this morning. Still, he hated hearing Logan put it like that.

      But he should be grateful to his brother for pointing out what this thing with Addison should be. Fucking. A fling. Orgasm central. Hot, no-strings-attached-and-thank-the-good-Lord-for-it sex. Something that he’d be getting over any fucking day now.

      Instead, he found himself wondering if he should send flowers over to the office where she was today. That would be okay. It wasn’t like he was sending flowers to her home or something. That would be more personal. And he wouldn’t write anything sweet or romantic on the card. These would be thanks-for-the-two-blow-jobs flowers. Or you-do-cowgirl-better-than-anyone-I’ve-ever-met flowers.

      “Hey, you okay?” Logan asked.

      Gabe realized he’d zoned out. Thinking about sending Addison flowers. And not your-ass-fits-perfectly-in-my-hands flowers. More like I-already-miss-you flowers.

      He could not send her I-already-miss-you flowers. Damn, he needed to get his shit together.

      “Yeah, I’m fine.”

      Logan gave him a yeah-right look. “Damn, I knew I should have waited on her and Elena that first night,” he said.

      Gabe felt his hand curl into a fist and had to work to relax it. It was ridiculous to be jealous over the idea of his brother being the one to serve Addison that first night. And the insinuation that it would be Logan kissing her goodbye on the front sidewalk on Monday mornings if he had made her that first bourbon sour.

      But the idea of someone else flirting with her, touching her, kissing her, making her laugh, watching her eat beignets, wrapping his arms around her as they stopped to listen to a band on the corner of Royal and St. Ann . . . he definitely wanted to punch something.

      If that wasn’t a huge red flag, he didn’t know what was. Dammit, he was a fucking mess.

      “Shut the hell up,” Gabe told his brother. “I forgot the meeting, but it’s fine. What do we need to get together?”

      Logan gave him a knowing grin but dropped the subject of Addison. At least for now. “I’ve got photos of the inside and outside from Grandma,” Logan said, pushing an envelope across the bar. “I’m putting together a list of things that have been done over the years, the stuff that’s original like the bar, the stair and balcony railings, the interior doors, the flooring in the back rooms. We also need to list the things that have been replaced and updated. The windows, the flooring out here, the exterior doors. That kind of stuff.”

      Gabe nodded as he leafed through the photos in the envelope.

      The building that housed the tavern and the living quarters upstairs had been in the Trahan family for five generations. It was one of the first buildings built in the French Quarter after the fire of 1794 and, obviously, required a lot of routine maintenance. The basic structure was in good shape, but some of the unique characteristics of the Creole-style building needed a special touch to restore it to its original glory—something that was extremely important to Gabe and Logan’s grandmother Adele. She was eighty-eight and had been nagging them to do the restoration for about three years. She’d gotten to the point where she was now claiming that she’d haunt the place if they didn’t get it done before she died.

      Gabe didn’t want that. He knew Adele would be an irritating spirit, unlike the three fairly good-natured ghosts that already, supposedly, occupied the building. He wasn’t sure he totally bought the stories, but they’d been passed down through the family for years, and he had heard some strange noises and had found things out of place for no reason. He’d never seen anything. And he was very okay with that. There was no reason to add a potential fourth haunting.

      Now they finally had the funds to do a true restoration of the building, and they’d been courted by two of the best restoration firms in the city. They’d decided to go with Monroe & LeBlanc. Not just because Addison had been consulting with them on another project and had mentioned to Gabe, more than once, that the firm would do an amazing job on the tavern—though her opinion probably had far more weight than it should, everything considered—but because Gabe and Logan both sincerely liked and trusted Elena LeBlanc, one of the partners. She was a regular at Trahan’s, and they considered her a friend. Plus, she’d brought Addison into the bar that first night, and, hell, no matter how much he wished he wasn’t completely whipped, Gabe couldn’t deny that he was grateful to Elena for the introduction.

      “So can you make up that list?” Logan asked. “I’ve got this about done.”

      “A list of the things that have been replaced rather than repaired and restored over the years?” Gabe asked. “Sure. Reagan probably has a lot of it, right? We would have needed to report that stuff for taxes and stuff?”

      Logan sat up a little straighter. “I hadn’t thought of that. Yeah, she would. I’ll get that from her.”

      Gabe lifted a brow. “You’re going to do that list, too?”

      Logan studied the page in front of him. “Well, like you said, she probably already has those records. It won’t be hard to pull those out.”

      Gabe leaned back against the counter behind him and watched his brother try to pretend to be cool about talking to Reagan. “Right, so I can easily get that from her,” he said.

      “Don’t you have receipts and stuff to do this morning?” Logan asked.

      He did. But he would always take time to harass his little brother. “That can wait. Reagan might need a little time to pull everything together for us. I should call her right away.”

      Logan already had his phone out. “I’ve got it.”

      Gabe smirked and lifted his cup. Logan was a player. He loved flirting—and more—with the local girls and tourists alike who came into the tavern. He never spent a night alone unless he wanted to. He was cool and charming and could get a girl to giggle and blush faster than any guy Gabe knew. But when he was around Reagan, he stumbled over his words, fumbled paperwork, said stupidly inappropriate things, and generally acted like a doofus. Clearly, his little brother had a thing for the sweet accountant. But Logan wasn’t making any headway. Logan couldn’t seem to keep his foot out of his mouth, and if it were Gabe, he’d be hiding out whenever Reagan came around. But Logan seemed to think every time was going to be the time he managed to get his act together and charm her, so he kept trying. And Gabe couldn’t deny that he enjoyed the show.

      Cooper needs a sibling.

      The thought seemed to come out of nowhere, but it was nothing new, really. Gabe and Logan were close, and while no one drove him crazier than Logan, there was also no one he’d rather have at his back. His son needed someone like that—someone who could tease him but who would also take care of him.

      “Hey, don’t forget you’re picking Cooper up tonight from day care,” Gabe said.

      “Yep, got it. What are you doing again?”

      “Helping a couple of guys from the group bring some new tables to the community center.”

      “The group” was the single-parents support group Gabe attended regularly. They’d decided to donate new tables to the community center that allowed them to meet weekly for free.

      The group was like a second family, and Gabe had appreciated their support over the past three years he’d been attending. His mom and brother helped with Cooper, and he couldn’t imagine doing it without them, but the group made up of other single parents had given him a true “village.”

      “Oh, will Dana be there?” Logan asked.

      Gabe rolled his eyes. Logan had gone from excited over talking to Reagan to interested in what another woman was doing tonight. Typical.

      “I keep telling you, she’s not your type,” Gabe said.

      That was an understatement. The uptight single mom who’d lost her hero husband in Afghanistan was not the type to fool around with a playboy bartender who thought responsible babysitting meant no one bled. Of course, Logan only ever babysat Cooper, and Cooper’s only chance at bleeding was getting a paper cut from one of the pages in his books. Still, Logan would give the organized supermom a heart attack if he were around her kids. Or she’d kill him. Either way, Logan needed to stay away from Dana. Which Logan knew in the back of his mind. But it didn’t stop him from flirting at every family picnic. Dana’s cool reception to that flirting hadn’t slowed him down, either.

      “No,” Gabe said. “Just me, Caleb, and Austin.”

      Gabe loved hearing the female side of single parenting. Women just had a different take on things. But he couldn’t deny that he felt a bond with the other guys who were also doing it alone.

      “But you’ll see her Thursday at the meeting, right?” Logan asked.

      Gabe sighed. “Yeah.”

      “Tell her hi from me.”

      Logan gave Gabe a grin that he’d seen a million times directed at women across the bar. But Gabe didn’t have breasts, and he did not find Logan charming.

      “How about I just say, ‘Logan, this is never going to happen,’ right now and save us all some time?”

      “She doesn’t say it’s never going to happen,” Logan said. “She says, ‘I don’t think so.’”

      “That’s not the same thing?”

      “Of course not.”

      He should just let it go, Gabe knew, but he couldn’t help asking, “Why?”

      “If someone asks if you’d like brussels sprouts for dinner, what would you say?”

      “Hell no.”

      “Exactly.”

      Gabe shook his head. “I don’t get it.”

      “When you don’t want something, you know it. And it’s easy to say no to it. When you’re not sure, or when you do want something but you don’t want to let on, you say things like ‘I don’t think so.’” Logan sat back with a grin. “Dana has never said no to me.”

      “Not even a variation?” Gabe asked, not sure Logan was right.

      Logan’s grin dropped. “If she had, I would have backed off.”

      Yeah, okay, that was fair. They’d seen enough women getting unwanted attention and guys who didn’t know how to take a hint to respect that no meant no. “I’ll tell her hi for you,” Gabe said.

      “Thanks.” And the grin was back.

      Gabe finished off his coffee and mentally reviewed how to rearrange his day for the meeting he’d blown off. If that was three hours from now, it would put them at about eleven and . . .

      Suddenly it hit him. Addison would probably still be at the office at eleven. She always caught the last plane out of New Orleans on Mondays, working all day at the firm when she was there.

      He would get to see her again before she left.

      His heart thudded far harder than was warranted, even by the fact that she’d given him the best blow job in the history of blow jobs. A hard thud that probably meant he liked her for more than her blow jobs. A lot more.

      He grinned, thinking about her surprise when she saw him walk into Monroe & LeBlanc. She was always the one to make the appearance at the tavern, on her own timeline and terms, so he was the one to turn, see her, and feel his heart thump in a very not-just-a-fling way. Now it would be her turn. Maybe her reaction to seeing him unexpectedly would tell them both more about how she felt.

      Gabe’s grin dropped away immediately. Did he want to know more about how she felt? What did he want her to feel, exactly? And why would it matter? She fricking lived in New York. Even if she were head over heels, it wouldn’t matter. He was not in the market for a long-distance relationship.

      Even if what he had going with Addison felt like he was already in one.

      Okay, he hadn’t been interested in going out with—or even fooling around with—any other women since meeting her. Okay, he thought about her way more often than he should. And okay, he really fucking wanted to send her flowers. But he did not want to be involved with a woman who lived more than a thousand miles away and was in town only once a month.

      It could only be a fling, with the miles and time between them. They couldn’t get more serious than that. Because with his business and his son, he couldn’t make regular trips to New York, and he wouldn’t introduce Cooper to a woman he’d see only every thirty days at most. Addison didn’t even know he had a son. Because that part of Gabe’s life wasn’t a part of whatever he and Addison were doing. Hell, nothing about his life was really a part of whatever he and Addison were doing.

      Besides, Cooper was only five. If he got attached to Addison but didn’t have her in his life on a regular basis, it would be confusing.

      And frankly, if Addison was only in town for a little more than forty-eight hours each time, Gabe wasn’t sure how much of that time he wanted to share with anyone else. Even Cooper. Which probably made Gabe a bad father and an asshole. So it was better not to go there.

      “Reagan didn’t answer,” Logan said a moment later. “So you might need to start putting together a list, after all.”

      Gabe nodded. That was good. He needed something to do. Something other than thinking about Addison and how she might react to seeing him at the architecture offices and how he wanted her to react to seeing him.

      “Did you leave Reagan a message?” Gabe asked.

      Logan ducked his head. “Yeah.” He looked almost . . . embarrassed.

      Gabe grinned. “What did you say?” He knew Logan had put his foot in his mouth.

      “Doesn’t matter.”

      Oh, yes, it did. But Gabe would just ask Reagan. She really didn’t understand why Logan acted like a dipshit around her. She thought he was like that with all women. Which was hilarious, considering Logan was a well-known charmer and ladies’ man.

      “Okay, I’ll get the list done,” he said, pushing away from the counter and heading for the back office. He’d get right on it.

      As soon as he sent Addison some flowers. Without analyzing why he was sending them. And he was only writing, See you soon, Gabe on the card. Nothing frilly, nothing romantic, and nothing about blow jobs.
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      Gabe had sent her flowers.

      Addison stood staring at the gigantic bouquet of white flowers sitting on the desk she was using for the day.

      “These are magnolias, right?” she asked Elena. Elena was one of the partners at Monroe & LeBlanc and had been a classmate of Addison’s in college. She’d been the one to call and ask for Addison’s help on the project they had finished two weeks ago. The project that had been, unbeknownst to Addison, her application for a job with the prestigious restoration architectural firm. The job she’d started today.

      “They are. The state flower of Louisiana.” Elena stroked the petal of one of the gorgeous flowers. “Someone knows your weakness for all things New Orleans.”

      He definitely did. Addison hadn’t even needed to read the card to know who the flowers were from. Gabe knew she was a sucker for anything that was traditionally associated with the city. Beignets, bourbon, masks, beads, gas lanterns, and balconies with looping wrought iron railings. For six months he’d been taking her out on the Sunday she was in town and letting her soak up the city. And now she’d gone from associating those things with New Orleans and the unique spirit of the city to associating them with him. And the hottest, most decadent, most satisfying-yet-never-get-enough sex of her life. She could simply hear a jazz trumpet and her panties got wet.

      But why was he sending her flowers? That was new. So far, their routine was she showed up at the bar on Saturday night, they spent the weekend together, she left on Monday morning, and then thirty days later, they repeated it all over again. There was no contact in between times. No texts or calls—they didn’t have each other’s number. No letters or gifts—he didn’t have her address. And definitely no flowers.

      “See you soon, Gabe,” Elena read from the card. She lifted her eyes, meeting Addison’s. “Gabe? Who’s Gabe?” Then her eyes widened. “Wait. These aren’t from Gabe Trahan, are they?”

      Oh, crap. Addison took a deep breath, thought briefly about lying, and then realized there was no real reason to not tell her friend the truth. “Yes.”

      Elena’s eyes widened, almost as if she hadn’t expected that answer. “Really? You’ve seen him since that first night?”

      Addison rounded the desk and set the folder she was carrying on top of the nearest stack, straightening the pile of already straight files. “Yes,” she said simply. The fewer details she offered, the better, probably.

      “When?” Elena asked. “I had no idea you’d seen him again.”

      And then it hit Addison . . . Elena wasn’t just her friend anymore. She was Addison’s boss. Was this going to reflect badly on her? Was a just-when-she-was-in-town affair something Elena would frown upon?

      “I didn’t think it was important to mention. We just . . . went out a couple of times.” They had. They’d gone out to Preservation Hall for jazz. They’d gone to Café du Monde for coffee and beignets. They’d gone to the French Market. They’d gone to Gabe’s bedroom. And his shower. And his kitchen table. And his balcony . . .

      “You’re dating Gabe Trahan?” Elena asked, planting her hands on her hips.

      “No,” Addison said quickly. “Not dating. We’ve had . . . drinks when I’ve been in town.” And many, many orgasms. And laughs. And fun.

      “Which time?” Elena asked.

      “Which time what?”

      “Which time that you were in town did you have drinks?”

      Addison sighed. “Each time.”

      “You’ve seen him every time you’ve been in town since you met him?” Elena asked, clearly shocked.

      “Yes. But,” Addison added before Elena could go on, “it’s nothing serious. It’s been . . . a fling. Just a little fun. No big deal. And”—she took a deep breath—“this weekend was the last time. Now that I’ve moved here, I won’t be seeing him anymore.”

      Saying it out loud made her heart clench even harder than it had when she’d driven away from him that morning.

      Elena was frowning. “Really? You broke it off?”

      Well, no. She hadn’t said the words I’m not going to see you again after this. But it wasn’t like she was ending a relationship. She was simply going to stop sleeping with the guy she was only sleeping with. She ignored the voice in her head that said, It doesn’t feel like you were only sleeping with him.

      “I ended it this weekend,” she hedged. She’d ended it by saying goodbye to him. And meaning it this time.

      Technically, she had only been sleeping with him. So she might have gotten a little addicted to the sex and the fun. So her heart might have gotten a little involved. Gabe Trahan was the kind of guy that hearts just went a little nuts over. He was funny and sexy and sweet and dirty and confident and charming and gorgeous. She wasn’t dead or stupid. Of course she had a little thing for him that went beyond lust.

      But—and this was a very important but—she didn’t want anything more than sex from him. Well, okay, sex and beignets. And jazz. But just those things. Just those fun, harmless, no-big-deal things.

      “I just . . .” Elena looked at the flowers again. “I had no idea.”

      Addison frowned. “Is it a problem?”

      “Well, no. Not exactly. Probably,” Elena said, still frowning at the flowers as if trying to figure something out.

      “What do you mean ‘not exactly’ and ‘probably’?” Addison asked, trepidation suddenly creeping up her spine. Dammit. She hadn’t mentioned this to Elena because, honestly, it didn’t matter.

      Gabe was . . . okay, Gabe was amazing. He was the best time she’d ever had, and she knew that she was in danger of falling for him. Which was incredibly stupid. She didn’t even really know him. She knew things about him just from being around him. He was funny and intelligent, he loved his bar and its patrons, he loved his city and was so patient about letting her go all touristy on him when they went out. He was kind to the homeless people who approached him for money, instead giving them his business card and telling them to go to his tavern and show the card for a meal. He joked with business owners throughout the French Quarter when he ran into them, and it was obvious he was well liked and respected. And damn, the things that guy could do with his mouth and hands and . . . other parts.

      “Gabe and Logan Trahan are coming in for a meeting today,” Elena said. “You knew that first night we went in for drinks that we were trying to convince them to hire us.”

      Addison nodded and crossed her arms over her middle. Okay, Gabe and Logan were coming into Monroe & LeBlanc. No big deal. Addison would just hide out while they were here. And every other time they were scheduled for a meeting.

      “Well, they finally came around,” Elena said. “They called for a meeting about two weeks ago.”

      “That’s . . . great.” It was. Trahan’s Tavern was a gorgeous old French Quarter building that definitely needed the best restoration architects in the city. Monroe & LeBlanc were those architects.

      Which Addison just might have mentioned to Gabe a time or two. Or five.

      Before she’d known she’d be working here, of course.

      “You didn’t have anything to do with that, did you?” Elena asked point-blank.

      “I did mention to Gabe that you are the best,” Addison said. “And I absolutely love his building. It would be an amazing project.”

      Elena sighed. “Well, shit.”

      Addison chewed her bottom lip.

      “So he might have hired us because he’s sleeping with you?” Elena asked.

      “What?” Addison shook her head quickly. “No, he doesn’t even know I’m working here. I never told him. I mean, he knew I was consulting, but he doesn’t know I’ve taken the job and moved here. Like I said, it was a fling. I kept it going longer than I’d intended and longer than I should have, but it’s nothing serious, and it’s over now.” Again, her heart clenched in her chest. Dammit.

      “You don’t have any interest in the project, then?” Elena asked. “You didn’t encourage him to hire us thinking you could work on the tavern?”

      Addison stared at her. The building was amazing. It was exactly the kind of project that Addison would love to tackle. It was the quintessential French Quarter building in the Creole style, built in the early 1800s. Those buildings were one of the things she loved best about New Orleans, and the chance to work on them was one of the reasons she’d taken the job offer from Monroe & LeBlanc. But she would never sleep with someone to get a project.

      “I don’t know how to respond to that,” she told Elena. “I would never do that.”

      Elena let out a breath. “Okay, good. I mean, I know. At least, I hope so. I just . . . had to ask.”

      “No, you didn’t have to ask,” Addison said. “But I really think it would be best if I wasn’t here when Gabe and Logan come in. I’ll take my lunch break during that meeting.”

      Elena looked pained. “I’m sorry, Addison. I didn’t mean to insult you. This is just . . . unexpected.”

      “It’s nothing,” Addison said firmly. “Gabe Trahan and I are over.”

      And eventually her heart would probably stop clenching every time she thought or said those words.

      Elena looked at the bouquet of magnolias. “Are you sure he knows that?”

      Addison sighed. She had really hoped to get away with just never setting foot in Trahan’s again, and that would be that. But okay, she was maybe going to have to be a grown-up about this. Especially if her firm was doing the restoration of his bar.

      “I’ll talk to him,” she told Elena.

      “You sure you can break it off?”

      Addison shrugged. “He will.”

      “You sure?”

      “Definitely.”

      “And why is that?”

      “Because I have something that always sends men running in the opposite direction. A five-year-old daughter.”
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        Grab Going Down Easy today!

        Amazon Ebook, Paperback, and Audio!
        

      

      

      
        
        
        Or get the FREE app for YOUR device!

      

        

      
        (yep, you'll need a kindle or the kindle app for this one... the rest of the series will be available everywhere!)

      

      

      
        
        And be sure you look out for book two, Taking It Easy, and book three, Nice and Easy!
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