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    Before the end of the night, they’ll break all the rules.


    For just one night, Georgia Taylor wants to forget about her demanding job and the everyday struggles of being a single mom. Her track record with men is pitiful, but that’s fine because her responsibilities don’t leave room for love anyway. The new online dating site is perfect for what she’s after.


    But Georgia’s plans are crushed when Brent Turner, aka Sexy Dad and father of her daughter’s classmate, turns out to be her internet date, therefore, eliminating any possibility for a night without consequences.


    All of Brent Turner’s honorable intentions fly out the window when he sees highly strung “Super Mom” waiting for her date at the bar. Determined to win Georgia’s trust and show her a good time, their no-strings evening promises to become so much more…until, that is, she discovers his hidden agenda.
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    Chapter One


    “Look who I’ll be banging tonight,” Carl said with a bona fide man-whore smile on his face.


    Brent sighed. He’d barely walked inside his business partner’s office, and it’d already started. Carl moved the computer monitor in his direction, but Brent refused to look and retrieved the iPad from his briefcase. “Don’t care. Did you take a look at the corporate wellness proposal I emailed you?”


    Carl grabbed a small basketball and passed it from hand to hand, his eyes following the movement of the ball. “Not yet. Don’t worry, buddy, we’ll work it out.”


    Or I’ll work it out. Showing blue- and white-collar workers a healthier lifestyle and easier solutions for their day-to-day, work-related aches was a passion of Brent’s that his sleazy partner didn’t share. Why would he? Carl had landed his position courtesy of his wealthy father, who had been the first major investor. The old man used his financial support for leverage to keep his son employed. Carl’s narrow mind was set on continuing their successful chain of upscale gyms in Austin, Texas.


    Brent rubbed the back of his neck and plopped into a chair. He glanced at the image displayed on the monitor across from him. His legs were suddenly restless. It was Super Mom. Looking more super than mom. Her hair, usually in a ponytail or a prudish bun, framed her face with shampoo-commercial black waves. A shade of dark red stained her damn fine lips.


    “My date du jour is a knockout, huh?” Carl snickered.


    Blinking, Brent swallowed and stared at Carl, whose lips broke into the winning smile of a man who was close to achieving his goal.


    “You can’t go out with her.”


    Carl’s eyebrows furrowed. “Why not?”


    “Her daughter goes to the same preschool as mine. I know her.” What was her name, again? Gia, Gina, Jenna… The woman volunteered to chaperone every school field trip and had one of those small hand sanitizer thingies hanging from her handbag.


    He ran his fingers through his hair. Damn it. Joanne, Jackie, Gabby… What was it? A weight bench sat on his chest. Shit. The badge. A few days ago, he’d seen an ID badge hanging from her neck. She was a Human Resources Director at A.W., the giant manufacturer of networking equipment headquartered in Austin. The company he coveted for his corporate wellness program.


    He would have approached her, but the woman never gave him the time of day. For no particular reason, Super Mom narrowed her eyes and creased her mouth whenever she saw him. He’d once tried to shoot her a smile across the parking lot, but she’d responded with a tight nod as she slid into her squeaky clean Honda Odyssey.


    “I don’t care if she has a daughter. She’s at dateaustin.com. She wants to get lucky, and so do I.” Carl pointed to his athletic body restrained by a muscle shirt he could have bought at Abercrombie Kids.


    “Just because she’s on that site doesn’t mean she’s game for anything.” Brent weighed his options. If Carl acted like an ass around Super Mom, their chances of getting a contract with A.W. were shot. No way would his partner keep who he was and what he did quiet. It’d be useless to ask Carl to keep the hook up detail-free. Truth was, Carl didn’t care for the corporate wellness program anyway, and often did the opposite of what he was told.


    Staring out the glass window behind his partner, Brent willed the panoramic view of downtown Austin to offer some inspiration. In the middle of the day, cars crowded the busy streets, and lines of men with grim faces and collared shirts formed in front of the convention center. New businesses kept developing in the city, and more work meant higher stress levels. A couple of burly, suit-clad men walked side by side, deep in conversation, both carrying Starbucks cups.


    They probably worked day in and day out, without time for relaxation or stretching. They would have back pains, carpal tunnel syndrome, and caffeine addiction. Not if he could help it. He jammed his hand into his pocket and touched the coin, as if the piece of metal cemented his determination. It was time to launch his program, which meant keeping Carl away from Super Mom and going in his place instead. What better solution to talk to her and pave the way for his wellness program?


    “You can’t go out with her because she’s mine. I’m going on this date instead of you.”


    “Wait, what?” Carl dropped the ball and frowned.


    “There’s no way in hell I’ll let you near this woman. She’s not your no-strings-attached type, Carl. She is…different.”


    Carl lifted his hands in surrender. “Fine, you can have her. That hot new receptionist was giving me the eyes this morning. I bet she doesn’t have any plans for tonight. Plus, I’ve only exchanged a couple messages through the dating site with your chick anyway. No names yet, because this chick is super worried about privacy and stuff. I wanted to—”


    “Ain’t gonna happen.” He looked straight into Carl’s eyes and spoke in the only language the man would understand. “Trust me, you won’t be the one banging her tonight.”


    …


    “One more?” The bald bartender offered her a sympathetic smile and pointed at her empty, dirty martini glass.


    Georgia Taylor sighed, glancing around the long, L-shaped countertop. Most of the stools around her were occupied—a few couples on dates, some older men enjoying beer and hard liquor, and tons of single, fun-loving women whose high-end perfume filled the air. Under low, seductive lighting, people flirted and had a good time.


    “Oh, what the hell… Yes, please.” She forced a smile at the bartender, who nodded and turned away. She reached into her bag and found a lonely figurine of Mike Wazowski next to her iPhone. Ella. She retrieved the phone and texted her mother.


    Mom. If Ella asks you about Mike, I have him.


    A small vibration. I hope by Mike, you mean your date tonight.


    Georgia smiled and shook her head and typed, Her fave toy. She sleeps with him every night. Also, can you make sure she flosses?


    Yes. STOP. I got this. One more text and I’m turning my phone off.


    Fine. Georgia checked the time. Her internet date would show up at any moment. She tapped her spiky high heel on the metal rod of the barstool. Why did sexy shoes have to be so damn uncomfortable? She would probably be used to them if she did this more often. Without warning, her mouth dried, her foot stilled. Is he still coming?


    That’s what I get for arriving early. She sipped her drink while her gaze skimmed from the entrance to the invisible bubble around her. When lookingfurluv32 had suggested this place, she thought she had a winner. Or at least, one for what she had in mind.


    She had joined dateaustin.com after a visit to her OB/GYN. There’s a problem if you have to look at the calendar to remember the last time you had sex, right? But the three sorry dates she had experienced in the two weeks since she posted her profile on the site left her cold. And dry.


    Case number one. A boring accountant. The only thing he got excited about was audits, and she wasn’t ready to subserve her libido to the IRS.


    Two. The tall, skinny guy who kept talking about his ex—so much, in fact, that by the end of the night she was giving him relationship advice.


    And three. Anthony, who had posted a picture of himself taken at least ten years ago, when he looked younger and more fun. The real guy, of course, paled in comparison and skin tone; he’d looked like he’d been kept hostage in a dark cubicle since the early nineties.


    She wished she could use her work expertise in Human Resources to recognize potential smexy love life talent. She thought of her daughter Ella, and smiled. Ella’s dark blue eyes and honey-colored hair, like her father’s, came to mind. Georgia clutched the phone in her hand. Tonight wasn’t about reminiscing. Tonight, it was all about fun and meeting someone interesting enough to ease her into dating again. Or just a hot guy with booty call potential. That would work, too. Yeah, right.


    The bartender brought her another glass, and she took a sip, the liquid burning down her throat. Her eyes drifted to the door. Again. Well, if the bastard didn’t show up soon, at least she would get drunk, which was the next item on her list of things she hadn’t done in forever.


    She swiveled on the stool for the millionth time. An attractive hostess with a plastered smile greeted the people coming in and out of the jazz bar and restaurant, the popular new hangout in downtown Austin. The hostess was all dressed up, with nowhere to go. Like me, most nights.


    A prickle of recognition rippled across Georgia’s skin. She blinked a couple of times at the male figure walking toward her in all his glory. Yes. The physique of a former football player. Light brown hair, emerald-green eyes, and the smile of a man who pretended he didn’t have anything to hide.


    Brent Turner, aka Sexy Dad.


    No.


    No, no, no.


    All the moms at the preschool swooned over his smoldering eyes and Ryan Gosling looks. But not Georgia… He spiked her blood pressure every time he was around, but for a much different reason. He’d hurt her best friend, Alice, when the poor girl had finally worked up the courage to ask him out. And now, as the head of the party planning committee, Alice was stuck working with him for the fund-raising barbeque the dads threw every year. How awkward.


    Cold sweat slicked her palms. Oh God, this could not be happening.


    Georgia shifted in her seat for straighter posture and averted her gaze to the bartender, who leaned over the bar and talked to a blond woman. Damn it, even the bartender was having a better time than she was. Sexy Dad couldn’t see her all dressed up like this, stood-up and…miserable.


    She focused on her phone and pretended to read some funny email or a memo from work. It didn’t matter. All she needed was to show confidence and self-reliance. Didn’t matter if the sight of him made zings of heat jolt in her system, relentlessly.


    Brent Turner… Now divorced, he had been married to a personal trainer. He owned a few gyms. If the comments from the preschool moms were anything to go by, he had a lifetime supply of compliments, all stashed and stored in alphabetical order.


    She felt his presence before he even sat on the stool next to her. Well, that was to be expected… The guy was six feet two, at least ten inches taller than she.


    “Georgia.” His voice, deep and firm, unexpectedly sent a little thrill through her. A blend of spicy citrusy notes and bamboo scent swirled around him.


    She gave herself a couple more seconds of staring at her cell phone screen before raising her eyes to him. Her gaze traveled over his pinstriped, long-sleeved shirt clinging to his muscles, and the black slacks hinting at the long, well-built legs.


    “Oh, hi.” She squared her shoulders and stretched every bit of her. “I’m waiting for someone.” Why did I say that? Even if her stupid internet man didn’t show up, Sexy Dad would never know. He would probably go to the nightclub upstairs, and on his way out, he would conclude she got lucky and left. “A date, I mean. He should be here any second.” A strangled laugh escaped her lips, and she could have hit herself.


    Really, it was no wonder she didn’t date.


    He studied her like she was some kind of fine print at the bottom of a lengthy contract. She touched the tips of her hair and hoped to God lipstick wasn’t stuck to her teeth. His lips curled and hinted at a smile. She shuffled in the stool and clenched her legs.


    “Maybe he’s already here, Mizbehaving29.” A sexy, lazy grin matched the playfulness in his voice.


    She took a quick short breath. In slow motion, she blinked, then pushed a hoarse sound from her throat. “You? You’re lookingfurluv32?” The grip of her fingers on the phone loosened, and her shoulders sagged. “You… You’re supposed to have blond hair,” she said with a quiet voice.


    Crap. She should have known that meeting someone without a picture wouldn’t end well. But this had been a spur-of-the-moment sort of thing. Since the others had let her down after so much build up, she thought maybe meeting someone without planning would give her a better chance.


    “Dark blond. Light brown. Kind of the same?” He ran his fingers through his hair. Not really the same, although through the layers of his ruffled hair, there were a couple of sun-kissed streaks. She imagined by his glowing tan that he spent some time outdoors. “My bad.” A light blush covered his high cheeks.


    Inhaling, she waited for the jumbled thoughts in her mind to clear. He’d be the last person she’d choose for a night of fun. Even if he hadn’t been a jerk to Alice… To bring that kind of mess into her life, worse, into Ella’s life, wasn’t fair. Ella was besties with Sexy Dad’s daughter at school. What if word got out, and the two little ones started to fantasize, only to get their hearts broken? Not to mention, Georgia took Ella to school and she would have to face him. Every day. Every damn day.


    “I’m sorry. Coming here was a mistake on my part.” She slid off the stool, grabbed her purse, and gave Sexy Dad a last once-over. “Good-bye.”


    “Wait.” He caught her wrist.


    Her shoulders stiffened, tight as a rope, and he loosened his grip until his finger slid off her skin.


    “There’s no reason why we can’t have a drink.”


    Georgia looked at the broad-shouldered man in front of her. His partially unbuttoned shirt showed a hint of his smooth chest, but not in an eighties-porn-star-actor way. Yes, there were plenty of reasons.


    She wanted to have a night filled with laughter, sexual innuendos, and the promise of something more. For just one night, forget the endless contracts and meetings from work and the responsibilities of motherhood. How would that ever happen with a self-absorbed, shallow man like Brent, someone who’d given Alice a dismissive “no thanks” after she’d rehearsed for two weeks how to ask him out? A man she’d have to see tomorrow.


    “That’s not a good idea.” The reason burned at the tip of her tongue, but she figured to out Alice and her crush on him was even worse.


    “Why not?” he said. “You don’t like me, do you?”


    She upped an eyebrow. “I like you…just not enough to go on a date with you.”


    “Ouch.” He touched his heart and made a sad face. “You really know how to woo a guy.” He turned his attention to her mouth.


    She chuckled. “I’m sure you’ve already been wooed into the next century.”


    His eyes lifted and focused on hers again. A shot of espresso spilled into her bloodstream.


    “Then give me a chance to woo you.” He swung around to signal the bartender, and she lifted her hand to her neck, squirming in her chair.


    Damn. No wonder Alice threw caution to the wind. Alice. Her BFF since sixth grade. Alice hadn’t mentioned him in a few weeks, but Georgia knew her friend was proud and it had to be uncomfortable to send emails and sit in committee meetings with the man who’d snubbed her.


    After exchanging a couple of words with the bartender, he sat on the stool and stared at her. “What can I do to show you I’m not the douchebag you think?”


    Nothing. “I’d like for you to bow out of organizing the annual barbeque party, for starters.”


    “Why?”


    “Because your presence might take center stage and steal the focus from the fund-raising. And I ate your hamburger last year; it’s nothing to write home about.”


    His hearty laughter reverberated through her. “Georgia, give me until midnight. If by then you still think I’m a stuck-up bastard, I’ll pull out of organizing the barbeque party.”


    “And if I change my mind about you?” she asked, even though it was highly unlikely.


    A dangerous smile formed on his lips. Challenge flickered in his darkening green eyes. “Then you’ll stick around a bit longer and try something new. I’ll pull a wild card.”


    She held onto the sides of her stool, as if she would slip otherwise, and followed the pulse of his smooth, thick neck. Clenching her fingers harder, she cleared her throat. “Wild cards…are…not my thing.”


    He shifted on his stool, rubbed the back of his neck, and then tilted his head an inch or two from hers. “You’re making it a thing. Don’t. Just go with it.”


    Just go with it. If she was able to put up with him for a few hours, she’d save Alice from having to work with him. And she might just prove to him that not every woman was susceptible to his charms.


    What did she have to lose? She’d sent Ella for a sleepover at her mother’s. Although the painful ritual of waxing and the brand new stilettos she’d purchased earlier had been a waste of time, at least she wouldn’t have to go home to an empty house and read one of her dozens of self-help books, which constantly failed in convincing her she was better off alone.


    If a man like Brent didn’t do the job of showing her how good her independent life really was, there was no book in hell that would. She crossed one leg over the other, slightly brushing against one of his.


    He smiled. Not a conceited smile, like the one she had expected. Instead, he slowly flashed his straight white teeth. And to worsen her inner turmoil, a dimple dipped on each side of his face.


    “Deal.” She pushed the word from the depths of her lungs.

  


  
    Chapter Two


    Brent reached into his pocket and produced his coin. He rolled it between his knuckles. Too late to retreat.


    She was so fucking beautiful. Flecks of silver blue surrounded her black irises, and he craved her bow-shaped mouth on his. He ran his fingers through his hair. A black, halter-top dress hugged her slender curves, the hem barely brushing her knees. His gaze dipped lower, and he smiled at the red, pointy high heels she tapped on the metal bar.


    He caught a whiff of her floral perfume and ached to touch her, taste that scent on her skin. What would she feel like, naked between rumpled sheets? Would she moan soft and low, or announce her pleasure from the top of her lungs? His libido stirred, his throat dryer than armadillo skin.


    He clasped the coin, squeezing it hard against his palm. Keep it together, man.


    Her questioning his presence and, furthermore, the quality of his damn burgers made him want to show her just how good his meat was. Seducing her, however, wasn’t part of the plan.


    He’d come to do the right thing and explain that he’d saved her from a date from hell with an STD-carrying douchebag who had nothing to offer. He’d hoped to win some brownie points then, by being the nice guy, and make her trust him enough to do business with him in the future. But he couldn’t get over the twinkle in her eyes when she’d told him she was waiting for someone. Somehow it made him think she had expectations. His chest had tightened. He knew her enough to know she was proud. If he told her he had canceled her date with Carl, no matter how much of a favor that was, she would be embarrassed. And possibly angry.


    He shoved his coin back into his pocket, the metal warmer than before.


    “What do you do, Georgia?” he asked, to remind himself where they stood.


    “I’m a human resources director at A.W. Enterprises.” Her easy smile showed him she was happy where she worked. His spine locked into place.


    “You own gyms, right?” She gave him a once-over, different than the ones he usually got. There was no lust in her gaze, only a strange interest. Studying him like he was some German manual on how to set up a new workout machine. “Why are you on a dating site?”


    “I could ask you the same thing.”


    “I work a lot, and I’m a single mom. I’d think you would have more chance encounters at your place of work,” she insisted, her eyes fixed on his.


    “Just because my profession entails people working out with tight shorts doesn’t mean they’re up for grabs.” Not a lie.


    She raised her eyebrow. “You’ve been divorced for a year or so, right?”


    “You seem to know an awful lot about me.”


    A shade of pink spread across her face, and she shook her head. “Some moms get chatty at the bake sale. I try not to get involved, but it’s not like I’m wearing earplugs.”


    He chuckled. “Well, gossipy moms aside, I’m at a disadvantage because I know nothing about you.” He had gone over the trash folder from his email just to retrieve her name. All those over-the-top emails she’d sent weekly to the class parents about kids’ activities, gluten-free recipes, and tried-and-true educational toys—no wonder in his mind she was just Super Mom.


    She glared at him, her eyes glossy and wide. She parted her lips, like she was about to say something, but she pressed them together for a lengthy moment. Then finally she said, “You really think people can get to know each other over drinks?”


    “No. But it’s a start. And we’ve got all night.” The hint of vulnerability in her eyes made a surge of desire zap through him.


    Resisting her was going to be a hell of a task.


    …


    “Do you know what you want?” Brent asked across the table.


    Georgia lowered the menu she’d been pretending to read for the past two minutes and glanced at the man studying her. What did she want? To control time and fast forward this whole charade for starters. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea.


    Having drinks with him was one thing. Then in a blur, the hostess approached and said their table in the upstairs restaurant was ready, and while Georgia contemplated at what time specifically he’d asked for a table, they’d been shown to their seats at a corner booth.


    She caressed the buttery white leather and fought not to throw her head back and relax. The songs from the dance floor blended jazz and bluegrass notes with lyrics that spoke of love, forgiveness, and lust.


    Lust. She cleared her throat. “The salmon please.”


    “I’ll have the beef Wellington.” He smiled at the waitress, who returned his smile, confirmed their orders, and sauntered out of sight.


    What did she really want? To be on a real date with someone who made her laugh. An uncomplicated man. A guy who didn’t have an enter-at-your-own-risk sign clinging to his every smile.


    “Do you do this often?” he asked.


    Fantasize about a normal date? “Eat salmon often? Not as much as I should.”


    He leaned back in his chair, his eyes both inviting and mysterious. “Omega-3 is good for you.”


    She arranged the linen napkin on her lap, for the third time. “How about your juicy filet, coated with pâté and wrapped in pastry? I thought this kind of indulgence would be forbidden from your diet.”


    “Not at all. I’ve learned not to underestimate the power of the forbidden.” His voice was smooth as silk, and it sent a jolt through her.


    “Even when it’s bad for you?” she asked.


    “Especially then.” His lips settled into a seductive smile, with those damned irresistible dimples on either side.


    Swallowing hard, she lifted her glass of water and drank a big gulp. A thrill of excitement invaded her like a hostile takeover.


    “Isn’t that why you are on that website, Georgia? To live on the edge?”


    “Is that why you came?” She managed to say it with an unaffected, nonchalant tone.


    “That’s why I stayed.” He leaned forward, his voice intimate.


    She squared her shoulders and wiped her sweaty palms on her dress. “Brent, I’d appreciate if you didn’t tell anyone from school about my profile on that site.”


    He arched his brow. “Does it matter what anyone says?”


    Not really, but she hoped she’d get him out of the barbeque party without Alice knowing she had anything to do with it. Plus, she wouldn’t survive the pestering from the other moms if word got out. Prim and proper Georgia Taylor, on a date with the hottest man in Austin? “I’m private. That’s all.”


    “Mysterious women are every guy’s downfall. Once we see something we don’t quite understand, we won’t stop until the secret is unveiled,” he drawled, his voice dropping an octave.


    “And what do you do afterward, when all the mystery is gone? Bolt?” She tossed her hair to one side.


    His warm gaze held the intimacy of a hug. “Bolting is not my style.”


    She straightened her posture, giving herself a mental slap. Focus, Georgia. “Spoken by a divorcé.”


    “Didn’t know you were so cynical.” He crossed his arms and his face tightened.


    Crap. She didn’t need to see her cheeks to know they were reddening. “I’m sorry,” she blurted. “I guess we should go back to discussing fish and meat.”


    A chuckle escaped his lips. “Since we’re on the topic of meat… One day, I’ll prove you wrong about my burgers.”


    One day? She’d be happy to get through dinner. “For someone who’s supposed to be a health nut, you sure talk a lot about greasy food.”


    “I’m not a health nut,” he said, toying with the candle in the middle of the table. The dim lighting didn’t conceal the gleam in his eyes. “Not all the time, anyway. Sometimes I have Cheetos for dinner.”


    “Cheetos?” She caught herself smiling. “Ella’s dream come true.”


    “The beauty of childhood.”


    “Yeah.” She ducked her head and stared down at her fidgety fingers. The distraction didn’t last long. Restless, her attention returned to Brent. He scratched his chin, and her eyes followed the movement of his long, tanned fingers. A couple of invisible ropes passed each other in her stomach, looping around till they turned into a Navy SEAL-proof knot. The type only one person could loosen…


    No. She couldn’t be attracted to Sexy Dad…but she was. Shit. I should know better by now. Curling the tip of her hair with her index finger, she pretended to observe the couples dancing carelessly on the dance floor.


    “You never answered my question. Do you do this”—he gestured with his fingers at the two of them, like they were part of a circle—“often?”


    “You’re my fourth blind date. How about you?”


    He leaned closer to her. “You’re my first.”


    Again, a smile formed on her lips before she planned it. “Why? Why did you pick me and not tell me who you were?”


    He drummed his fingers on the crisp, white table linen, eyes still on her. “Would you have said yes if I had asked you on a date?”


    She scooted back until she pressed hard against the leather. “This isn’t a date.”


    “Georgia. We’re talking in a restaurant without kids or crayons in sight. There’s alcohol and your legs look shaven and smooth. This is the definition of a date.” With a wink, he rested his case.


    She glanced down at her legs, now slightly restless after his comment. She crossed them together, not allowing her mind to make too much of what he’d said.


    “Dance with me.” His voice broke with huskiness.


    She turned her focus to him, tapping her heels on the floor. The rest of her sat motionless, the Navy SEAL knot beating its own pulse. This was worse than having to fire someone she was friends with.


    Lifting her hand to her chest, she was about to open her mouth and say anything at all when he produced an antique bronze coin from his pocket. “Let’s leave it up to chance.” He threw the coin up into the air, caught it, and slapped it on the back of his hand. Without glancing down, he declared, “Heads, you’re dancing with me.”


    “And tails?”


    He leaned back in his chair, squaring his shoulders. “We pretend we aren’t fantasizing about ripping each other’s clothes off and talk about the weather.”


    A nervous laugh floated up her throat. She curled her toes inside her shoes. He was kidding, right? “Okay. Amuse me.”


    He pulled his hand away and lifted his other one, with the coin on top. A chill skated down her spine. She raised her gaze to his, and his eyes sparked like he had unveiled a secret.


    “The boring weather talk will have to wait.” His lips curled into a smile as he stood and offered his hand. “Shame.”


    She rose to her feet and headed to the crowded, dimly lit dance floor as he brushed his fingers along the small of her back, his warmth seeping through her dress. The spicy notes from his scent teased her senses. What is happening to me?


    When he pressed her to him, her braless breasts collided against his chest, and she gasped. A Diana Krall look-alike singer crooned “It Had to Be You,” the seductive lyrics finding their way into her oversensitive ears.


    He rested one hand firmly on her back and she shivered in response. Smothering a moan, she closed her eyes for a moment and enjoyed the organic way her body molded to his.


    With graceful but sure steps, he moved her around the dance floor, the fingers on his other hand intertwined with hers. A man’s leadership never held much appeal to her. Well, not in the love department anyway. There, she’d learned to make her own rules. And she was a bit rusty but not completely blind to the truth. No good could come from taking things further with Sexy Dad.


    “Brent, we danced,” she said at the end of the first song, with a voice as firm as an old pair of sweatpants. “Now, maybe we should go back to—”


    “Ssshhhh…stop analyzing everything,” he whispered in her ear. “Relax and let yourself go.”


    “Go where?”


    His lips brushed her earlobe. “Anywhere.” The strained tone of his voice quickened her pulse. The simple word swung open a door that had been locked for too long. He caressed her fingers with his, and every gentle stroke stirred a current through her. Each time stronger than the last.


    Guided by the thumping of her heart, she moved her upper body against his with slow, sultry movements.


    A low groan flew from his lips, and she disentangled her fingers from his and linked her arms around his neck.


    The band started to play the jazzy version of “Daylight,” and more couples joined them on the dance floor. Although the music was fast paced and didn’t demand they stay close any longer, neither of them moved.


    She waited for the magic to fade. For the curtains to open and someone to announce that everything had been a big joke. For that sensation of throbbing in her veins, making her blood run thick and hot, to go away.


    He slid his hand lower on her back, his fingers brushing right above her butt. The silky material between his warm fingers and her skin caressed her like a lover’s experienced touch. His touch.


    She felt him hardening against her belly. This couldn’t be happening.


    For the next few minutes, they continued barely moving, lost in a wordless trance of lust. The curves of her body molded perfectly to the hard ridges of his. He wove his fingers through her loose hair. She tried to bite back a moan.


    He must have heard it anyway, for he cupped her face and tipped up her chin. She raised her eyes to his. The darkness of the room outlined his features, but the light from the stage made it possible to see his eyes. The boyish smile was gone. Instead, he quirked up his lips and his long lashes swept over his partly closed eyes, darkened with desire.


    Her breath caught in her throat. He dipped his head and lowered his lips. She wanted this. Hell, she did. What if I just…let go for a while?


    He brushed his lips against hers, and she leaned into him for support, the world under her feet starting to melt. She opened her lips and granted him full access, which he took. Every. Single. Bit. His tongue delved inside her mouth in a kiss more electrifying than dancing naked in the middle of a thunderstorm. Naked?


    Standing on tiptoe, she linked her arms around his head, her fingers threading through his silky hair. He explored the recesses of her mouth, their stroking tongues establishing a rhythm that didn’t ask but demanded. Didn’t promise but delivered. He made a circular movement on her lower back, and her bones turned into Play-Doh. Oh, God. This was getting out of control. Fast. His fingers bit into her dress, as if there was a way they could get even closer.


    What am I doing? She opened her eyes with a start, glimpses of reality breaking through. No matter how charming Sexy Dad was, he’d been the guy who hurt Alice. It didn’t matter that it had been a few months ago. Right?


    Before she used rationalization to break a girl code, she jerked away from him and fought to stay upright. “No.” To reinforce her point, she nudged his chest to keep him at a safe distance.


    “No?” he repeated, furrowing his eyebrows and taking a step back. “Why not?”


    She sucked in her breath and lifted her fingers to touch her warm cheeks. The dance floor was no place for talking. Gesturing with her hand for them to go back to their table, she took the first step and he quickly followed her. He touched her waist to guide her through the crowd, but, perhaps noticing the stiffening of her spine, took it away. Phew.


    She’d get over what just happened. Yes. She promised herself, even as a voice inside her laughed.

  


  
    Chapter Three


    Why the hell did she stop? And what did that “no” mean? Not right now? Not ever? He shifted in his chair, his eyes skimming over the sourdough bread and butter untouched on the table. All that talk about food, and the one craving consuming him couldn’t be delivered on a silver tray. “What’s wrong?” He raised his eyes to hers.


    Georgia chewed on her plump lower lip. Her sweet taste was still fresh in his mouth, their kiss the warm-up to what he hoped would be a languid, long, exhausting workout session with a woman who didn’t cease to surprise him. Didn’t cease to make him both welcome and dread the instant connection flaring up between them.


    She parted her lips to speak, hesitated, then clamped her mouth shut. He reached into his pocket and touched his coin. He had never tossed the old piece of metal before tonight, because leaving important things up to chance wasn’t his style. The urge to dance with her and the discouraging look she’d given him when he asked had changed his mind.


    He sighed. Each passing second added a pound to the dumbbells weighting his chest.


    “I’m friends with Alice.” She lifted her chin, pride gleaming in her eyes.


    “Alice?” he repeated, trying to make sense.


    “Alice Sommers.” She raised her voice and leaned forward. “Her niece is in Ella and Grace’s class.”


    The chatty girl from the party committee. “Of course. I know who she is.”


    “I can’t make out with you and have a clear conscience, knowing she asked you out and you gave her a resounding no. She was crushed.”


    Leaning forward, he scratched his chin. “She didn’t ask me out. She asked me if I wanted to go out for dinner to talk about the barbeque party, and I said I was busy. Then she asked how my other nights looked and I told her it was easy to settle by email.” Energy faded in his voice toward the end. “She was asking me out out?”


    “Out out.” Hers fingers drummed on the table. “A guy like you should know the difference.”


    He straightened his posture. “I do. The women who ask me out are much more aggressive.”


    “Alice worked up her courage to ask you out, you know?”


    “Look, I’m sorry. I wasn’t aware; I didn’t see her in that way. She was always so nice. I figured she just wanted to make sure we got everything taken care of. And that maybe she meant a dinner for everyone involved, not just me.” He raked his fingers through his hair and let out a long sigh. “I’m an idiot. Should I talk to her and explain?”


    She upped an eyebrow. “No. If you bring this up, you might embarrass her and make her feel even worse. Unless you plan to take her out.” She framed her chin with one hand, elbow propped on the table, assessing his reaction. Maybe…waiting for his answer?


    He shook his head. “I just want to make it better. I didn’t realize…” During the months following his divorce, a couple of moms from school had hinted they’d love to warm his bed, but he’d brushed their advances off. Those women were like a bag of Cheetos, colorful packaging but not enough substance inside. They saw him as a hot commodity and assumed a fling was what he wanted. Georgia, on the other hand…she’d always kept her distance. “Wait. That’s why you’ve asked me to drop out of the barbecue party, isn’t it? God. She probably hates me.”


    She shrugged. “She doesn’t.”


    “No wonder you didn’t like me all this time.” He sighed.


    Georgia rubbed her arm and glanced around before offering him a bitter smile. For the second time that night, a need to reach across the table and hold her struck him.


    “Alice and I, we have each other’s back.”


    He smiled. “She’s lucky to have you.”


    She blinked. “Brent, even if Alice wasn’t in the picture, our kids go to the same school. I don’t want Ella to know about us and fantasize things in her head.” The firmness in her voice made his heart tighten. “Poor thing’s been through enough with her absent dad.”


    “I would never hurt you or Ella. You’re overthinking. Bottom line is: do you want to change what just happened?” He stretched for her hand, the brush of his fingers on hers shooting a powerful zing up his arm. “I don’t.”


    She jerked away, and he spotted the soft bob making its way down her throat. “Look, this whole thing was just a bad idea. It’s not right. I should go.” She rose to her feet and grabbed her bag.


    “Wait—”


    He started to stand, but the waitress appeared with their dinners. “Something came up. Sorry.” He reached into his wallet and retrieved a few bills. The waitress took the money and offered him a sympathetic smile. Brent strode away and glanced around. Shit. Georgia had disappeared from sight.


    Great rapport building, a bitter part of him mocked. Rapport my ass. Somehow, that woman he’d exchanged snarky comments with, the woman who melted in his arms during the dance, the woman whose kiss drove him crazy…achieved what Stacey hadn’t in all the years they were together.


    Georgia Taylor, Sexy Mom, had turned his mind off work.


    …


    Georgia stood in line, wishing she hadn’t valet parked her car. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Could she pretend none of it had happened? Brent’s question rang in her ears: do you want to change what just happened?


    She touched her lips, still tender from his kiss.


    “Georgia.”


    Her heart stilled. She didn’t have to turn around to know the male voice didn’t come from Brent. With a deep breath, she placed her hands on her waist and swung on her heels to face Shawn.


    It had been three years since the last time she’d run into him. But time didn’t erase his dark blue eyes, the same as Ella’s. Not the same. Ella’s had a happy gleam about them, unlike the dishonest flicker surfacing in his eyes.


    “It’s been a while,” he said, his gaze roaming over her face and dress. “You look good.”


    “I’m not interested in small talk, Shawn.” She hoped the once-over she gave him was colder than an Alaskan winter. Considering his loud, pretentious Christian Audigier shirt and ripped jeans designed for someone much younger, she asked herself the same question she had when he bolted after learning about her pregnancy: what did I ever see in this loser?


    “How’s Ella?”


    The name of her child on his lips brought sourness to her mouth. “You don’t get to ask that question.”


    “Just curious.” He threw his hands in the air, his lips thinned. “I’m her dad, after all.”


    Dad? The need to punch his face tingled her fingertips. Shawn ended their relationship via text message not long after she told him about the pregnancy. Idiot that she was, she gave him another chance later, when he showed up in her life only to mess with her head and leave again. He’d insisted on taking Ella out a couple times, using her as bait to establish rapport with his new boss, a single dad, and ensure a promotion. Now he wanted common courtesy? Rise above. She curled her fingers into a fist, her nails biting into her palm. “We have nothing to discuss, Shawn.”


    He took a couple of steps toward her, and she didn’t move an inch.


    “Still so abrasive, Georgia. And you wonder why men never stick around.”


    She lifted her hand and punched him, hard and strong, just like the resentment she’d tried to suppress all those years. The anger she’d let out on other people. Other men.


    He jerked back and produced a wimpy sound. Moving his hand to the reddening cheek she’d just hit, he was about to open his mouth when another voice came from behind her.


    “Georgia,” Brent said softly, striding to her side.


    She blinked, toying with her purse. Shit. A quick scan around them, and it dawned on her that people in line were all looking at her.


    “Are you okay?” Brent gave her a sideways glance before raising an eyebrow at Shawn.


    “I am now,” she managed to say.


    “Get ready, buddy. This could be you tomorrow.” Shawn pointed at his face, scorn lacing his voice.


    “If you know what’s good for you, get out of our way. Now,” Brent said with a growl. He stretched to his full height, jaw clenched and hands perched on his waist.


    Shawn gave them a dismissive shrug, the confidence fading from his eyes. Georgia glared at him as he strode away. A long-awaited sigh left her lips.


    The wave of relief didn’t last long. She turned her focus to Brent. No more threats in his countenance, just curiosity making his eyes spark. Crap.


    “Come with me.” He stretched out his hand to her. “We never got to eat. My car is parked on the street, and we can go somewhere casual and talk.”


    Talk? She bit her lower lip. A different type of anxiety rocked her. Her insides were still shaking from her past and present colliding. What present? She was about to go to her house and scavenger hunt the fridge for an obscene amount of carbs.


    “Georgia, no pressure. We’ll just talk.” A genuine smile formed on his lips.


    “Okay,” she whispered, wondering which was more dangerous. Kissing him or talking to him.

  


  
    Chapter Four


    “Not bad, huh?” Brent asked before he brought the monster hot dog to his mouth. They strolled away from the busy, neon-lit food trailer and onto South Congress Avenue, Austin’s trendiest street. She’d pretended to look at the hip vintage stores and hole-in-the-wall restaurants while she munched on her own chili dog, but the lingering tension remained, no matter how he’d tried to make her feel comfortable.


    “How many calories are we chowing down?” she retorted in an attempt to lighten the mood.


    “About a thousand.” He took another big bite. This time the thick sauce stayed on the corner of his mouth, and he slid his tongue out to fetch it. The quick appearance of the tip of his tongue sent a thrill of excitement through her. The image of Brent licking her neck, grazing her skin, fondling her breasts… “I’m not the food police. I just care about exercising, because I lost both my parents way too early.”


    “I’m sorry.” She cleared her throat and willed her intrusive thoughts away. Far, far away.


    He pulled a small bottle of water from his pocket and took a drink. “They both had high cholesterol and high blood pressure and didn’t do anything about it,” he said with a quiet voice, his eyes remote.


    “I’m sure they’d be proud of you for not following the same path,” she tried, unsure of what to say. She ate the last bite, wiped her mouth with the napkin, then tossed it in the trash. They reached the end of one street but had to wait for passing cars and the light to continue.


    Unable to tear her eyes from him, she studied his Greek-like profile, the strong planes of his handsome face. Somehow, the beauty she’d held against him had demolished her every reserve as the night wore on. Who knew it only took a couple of hours of getting to know someone to crush carefully built preconceptions?


    He nudged her arm, and she blinked, then saw pedestrians crossing the street. The light was green. Green. She wished selfishly that color meant a lot more than just the right to cross.


    “Georgia, I overheard you and that guy—”


    “Shawn,” she said as they reached the other side of the street. “Ella’s father.”


    He shrugged and slowed his pace. “Do you want to talk about it?”


    She let out a long sigh. Yes and no. “We dated for almost a year. Then I accidentally got pregnant, and the rest is history.”


    He raised an eyebrow. “Doesn’t he have any relationship with Ella?”


    “He visited her a few times during her first year. Randomly. Being a dad is not his thing.” She tried to say it naturally, but it came out strained anyway.


    “That has to be hard.” He patted her on the back, and the light brush had her walking faster. Only for a moment. No, no, no. She could do without his pity.


    “I prefer it that way, if he’s going to break her heart by drifting in and out of her life.” With those words, her heart contracted. “Family isn’t always like a fairy tale. Take you, for instance.” She regretted the defensiveness in her voice immediately.


    “I wasn’t a good husband, but I would never abandon my child.”


    Georgia nodded in silence. Tucked under her mild reaction lay disappointment in his confession of sucking as a partner—but it clashed with the belief he was a good father. She shouldn’t care, really. “Did you cheat on her?”


    “No,” he answered quickly, and she hated herself for the warm relief making waves inside her. “Not the way you think. I never went out with another woman, but I didn’t give Stacey the attention she needed. We got married, and she wanted to start a family right away. My gyms started taking off just before Grace was born.”


    “I heard it’s tough to manage married life with kids.”


    “I thought by growing my business and ensuring a future for all of us, I was doing the right thing. But Stacey had a tough time and fell into postpartum depression… I didn’t see the signs soon enough and didn’t give her the care she needed.” The muscle in his jaw flicked. “By the time she opened up to me and I tried to make it work, it was too late. We had grown apart. We were married for almost four years, and in the last two I had no idea she was so miserable. Now we’ve been divorced for over a year and she’s doing great.”


    Georgia knew a part of her should just nod and move on with the evening. Go home and go to sleep. To do that, she’d have to overcome her racing heart. She wanted to tell him postpartum depression was a disease, and perhaps he should have done more, but he could not have caused it.


    What advice could she give him on marriage and divorce, anyway? She’d never even been engaged. Before Shawn, all she had were a couple of relationships in college. After Shawn, she went out on a few dates, none of them very encouraging.


    She offered him a half smile. “I’m sorry it took all of that for you to realize what was wrong.”


    “It’s okay.” He shrugged. “I know now not to make the same mistake twice.” He shot a warm glance her way, accompanied by a boyish grin that no man in his thirties should be allowed to display. She felt her pulse beat in her throat.


    Her cell phone buzzed and she fetched it from her bag. “Just a second,” she said, and he nodded. She looked at the screen, worried it was her mom saying something was wrong with Ella. But no. Although her heart skipped a beat just the same, cold sweat slicking her palms.


    A text from Alice. How’s your date going?


    She glanced at Brent, who pulled out his own cell and checked his messages. Her glance became a stare, and his eyes met hers and held. An invisible current of desire traveled between them, and her body hummed. How was the date? Horribly wrong…and deliciously right.


    Entranced by his magnetizing eyes, she almost jumped when another buzz shook the phone in her hand. Another message from Alice. Oh, crap.


    I just met the cutest guy at the bar. *wink*


    The tension wrapping her like a straitjacket began to loosen her bones, her limbs, the frown on her face. Did that affect the girl code? Of course it does, you idiot. If Alice was moving on and meeting people, why couldn’t she give him a chance? Give them a chance? She toyed with the phone. Would Alice care?


    “Good news?” He stepped closer, sliding his phone into his back pocket.


    “A text. Alice met someone.” She lifted her phone, her stomach fluttering. She tried to restrain the shred of hope coursing through her.


    “Does this mean the night’s not over?” He upped an eyebrow with a smile, and she forgot all the warning bells that had come earlier.


    She bit back a smile. “Why? What do you have planned?”


    He stepped toward her, and her stomach fluttered. “I’m guessing I’m not quite the horrible guy you imagined, right?”


    She nudged his arm, wanting to plaster her palm to his skin. “You’re all right.”


    He snickered, the light in his eyes a hint he would take whatever he could get for now. “I’m bowing out of the barbeque party. But I’m also pulling my wild card, for proving you wrong.”


    Wild card. Her nipples hardened. “Wild card? What is it?”


    “You’ll see soon. Trust me, it’s a win-win.”


    …


    Win-win. His words still echoed in his mind several minutes later. What would she say if she found out he’d gone on the date in Carl’s place in order to protect his business deal? That he’d done it to act like the nice guy so she’d recommend his idea to the board at A.W. Enterprises?


    He gave her a sideways glance. She sat in the passenger seat of his Mercedes, her cheeks relaxed and her eyes twinkling. He tightened his grip on the steering wheel, the sweat from his palm slicking the cold leather. The dumbbells sat on his chest again. Now they were heavier. I’m a selfish bastard for not telling her I came in Carl’s place. A part of him wanted to latch on to every minute in her company, to grow and develop the emotions overpowering him.


    Emotions that had nothing to do with establishing a professional rapport. He liked her and wanted to get up close and personal. To tell her about his reasons for going on the date now would jeopardize the chance to explore that connection. He’d tell her in the near future, and they’d both laugh at it. Together.


    Together. The word calmed his nerves, and a strange harmony loosened his limbs.


    “Brent, the park is closed.” She pulled him from his thoughts at the sight of a closed gate to the parking lot. He’d canoed and kayaked in the lake surrounding Zilker Park, and nearly every day jogged on the endless trails of the huge stretch of green in the heart of South Austin. Tonight, there were no joggers or families. No musical events. Just the two of them, and for what he had in mind, that was fine.


    He let the car idle as he slid out in front of the gate and punched in the password Antonio had given him when he’d called. He’d promised the security guard a free membership for his family for breaking the rule. All worth it.


    “Isn’t this trespassing?”


    “Relax.”


    He drove to the empty lot and parked the car. They headed to Barton Springs pool, the swimming pool that was a hit during summer and even brought members of the polar bear club during the winter. Another gate, and another password.


    “Is this your way of telling me you’re a nature lover?” She glanced at her surroundings, at the huge oak trees reaching toward the star-filled sky. The glow from a seductive full moon spilled over the mirror-smooth pool of water. “Because, really, I would have believed you.”


    A smile formed on his lips. Her halter dress sparkled as she moved, her spiky heels tapping on the cement pathway to the patch of green grass he pointed out. An ache tingled in his groin.


    Canopied by decades-old oak trees, that carpet of grass would guarantee them maximum privacy.


    A light breeze swept the falling leaves from the branches. The buzzing from crickets and insects, along with sounds from birds and squirrels moving in the bushes offered him momentary tranquility. Momentary. It only took a glance her way for his blood pressure to spike as if he were on anabolic steroids.


    How could that be? He’d always searched for an instant connection with someone. Not just pure lust, but that gut feeling there could be something more. Which was crazy, because until recently Georgia was keeping him at arm’s length. But, damn it, that didn’t change his reaction to her eyes. Her smile.


    He pulled his shirt over his head and quickly dropped his pants to the ground. A brisk breeze brushed over his skin, raising the hairs of his legs.


    “What are you doing?” Though they were the only ones there, she whispered and glanced to both sides, the silver flecks around her irises sparkling.


    “Taking off my clothes.” He signaled to his body, like stripping in front of her was the most natural thing in the world.


    “What?”


    “You heard me.” He pulled down his boxers, tossed them on the grass, and stepped closer to the edge of the pool. She watched him walk, studying his physique, and he wished his enthusiasm for skinny-dipping wasn’t so obvious. “I’m calling my wild card.”


    He dove right in, the cold water smacking his body. He quivered and invisible needles stung him.


    From a few feet away, he could see her chewing on her lower lip. “Seriously, you can’t expect me to get naked here,” she said.


    “That was our agreement: I’d call a wild card. You have me out of the barbeque party.” And now, I’m about to have…you. His libido stirred violently, and to entice her to join him, he swam a couple of laps, back crawling.


    She stood with crossed arms and a slight shake of her head. Her eyes still told him No way, Jose.


    “C’mon, Georgia. Don’t make me get out and search for the coin.”


    “Is that how you get girls to drop their clothes?” She leaned back, studying him. “With the help of a coin?”


    He suppressed a nervous sound that floated up his throat. “Not really. That coin…belonged to my late father.”


    She unfolded her arms and shuffled her feet. Her fidgety hands hovered over her dress.


    “My old man used to toss it all the time. Even when he was in a hospital bed, he tossed it when the nurses took his vitals. He believed he’d get better,” he said, his voice carried by emotion. No time or space stole the memories of the nurses laughing at Joe Turner’s jokes, the antiseptic scent from the hospital hallways, the deep breath the doctor took after updating the heavy charts.


    “I’m sorry.”


    He reached for his pocket, and when his fingers touched his bare skin under the water, he laughed.


    She took a couple of steps toward the pool. “Do you believe in luck, too? Is that why you carry it with you?”


    “Luck? No. I believe in hard work. I carry it with me because I like to keep him close.”


    Georgia frowned. “Why did you use it on me, then?”


    He swallowed hard. “Because…” he started, the words trapped in his throat. He lifted his hands to his wet hair and ran his fingers through it, desperate for enlightenment. “For once in my life, I was scared hard work alone wouldn’t do it.”


    She worried her lower lip, and after a moment’s hesitation, she held the hem of her dress with her hands.


    In a blink, she took off her dress and wiggled out of her G-string until it pooled at her feet. After kicking her high heels to the side, she walked to the metal stairs and dipped her feet in the water.


    The sight of her sensual, fit body made his heartbeat drum in his ears. He couldn’t tear his stare from her gorgeous breasts, the perfect size for the palms of his hands. He licked his lips, anxious to taste her. Treading water, he fought to pace his breathing. Years of intense workouts, and for what? To be knocked out by a gorgeous woman with endless legs and a thin strip of hair dusted between her smooth thighs. He groaned.


    With a sigh, she sank underwater and swam under the surface for a bit, occupying the lane next to his. Enjoying the intimacy, he opted not to ruin it by talking. Or addressing his aching, throbbing erection.


    Georgia returned to the surface and stood, her damp brown hair cascading down her shoulders. She wiped the water dripping from her face and braided her hair loosely to the side.


    He pushed the strong, nameless emotion lodged in his throat aside and whispered, “You’re beautiful.”


    She raised an eyebrow with a wicked grin on her closed lips. “Do you always know what to say?”


    He swam closer to her, hovering like a shark in the ocean. “Why do your compliments always come across as an insult?”


    “Maybe that’s the idea, Sexy Dad.”


    “Come again?”


    “That’s your nickname at the school. Apparently the other moms always find you sexy.” She ran her finger up his arm, and he licked his lips. The modest touch sent a jolt through him, and beads of sweat slicked his forehead.


    “But you aren’t like the others.” He caught her hand and kissed her knuckles, staring at her hungry eyes. “You’re Super Mom.”


    With a gasp, she withdrew her hand from his. “Is that what they call me?”


    Insistent, he took her hand in his again, fingers intertwined. “That’s what I call you,” he whispered and looked down to see her perky breasts puckering under the water. Caressing her wrist with his thumb, he noticed her unsteady pulse. He’d disciplined his body to endure hardcore workouts and challenging triathlons, but damn it if he could dodge the need to take her.


    She paled. “Why?”


    “The Yahoo group for class parents? The endless organic recipes?”


    She laughed, the warm, hearty sound vibrating inside him. “See, you know how to turn a compliment into an insult, too.”


    “It seems we have more in common than you think.”


    …


    Georgia smiled. Again. She had never imagined feeling this…intimate. They were naked in the pool, and their conversation made her feel more exposed than the lack of clothes.


    “This is fun,” he said. “We should do this more often.”


    “I don’t know.” She played with the water, making small waves with her palm. What did this mean? The skinny-dipping? The date?


    “Sometimes you have to take one day at a time, Georgia. Not impose rules on yourself.” His voice was lighter than a leaf. She raised her chin and stared at him. Oh, if only he didn’t have that delicious expression on his face, deep dimples, and promising eyes. If only…


    Goose bumps raised on her arm. “Isn’t that what tonight is about? Forgetting the rules?” At least for me. “Unless…this is your typical Saturday night?” She caught her breath.


    “No. I haven’t dated much since my divorce. I wanted to focus on Grace, and she had a hard time in the beginning.”


    “I’m sorry.” Ella had mentioned something about Grace getting in trouble with the teacher a couple of times in the past, but Georgia had never given it much thought. “It must have been difficult for her to grasp everything.”


    “She’s doing better now. Stacey is dating, and in a way it helped Grace see that although we’ve moved on emotionally, we’re both still her parents.”


    “Hopefully it doesn’t confuse her even more,” she muttered. A harmless remark, though from the sobering expression on his face, it contained a dose of criticism. She swallowed hard. “I mean, seeing her parents with other people,” she tried to add, her words losing energy toward the end.


    “Kids are very adaptable. And we’re both very careful. I wouldn’t introduce just anyone to Grace.” There was a touch of defensiveness in his voice. Uh oh.


    She ducked her head. “I know. Sorry, that’s not what I meant.”


    “Is that the excuse you use not to let men close to you?” he asked. The honesty in his voice was like salt on an untreated wound. She inhaled what seemed like all the oxygen around her.


    “I’m on that website, aren’t I? It’s not like I’m hiding.”


    He shook his head and pursed his lips. Water dripped from his hair and face, and her body tensed like she was in a bad job interview.


    “You’re on the website, too,” she accused, but he simply raised an eyebrow and smiled. Smiled! She swallowed. “I don’t want to get her all excited about someone and then have that guy disappear from her life.”


    “Like her father?” he said with nonchalance, observing her for a few seconds in silence.


    She ran her fingers through her hair, buying time to escape his scrutiny. Discussing relationships with a man she wasn’t in a relationship with certainly wasn’t in her agenda. Although… He leaned toward her and squeezed her shoulder. The encouraging touch prompted her to stare at his handsome face.


    “Look, I’m not saying men suck. I’m sure some of them don’t. All I’m saying is I’ve become wary, and with Ella everything has a bigger magnitude. It’s different for me. You and Stacey share Grace’s custody. I don’t have that luxury; I have to think long and hard before bringing just anyone into our lives.”


    “I understand you must be selective. But dating someone doesn’t make you less of a mom.”


    “It doesn’t,” she said truthfully. “Since when am I in therapy?” She splashed him, desperate to lighten the mood.


    He dodged the droplets coming his way. “I’m not out there to hurt you or to be an ass. I want to get to know you better. And not just tonight.”


    “Why?” Her toes curled.


    “Because my old man kept telling me to believe in luck, and I never did. After meeting you, and tossing that coin…I feel pretty lucky to be here with you,” he said, and the wave of red across his cheeks almost brought her undone.


    She nipped her lower lip, surprised by the heat throbbing between her legs. Yet again. “I’ll think about it.” She’d have to have a long talk with Alice to make sure her friend would be okay with it. Although now, just for one night…the thought of succumbing to the reckless need pulsing through her veins was as enticing as the moon shining above them.


    Silence lengthened, the awareness of their nakedness cutting to her core. The gleaming intensity in his eyes, the motionless state of his body, the long breath he drew like he clung to every shred of control not to launch at her, chipped away any lurking doubts.


    Tension crackled between them.


    “Georgia.” He uttered her name in a growly voice.


    Her heart dissolved, and she closed the remaining distance between them, treading water until her hardened nipples brushed against the hairs roughening his chest. This was it. She was about to throw caution to the wind and have sex with Sexy Dad. Would she really go through with it? What if sleeping with him ruined the connection they’d found? I’m taking my chances. I’m pulling the wild card, too.


    She ran her fingers through his wet hair. Brent lowered his head, his mouth finding hers, delving his tongue inside her without mercy. All of her throbbed. The contrast of his tongue against the cold air brushing her skin was too much. With a tortured moan, she arched against him, her body rumbling. A deep groan escaped his lips.


    His hard-on pressed against her belly, and she couldn’t resist grabbing him. Oh, yes… His cock pulsed in her hand, growing harder when she tightened her grip. His breath rushed out in a hiss. She licked her lips and clasped his length, her blood vibrating in her veins.


    He shut his eyes and threw his head back, his face a mask of concentration. She increased the rhythm, but before continuing her exploration, he stopped her. “If you keep touching me, I won’t last long. And the first time I climax, I want to be inside you. But I don’t have any condoms with me.” He brushed strands of hair from her face and stilled, the rest of his body matching the stiffness between his legs.


    “I have them in my purse, but that’s in your car.” She threw her head back and let out a long sigh, willing sanity back. To her surprise, he outlined her chin with the tip of his tongue, and she startled. “What are you doing?”


    “I’m taking care of you, sweetheart.”


    He dove in the water and looped his arms under her knees, and resurfaced, water rippling from his face. It registered that he was carrying her out, but his intentions became clear when he positioned her close to the edge. Her toes curled over the rough surface, and he stood on the metal ladder.


    Dripping water, she quivered, the cold cement grazing her back. Hovering over her, he began a pattern of small kisses on her neck and shoulders. She squirmed, thrusting her fingers in his hair. He nipped her tingling breast, and she gasped. The scrape of his teeth on her nipple sent a delightful hum between her legs.


    She parted her legs, and he lowered his body, bringing her close to his face.


    “Brent…” she called, part begging, part demanding.


    “I’ve wanted to taste you since we danced together.” He planted kisses on the tender inner area of her thighs, tracing invisible circles on the back of her knees with his fingers. She pressed her teeth hard into her lower lip, trying to manage the overwhelming spasms tingling her every time his lips came closer to her sex.


    Instinctively, she tried to clamp her legs together, scared of the kind of pleasure that lay between them. But he persisted, this time shifting his attention to her aching sex. He blew his hot breath on her sticky thighs, and she reached for the metal rail and grasped it. Brent licked and stroked her folds, the circular movements blurring her vision.


    She clasped her hand over his head, grabbing his hair. He inserted a couple of fingers inside her and intensified the rhythm. The stirring climax started in her core and quickly spread through her every fiber, overpowering her. A loud, guttural cry left her lungs and filled the night.

  


  
    Chapter Five


    “So this is where Sexy Dad lives,” Georgia said, heels clicking loudly on the dark hardwood floor. Recessed lights shone on the expensive furniture—a blend of glass, leather, and stainless steel—with enough kid toys spread out to remind visitors he lived with one, half of the time. “But where does he play?”


    Holding her from behind, he pulled her hair to the side and glided his tongue along her neck, triggering her nerve endings. She pushed her hips against his hard cock, and a soft moan escaped her lips. There was no more waiting. No more downplaying the solid, hard desire moistening her sex and scorching her blood.


    “You’re so fucking sexy,” he whispered in her ear, then ran the tip of his tongue on her earlobe, nipping the bottom. “You have no idea what you do to me.”


    A wave of empowerment swept through her. “Then you’d better show me,” she said low, her voice carrying the weighty craving brewing inside.


    Swiftly, he turned her around and cupped her face. A shiver zapped down her spine. He kissed her, his tongue tasting hers, and with melded mouths, he scooped her up in his arms. Stumbling against furniture, between husky whispers and gasps, they managed to make it to his bedroom. Just like the rest of his luxurious condo, his room was spacious and airy, with wall-to-wall glass and views of Lady Bird Lake. The lake seemed far below them, but then, everything did, apart from the full moon shining outside, casting pools of pale light on the carpet.


    He flung her across his big bed, and she propped herself on her elbows and thrilled at the hungry look in his eyes. He pulled her dress over her head and started to kiss her bare skin, first applying small pecks on her neck. The more south he went, the more passionate and wet his kisses became.


    He glided his tongue over her tight nipple, painfully slow at first, then repeated the movement with the other breast. She wove both hands in his hair, guiding him, and gripping him harder when a small ball of pleasure threatened to burst inside her.


    “You’re gorgeous,” he said coarsely and raised his head to look at her.


    “You’re not bad yourself,” she said, pretty sure that was the understatement of the year. She rolled away from him, sat up, and basked in his beauty. The contours of his handsome face, the ridges of his muscles shifting when he moved. The eyes…dark and deep.


    “Show me how I affect you,” Georgia said.


    “It starts here.” He took her hands to his head, and she threaded her fingers through his smooth brown hair. “There’s barely any oxygen in my brain.”


    She brushed her lips against him. He leaned toward her, but she pushed his chest, prompting him to lie down on the bed before he could kiss her. She straddled his waist. “Then here.” He directed her hand to his heart.


    The unsteady beating under her palm triggered a burning sensation in her skin. His gaze held hers, the promise in his eyes almost making her forget to ask for more.


    “Then?” The huskiness in her voice revealed her need.


    “There.” With a quirk from his lips, he upped his eyebrow and cocked his head to his…cock. She scooted down his body, her eyes within a breath of his throbbing, deliciously long length.


    She glided her tongue over the head of it a couple of times, grazing her teeth slightly till she felt both his hands in her hair. He pulled and pushed her, each hand going at an opposite direction like he wasn’t sure what to do. Well, that had to be a good sign.


    She finally took his length in her mouth, sliding it in and out, savoring his salty skin mixed with a hint of chlorine, and inhaling the scent of arousal. Glancing his way, she caught him watching her, his eyes smoky and dark. He moaned roughly. Loudly. His legs slightly shaky.


    Brent pulled her up and laid her on her back, a gleam of anticipation in his eyes. Getting off the bed, he popped open a drawer and fetched a foil packet, tore it apart with his teeth, and rolled the condom on his shaft.


    With a sealing kiss and fingers intertwined with hers, he drove himself inside her, and she could almost feel his heart beating over hers. Perhaps it was just the sound of her own heartbeat fleeing her body and invading the room.


    She arched herself to him, wanting—no, needing—more of the thrill devouring her. Withdrawing his mouth from hers to plant kisses on her face and neck, Brent groaned and increased the pace. He thrust in and out of her, each time harder and deeper. She dug her nails in his shoulders, wanting more, faster, stronger. Moans flew out of her mouth.


    He flicked her clit with one deft finger, and she no longer fought the building climax. Clenching her legs around him, she shouted his name and let the currents of pleasure rip through her. The contours of his face tightened for a moment, and a satisfied smile took over his features, relaxing them one by one.


    “This is what you to do me,” he whispered with labored breath.


    Sex wasn’t supposed to be like this. It was supposed to be good, great, excellent. This was…complete physical connection. Soul surrender. Soul surrender? No. It couldn’t be. Or could it?


    


    A warm, small kiss on her nose woke Georgia slowly. Covering her yawn, she turned her head from side to side on the plush pillow. Another kiss, this one on her breast, prompted her to rub her eyes open and shift on the bed.


    As soon as her vision focused, the sight of a bare-chested Brent sent her blood to a low simmer.


    “Morning,” he said, his voice low and dangerous.


    She chewed on her bottom lip and let her gaze slide down his body as she noticed the upward curve of the sheet. Realizing she was naked, too, she yanked the sheet to cover herself, her pragmatism fighting her longing to go a second round. Oh, make it the fourth round.


    “I have to pick up my car at the bar and go home.” And get Ella from Mom’s.


    She turned away, knowing her determination would fade if she faced him.


    “Soon.” He spooned her, the hardness of his cock finding its nest between her thighs. He pulled her hair, stretching her neck toward him, and started a trail of kisses that sunk her resolve like quicksand.


    She writhed, pushing her body against his, engulfed by the bubble of awareness surrounding them.


    “Time to make you mine,” he whispered, then turned her on her back. His? Her heart raced. Certainly, he meant sexually?


    He tossed the sheets to the side and spread her legs apart with his hands, his fingers drawing a pattern on her thighs. She bucked against him, and with his eyes fixed on hers, he gave her a long, deep thrust.


    “Yes.” The response for a question that wasn’t even clear flew from her lips. “Yes,” she repeated, as he began to move in and out of her, each time taking her to the brink of a climax about to unfold. About to explode.


    He gave her an open-mouthed kiss, and she clung to him, her nails scratching his muscled shoulders, her sex clenching shamelessly around his cock. With a husky growl, he intensified the rhythm, and she nipped his lip. Yes. To this man, she could give way more than just one night.


    Her cry of release filled the room, the convulsions taking her to a mindless place where the throbbing between her legs reverberated through her entire body. With one more thrust, he followed her to the vortex of pleasure.


    They lay side by side, their heaving breaths turning into short pants, then sighs. Warm intimacy blanketed her like the silky sheets rumpled on the floor. She kissed his shoulder and gathered her strength to sit up. “Now I really should get going.”


    “I’ll drive you to the bar so you can pick up your car.”


    “Thanks. Can I shower?” She gathered whatever was left of her strength and surged onto her feet.


    He gave her a long, promising once over and winked. “I’ll go downstairs to fix us something for breakfast.”


    


    Georgia looked at her reflection in the mirror. Get a hold of yourself, woman. The silliest of smiles spread across her face, along with a shade of pink that covered her cheeks. She ran a comb through her damp hair and shook her head.


    Her stomach fluttered. Why did the feel-good sensation she experienced with Brent last even when they were apart? Well, not that far apart. Sounds of pots and pans clashed in the kitchen, and she smiled again.


    She wiggled into her dress, then turned on the blow dryer and dried her roots. As she turned it off and placed it in the drawer she’d found it in, the cordless phone rang. Taking it with her, she headed downstairs. Maybe it was his daughter. By the time she made it to the empty kitchen, she heard the sound of the doors to the backyard slam shut. The answering machine on the countertop picked up and she heard Brent’s masculine voice and another one, right after his.


    “Hey, man, how was last night?” the voice on the other side of the line asked with a snicker. “Did you nail that lady from preschool?”


    With knees buckling under her, she sought solace on the edge of a chair.


    “Gotta say, buddy, you owe me one. Okay. Call me later,” the man continued before the quick buzz of the phone. She blinked. She’d been played. For some weird reason, Brent had told someone he was meeting her, obviously not in a respectful way.


    She dashed upstairs, and with trembling fingers, gathered her purse, a numbing sensation replacing the feel-good one.


    She managed to make it back to the kitchen and didn’t spare but a glance at the round breakfast table, complete with place settings for two. Brent flipped a couple of pancakes on the top of the stove and turned to her. The smell of eggs and orange juice only made her unsettled stomach worse.


    “Fresh tomatoes. Grace convinced me to plant some in our pitiful backyard.” He picked up the vegetable and sliced it on the board. “I was thinking, maybe this Friday we could take the girls to the park together.” His hand stalled, and he studied her expression.


    Without uttering a single word, she walked up to him, each step cursing her latest bad decision.


    “Too soon?” He shrugged and returned his attention to the cutting board. “No pressure, just a playdate.”


    She folded her arms and stared at him. Why? “Someone just left you a message, Brent.”


    “I heard the phone ring, but I went out back to grab the tomatoes.”


    “A guy who asked you if you nailed the uptight lady and that you owe him one.”


    The easy smile disappeared from his lips, and he loosened the hold on the knife and placed it on the granite countertop.


    Her heart pounded in her ears. “I assume he was talking about me?” She pushed past the pain lumped in her throat.


    “Fuck. You weren’t supposed to find out this way. I’m not sure where to begin.” With hands on his waist, he paced in an invisible circle, ducked his head, and stared at the floor. She was about to ask again, her nerves unsettled, when he lifted his head, jaw clenched and eyes searching hers. “It wasn’t me you were supposed to go out with last night. It was Carl.”


    She took a couple of steps back and rubbed her forehead. Carl?


    “My business partner. He was bragging about meeting you last night, and when I saw your picture…I asked to go instead.”


    “Why?”


    He leaned against the countertop and folded his arms. “He’s a sleazeball. Trust me on this; he doesn’t belong anywhere near you.” He cleared his throat. “I also knew where you worked. A.W. is one of the companies on my list to pitch a corporate wellness program I’ve drafted. I think it will really help people. Carl was against it, and if he knew you worked there, he’d only have made things worse. He can’t keep his mouth shut.”


    The pieces of the puzzle formed in her head. The slight discrepancy of his description. Light brown hair versus dark-blond hair. The realization slammed into her with the intensity of a jackhammer.


    He jammed both hands in his pockets and shrugged. “The main thing is that Carl’s a man-whore. Believe me, taking his place was—”


    “A favor? I’m charity to you?” Bitterness latched on her every syllable.


    He shook his head, letting out a long sigh. “The right thing to do.”


    “Really? The right thing so I’d have you on my good side and recommend you to the board?”


    He stepped toward her, but she jerked away. A bob made its way down his throat, and the pulse on his neck possibly had its own zip code and Facebook account. “That was part of the initial plan. Sleeping with you wasn’t premeditated.”


    She produced a nervous laugh. “Ha! You expect me to believe that?”


    He scratched the back of his neck. “Based on the awesome night we had, I hope you do. I’m very sorry I misled you, Georgia.”


    She bit her lower lip until it hurt, her heart contracting. Damn it, she should not have slept with him. “What was your plan, exactly? Hang around until I agree to your business proposal?”


    A defiance he wasn’t entitled to flickered in his eyes. Did he really challenge her to believe him?


    “No. After spending time with you, I can’t explain it…but I decided not to pitch to A.W. anymore. I wouldn’t want to put you in that position.”


    “How convenient you tell me now, after I found out.” She picked up her bag from the console and clenched it in her hand, wishing it was his neck. A wound opened in the depths of her soul, one she knew was different than the other times she’d been let down. Never had she trusted a man so quickly. Brent had made her believe it could be different this time around. She swallowed the acid in the back of her throat.


    “When I walked into that restaurant, my goal wasn’t to deceive you. I wanted to buy you a drink and build some rapport to be able to tell you about the wellness program in person. Some innocent networking, nothing more. Then I saw you…and something changed. I thought we owed it to ourselves to see where this might lead. I want to be with you. I want to get to know you.”


    “The only place this is leading me is out the door.” Sooner than he’d expected her to, for sure. She strode past him to get to the foyer, but he seized her wrist.


    “Wait, we’re not done.”


    Yanking herself from his hold, she cleared her throat and said, “That’s exactly what we are. Done.” She stormed out of his house, slammed the door behind her, and crossed the street with powerful strides, lifting her hand to wipe the tears rimming her eyes. She did not look back.


    


    “What do you mean, you’re too busy to go out for lunch?” Alice asked, pacing around Georgia’s office. “C’mon, girl. My boss is out of town, and that’s my ticket for long lunches.”


    Georgia opened her mouth to repeat the same excuse she’d given her best friend via text message, before Alice dropped by to check on her anyway.


    It’d been three agonizing days since her heartbreaking shenanigan with Brent. She’d used every cuss word in her vocabulary to exhaustion. Her pulse raced every time she remembered how he’d deceived her. And, hell, she had been mulling over Brent too often.


    Erasing his emails without reading them and deleting the unheard voicemails was the right thing to do. Even the bouquet of wildflowers he’d sent, she’d tossed into the trash bin. Although…she often glanced at the still thriving flowers.


    I want to be with you. I want to get to know you.


    She clicked the pen in her hand. The relief that should fill her never came. Wasn’t it better to end it before things got complicated? A sourness spread across her stomach. How much longer will I be able to lie to myself? Well, one thing was for sure: lying to Alice about that night was just as bad as omitting, which had been her coward’s way out.


    Alice threw the gum wrapper in the trash bin and winced, hands on her waist. “Are you going to tell me the story behind these flowers?”


    “They’re from Sexy Dad.” Georgia wiped the sweat off her forehead with the back of her hand and pushed the words out before she changed her mind. “Alice, last Saturday I went on a date with him.”


    Alice parted her mouth, a slight frown forming on her forehead. “Come again?”


    “I’m sorry, I didn’t know it was him. He was my internet date, and I should have left, but I stayed and…” She swallowed hard. “Made a huge mistake. I just hope you can forgive me?” She stood up, her fingers fidgeting with her pearl necklace.


    “I’ll never forgive you.” Alice’s eyes narrowed, and Georgia touched her stomach as if to will the nauseating throb away. “Not for leaving me out of this juicy gossip.” Alice’s infectious laugh filled the room, and amusement shimmered in her big, brown eyes.


    “I thought you’d be mad at me. I know he was rude to you in the past, and—”


    “He talked to me yesterday actually and apologized. Didn’t mention you, but now everything makes sense.”


    Georgia folded her arms. “He apologized?”


    “Yeah, and he said he’d have to drop out of the barbeque party, which is weird. I guess he’s busy.”


    “You haven’t mentioned him for weeks, so I thought you either hated him or still were into him.”


    “Nah.” Alice made a gesture to brush it off. “I’ve moved on. As far as I’m concerned, you can have Sexy Dad all to yourself.”


    Georgia took a deep breath. “Thanks, but that’s not going to happen.”


    Alice placed her hands on her waist and raised an eyebrow. “Are you sure?”


    She was. Even though the memories from their night together lurked. The scent of his skin was imprinted in her mind. The way he had treated her for those couple of hours often threatened to override whatever resentment remained. “He lied to me when we met…pretended to be someone else.”


    Alice shook her head. “How could he pretend to be someone else when you already knew who he was?”


    “Well…it’s complicated.”


    With her inquiring Bambi eyes, Alice looked squarely at her friend. “Georgia, you’re a great mom. I know you’ve had it hard with guys, but you can’t use that or Ella to shield you from giving yourself a chance. So what if Sex—Brent isn’t perfect? No one is perfect.”


    Georgia dug her nails into her skin. “He was going to use me to get a contract with A.W.”


    Alice chuckled. “Girl, are you for real? That would never happen. I had to sweet talk you for days until you let me borrow that pair of gold earrings.”


    “Which you still haven’t returned,” Georgia said in a teasing tone.


    Alice grinned.


    Georgia massaged her temples. “Alice, what if it doesn’t work out?”


    It was Alice’s turn to cross her arms with an exasperated sigh. “What if it does? How will you ever know?”


    Maybe I already do. Isn’t that why I’ve sent him away? Because believing him and trusting him scared the hell out of me?


    …


    Brent rolled the coin between his knuckles, then rubbed it on his palm. Three days.


    He had tried every idea that occurred to him and hoped she wouldn’t slap him with a restraining order soon. Shit.


    He leaned back in his leather chair and his shoulders sagged against the soft fabric. What else could he do? His heart galloped like he had just finished a 10K. The sweat on his palms slicked the coin. I lost her.


    Swiveling the chair, he peered at the frames full of high school football medals, pictures of Grace’s milestones, and a childhood snapshot of Dad. The memories displayed in his sophisticated and spacious office reminded him that all he’d achieved had been through hard work.


    Hard work had shaped him into a successful businessman. He tossed the coin, just for the heck of it. Heads. He held the coin at eye level and bit back a smile. She had danced with him because of heads.


    He outlined the rough edges. What if it had been tails? Would he still be in this predicament? Losing sleep over a woman who wanted nothing to do with him? Because he’d acted like an idiot. A fool.


    Something told him they would have ended up together no matter what…something he couldn’t explain or describe…and it scared the hell out of him. He jerked forward on the chair and slipped the coin into his pocket. He surged to his feet and grabbed his car keys from the bowl. Of course. Some things…were just meant to happen. And he’d be damned if he lost her.


    …


    “Georgia, you have a visitor,” Tessa said.


    Georgia raised her head from the computer screen to find her assistant holding a velvet jewelry box in her hands and a smile on her face.


    “He asked me to give you this.” Tessa gave her the box. “He said he won’t leave until you see him.”


    Georgia accepted the box. She sucked in her breath, and the oxygen in the room seemed to disappear. With trembling fingers, she outlined the box and untied the silky white bow around it.


    She opened it.


    “Is it a pair of earrings?” Tessa brought her hands together in a soundless clap. “A ring?”


    “Better.” Georgia’s heart flipped. She contemplated the bronze coin. Her assistant leaned forward and stared at its contents with a frown.


    “Let him in.”


    As Tessa left, Georgia smoothed her hand over her brown blouse and black pencil skirt.


    The door creaked, and her gaze landed on Brent walking in. Unsteady heartbeats followed, and her stomach knotted. They stared at each other for a moment and time stilled. Their connection, their thing, whatever it was called, didn’t respect their time apart.


    She placed the box on her desk and cleared her throat. “Brent. Nice touch with the coin, but I can’t accept it.”


    His emerald eyes were gentle and contemplative. ”Why not?”


    She abandoned the protection of her desk and managed to sound casual as she walked around it and crossed her arms. “Because it was your father’s, and I know it means a lot to you.”


    He glanced around her office with a slow nod, then turned his attention to her. “I’ve always carried it with me, because of Dad. Never quite understanding his words. Till you came along.”


    A ripple of excitement skated up her spine. She took a step back, leaning against the desk just in case her knees betrayed her.


    “I get it now.” His gaze undressed her. “Even though I wasn’t honest with you when I showed up in Carl’s place…I believe this whole thing was supposed to happen.” He made a circular gesture with his hands. “Which brings me here. I met you in a social atmosphere with a professional goal in mind. And now I came to your place of work with nothing but personal intentions.”


    “How can I believe you?” What if, for some reason, he still wanted to butter her up just to get the pitch? What if he thought she was that stupid?


    He opened the door behind him wide and proceeded to open the blinds of her office, which led to Tessa’s and the other assistants’ desks. “Because I’m about to kiss you in front of whoever wants to see. That’ll ruin my chances of getting approval from this company because your opinion will be biased.”


    “You wouldn’t.”


    “Want to bet?” Each step he took toward her provoked a pounding in her chest. The smaller the step, the harder the thump. “I’ll show you that you are the only woman I’ve ever met who took my mind off work.” The smile faded from his face and he raised his brow. “I lost my marriage to work. But not you, Georgia Taylor. I won’t lose you to work as well. Because the way my heart races when I’m with you, the longing to hear your voice…these sensations aren’t going anywhere.”


    He was so close she could smell that he’d recently taken a shower. So close, she could stretch her fingers and touch his light green shirt.


    She swallowed hard, her brain trying to process his logic but failing miserably. “W—what are you saying?” She massaged her temples, closing her eyes to think straight without looking at the gorgeous man in front of her. The man who demanded an answer. A reaction. Anything.


    “If you think for one moment I’ll give up, you are wrong. I can’t lose you,” he whispered.


    He’s not…giving up? His stare pinned her in place. She gripped the edge of the desk with her fingers, praying for clarity. All of her throbbed with anticipation. With the naked truth quickly unfolding inside her mind.


    There was only so much she could deny herself. She could avoid. And Brent Turner wasn’t one of them. But she needed to tell him.


    “When Shawn found out I was pregnant and left me, I was hurt, but deep down I was relieved, because I’d have full control over my daughter’s well-being.” She twined her fingers together, trying to extract courage. She couldn’t stop. Not when freedom surpassed the fear of letting someone in. Of letting him in. “And when I was with you, I felt light and free, like I hadn’t in a long time. But a part of me was also scared.”


    “You don’t have to be,” he whispered.


    I know that now. “When I heard that phone message and found out you lied, I wanted you out of my life. I knew it would hurt, but I never thought getting over you would be so damn hard.” A tear made its way out of the corner of her eye and rolled down her heated cheek.


    Smiling, he wiped it off her skin. “I’m falling for you, Georgia Taylor. And until you found out about Carl, I sensed you felt the same way.”


    She gasped, and he took that moment to kiss her, sliding his tongue inside her mouth and proving with his body what she could no longer deny. Cupping her head, he deepened the kiss, their bodies molding to each other as if they had never parted. Like they’d found home.


    She arched toward him and linked her arms around his neck. “Well, you are perceptive, I’ll give you that.” She deposited small kisses on his cheek.


    “I’ll show you…I’m not that bad,” he whispered in her ear. A tingle of happiness spread through her. Sexy Dad was a wild card she was willing to pull again. And again. And again…
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    Discover Powerful Men and Passionate Romance with these Indulgence titles…


    An Unsuitable Husband


    by Ros Clarke


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/ros-clarke/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/an-unsuitable-husband/


    Theresa Chartley has no time for marriage, and no room for disappointment--especially with French soccer player Emile Renaud. But he’s the perfect unsuitable husband to shock her parents into silence and put an end to their marriage campaign. Sure, they’re complete opposites, but a fake marriage will let Emile ditch his clingy ex once and for all. But a year of marriage tests them both in unimaginable ways. Maybe Emile isn’t unsuitable after all, but how can Theresa let herself love him when she signed a contract to let him go?


    The Seduction Game


    by Emma Shortt


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/emma-shortt/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/the-seduction-game/


    Millionaire bad boy, Will Thornton, is determined to buy computer-geek Kate Kelly’s building out from under her. He plays the game better than anybody and charming is his middle name. Problem is, the snarky, geeky, computer-wiz is impossibly cute and a match for him in every way. Kate is prepared to wait Will out, but It’ll take every ounce of her self-control to win this game. Can two such radically different people come out winners in the game of seduction?


    Betting the Billionaire


    by Avery Flynn


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/avery-flynn/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/betting-the-billionaire/


    So what if Gabe Campos is a model-dating billionaire that gets Keisha Jacobs hotter than a Ferrari’s engine on the straightaway? He keeps pushing her to sell her family’s furniture business, but she’ll never give in.


    Forced by a snow storm to spend the night together, their passion ignites. The next day, however, it’s back to business. The only way Keisha can save her family is to win a bet with the billionaire. But neither realized their hearts are part of the bargain…


    The Rancher’s Second Chance


    by Victoria James


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/victoria-james/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/the-ranchers-second-chance/


    Widowed rancher Cole Forrester is all about running his family’s ranch and guarding his heart. The last thing he’s looking for is love, especially from event planner Melanie Simms. Melanie is high-society, complicated, and high maintenance. But when he’s stranded with her at his remote cabin in the Colorado mountains, he realizes he’s seriously underestimated her. She’s hiding something about her past from him, but despite everything, he’s falling for the last woman he ever expected, and the first woman to make him want to give his heart and risk everything.


    Mad About You


    by Joan Kilby


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/joan-kilby/
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    Cassy Morris knows she’s putting her heart on the line when she agrees to move in with her best friend, multi-millionaire geek, and Seattle’s sexiest man, Scott Thornton. The arrangement is purely business, but there’s a problem: she’s loved him forever. She’ll have to harden her heart to survive being his pretend fiancé. But a lifetime of repressed sexual tension explodes within her and before long she and Scott are entwined in a passionate affair. Will Scott be able to convince Cassy to trust his feelings and turn their fake engagement into reality?

  


  
    Hollywood Temptation


    by Scarlet Wilson


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/scarlet-wilson/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/hollywood-temptation/


    

    Hollywood surgeon Colt Travers needs a new receptionist ASAP. When the adorable—and completely broke—Selena Harris comes in needing stitches, he takes a risk and hires her on the spot. They’re opposites in every way, and she’s exactly what he doesn’t want in a woman—impulsive, carefree, and amusing. He’s trying to resist her, but the longer she’s around, the further he sinks into temptation. Selena’s determined to win Colt’s trust–and his heart–but will the secrets she’s desperately trying to hide ruin their chance for a big Hollywood happy ending?


    Falling for Mr. Wrong


    by Inara Scott


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/inara-scott/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/falling-for-mr-wrong/


    Ross Bencher, knows the kind of woman he wants: someone predictable, reliable, and safe. Someone entirely different from high-altitude mountaineer Kelsey. She is about as far from his ideal as a woman can get, but try telling that to his body. Or his heart… Working for drop-dead sexy Ross Bencher is a distraction Kelsey can’t afford if she wants to bring herself—and her father—back alive from the Himalayan Mountains. But Ross’s blue eyes and strong hands leave her gasping…and questioning everything she’s ever known about love…

  


  
    Short on time? For a quick bit of Indulgence, try these novellas…


    Crash into Love


    by Sofia Grey


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/sofia-grey/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/crash-into-love/


    Spending a month at a beachside hideaway relaxing and collecting shells is the perfect escape for Cass, but when she meets the dark and brooding...and much younger Jonah, who’s staying next door, finishing her novel becomes the last thing on her mind. Together, they break all the rules, but will Cass be able to bring Jonah out of his shell forever, or will he leave her with only the crash of the surf to keep her company?


    Date on the Run


    by Jill Monroe


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/category/jill-monroe/


    http://www.entangledpublishing.com/date-on-the-run/


    When an reporter mistakes a hard-bodied military man for a crime source, she soon finds it’s just as much fun undressing her new bodyguard as it is uncovering her latest case…
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