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      Ward Restin is in for a wild ride when he accidentally walks in on the boss’s daughter. Cassandra Montgomery has never been a one-man woman. Can she change her ways for a one-woman man?

      Fashion designer Cassandra Montgomery is an independent, free-thinking, career-minded woman. She’s left the L.A. rat race and returned to her roots in the San Francisco Bay Area to open a fashion boutique featuring her own designs. She’s not out to find Mr. Perfect. She’s just fine with Mr. He’s-Good-For-Right-Now.

      Until businessman Ward Restin walks in on her.

      Hitting on the boss’s daughter is a bad idea, but after discovering Cassandra in a comprising position, Ward can’t get the gorgeous redhead out of his mind. And he finds himself drawn into the naughty games she loves to play.

      It’s all hot and sexy fun until Ward decides he wants more. Can a woman who loves to play the field ever settle for just one man?

      

      Join Jennifer and Jasmine’s newsletter for free books and notice of new releases, plus exclusive content and contests: http://bit.ly/SkullyNews
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      Mango-scented steam perfumed the bathroom. Her long hair piled into a careless knot on top of her head, Cassandra Montgomery luxuriated in bath salts and bubbles. It wasn’t even nine o’clock yet, but she’d taken an early flight out of L.A. to give herself extra time before her afternoon meetings in San Francisco. A good soak was like meditation to her, preparing her for the day ahead.

      She rubbed mango sea-salt scrub over her skin. Holt had left for Sedona before she’d arrived, and he’d be returning home on Saturday. She hadn’t told him she’d be coming early, but her father wouldn’t mind. Holt would probably appreciate having someone in the house while he was gone.

      She had so much to accomplish in the three days he’d be gone. The idea of opening her own boutique in San Francisco had been gaining momentum over several months. She was tired of L.A. As a fashion designer, she was a minnow swimming around in the big, wide Hollywood ocean. Her striking designs had a forties flair to them, with Princess necklines, pencil skirts, and bold, contrasting colors. Hollywood, however, hadn’t appreciated her sense of style. The Bay Area was her home, she knew it inside and out, and here, she could start a new trend. She had vision. She saw herself in an exclusive shop, with ready-made ensembles for the more economically inclined and an elegant, behind-the-scenes showroom where she served tea and scones and one-of-a-kind designs. These women weren’t shoppers or customers. They didn’t riffle through racks or paw through bins. They searched for perfection. Cassandra would provide exactly that, and her client base would grow by referral. She’d already put her toe in the water and contacted several discerning society matrons. They’d shown phenomenal interest, a few even considering commissions.

      The financing was proving to be her biggest stumbling block. She had flair, striking designs, and a good business plan, but that wasn’t enough to show yourself as investment-worthy.

      Which is why she had to turn to her father. She planned to discuss the possibilities with Holt this weekend.

      Cassandra rose from the tub, drying off with a fluffy bath towel. She wiped condensation from the mirror, moisturized her face, then smoothed mango lotion into her skin. She preferred citrus scents to flowery ones. Letting her hair down, she crimped the red curls with her fingers. She looked nothing like Holt, having her mother’s thick red hair and creamy complexion.

      Her silk robe fluttering around her calves, she padded across the hall to the bedroom. She’d been here little more than an hour, yet her clothes were already strewn about the room. She fully admitted she wasn’t much of a housekeeper, but she’d straighten up before Holt got home. Rummaging through the suitcase that lay open on one half of the bed, she found her most essential possession in an elasticized inside pocket. A girl couldn’t go anywhere without her toy.

      Cassandra stretched out on the bed, plumping the pillow behind her head. There was really only one way to feel truly relaxed, calm, and ready to face anything. Her motto: an orgasm a day keeps the doctor away. When preceded by a steamy bath, nothing could be better.

      Cassandra flipped the switch on her vibrator, parted her robe, and made herself oh so sweetly calm and relaxed.
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      Ward Restin found the key under the garden rock where Ruby had said it would be. Holt had forgotten his computer when he left the house this morning. That wasn’t like the CEO of West Coast Manufacturing; Holt never forgot anything. But he’d been acting oddly the last couple of weeks. And Ruby’s car sat in his driveway. Holt often had her take him to the airport, but usually they went directly from the office. To leave her car in his driveway? Definitely odd.

      Holt’s presentation for the investors’ conference was on his computer. Of course, Ruby Williams, being Holt’s admin, could have given Ward a disk. Or emailed the file. Instead, since he was taking a later flight, she’d insisted Ward pick up the computer on his way to the airport. She had a point, though. These days you couldn’t work without your laptop and your smartphone.

      Thirty years ago, what did the world do without these devices?

      Ward unlocked Holt’s door. The hardwood floors gleamed, and everything smelled like citrus, as if Holt’s housekeeper had recently polished all the wood surfaces. The living room, filled with big leather furniture, was neat and orderly. No computer there. He’d been to the house several times for company parties and barbecues and was familiar with the floor plan. The kitchen lay to the right, the dining room straight ahead, bedrooms along the hall to the left. Ruby had given him no clue where to look. If I knew where we left the computer, we wouldn’t have forgotten it.

      Another odd thing, as if she’d been inside the house instead of simply picking up Holt.

      He didn’t have time to waste thinking about it. What Holt did was Holt’s business. Heading to the kitchen, a sound stopped him. He cocked his head. And heard it again. A woman’s voice. A moan. He felt it along his skin, heating him.

      He turned until the bedroom hallway yawned before him. She moaned again. He saw her on the bed through the doorway. A suitcase lay open beside her, bright clothing hanging out of it. A blue dress had been tossed on the floor, blue panties on the end of the bed, a lacy bra. And her. His blood started to pound in his ears.

      He’d seen her picture in Holt’s office, his daughter. Her hair flowed across the pillow in waves of red. The parting of her robe revealed creamy skin and full breasts decadently tipped with big, dark, rosy nipples. She lay sprawled on the bed, her legs spread, one hand holding a vibrator. Her lush body rolled and undulated to her rhythm. She didn’t insert the toy, but twirled it on her clitoris. The soft buzz of its batteries working filled the house. He didn’t know how he’d missed the sound when he’d entered.

      She reached up to pinch a nipple, tweaking it hard. Her moan was louder, deeper, longer.

      His feet carried him closer. The citrus scent enveloped him now, as if it came from her, the aroma of her arousal. She arched on the bed, her pelvis rising to meet the vibrator, dancing with it. Her hips rocked and rolled. She shoved a hand through the luscious red curls on her head and cried out, long and low.

      He felt that cry inside, his body hard and ready. His blood roared through his veins. He remained rooted right into the floor, but his hand moved involuntarily. He needed to touch, to take.

      She shuddered and quaked, her legs clamping around the vibrator, as if the tension increased the sensations, or trapped them inside, held onto them longer.

      Finally she fell back against the bed, limp, sated, giving a little hiccup, then what might have been a laugh. And she sighed, “God.”

      Ward backed up, his footfalls soft on the hardwood despite the dress shoes. On the bed, she stretched, laughed again, and relaxed back into the coverlet.

      He could no longer see her by the time his fingers found the front door. After one last deep breath of her citrus perfume, he twisted the knob and let himself out.

      Jesus,” he said softly, leaning his forehead against the door.

      Had he ever made a woman feel that good? He was no expert. He’d never even thought to take the time to watch a woman as she came. This one had been beautiful in her bliss. He could have watched her in orgasmic delight over and over and died a happy man.

      But he still didn’t have the computer.

      This time when he unlocked the door, he rattled the knob, stomped on the floor as he entered, and put his cell phone to his ear, talking loudly to empty air. “All right, so where do you think it is?” He paused. “You don’t remember?”

      “Can I help you?” She came out of the bedroom. The flowered silk robe covered lush curves, large, high breasts, and round hips that begged for a man’s touch. His touch.

      Ward swallowed and shoved the phone in his pocket. “Sorry. I didn’t know anyone was here. I’m looking for Holt’s computer. He left it behind this morning, and I need to take it with me. I’m meeting him in Sedona.” The explanation was too long, and he felt winded when he was done. He’d also sounded idiotic, and dammit, his face heated, screaming out his guilt. He was a perv. He’d been peeping.

      “Was that my father?” She pointed at his head as if he still had the phone to his ear.

      More than pretty, she was exotic, her lips full and red even without lipstick. Her cheekbones were high, her skin flushed. She didn’t need make-up. Though her feet were bare, she wasn’t much shorter than him. He was six-one, and he put her at five-eight or nine. The color of her hair was deep red, her eyes a sapphire blue.

      “Uh, no,” he answered, a beat too late after she’d spoken. “His secretary Ruby.”

      She sauntered closer. The scent of her mesmerized him, woman, sex, citrus. “And you just hung up on her? She’s not going to like that.”

      She obviously knew Ruby. And dammit, he’d forgotten to continue his conversation. “She hung up on me.”

      She raised one perfectly arched brow. “Without telling you where the computer was?”

      He nodded. He was definitely the village idiot. He wanted to close his eyes and shake his head. “Correct.”

      “Well”—she batted long lashes at him—“if you tell me your name, I might let you search my father’s house to find it.”

      “Sorry. I’m Ward Restin.” He stuck out his hand.

      Hers was small and soft, her grip firm. “Cassandra Montgomery.”

      He couldn’t let go of her hand. He wanted to hold on. He was still holding her when she gestured over her shoulder, pointing down the hallway. “Maybe it’s in his office.”

      He had to let her go. “Yeah. Sure. Probably.” He wondered if a man had ever sounded so inane in front of a beautiful woman. He dated. He had sex. He’d been married. He wasn’t a neophyte or a prude, but there was something about her in particular. Or maybe it was the fact that he’d just watched her bring herself to a magnificent peak.

      He followed the sway of her hips, the silk slipping and sliding seductively over her body. He was suddenly breathless again, his heart pounding, his pulse racing.

      “And there it is.” Stopping in the office doorway, she held out a hand, palm up.

      “Great. Thanks.” He sidled past her, his throat drying up with her proximity. He wanted a drink. He needed a drink of her.

      He flipped open the computer case on the desk, confirmed the laptop lay inside, and zipped up.

      “Well, I’ll be off.” He hadn’t looked at his watch since the moment he’d walked in the door the first time. He might possibly miss his flight. Ward didn’t care as she led him along the hall again.

      She opened the front door, draping herself against it as he exited. Her full breasts almost spilled from the lapels of her silk robe. Leaning her head to the side, she smiled.

      She held him spellbound and incapable of saying anything more intelligent than, “Thanks again.”

      “My pleasure.”

      He had to go. Backing up, he almost tripped off the porch step. God, he was an idiot.

      “Did you put the key back?”

      “Huh?” An idiot and a great conversationalist.

      “The key. Under the rock. Holt leaves it for me because I’m always losing mine.”

      “Oh, yeah, sure.” He juggled the laptop case to his other hand, picked up the rock, and dropped the key into its hole.

      “Bye now.”

      Okay, go. Ward flashed her a besotted smile.

      As he turned to jog down the front path to his car, she added, “I hope you enjoyed my little show.”

      Shit. She’d seen him.
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      Cassandra closed the front door and leaned back against it.

      What a delightful surprise. Preoccupied with business the past few weeks, she’d neglected her sex life, except for her daily orgasm. That wasn’t a sex life; it was just looking after her health.

      Ward Restin made her realize how long it had been since she’d indulged herself. The moment she’d sensed him, her sexual tension had skyrocketed. She’d performed for him, arching, squirming, moaning. The climax had been intense, better than most she gave herself.

      Being watched was definitely a major turn-on for her.

      Tall, with a lanky body and short brown hair, wire-rimmed glasses, black suit, black tie, and white shirt, he was a geek. And that made him utterly cute, God only knew why. He even drove a staid foreign import—which he’d parked along the curb in front of her rental car. His fluster piqued her interest. It actually got her hot.

      She’d risen from the bed the moment the front door closed with the intention of peeking out the front window. But he’d made a noisy second entrance, talking loudly on the phone to no one. Cassandra smiled. He was so transparent, red-faced and embarrassed, trying to hide that he’d been watching her.

      Hmm, he was older than her, maybe forty, but she liked older men. This, however, was the first time she’d been attracted to...a geek. A cruel description? She didn’t feel cruel. What she felt was the first kick of attraction when you met a new man, when your pulse races and your breath comes faster and your skin is sensitized to everything. Such a delicious phenomenon. He was corruptible. She could get him to do things he’d never imagined. While she was here on business, there was nothing that said she shouldn’t have a little fun, too. Cassandra was giddy considering all the possibilities.

      He liked to watch.

      She could definitely use that in whatever plan for him she came up with.
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      “Dude, you’re late. I thought you were going to stand me up.” Occupying the window seat, Spencer Benedict turned off his cell phone after one last check of his messages.

      The plane’s configuration was two seats on the outside, three in the middle, and Ward slipped into the aisle seat beside Spence. The rest of the passengers had already boarded as Ward dashed down the gangway.

      He blew out a breath and pushed his glasses back up his nose. They’d slipped down in his rush. “Holt’s laptop,” he said, stowing both computer cases under the seat in front.

      Spence spread his hands. “What the hell? You left early to get that.”

      He mumbled something like “I couldn’t find it.”

      Spence merely raised a brow. A knowing light glinted in his green eyes. His dark red hair attested to his Irish ancestry, but he kept his past to himself. A short but powerfully built man, his nose was slightly crooked as if he’d had it broken once, or even twice. Despite being good friends, the extent of Ward’s knowledge was that Spence had fought his way out of a tough New York City neighborhood, put himself through college, and worked his way up through various companies until he came to West Coast three years ago as VP of Marketing and Sales.

      Spence possessed an uncanny ability to read people, and he read Ward with one glance. “Don’t give me any crap, just tell me what happened.”

      Ward had never wanted to emulate Spence, who was a little on the cocky side, but he admired how his friend thought. Spence wasn’t afraid of anyone and was sure he could accomplish anything. He possessed the ability to charm women into doing whatever he wanted. He was never serious about anything except his career and his job. He claimed he’d never been married, but Ward had always felt there was a story behind that.

      With an amazing bullshit meter, Spence never let anyone get away with even an ounce of crap. And he wasn’t letting Ward get away with it. “Your cheeks are red like your mama caught you with your hand in the cookie jar.” He winked and lowered his voice. “Or up the little girl next door.”

      Ward gave a wry smile. That was close to the truth. He’d been caught watching the girl while she did it all. Caught? That implied something bad, yet Cassandra Montgomery had obviously enjoyed his voyeurism.

      “Jesus Christ,” Spence said softly. “If that smile means anything, you better tell me or I’ll have to break your fingers.”

      “I discovered Holt’s daughter in a compromising position.” He didn’t talk about his sexual exploits, mostly because he didn’t have many. Not that he would have discussed them anyway. Even Spence, who invariably found some hottie at a conference or a sales meeting, didn’t reveal all like a teenage boy. And they certainly wouldn’t talk disparagingly about the boss’s daughter.

      “Do tell.”

      “No specifics.” Ward was interrupted by the flight attendant coming through the cabin to check seatbelts. He’d forgotten to fasten his. The task done, he added, “But she had a profound effect on me.”

      Spence scrutinized him. “You want her?”

      Want. The word sounded so inadequate. He couldn’t stop the images playing in his brain like a movie loop. Her scent filled his head, her moans echoed in his ears. He didn’t want. He needed.

      He went for a more simple answer. “Yeah, I do.”

      “Are you worried about Holt?”

      He was more worried about being out of his depth. Spence would simply have gone for it. With him, it was the woman who was out of her depth. It had nothing to do with the fact that Spence was five years older than Ward. Spence exuded male confidence. Ward didn’t. He’d gotten married right out of college, and he was divorced five years later when his wife cheated on him with his best friend. At least that was the first time he figured out she was cheating. He’d had relationships since then, and he’d had his share of sex, too. But after finding his wife in bed with the friend who’d been best man at his wedding, Ward had never been confident and easygoing about sex and relationships the way Spence was. That probably made him a wimp, and a woman like Cassandra Montgomery would crush him flat. She was Spence’s match, not his.

      But he wasn’t about to let Spence get to her first.

      “Holt probably wouldn’t care,” Ward said. Especially if Ruby’s car in his driveway meant he was busy with his own hijinks.

      “Then what’s your problem? I say go for it.”

      The plane pulled away from the gate and taxied out to the runway.

      What was he asking for from Spence? Permission? Backup? He couldn’t remember a time he’d lusted after a woman the way he now did for Cassandra Montgomery. He didn’t need Spence’s thumbs up for that.

      He needed Spence’s confidence. His worldliness. His ability to make small talk with women. They were all the things Spence could never give him.

      You’re a wimp.

      Yes, he was. But for Cassandra, he was going to have to get over his natural reserve.
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      “So this is why you came in earlier than expected?” Holt nursed his beer as they sat on his back patio on Sunday afternoon.

      A lawn mower whirred to life next door, disturbing the quiet. Though Memorial Day was almost here and summer would soon be upon them, a cool spring breeze ruffled her hair. Cassandra preferred Bay Area weather to the heat of L.A. She was happy to move back here.

      “I’m asking for your help,” she told her father. “I can show you my business plan and the locations that I’m interested in.”

      Holt hadn’t arrived home until late last night, so she’d saved their discussion for today.

      Her time had been productive since Wednesday. She’d interviewed an accountant and was moving ahead on the necessary business licenses. She’d found a real estate agent that came highly recommended and had viewed several sites.

      “I can get started,” she told him, “but I don’t have sufficient capital to sustain things as the boutique grows.”

      “Do you want a loan or do you want an investor?

      She’d thought about that. “It’s my baby, and I want to run things my way. The decisions need to be mine.”

      “Contrary to public opinion,” he said dryly, “I don’t need to control everything.” Public opinion referred to a public of one, her mother Maria. Not that her parents didn’t get along despite the divorce, but her mom was quite opinionated. She was also the pot calling the kettle black, as the old saying went. Her mother certainly had her own controlling streak. Cassandra loved them both despite their faults.

      She smiled her acknowledgement. “Let’s meet with my accountant and discuss which is the better way to go for taxes, filing, all that stuff.”

      “If you’re going to incorporate—” Holt stopped, looked at her and diverted his thought. “Sounds good to me.”

      Mom was wrong. Holt wasn’t a control freak. At least not where Cassandra was concerned. “Thanks.”

      He patted her hand. “I’m glad you’re coming home.”

      Mom was on her third husband, a surgeon. They lived down in L.A. With Cassandra’s frequents trips to the Bay Area, in some ways it was like the dual parenting they’d done when she was a kid, shuffling her between houses, one week with Holt, one week with Mom. “I’m glad, too, Holt,” she said sweetly.

      She called him Holt while she always called her mother Mom. It had started in her college days, stating her independence. She’d only called her mother Maria for a week, until Mom had broken down into tears. Holt, on the other hand, seemed to enjoy the equality. She loved him no less; they were simply different.

      Smiling, his gaze on the back garden, which was blooming prettily with hydrangeas and azaleas, he said, “I hope you don’t mind that we’re having a guest for dinner.”

      A guest. She hadn’t been a night owl since she’d started working on making her business plan a reality, and she’d already been in bed when he arrived home last night. His car pulled in, and a little while later the Beemer pulled out. Seeing the Beemer in the driveway the first day, she’d assumed he’d bought a new car, though a sporty BMW was definitely not his style. She hadn’t asked whose car it was. But now she felt a little hiccup of...something.

      Her father hadn’t dated while she was growing up. There’d been no special woman or women. But she got a feeling now. She wasn’t so sure it was a good feeling. Maybe she was still Daddy’s little girl after all and didn’t want to share him.

      “Do I need to cook?” she asked.

      They both laughed. Beyond boiling water for spaghetti or making an omelet, Cassandra’s cooking skills were abysmal.

      “We’ll have take-out,” he assured her.

      She wondered if she should ask who. She wasn’t sure she even wanted to know.

      Two hours later she was absolutely sure she didn’t want to know.

      Ruby Williams passed her a bowl of shrimp in garlic sauce. They were on second helpings of both Chinese food and small talk. The dinner was take-out, sure, but Ruby had insisted on putting everything in china and eating formally at the dining room table.

      “Thank you.” Cassandra’s smile felt brittle on her face.

      When her father entertained or threw parties, Ruby was often his hostess. His dinners and gatherings were always work-related. She was his admin. It made sense. But what was she doing here now?

      “Ruby and I are getting married,” Holt said just before putting a forkful of fried rice in his mouth.

      Cassandra accidentally ladled the garlic shrimp into her wonton soup. “Oh.” It was all she could manage.

      Ruby was forty, only seven years older than Cassandra. They could have been sisters. She was tall, pretty, and curvy, with silky auburn hair. She was everything a red-blooded American male could want. If that American male wasn’t Cassandra’s father.

      “That’s wonderful.” Not so much. Her smile was definitely going to crack her face.

      Ruby smiled with her ruby-colored lips. Her lipstick hadn’t even worn off with the soup and the mu shu and the other various dishes. “Thank you.”

      They were all so polite. Though they were seated, Holt didn’t touch Ruby, not even her hand. Beyond a peck on the cheek when she arrived, they hadn’t kissed.

      “We’re thinking about a September wedding,” Ruby said. “I don’t want to do June. Everyone does June. Besides, there’s not enough time to make all the arrangements.” The fork tines disappeared between her ruby lips and came back out empty without a single trace of lipstick.

      Holt smiled at her indulgently. “We could always do Tahoe or Las Vegas.”

      Ruby grimaced. “Tahoe would be fine, but Las Vegas is tacky.”

      “Don’t you want to have your picture taken in your wedding dress right under the Las Vegas sign?” Holt was mocking but not unkind.

      Ruby laughed and batted the air in front of his face. “Only if we have a limousine.” Her brown eyes sparkled like topaz gems.

      Cassandra couldn’t say she’d ever been fond of Ruby. Ruby was too much of everything, too much breast, her skirts too short, her tops too low-cut. And too many men. She might have been living with Clay Blackwell for the past four years, until he’d unceremoniously dumped her, but she certainly hadn’t been without her men for the duration. One evening when she’d stayed the night at an airport hotel before a very early morning flight out, Cassandra had seen Ruby. The man she’d been kissing and touching was not Clay. Cassandra had her share of men, too, but she wasn’t in a relationship. Her love of variety was one of the very reasons she’d never had a steady man. Ruby didn’t seem to know the difference. She didn’t want that kind of woman for her father. Ruby wasn’t special enough for Holt. She wouldn’t cherish him.

      “You can have a limousine anytime you want,” Holt assured Ruby. Cassandra had the sickening feeling there was a private message in that. “But if you want a September wedding,” he went on, “we can do that, too.”

      They looked at each other. No touching, no kissing, but something passed between them. Ruby’s face softened like a woman in...well...like a woman in love.

      Was it possible? Or was Ruby a consummate liar?

      Ruby pushed away her plate and laid down her napkin. “I’m just going to powder my nose and fix my lipstick.”

      It was an obvious ploy to leave Holt alone with Cassandra.

      Ruby expected Holt to talk her round. There was only one thing to say, though. She waited until Ruby had disappeared into the bathroom. “Are you sure, Dad?”

      He raised a brow at her use of the title. “Worried about your old father?”

      “You’re not old, and I’m not worried.” She just didn’t like the idea of Ruby using him. “But a daughter always needs to ask. Otherwise you’d think I don’t care about you.”

      He patted her hand. “I’m sure. She fits the man I am now. And I fit the woman she is.”

      But are you in love with her? Is she in love with you? Cassandra didn’t have the right to ask that, even if she had called him Dad. “She’s not going to be easy.”

      Holt laughed. “That’s the whole point. I don’t want easy.”

      Of course, there was the other meaning of the word, and easy was exactly what Ruby was. “Well, you’re a big boy and you know what you’re doing.”

      With a full head of gray hair, handsome patrician features, and a muscular body that would make even a man twenty years younger envious, what woman wouldn’t fall in love with him?

      “I can take care of myself, sweetheart.”

      She hoped he at least demanded a prenup. Whatever, it wasn’t her concern. And really, who was she to talk? She’d just discussed borrowing his money.

      There were a lot of things she should have asked. Instead, she said, “I wish you all the happiness.”

      “Thanks, sweetie.” He squeezed her hand, his gray eyes suddenly as solemn as a promise. “This is the best thing I’ve had in a long time. And it’s not a snap decision. So don’t you worry about me.”

      “All right, Holt, I won’t.”

      He pulled back, smiling again. “What, I’m not Dad anymore?”

      He would always be her father no matter what she called him.

      And if Ruby Williams hurt him in any way, Cassandra would make sure she paid.
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