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      I’m blaming my one night stand with Nick Pallas on the wedding champagne.  That’s my story and I’m sticking to it, especially since Nick is my best friend’s brother and totally off-limits.

      

      When I’d run into Nick at an old friend’s wedding, I’d been grateful to have someone to talk to and dance with—especially a hot Greek of a guy I’d harbored a secret crush on for years.  After a recent break-up, it was nice to feel wanted and desired. I wasn’t looking for anything serious, and he definitely gave me a night to remember.

      

      Except Nick wanted more than just that one night, and I wasn’t prepared for his brand of seduction—the way he made me feel, physically and emotionally.  Resisting him was impossible, yet trusting another man with my heart wasn’t so easy . . .

      

      Irresistible Seduction is a steamy, best friend’s brother romance with a guaranteed happily ever after.
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        Kresley

      

      

      

      “Checking in,” I said to the desk clerk standing behind the counter at the hotel where I’d be staying. “Reservation should be under Kresley James.”

      “Sure thing.” She flashed a pleasant customer service smile before her gaze dropped to her computer. “Just let me look that up for you.”

      Her fingers flew along the keyboard. Then she paused, frowning.

      “I’m not seeing your reservation,” she said, glancing back up at me. “Are you sure it’s for today?”

      My stomach tightened up. “Yes, I’m positive.” I pulled out my phone, tapping the screen until I found the confirmation e-mail for the hotel room before I held up the device for her to look at. “I have the confirmation right here and it has the right date on it.”

      The clerk leaned in, squinting at the tiny screen. “Who’s Jeremy Stanfill?” she asked.

      “Jeremy-what?” I turned and looked at the phone screen, and that tight feeling in my belly swirled into full-blown nausea. Shit. The reservation was in my ex’s name. “Oh my God.”

      “If you have the credit card that you used to make the reservation, I can get you checked in that way,” she offered gently.

      I shook my head. “It was his card. I was going to give you a new one when I got here. I didn’t…” I drew in a trembling breath and willed myself not to cry from the embarrassment and frustration. “I didn’t even think I’d need to change it.”

      She craned her neck to look behind me. “I take it that Mr. Stanfill—ah, will not be joining you tonight?”

      “No.” Way to go Jeremy, for screwing me over a second time. “Not tonight and not ever. Can you just change the name on the room?”

      She sucked in her breath and shook her head. “Not really, no.”

      “I broke up with the cheating jerk,” I said, my voice barely louder than a whisper. “I drove all the way from Seattle to be here today for a wedding. Isn’t there anything you can do?” I asked hopefully.

      The desk clerk sighed, her eyes filled with sympathy. “Let me talk to my supervisor and we’ll see what we can do.”
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        * * *

      

      “Let me just say, that I do not, under any circumstances, recommend attending a romantic wedding at a fancy hotel mere weeks after a painful breakup,” I said to my friend Marcie as I wound the curling iron through my long blonde hair. “Or if you do, make sure you handle advance hotel arrangements yourself to avoid embarrassment.”

      On the hotel bathroom counter—the counter I considered myself very fortunate to have after a sympathetic manager bent the rules to let me keep the room reserved under Jeremy’s name—I heard my best friend sigh over the cell’s speakerphone.

      “I don’t understand why you still went to this thing,” Marcie said. “Who’s this wedding for again?”

      “High school friend from the cheerleading squad,” I replied, unclipping a section of hair and moved on to the next one. “You’ve met her.” I paused and thought back. “She’s been to the store. Maybe one time, anyway.”

      “Well, she was clearly unforgettable,” Marcie said, in a way that implied she didn’t remember my friend.

      Not that I cared, especially. Danica and I were thick as thieves in high school, but these days, she spent most of her time with her law school friends and her fiancé out here in Spokane, while I was tight with my former college roommates and current co-workers, Marcie and Frankie.

      “Enough about this wedding.” I ran my fingers through my newly-styled loose waves. Good enough. I reached for my makeup bag and started rifling through, carefully setting each item to the side as I pulled it out. “What are you two doing tonight, and how jealous will I be?”

      In the background, I heard Marcie’s desk chair creak, and imagined her stretching in the cluttered little office of her store, The Blind Hem. “We’re just finishing up with the end-of-the-month orders, and then I think we’re headed out for drinks, maybe dancing.”

      “It’s been a while since any of us have let loose.” I thought back to the last time I had gone out to have a good time. Had a few too many drinks, danced until I was sweaty, laughed myself hoarse. Not lately. And never often enough. “Promise me you’ll go out and have a good time tonight.”

      She laughed. “Only if you promise me the same thing, okay? You’ve been kinda low, and I hate seeing my sweet best friend like that. You deserve some fun. Especially after what Jeremy did to you.”

      I couldn’t disagree. “Drinks. Fun. Dancing. I think I can probably make that work.” I gently patted the foundation into my face. “I assume the bar is open.”

      “Whatever you do, make me proud, okay? I gotta go.” I heard packages rustling on the other end of the line.

      Right, the end of the month shipments. “Love you, Marse,” I said. “Bye.”

      I took a little extra care with my appearance—more than usual, anyway—with a little extra smudgy brown eyeliner around my blue eyes and a third coat of mascara to make my eyelashes stand out.

      Maybe I could even flirt with somebody tonight. It had been—well, a long time. But I was a grown woman, and I felt confident enough about my skills.

      They weren’t enough to keep Jeremy from sleeping with another woman, my wounded ego whispered at me.

      I pushed down the painful memory. Jeremy and I were over, and I needed to prove to myself that my libido wasn’t dead. That I was still a desirable woman.

      “All right, James,” I said, looking in the mirror. I batted my eyelashes experimentally. Flashed what I hoped was a winning smile. “Let’s get out there and do this.”

      I might be heartbroken and alone, but maybe I would run into some other members of the cheerleading squad to keep me company until I rustled up some…company of my own.
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        * * *

      

      “I barely know anybody here,” I hissed into my phone during the cocktail hour after the ceremony. “I thought I would at least run into some high school friends.”

      I’d been too optimistic when I stepped off the elevator an hour-and-a-half before. I must have been the only other person from Bellevue East High who attended the (admittedly very lovely and romantic) ceremony, because I didn’t find a single familiar face. Not one. And now my choices were to suck it up and sit around by myself for the entire reception, or sneak out and go back to my room, where I would also be by myself all evening.

      I was leaning toward the second option.

      “Relax, Kres,” Frankie said casually. Behind her, I heard a dull roar of restaurant chatter. “You make friends like it’s your job. Go talk to somebody.”

      I rolled my eyes and finish off my second glass of champagne. “Frankie, you must have me confused with yourself. I’m shy, remember?”

      In the background, I heard Marcie holler something over the noise of the restaurant.

      “Marcie says that you need to suck it up and get out there and mingle,” Frankie reported. “And for the record, I agree.”

      I sighed and snagged a third glass of the bubbly off a passing waiter’s tray, figuring getting tipsy might help me not give a crap that I was alone. “Fine. I need to go get my table assignment, anyway. They’re about to do the big entrance.”

      My table, as it turned out, was tucked way in the corner. The thanks-for-coming table, as my mom described it when she and I were working on planning my wedding to Jeremy. The table for guests you weren’t quite sure what to do with, so you lumped them together and hoped that everybody got along.

      Why did I come to this wedding? I thought sourly.

      It seemed like a bust so far—the humiliation at the front desk, huddling in the very back of the room during the ceremony because I couldn’t find anyone I knew, and now, tucked at the thanks-for-coming table—all by myself so far, too. I could have feigned the flu, saved the money I spent traveling here, and then gone out with Marcie and Frankie instead.

      And had a much better time.

      I yanked a chair out from under the table and slid in with a thump, switching out my champagne flute for the full water glass in front of me to drink thirstily. May as well hydrate before the bar opens again, I reasoned.

      “Is this seat taken?” a deep voice said in my ear.

      “Ahh!” I shrieked in surprise and water sloshed out of my glass and onto my skirt as I craned my neck around to see who snuck up on me. And almost screamed again.

      Oh. My. God. It was Nick Pallas, of all people—Frankie’s older brother. My secret crush of a million years. Tall, dark-haired and tan, handsome, strong, and looking absolutely fuckable in a navy suit that showed off his broad shoulders to perfection. He smiled at me—Frankie’s smile, but while it was beautiful on her, on Nick, it was downright devastating.

      I wasn’t supposed to notice those things while I was engaged to Jeremy. But whenever Nick popped into the store to visit Frankie or when I visited her family, I always noticed.

      Whether I wanted to or not.

      “Of all the girls in all the places,” he said, his deep voice a sexy drawl that zipped right between my legs. “I run into you here.”

      “Just lucky, I guess,” I said, suddenly tongue-tied. Just lucky? That sounds so weird! a little voice screamed in my head. I took a deep breath. This was not the time for my notorious shy streak to show up. “Frankie didn’t tell me you were invited to this thing.”

      “I think I’m the lucky one. And I doubt Frankie even knows. She’s been too busy with you and Marcie at the store,” Nick replied. He straightened and looked around. “Hey, where’s your fiancé?”

      I stiffened, and thanks to the champagne I’d consumed that had loosened my inhibitions, I said, “Probably balls deep in his new girlfriend.”

      Nick just blinked in shock and stared.
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      “Probably balls deep in his new girlfriend,” Kresley said, her face tightening with disgust. “That’s where he was when I walked in on him in our apartment four weeks ago, anyway.” She paused. “His apartment now.”

      I just stared, all rational thought temporarily wiped from my brain. Kresley James, one of my sister’s best friends and the woman I’d had a secret crush on since she was eighteen years old, was single. And she was here alone at a wedding. A wedding I was also attending stag.

      God, I haven’t really been a good churchgoing boy, but thank you, I thought fervently.

      “I’m sorry,” I finally said thickly. “I didn’t know that you and—uh, what was his name?”

      “Jeremy,” she supplied as I took the vacant seat beside hers.

      “I didn’t know that you and Jeremy broke up.” I studied her beautiful face for a second. She looked like a fairy princess, I always thought, with long, wavy blond hair, blue eyes like little diamonds, and a smile that lit up the room. Jeremy was a fucking idiot. “And I definitely didn’t know that you caught him—uh, with somebody else. I’m really sorry to hear that,” I finally said.

      She waved a hand dismissively. “Don’t be. He sure isn’t.”

      I scooted in closer and propped an elbow on the table, gazing helplessly at my dream girl. “Are you doing okay?”

      She cocked her head and thought for a second, glossy pink lips pursing slightly. I practically had to hold myself back from giving into the irresistible urge to duck down to kiss the shit out of her.

      “I am, honestly. I’d been with Jeremy since high school, and he was—well, if I’m being completely honest, more of a habit than anything else.”

      “I didn’t know it had been that long.”

      Kresley shrugged and took a swig of her champagne. “Yeah, we met—what, sophomore year of high school? Turns out that fifteen-year-olds don’t pick great life partners.” She scooted in a little bit closer, too, and I could smell just a hint of her sweet, citrusy scent. “What about you? I thought you were getting married, too.”

      I laughed. “Yeah, Vanessa and I are also taking a break. A forever break.”

      Her eyebrows knitted into a sympathetic grimace. “Oh, Nicky, I’m so sorry to hear that.”

      My dick, already tingling with interest at Kresley’s nearness, stirred inquiringly at her use of my family’s pet name, Nicky. Down, boy, I thought. “Nah, it’s okay. It wasn’t working and we both knew it. She’s a good person, just not the right one for me.” I paused. “Not cut out to be a cop’s wife after all.”

      The full story? Vanessa didn’t think she could handle being a cop’s wife after a suspect chase landed me in the emergency room with a busted jaw. I respected her decision, even though it hurt worse than any fracture ever could. But it also made me realize that if she could walk away from us so easily, then it was best that she’d severed the relationship before we got married, instead of after.

      But for the life of me, I couldn’t remember ever feeling like…like this around Vanessa, even when we first met. Nervous and infatuated, like a high school kid instead of a grown man of thirty-five. I felt like that every time I was around Kresley, and it felt just as strong now as it did the first time we met, when I went to visit Frankie during her freshman year at Rainier College.

      Maybe even stronger as I’d gotten to know her better and learned that she was even more beautiful on the inside.

      “Nicky, you’re here!” Frankie shouted gleefully as she flung herself into my arms. She gestured to the two young women assembled behind her in the lobby of her college dorm. They were both beautiful, but it was the shy-looking blonde whose tentative wave and smile kicked me in the gut like a horse.

      “Hi,” I said thickly as I returned her little wave. “I’m Nick.”

      “This is Marcie,” Frankie said, pointing at the smiling brunette,“and this is Kresley.”

      Kresley. Unusual name for a strikingly gorgeous girl. A girl I was probably too old for, but she was the most stunning thing I’d ever seen.

      It never got easier. Every time I saw Kresley, I lost all my cool, even after I learned that she had a serious boyfriend. Not even my relationship with Vanessa completely cured it—that attraction still glowed in the background, like a smoldering ember that never quite went out.

      And today at this random-ass wedding, with both of us single and shoved into the back corner with no one else to talk to, that desire came roaring back to life.

      “So, what’s your plan?” I asked as I stretched my long legs in front of me and crossed my arms. My suit jacket was a bit tight in the shoulders, and I smothered a grin as her eyes flicked to my shoulder muscles and biceps, displayed clearly through the smooth fabric.

      Good. Go ahead and check me out, Kresley, I thought. She would see a lot more of me if I had anything to say about it.

      She shrugged. “Well, I figured I’d give myself a few more weeks, then maybe get on some dating apps and—"

      I laughed. “No, I don’t mean long-term. I mean tonight. Nobody else is even sitting at this table. It’s just us, a couple of outcasts. What do you want to do?”

      Not that I would give her the chance to get on a single goddamn dating app, I thought smugly. But she didn’t need to know about that just yet.

      She thought for a second, frowning adorably as she combed her fingers through her long hair and examined the ends. Finally, she looked up at me and smiled.

      “What are my choices?” she asked, a bit coyly.

      “Your choices?”

      I watched as she flicked her hair back over her shoulder and straightened in her chair, the slight movement pushing out her perfect tits and making my dick even harder. Oh my God, I had to make a move on this woman. I was sure I would die if I didn’t.

      “You have two options, I guess,” I told her.

      She smiled, skimming her tongue along that lush bottom lip I wanted to nip with my teeth. “I’m listening.”

      I cleared my throat and considered the choices. “Option one,” I started, “is to stay here at this table where nobody else seems to be showing up, alone, drinking free booze until you get bored and sneak out. Or pass out, whichever comes first.”

      She tipped her head, pretending to think. “Doesn’t sound so bad. I have a room just upstairs, after all. But hit me with option two, just in case.”

      “Option two,” I said as I shifted in my chair, leaning in closer to place a gentle hand on her leg. “Hang out with me. Dance with me. Have a few drinks with me. Be my date for the night and we’ll both have a great time. What do you think?”

      “Hmm. That doesn’t sound half bad.”

      “Full disclosure,” I continued, watching as she drank the last of her champagne. “I’m a terrible dancer. I have two left feet, but I’m a great date. And I’ll always get drinks for you and hold your purse whenever you need.”

      She smirked, a naughty gleam appearing in her clear blue eyes. “You’ll be a gentleman?”

      I grinned, enjoying this flirtatious banter with her. “As much of a gentleman as you want.” And, if the evening went the way I hoped, she’d decide she didn’t want me to be a gentleman at all.

      As the lights dimmed and the master of ceremonies announced the bride and groom’s first big entrance as a married couple, Kresley James flashed me a brilliant smile and nodded once. “I’m in,” she said. “Be my date, Nicky Pallas.”

      I scooted closer, watching as something smoldered in her gaze. “You won’t be able to get rid of me.”

      She had no idea just how serious I was.
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      “I learned this move during my freshman year at U-Dub,” Nick shouted over the loud beat as he linked his fingers together and undulated his arms wildly in a waving motion. “Do you like it?”

      I laughed at his antics, feeling light and carefree—from the champagne and drinks I’d consumed, and because Nick was just so easy to be with. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d laughed so much, or had been so . . . happy.

      “It’s so . . . classic!” I shouted back, my eyes once again drawn to his exposed forearms, where he’d rolled his shirt sleeves up earlier. Dark ink covered the exposed skin to the wrist, and I was dying to get a closer look, to trace the colorful whorls with my fingers and discover all of his hidden artwork.

      Nick was right. He was a horrible dancer, but without a doubt, the most fun date I had ever had in my life. Even if it wasn’t a real date.

      True to his word, he kept my champagne glass full, held my purse every time I went to the bathroom—even bribed a waiter with a big tip to bring me extra mashed potatoes after I told him they were my favorite food. He told gut-bustingly funny jokes that had me laughing so hard my sides hurt, and shared interesting stories during dinner about his job as a police detective. He also listened intently when I told him about my job at the store, and my passion for sewing.

      When I told him how nervous I was about being single for the first time since I was fifteen, his expression turned soft. Attentive and understanding. Something inside me warmed and melted, and I wondered if someone as sexy and obviously cool as Nick Pallas could ever really be interested in shy, quiet me, with my sewing hobby I was trying to make into something more, and my low-key life.

      Maybe, I thought, remembering how he devoured me with his eyes when he sat down next to me at the table earlier. Like he was starving, and I was his favorite snack.

      The band struck up a slower song and Nick grabbed my arm, pulling me closer to slide his muscular arms around my waist. I draped my arms around his neck as we swayed to the music, grateful for the break from our previous wild pace.





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/is-ebook.jpg
\\L Q

KAYLEE MONROE






OEBPS/images/kaylee-logo-stacked-profile-pic.jpg
B
riise





